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      The Curse of Bimbo Tag and its two sequels have never before been available in a single volume before. The original book, first published in 2013, was based on an Arena contest at the MC Forum. I was unable to finish the story in time for submission, but it became the second ever bimbo transformation novella I ever published.

      That first book has been one of my more successful books to date and it was ripe for a sequel. That brought about the first sequel, Jenna or Jenni.

      Following that book, I heard enough from my readers to encourage me to write the third book, closing out the series with the Bimbo Professor.

      It should be noted this may not be the end of Bimbo Tag. There is room for prequels in the future, should they be warranted.

      To be honest, the Bimbo Tag curse has always been one of my favorite methods of bimbofication. It will undoubtably appear in other stories in the future, although not necessarily as part of this series. There is a certain falling spiral aspect to it that makes it a fantastic bimbofication method.

      I hope you enjoy this omnibus edition of the Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag and its sequels.
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      “Jenna, why did you bring me here?” I complained to my best friend.  “You know I hate clubbing.”

      “It’s for your own good Maria,” Jenna replied.  “You spend too much time in the library.  There’s more to college than books.”

      “But I like books,” I replied, pulling at the hem of Jenna’s dress that she made me put on before we left.

      “Books are fine, but they don’t get you laid,” said my roommate.

      “Jenna, you know I’m not like that.”

      “Like what?”

      “You know…” I said meekly, not wanting to say what I was thinking and insult one of my only friends at school.

      “What?  A slut?  Maria, I’m not a slut just because I’m not a virgin anymore.  And liking sex doesn’t make me a slut either.”

      “Jenna, I wasn’t…” I stammered in response, fully aware that Jenna was correct about my thinking.  To be honest, I couldn’t help it.  My family originally came from European aristocracy with, oddly, puritan beliefs, so I was raised to be prim and proper and to view sex as a dirty thing that should only happen when married and to have children.  Admittedly, that had not stopped me from trying with my prom date after we graduated, but it was not a fun experience for me.

      “All I want for you is to loosen up.  Is that too much to ask?”

      “I guess you’re right,” I said, not wanting to start an argument.

      “Good, now let’s hit the dance floor.”

      Jenna pulled me by the hand out onto the dance floor.  The music wasn’t my type, as I prefer more classical offerings, but it did have a good beat.  After several minutes of pretending to dance to satisfy my outgoing roommate, I actually started to get into the beat a little bit, dancing along to the heavy bass.

      I looked up at Jenna and saw her lips move.  She was saying something, but I couldn’t hear her over the loud music.

      “What?” I shouted.

      “I said, now you’re getting it,” she shouted back.

      I continued dancing.  I slowly turned, my eyes closed, still swaying to the beat.  When I opened them, I suddenly found myself face to face with what had to have been my exact opposite.  Yes, she was a woman, but it seemed that was where the similarities ended.  Her long blonde hair contrasted with her dark tanned skin and neon colored clothes that barely covered her.  Considering her dress and heavily made up face, all I could think of was how much she looked like a whore.

      “Like hi,” the whorish blonde said, smiling with her puffy pink lips.  Despite the noise of the music, I could hear her high pitched and breathy voice perfectly without her noticeably raising her voice.

      “Um, hi,” I said back, trying to distance myself from the strange woman.  As I backed away, I noticed the woman’s breasts for the first time.  They were huge, standing out from her chest like to soccer balls glued to her chest.  They couldn’t possibly have been real.

      The blonde woman looked confused for a moment, her eyes almost crossing, her head tilted at an angle.  Then suddenly her expression changed to a frown, or as much of a frown as her fat lips could muster.  It was obvious to me that she was not very bright.  I looked around hoping there was a guy around to come hit on her and distract her from having anything to do with me.

      Jenna had moved off toward the far side of the dance floor and I slowly made my way to follow her, backing up as I went, seemingly unable to take my eyes off the strange woman.  The farther back I got from her, the more about her I noticed and the more about her I decided I didn’t like.  The woman’s skirt was ridiculously short, making mine feel downright prudish.  Worse were her heels.  Considering all the weight hanging off the woman’s chest, I found it surprising that she could stand in her skyscraper heels without falling over.

      And then suddenly the strange blonde woman was rushing toward me at speeds I would have thought her incapable of.  She crossed the dance floor and reached me before I had a chance to react.  I soon found myself in her embrace, pinned between her surprisingly strong arms and her gigantic breasts.

      “Get off me,” I shouted, but I could barely hear myself over the music which seemed to have increased in volume.

      The woman ignored my cry.  I tried yelling again, this time calling out for help, but my second attempt was stopped before it had a chance to leave my throat.  The woman silenced me, placing her mouth on mine and sticking her tongue in my mouth.

      She was kissing me.  I tried pushing her away, but I found myself unable to break her embrace.  I struggled against her, trying to turn my head, anything to get her to stop, but all my attempts ended in failure.  Her tongue continued to probe my mouth, intertwining with my own tongue, dancing in my mouth, seemingly to the beat of the music.

      After who knows how long the woman finally broke the kiss.  She looked into my eyes with a vacant stare, a big smile on her face.

      “You’re it,” she said before turning and leaving the dance floor.

      I stood there stunned, my mouth open, staring off in the direction the woman walked away.  I seemed incapable of figuring out exactly what had just happened and why it had happened.  I wanted to simply write the incident off as an encounter with a crazy person, but I couldn’t convince myself that that was true.

      I jumped in shock as I felt a hand on my shoulder.  I turned quickly to find Jenna there.

      “You all right?” she asked me, a concerned look on her face.

      “What?” I mumbled, my brain not fully recovered from my encounter moments earlier.

      “I asked if you’re all right.”

      “Oh, yeah, um, I don’t know,” I responded, very unsure of myself.

      “Okay, I think we need to get you home.  Obviously the club was not the right place to bring you tonight.  I’m sorry for dragging you here.”

      I barely registered that we would be leaving.  Thank god, I thought.  Jenna led me to the exit, as I was still in a bit of a daze from earlier.  She got our coats from the coat room and then led me out to the car.

      “What happened?” Jenna asked as she drove us back to campus.

      “Hmm?” I responded, completely distracted by a tingling that I had begun to notice in my lips.  I brought my hand up to feel them.  They didn’t feel any different, but that did not stop them from tingling.

      “I asked if something happened at the club.  You seem really out of it or something.  You didn’t accept a drink from a guy did you?”

      “No,” I assured Jenna, now focusing on our conversation.  “I would never do anything like that.”

      “Good.  Still you seem pretty spacey.  I’m worried about you.”

      “There was this woman.”

      “Yeah?”

      “She was blonde and had really big breasts and she was dressed really, um, provocatively.”

      “You mean the bimbo that was dancing with a bunch of guys when we arrived?”

      “Maybe, I wasn’t really paying attention to her when we got there.  Anyways, she surprised me while I was dancing.  I tried backing away but she practically jumped me.”

      “She didn’t hurt you, did she?”

      “No, it wasn’t like that.  She just hugged me really tight.  And then she kissed me, on the lips and stuck her tongue in my mouth.”

      “Oh my god.  That is really weird.  I think I’d be pretty freaked out too.”

      The ride home continued, but as the city lights passed by outside, I started to feel light headed.  It felt like all my thoughts were slowing down and the unpleasant ones were escaping entirely.  It felt good, letting my mind go blank and just focusing on the few fun thoughts that crossed my mind.

      “You feeling any better?” Jenna asked me as we pulled onto campus.

      “Um, yeah, I’m feeling real good,” I replied, slurring my words a bit.  I felt too good to focus on actually enunciating.  So what if I sounded funny, it was easier than saying things the hard way.

      “God damn it,” Jenna swore at my response.  “I sure hope whatever drug you have in your system can be slept off without me taking you to the hospital.  I’ve got class in the morning.”

      Once we got back to the dorms, Jenna helped lead me up to our place.  The upperclassmen dorm that we lived in was more like an apartment building.  Jenna and I shared a two-bedroom apartment on the third floor.

      I was a giggling mess by the time Jenna dragged me upstairs.  I kept getting distracted by the most random things.  At the time, I thought I was having a lot of fun.

      “Can I push the button?” I asked like a little girl when we got on the elevator.  Jenna had said she didn’t want to drag me up two flights of stairs.

      “Fine,” Jenna said, clearly having become tired of putting up with my seemingly stoned state.  I didn’t notice her negative tone.

      Of course, the only problem was that when I went to push the button for the elevator, I got confused, not knowing which button to push.  I stood there, staring at the control panel for several moments before Jenna interjected, “Push three.”

      “Oh yeah.  Sorry.”

      I misunderstood what Jenna had meant and I instead pushed three of the buttons.  She just sighed when I looked up to her for approval.  Jenna reached forward and pushed the button for the third floor.  It turns out I had pushed the close door button, and the buttons for floors five and six.

      “Oops,” was all I could manage to say in response to Jenna’s correction.  I giggled to help demonstrate that I hadn’t meant to mess up.

      Once back in our apartment, Jenna walked me to my room, took her dress off of me and then tucked me into bed, still wearing my bra and panties that I had worn to the club.  My bed felt so comfortable as I snuggled in.  I quickly fell asleep.

      The sun woke me up the following morning, shining on my face.  I brought a hand up to shield my eyes.

      “What day is it?” I croaked, my throat dry with thirst.  I was incredibly confused.  On top of that, I was getting a headache and the sun was only making it worse.

      I reached over and grabbed the glass of water on my night stand and took a drink.  The cool water soothed my throat and helped to clear my head.  It was Friday.  That meant I didn’t have any classes.  It was one of the perks of being an upperclassman.  I looked over at the clock.  It said it was nearly eleven o’clock.  I never slept in.  I never needed an alarm clock either.

      “Holy shit,” I said, realizing how late it was.  I immediately covered my mouth at the realization that I had cussed.  I never swore.  It was a major part of my upbringing.  “A lady never swears,” my mother used to say.  Admittedly, I had never felt the need before.

      The water had also helped my headache, as it diluted the sharp pain in my skull to a dull ache.  I felt hungover.  It was curious, because I hadn’t actually had anything to drink at the club.

      I got up and padded into the bathroom to take a shower.  As I waited for the water to get hot, I examined myself in the mirror.  I didn’t look particularly hungover.  In fact, I thought I looked pretty good.  The recent acne I had been experiencing was gone, my hair was looking a little less dull than usual and it certainly seemed that I had lost a little of the padding around the middle that I had gained over the last couple years.

      Stepping into the shower and feeling the hot spray hit my body felt amazing.  It was so relaxing to sit there and let the water massage away the tension.  The water seemed to also be causing a bit of a side effect.  As it hit my breasts, they started to tingle.  It was a good tingle, but it was a sensation I had never felt before.

      The tingle only grew when I began to soap myself, especially when I ran the bar of soap over my breasts.  The tingling set off sparks that shot up into my brain and down my spine to my pussy.

      “Oh god,” I moaned, setting the soap aside, but continuing to work my breasts.  Their sensitivity was greater than I had ever known.  Between my hands and the hot water, I was getting aroused.  My nipples were standing out at attention, begging for me to pinch them.  I tried to resist, not wanting to give into my body’s desires, but their pull on me was too great.

      I slid my hand across my breast and held the erect nipple in my fingers.  I mentally fought back, but it was a losing battle, as I squeezed.  My legs went weak as I nearly collapsed.  I pinched my other nipple for similar results.  I continued to squeeze and twist my nipples, the hot water continuing to flow over me, but my attention began to get drawn away from my breasts.  I was very aroused and my pussy wanted a piece of the action.

      With my left hand still playing with my breasts, my right hand slid down over my belly and down to the slick folds of my pussy.  My thumb quickly found my clit, peaking out from its hood, as I began rubbing it.  It felt so deliciously good as surges of electricity passed up into my brain, firing off endorphin producing synapses.  I felt completely naughty with my behavior, but the pleasure was too good to ignore.

      Despite the fantastic feelings emanating from my pussy, it wanted more.  Soon, without myself being aware that I had done it, I found that I one of my fingers had slid past my nether lips and into the inner sanctum of my pussy.

      “Oh god yes,” I moaned, awash in even greater levels of pleasure.

      But my pussy was not satisfied.  Moments earlier I had been fighting my arousal, but now as I stood there under the hot spray, I couldn’t imagine ever saying no to my body’s desires.  A second and then a third finger quickly joined in the fun in sliding in and out of my slit.

      My moaning lost all semblance of coherence as I gave myself over to the pleasures of my body.  My arousal was continuing to rise toward a peak that finally seemed to be within reach.  My ministrations of self pleasure increased in speed and my breathing became ragged as I tried to urgently coax every ounce of energy into the sexual release that was so near.

      Finally it happened.  I leaned back against the wall of the shower and slid down to the ground as I reached the summit of pleasure.  I climaxed, my vision turning white as I cried out.  My mind went blank as I sat under the cooling spray, my body completely relaxed having been relieved of the sexual tension that had built up in it.  The only signs of life within me were my heaving chest and the big dopey grin on my face.

      I seemingly came to, my mind rebooting after shutting down under the onslaught of pleasure, with cold water falling down upon me.  I had used up all the hot water during my personal sexual escapade.  I quickly finished cleaning myself, ushered on my the freezing water.  At least my headache was gone.

      As I dried my body, I caught a glance of myself in the mirror.  What I saw made me stop and stare.  I looked different.  I still looked like me, but I looked like a sexier version of me.  I was thinner, having lost additional weight it seemed to what I noticed earlier.  Meanwhile, my breasts and my butt seemed to have grown slightly.  To top it off, my hair seemed lighter, no longer the dark chocolate brown I had had all my life, but more of a light brown.  It was the strangest thing.

      I put the thought that I looked different out of my mind, knowing the impossibility of my body changing like I thought I had seen.  Instead, I set about prepping myself for the rest of the day.  I was thankful that it was Friday and I didn’t have any classes; one of the perks of being an upperclassman.

      I sat down on the couch in the living room to study, my school books on the coffee table.  I was dressed in a sweatshirt and yoga pants.  The idea was to be comfortable and since I wasn’t going out, I didn’t need to put any effort into my appearance.

      I opened up my school planner to see what homework I had to do over the weekend.  I let out a sigh, looking at all that I had to do for Monday; one of the downsides of being an upperclassman.  I had homework for Calculus, Molecular Biology, Organic Chemistry and Cold War Politics and History.  The latter was my fun class for the semester, the rest made up the core of my science major.

      When I was in high school, my father had taught me to always tackle the hardest class first.  For me, that would be Calculus.  I have always been good at math, but calculus seemed to lack the intuitiveness that I had survived on previously.  Fortunately, the more recent topics in the class had come to me easier.  Of course that may have been because of all the time I spent in the professor’s office getting help earlier in the semester.

      I opened up my notebook and my textbook, laying both on my lap, as I sat cross legged.  I turned on my stereo.  It was already set to the local classical radio station.  Then with pencil and graphing calculator in hand, I set to reading the first problem of the homework assignment.

      Suddenly my head swam as I got dizzy trying to read the first problem.  I closed my eyes and put my head in my hands, trying to steady myself.  After about a minute my dizziness passed.  Instead of going back to my homework, I got up to get a drink of water.  As I stood next to the kitchen sink drinking a glass of water, I suddenly realized I had not eaten anything yet.  It was strange that I hadn’t noticed my lack of food earlier.

      After what turned out to be a big lunch, I went back to the living room to get started on my homework.  I read the first problem and thankfully I did not get dizzy again.  However, there was a problem.  I didn’t understand the problem.  Here I had thought that I was starting to understand the material better and then I couldn’t seem to make any sense of the problems assigned.

      “Please don’t make me spend another day in Professor Lumholtz’s office getting help,” I said, dreading having to spend more time with the creepy old man.  Professor Lumholtz wasn’t that old, but he had a creepy old man vibe with the way he tended to leer at the women in his classes.  I had, as of yet, been able to avoid his stare.

      Rather than completely give up, I decided to just move on to the next problem.  I read the problem carefully, but it seemed to be even worse.  It made no sense.

      “Take it easy Maria,” I said to myself as I noticed that my stress levels were starting to spike.  I hadn’t been faced with this kind of academic inadequacy for a long time, so my mind naturally started to panic a little.

      Still determined to have some sort of success, I looked back through my notes from the previous week’s classes, hoping to ground myself in the material and make some headway, no matter how small.  As I paged back through my notebook, looking for anything that could help me, I was stunned.  I couldn’t believe I had written all that I had.  It was all so complicated.  I distinctly remembered taking the notes and understanding them at the time, but now they were just as meaningless as the problems I had tried to read.

      “What the hell is wrong with me?” I said, bemoaning my lack of success.  “This seemed so easy in class on Wednesday.”

      I didn’t want to give up, but I really didn’t seem to have a choice, as it was pointless to try to work through something that I had no understanding of.  I decided instead to work on my biology assignment.  I had to write up a lab report.  I figured I could be finished in about half an hour.  I had done so many before, I felt like I could write them in my sleep.

      Two hours later I was finally done with the lab report, and it had felt like the longest two hours of my life.  I don’t know what it was, but it seemed nothing was coming easily to me.  I had the very detailed notes I took during the lab, but I struggled to put any coherent thoughts on the page.  And after all that time I spent writing the report, I knew it wasn’t very good.  It just wasn’t up to my usual standard and it seemed neither was I.

      “I’ll look at it again later,” I told myself.  “Maybe I can clean it up after I finish everything else.”

      After two straight hours of report writing, I was drained.  I knew there was no way that I was going to be able to work on anything else for a while.  Returning all of my study materials to the coffee table and turning off the stereo, I got up and walked into my room, looking for something to do to help me relax.  My afternoon’s struggles were negatively weighing on my mind.

      I browsed my bookshelf, looking for something fun to read, but nothing stood out as something I wanted to read to relax.  As I stood there in front of the bookcase, I glanced to the side and caught sight of myself in a mirror, or more specifically, I caught sight of my butt.  I had never had much there, my whole body tending toward fairly flat, despite added weight in a few places.  Nonetheless, as I looked at myself and my slightly more rounded posterior, I couldn’t help but smile.  It also explained why the pants had felt a little tighter when I had put them on.

      The sight of myself and my exaggerated curves reinvigorated the tingle I had felt in the shower, only this time it was centered in my pussy and it was much stronger.  I had never masturbated more than once in a week before, let alone more than once in a day, but given the day that I had had so far, I didn’t see any harm in it.

      I stripped out of my sweatshirt and pants as I laid back on my bed.  My left hand automatically returned to where it had finished last time, my breasts.  My right went straight for my honey pot.  I couldn’t believe that I was already wet with the beginnings of my arousal.

      “Mmm, that’s nice,” I said as three fingers penetrated my hungry pussy.

      I pumped my fingers in and out, rubbing my clit with my thumb the entire time.  Meanwhile, my breasts felt ecstatic as my left hand roamed across them, taking time to play with my already hard nipples.  It felt so good that I couldn’t think as to why I didn’t do this more often.

      I continued my ministrations, and while the pleasure felt great, something was missing.  In the shower, there had been a need driving me.  Four hours later I was doing the exact same thing, but it just wasn’t the same.  It was like the pleasure was muted.  I was definitely enjoying myself, as I laid back on my bed and played with my pussy, but I wanted more.

      Then it dawned on me.  I reached over to my night stand and pulled a pink jelly dildo out of the drawer.  It had been a gag birthday gift from Jenna during our freshman year.  The dildo was still in its packaging.  With quick hands, I unwrapped the dildo and brought it to my entrance.

      “Oh yes,” I moaned as I slowly pulled it into me.  It felt so good as it rubbed against my slick folds.  I began to slide the dildo in and out, going deeper with each thrust.  The sensation of being filled so deeply was quickly elevating my level of sexual heat building up inside of me.

      I continued moaning as I kept the dildo moving in and and out of me, but I was quickly becoming incoherent.  Rather than finding a steady rhythm with my thrusting, I found myself continually increasing the pace and strength with which I slid the pink dildo into me.  My vision dimmed as sparks went off behind my eyes, the blinding pleasure nearly overwhelming my brain.

      I was climbing the sexual mountain again, only this time the peak was much higher than I had ever experienced before.  I had already surpassed the height of my earlier trek and I knew that I still had a long way to go.  I was perspiring with the effort.  Nothing else mattered but trying to reach the summit of my arousal.  Neither heaven nor earth could have kept me from reaching my climax.

      Finally as desperation nearly took me, I could sense that satisfaction was near.  My breathing quickened and my legs began to spasm, their muscles unable to take the strain.  The pace of my thrusts with the dildo quickened to a speed that I never knew I could reach, let alone sustain.  And then finally it happened.

      It was a twisting of a nipple that finally sent me over the edge.  I had reached the peak of my sexual need and I crashed back down in the strongest orgasm I had ever experienced.  My whole body shook as the orgasm took me, pleasure spreading in waves throughout my body, filling me up.  I passed out from the effort, my body completely relaxed, my struggles with homework completely forgotten and the dildo still sitting in my pussy.

      I awoke feeling chilled.  The perspiration from my earlier session of self pleasure had cooled me nearly to the point of shivering.  I quickly got up, returned the dildo to my nightstand and grabbed my robe as I headed back out into the apartment.

      “Have a good time?” Jenna asked with a knowing smile, sitting at the kitchen table, bent over a book.

      It took me a moment to register what Jenna had said.

      “Um, yeah,” I said, giggling, a big smile on my face.  I was happy and I felt too good to care that Jenna had over heard my earlier fun.

      “Are you all right?” Jenna asked me, a concerned look on her face.

      “Of course,” I replied, feeling giddy.  “Why?”

      “No offense Maria, but you’re acting stoned right now.  Are you high?”

      It took me a moment to think through what Jenna had said.  “Higher than what?” I finally asked, trying to get clarification.

      Jenna sighed at my response.  “Did you take any drugs today?”

      I put my finger to my lips as I thought about my answer.  I slowly went through the events of the day in my head.

      “No,” I finally responded.  “Should I have?”

      “Wow.  I was going to say that you should share, but if you don’t want to, that’s fine.  I’ll just go to my room and finish my book.”

      Jenna stood up with her book and walked into her bedroom and shut the door, leaving my alone in the kitchen.  I stood there for several minutes, not sure what to do with myself.  However, my giddiness was quickly becoming overwhelming.  I needed to do something.  I needed to get out of the apartment.

      I went to my room to get dressed to go out.  I was feeling fun and sexy, but when I opened my dresser, I found nothing that fit my mood.  All of my bras and panties were made of cotton and they looked completely unflattering.  I eventually found something that I thought might be passable, a matching set that I could not remember wearing before.

      The panties were a little tight, but I did like how they hugged my butt.  The bra on the other hand plainly didn’t fit.  The band was fine, but I was flowing out over the top of the cups.

      “Did my tits grow?” I asked myself, looking in the mirror.

      I reached up and held my tits, releasing them from their confining constraints.  It felt really good and I wanted to stop and play with myself, but I was overcome by a semblance of self control.

      “I already got to play.  I need to finish getting dressed.”

      Pouting slightly at not having the chance to play with myself, I removed the bra, since it didn’t fit.  Finding clothing proved just as difficult as finding underwear.  I had never realized how drab and boring my style had been before.  I didn’t even have a skirt that showed my knees.

      “Oh, I know.  I think I’ll go shopping.  Then I can get something fun to wear.”

      Now that I knew what I was dressing for, I found it easier to find suitable clothing.  I could change into my purchases at the mall, so anything I wore on the way there, I would not need to wear for very long.  I grabbed a pair of capri jeans and slid them up my legs.  They were tight across my butt, showing it off well.  There was just a hint of a panty line, which I wasn’t thrilled with, but I knew I wouldn’t be wearing them for long.

      Since none of my tops did anything to show off and I wasn’t sure how they would fit over my bigger tits, I put my sweatshirt from earlier back on.  It fit differently, as my tits pulled it up, leaving space between the sweatshirt and my pants.  With my now thinner waist, I liked how it looked.  I only hoped some boys might like it too.

      The mall was a flurry of activity, and I saw it all in a whole new light.  I had never been much of a fan of shopping before, but now it felt almost like a hobby.  Getting new stuff to wear and show off in was fun.  When I first arrived I went straight for the stores I usually shopped at, but I couldn’t even make it inside them.  They were too stuffy looking, even from outside the entrance.  Instead I found myself gravitating toward the trendier stores, heavy bass pouring out from the entrances, strobe and neon lights flashing.

      I started by shopping for lingerie.  I considered buying a bunch of sets so that I could always feel sexy underneath my clothes, but a little voice in my head said to wait.  It was probably a good idea as my credit cards could only take so much.  However, I felt so much better walking around in my pink lace thong and matching demi-cup bra.  The best part was no more panty lines.  The clerk had to help me get measured, because I had grown two whole cup sizes.  It made me really happy to be able to say that I was no longer below average in tit size.

      The rest of the shopping trip was a bit of a whirlwind tour of the mall.  I tried on so many different outfits that I couldn’t count them all.  Again, despite my desire to go crazy and buy everything that I liked, the little voice inside my head said to wait.  It was like it knew something was going to happen.

      Before I left, I made a stop at the makeup counter at one of the department stores.  One of the bags that I was carrying was full of new makeup, much of which I had no experience using, but that did not deter me.  My goal was to look pretty and I somehow knew that my purchases would help me.

      I walked out of the mall and back to my car, my arms full of bags of new purchases, now dressed in a much more fun style.  I had replaced the capris with a jean skirt that barely reached my thighs and a cropped pink tank top with a plunging neck line.  To top off the outfit, I bought a pair of white heeled sandals.  I hadn’t worn heels this high before, so it was a bit of a challenge to walk in them at first, but I prided myself on being a fast learner.

      It felt so good to put myself on display.  There were a lot of guys that watched me as I walked around the mall.  I spent a lot of time perfecting my walk, adding a sexy sway to my hips.  I also enjoyed leaning over counters and giving guys enticing views of my cleavage.  I had never known how much fun I could have at the mall.

      It was just starting to get dark when I was driving home.  I kept getting distracted by all of the bright lights on the various store fronts.  I nearly hit three different cars because I got caught looking at the pretty lights.  The last incident occurred because I was busy looking at a sign for an all night piercing parlor.  Inspiration struck as I pulled my car over to the curb, nearly hitting another car as I had to cross a lane of traffic to get to the curb.

      I walked in to the piercing parlor to be greeted by a tall and skinny man who was decked out with more facial piercings than I could count.  The most noticeable feature were his stretched earlobes, which brushed against his shoulders.  This piercing parlor obviously catered to a more extreme clientele, but the man’s appearance did not dissuade me from my impulsive idea.

      “What can I do for you?” the man asked kindly, seeing that I was not of his usual client type.

      “I’d like a piercing,” I responded as I was still working out a plan.

      “What kind of piercing would you like?”

      “Um, I don’t know.  I just want one.”

      The man gave me a knowing smile, as if he had worked with people like me before.  I could have been scared by it, but I was happy to sense his experience.  It gave me confidence in his abilities.

      “Well then, have you had anything pierced before?”

      I shook my head no.  I was wearing my hair down so he couldn’t see that my ears were not pierced.  I had always shunned the idea of permanently, or at least semi-permanently, marking my body.  Now I couldn’t think of a good reason not to.

      “And you have no idea what you want done?”

      Again I shook my head no.

      “Then how about we look through my picture book here of some of the work I’ve done before?  I find it can be helpful in narrowing down what you might like.”

      “Okay,” I said.  “I like that idea.”

      The man reached down under the counter and pulled up two photo albums, one black, the other pink.  He returned the black album to its place under the counter.

      “So there are a number of great piercings you can get.  Obviously pierced ears are a common piercing for people your age.  In fact, many people get them when they are in middle school or high school.”

      The man opened up the album and began showing my a number of earring styles used with pierced ears.  I nodded to indicate that I was following him.  The pictures helped a lot.

      “Other popular piercings include the belly button,” he said, flipping to pictures of various navel piercings, “and the nose stud is becoming increasingly common.”  Again, the man flipped to several photos of girls with a stud in their nose.

      All the girls in the pictures were pretty and their piercings looked great.  I wanted them.  I couldn’t wait to be decked out in a bunch of shiny jewelry.  I knew they would make me pretty too.

      “So, any of those sound of interest?”

      “Uh huh,” I said, still looking at the pictures.

      “Which one do you think you want?”

      There was a voice in my head again, but this time it was a different one.  This voice was telling me to walk out and not get the piercings done and saying that I would regret it.  The voice really didn’t sound very fun, so I decided to ignore it.  I wanted to look pretty and this man could help me do that.

      “All of them,” I finally said.  I realized I didn’t really like making decisions.  It was much more fun to go with the flow, and in this case, it was easier and more fun to just go with everything and not have to turn down something.

      “You want all of those piercings?” the man asked surprised.

      “Sure.  Is that okay?”

      “No, it’s great.  Why don’t you browse the jewelry selections while I get my equipment prepped for you?”

      “Okay,” I replied happily.  I couldn’t believe I was going through with this.  It was all so much at once, but I knew it would be worth it.

      The man went into the back for a little while.  I could hear noises as he moved things around and got everything set up.  When he came back, I showed him the jewelry that I wanted.  I had picked out big hoops for my ears and a really nice dangling stud for my belly button.  However, he told me that most of what I had chosen could only be worn with fully healed piercings.  He showed me similar items that I could wear right away.  He also recommended that I come back in two weeks to get them checked out, with the possibility of moving up to the jewelry that I wanted.  I agreed and then he led me into the back.

      The piercing process was more painful than I had anticipated.  I had come into the piercing parlor impulsively, so I had not had the chance to prepare myself for the pain.  The man, he said his name was Lukas, was very skilled and finished his work very quickly.  I found myself being escorted back into the front room before I knew it, decked out with four new piercings.  After I paid Lukas for his services, I got up on my tippy toes and kissed him on the cheek to show my thanks.

      “Come back in two weeks and I’ll check on your progress,” he said.

      “I will,” I replied with a giggle on my way out the door.

      It was a struggle to get all of my purchases back up to my apartment.  The dull ache in the places that now sported shiny jewelry did not help.  Once inside the apartment, I went straight to my room to drop my bags on the bed, walking by Jenna’s open room on the way.  She was not inside.

      With my bags in my room, I walked into the kitchen looking to get dinner.  I was famished.  I had really worked up an appetite while out shopping.  Jenna was sitting at the kitchen table again, her head hanging over a book, a largely untouched plate of food sitting next to her.  She looked up when she heard the clicking of my heels on the kitchen tile.

      “Oh my god,” she started in surprise.  “What the hell are you wearing?”

      I giggled at her response to my appearance, twirling around so that she could see all of me.  “You like?” I asked.

      “Did you get your belly button pierced?”

      “Yeah.  There was this place on the way home from the mall and I stopped and got it done.  I got some other stuff done too, like my nose and my ears.  See.  Do you like them?”

      “Maria, you’re really starting to freak me out.  I mean, this is all so unlike you.”

      “What do you mean?  Do I not look good?”

      I was having a hard time figuring out what Jenna’s problem was.  I knew I looked pretty as I had double checked my appearance in the mirror in my room before I came out to the kitchen.

      “You look fine, more than fine actually, but this is all so unlike you.  What happened to the girl who hated to go out, preferring to read at the library?”

      I thought for a moment about what Jenna was asking me.  Her question gave me a great idea.  I decided I should go clubbing.

      “That’s a great idea,” I said cheerily.  “We should go clubbing tonight.  I bought this great little dress at the mall.  I bet the guys are going to love me in it.”

      “Aah!” Jenna practically screamed.  “What the hell is wrong with you?  You’ve been acting strange ever since last night, ever since that bimbo kissed you.  It’s like you’ve been drugged or something.”

      “Oh yeah,” I said thinking about the blonde woman who had kissed me.  “She was really pretty.  I wish I could look like her.”

      “Maria, I’m really worried about you.  This isn’t you.  I think you need to go to the hospital or something.  I’ll take you if you want.”

      “Why,” I said with a pout.  “I don’t want to go to the hospital.  I want to go to a club.  You should come with me.  We can go pick up hot guys.  What do you say?”

      “Look Maria, I got assigned a really big project today that is due Monday.  I don’t have time to put up with your childishness.  You weren’t meant to take me literally when I said you needed to get laid.  I’m willing to sacrifice my grade if it means making sure you get help, but I will not do it just because you have decided to start acting like a bimbo.”

      “Don’t call me that,” I yelled back at Jenna, upset at how mean she was acting.

      “Don’t call you what?  A bimbo?”

      “Yeah, don’t call me a bimbo.”

      “Well all I can say is that you’re dressed like a bimbo and you’re behaving like a bimbo.  So as far as I can see, calling you a bimbo is perfectly apt.”

      “Fine, be that way,” I yelled, turning and storming back to my room.  Jenna was being really mean and was using words that I didn’t understand.

      “She doesn’t know what she’s talking about,” I mumbled to myself while I started putting away all of my new purchases.  “I’m no bimbo.  I just want to have fun and meet some cute guys.  She’s just mad because when I finally decided to loosen up, I end up being prettier than her.  That’s it, she’s jealous.”

      I was mad at Jenna, but now I knew what I needed to do.  Since she was jealous with me, I was going to keep doing the things that made her jealous.  That would show her who was the prettier.

      With my decision to go out, with or without my roommate, I began getting myself ready.  After picking out the dress I was going to wear to the club, I realized I still hadn’t eaten anything.  I went back to the kitchen and was relieved to not see Jenna there.  She must have gone back to her room.

      After another large meal, I began to get myself ready.  I started with my makeup.  I wasn’t very experienced with it so it took me longer than I’d meant, but it was worth it.  The light blue eyeliner and pink lipstick looked fantastic.  I also spent time styling my hair.  I made a mental note to make an appointment with a stylist soon.

      Next came actually getting dressed.  I had purchased a little dress that I could not wait to try out.  I hoped it would turn into my little black dress even though it was blue.  I did a fantastic job of both showing off my legs and my tits.  The back of the dress was mostly thin straps criss crossing back and forth, which meant I wouldn’t be wearing a bra.  And since all of my lingerie now matched, I couldn’t bring myself to only wear half of a set.  I kind of liked the idea of being so out there and exposed.

      With the dress on, and looking fabulous I might add, the only decision left was which shoes to wear.  I had purchased several new pairs to go with the different outfits I had purchased.  Luckily, since blue was my second favorite color, I had made sure the shoes would go with blue.  As they all would work, I opted for the highest pair I had bought.  I knew they might be hard to walk in and definitely hard to dance in, but I hoped I wouldn’t need to actually do too much of that.  My goal for the night was a heavy dose of flirting.

      I didn’t really know anything about the local club scene, so I went back to the same place as the night before.  As I drove it felt like my mind was clearing a little.  I hadn’t realized how fuzzy everything was and how much I was focusing on the pleasure I felt from trying to look pretty.  Even at the club, I sat in my car in the parking lot for twenty minutes before I went in, thinking through all of the choices I was making.  The rational voice I had vaguely heard while at the piercing parlor was back and this time I could not push it aside.

      “What am I doing?” I asked myself, the voice asserting itself strongly.  “Jenna was right.  I’m acting really strangely.”

      Of course, I knew the voice was right.  I was acting strangely.  Not to mention that I probably should have been concerned over the sudden changes in my body.  It was just that, as much as my rational self hated to admit it, I liked the changes.  I had always been a bit of a nerd, and definitely a bookworm.  I had thought that I had despised the bimbos and sluts who acted so overtly sexual and showed themselves off to guys, but if that were true, I wouldn’t be as excited about doing exactly that.

      After several moments of contemplation, I knew I had to leave.  There was too much temptation at the club and my rational side knew I needed help.  I decided I would go home and see if Jenna would still take me to the hospital.  I set myself to start the car to go home when I caught a glance of myself in the rear view mirror.  The glint of the stud in my nose caught my attention.

      “But I’m having fun,” I responded as I dug into my purse, wanting to touch up my makeup.  I got out of the car and walked into the club, my new personality winning out over my rational mind.

      The bouncer of the club let me right in.  It was no surprise considering how hot I knew I looked, but it felt great to be considered beautiful, since I had never felt that way before.  The pounding bass of the music quickly filled my whole body.  I made my way to the bar to get started with a drink, my butt swaying in time to the beat.

      “Can I get a cosmo,” I shouted over the loud music to the bartender.  The man nodded as he began making my drink.

      As I reached for my purse to pay, a man stepped up behind me and slapped a twenty dollar bill on the bar.

      “Her drink’s on me,” he said.  Again the bartender simply nodded to the man as he slid my drink to me across the bar.

      Before I took a sip, I turned to see who my generous benefactor was.  I had never had a man buy me a drink before, so I was unsure of the etiquette involved.  The man was tall and extremely well dressed.  Even with my heels on, I found myself straining to look up into his face.

      “Thank you,” I said, giggling as I looked up into the man’s cool green eyes.  “My name’s Maria.”

      “Mia?” he shouted, obviously unable to hear me over the booming bass.  “I’m Troy.  Would you care to join me at a table?”

      I thought about trying to correct him about my name, but I realized I kind of liked the idea of being called Mia.  Mia was more of a fun sounding name than Maria.  It fit my more light-hearted and care free attitude that I had developed.

      Realizing that I hadn’t answered Troy yet, I nodded my head rather than trying to fight against the music to be heard.  Troy gave me his arm and led me toward the back of the club.  I could feel his strong muscles through his shirt.  There was a small alcove near the back with a little circular couch to sit and a small table to set drinks on.  The walls of the alcove blocked out a lot of the music, making it possible to talk without yelling.

      “Let me help you,” Troy said as he helped me to sit down.  The couch was really low, making me feel even smaller until he sat down.

      “Thank you,” I said again, thankful for the opportunity to speak without shouting.  As I sat there next to Troy, I realized that with the low couch and my lack of panties, I would need to keep my legs together, or else anyone who walked by would get a great view of my pussy.

      I took a sip of my cocktail and found myself nearly coughing from the alcohol as it hit my tongue.  The drink warmed my insides, lighting a fire in my pussy.  I had only been at the club for five minutes and I was already getting insanely horny.

      “So what do you do Mia?” Troy asked, trying to make small talk.

      I looked up into Troy’s face and nearly got lost in his smile.  I could have looked at him for the rest of my life, but he cleared his throat, bringing my attention back to the fact I hadn’t answered him yet.

      “I’m, I’m a student,” I stuttered.  “How about you?”

      “What do I do?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I’m a soccer player.  I’m in town for a game on Sunday.”

      “Really?  That’s so cool.  You must be really good, because I could tell when you gave me your arm that you are really strong.”

      Troy chuckled at my cooing over him.  Hearing that Troy was an athlete immediately made him that much more attractive in my eyes.  I was getting wet just thinking about all of the possible naughty things we could do together.  I took another drink from my cocktail.  It went down much more smoothly this time.

      “Thanks,” Troy replied modestly.

      Troy and I continued to chat for quite some time.  To be honest, I lost track of the time, I was having so much fun.  I finished my first drink and I was feeling pretty tipsy, but when a waitress came by and asked if I wanted another, Troy spoke up for me and ordered it.  By the time the waitress brought it, Troy and I were flirting pretty heavily.  I was stroking his chest through his shirt and he had more than once gotten a good feel of my tits.  I loved having him touch me, especially when he ran his hands across my bare skin.  It was a good thing my dress was so low cut, because his hands on the tops of my tits felt amazing.

      I can’t say I completely remember finishing my second drink as I was too busy playing with Troy.  By the time the third drink arrived, Troy and I were making out.  I was completely drunk, but it felt so good to just give all control away.  Troy knew what he wanted and I knew that he’d give me what I wanted.  To prove that point, he reached up my skirt several times to grab my ass.  I would have had sex right there at the club, but Troy wasn’t like that.  He preferred his privacy.

      At some point Troy decided it was time to go.  He broke off from kissing me and told me to grab my purse, which I had left on the table.  Sitting there was my third drink, the glass completely empty.  I couldn’t remember drinking it, but I didn’t care.  I was too drunk to stand up on my own, so Troy pulled me to my feet and led me out of the club.  I couldn’t walk straight so I leaned heavily on his arm, my head resting against his shoulder.

      Troy drove us back to my apartment in my car.  He was in town with his team and he neither had a car nor a private room.  I was in no state to give directions, so Troy pulled my license out of my purse and mapped the route on his phone.  I simply sat back and sank into the passenger seat.  Troy seemed to know what he was doing.

      After several minutes, a scent made it to my nose that seemed to excite my pussy.  I couldn’t identify the smell in my inebriated state, but it made my mouth water.  I looked over at Troy to see if he noticed the smell as well, when I realized I was smelling him.  It was a combination of cologne and his own musky scent.  I probably only noticed it because we were in such a small space, as my car was of the type that a student could afford.  There was barely enough room for Troy, even with the driver’s seat all the way back.

      I glanced down at Troy’s crotch and saw a big bulge in his pants.  My mouth watered even from just seeing the signs of the erection he had for me.  I reached across the car and into Troy’s lap.  There was no doubt that the bulge was all Troy.

      “Go ahead,” he said, knowing what I was thinking.

      I slowly worked Troy’s cock free from his pants.  It sprang up to attention swaying slightly as blood coursed through it.  Troys cock was big.  I didn’t know cocks could be as long and thick as his was.  The smell only grew in intensity with Troy’s hard shaft now free.  I licked my lips in anticipation, wanting to taste his meat.

      Although still unsteady, I leaned over the center console and took a long hard look at Troy’s cock.  It was beautiful and I could hardly wait to take his prick into my mouth and run my tongue all over it.  As I leaned down, Troy moved his arm to give me better access.

      I started by simply licking the shaft from base to tip.  The taste on my tongue was indescribable, but I loved it.  I pulled back for only a moment to see his cock glisten with my saliva, reflecting the passing street lights.  Determined to do my best, I sucked Troy’s hardness into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the tip.  I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I used all of my brain power to imagine what he might like and do my best to satisfy both his real and imaginary needs.

      I got myself into a steady rhythm, bobbing my head up and down along his hard shaft, each time taking him into my mouth a little more, sliding my now wet lips farther and farther down his cock.  I used one of my hands to stroke him where my mouth had not yet reached.  As I slowly swallowed more and more of his cock, my stroking hand began to slide down and occasionally fondle his balls.

      It was not long before I felt his tip hit the back of my throat.  Troy’s moan of satisfaction covered up the sound I made as I nearly gagged.  I felt that my work was too important to mess up, so I fought my gag reflex with every ounce of strength I could muster.  Before I knew it, Troy’s cock was sliding in and out of my throat.

      “Oh yeah Mia,” Troy moaned.  “You’re a great little cocksucker.”

      I was filled with pride, knowing that I was giving Troy pleasure, but no one would know it by looking at my face.  Tears welled up in the corners of my eyes as my air supply was nearly cut off on every thrust.  There was obvious strain in my eyes as I fought the urge to gag and to cry.  I didn’t want to ruin my makeup anymore than I had to.

      I suddenly felt the car turn sharply as we were plunged into darkness.  I couldn’t see anything but Troy’s lap, his dick in my mouth.

      “There, that’s better,” Troy said, tension in his voice despite an obvious attempt at composure.  “A nice dark alley for a wonderful blow job.”

      Knowing that Troy was now solely focused on the pleasure I was giving him made me redouble my efforts.  My pace sped up slightly and before I knew it I found my nose buried in his trimmed pubic hair.  My oral ministrations with Troy’s cock was making me hotter and hotter.  The heat in my pussy was building to unimaginable heights and needed release.  I reached under my dress with my free hand and began to massage my clit.

      Before I knew it, Troy was grabbing my head with his hands, taking hold and forcibly dictating my work.  He shoved my head onto his cock, shoving his shaft deep into my throat.

      “Oh fuck,” Troy called out.  “Damn that’s good.”

      I smiled inwardly.  He was obviously close, the vigor with which he shoved my head onto his cock the sign, but then again, I was close too.  As my head forcibly bobbed up and down, my throat getting filled, my pussy had three fingers pumping in and out past my slick folds.  I was in sexual heaven, knowing I was giving such great pleasure and feeling that same type pleasure emanating from my hungry pussy.

      Troy grabbed my hair and pushed me down onto his shaft with even greater force holding my there.  I could feel his cock twitching in my throat.  I knew that this had to be it.  This was what happened before he would come.  I could feel the movement in my throat, but then, just when I was preparing for him to cum in my throat, he pulled my head back so that just the head still sat in my mouth.

      I wondered what was happening, but my questions were soon answered as his cock sent spurt after spurt of his hot white cum into my mouth.  The taste was divine, but I had little opportunity to enjoy it as the volume of his jizm quickly overwhelmed me.  I swallowed his seed as fast as I could, but it was not enough.  Soon I had two little rivulets running down my chin from the corners of my mouth.

      Only once it had seemed like I had sucked Troy dry, I spent a moment cleaning his cock, making sure there was no sticky cum remaining.  The whole time my hand continued to penetrate my entrance.  My tits were demanding attention, but I ignore them to finish taking care of Troy.  My cleaning task completed, I deftly returned Troy’s cock to the confines of his pants with one hand.  I looked up at his face to see his satisfying smile.

      Troy helped me to sit back upright, my hand still buried in my pussy.  With a finger from my now free hand, I wiped the cum from my chin and sucked it into my mouth, taking the time to savor the taste of Troy’s cum.  With our sexual diversion complete, Troy got us back on the road, still heading back to my apartment.

      As soon as I was done collecting the remains of Troy’s cum, my tits got what they wanted, halting the jealousy they felt over the attention I was giving my pussy.  As I began to caress and stroke my tits, I knew that it was the right choice to give my tits what they wanted.  My pleasure instantly doubled and I felt myself quickly ascending the mountain of arousal that I so desperately wanted to reach the top of.

      “Oh god,” I moaned as I masturbated in front of Troy.

      I was becoming delirious with the pleasure coursing through my body.  I continued climbing up toward the summit, my fingers pumping faster and faster into me.  Soon my breathing was ragged from my efforts and I could feel my climax approaching.

      “Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes,” I chanted in time with my fast moving fingers.

      And then it happened.  My vision went white as I cried out incomprehensibly, my body and mind overcome by the waves of sexual release washing through me.  My body stiffened, my muscles contracting, as I came hard, gushing juices onto my fingers.  Eventually I passed out, my mind giving in against the onslaught of endorphins, my hand still under the hem of my dress.  My head rested against the passenger window as Troy continued the drive home smiling at his fortune.

      “We’re here,” Troy said, shaking me awake.

      I opened my eyes slowly, not completely aware of where I was or what I was doing.

      “Hmm?” I asked lazily as I looked up at Troy, my eyes only half open.

      “We’re at your apartment building.”

      “Oh goodie,” I replied happily.

      I started to pull myself together, which meant I needed to first extricate my hand from my pussy.  As I pulled it up, I saw that my fingers were covered in my juices.  Thinking nothing of it, I began to lick my fingers clean.  I decided I really enjoyed my taste.  I was still sexily sucking on a finger when Troy finally reached into the car from the open passenger door and began to pull me out.  It took a moment, but I eventually realized what he was trying to do and I helped.

      My legs were unsteady.  I stood there, one arm propped up by Troy, the other resting on the roof of my car.

      “Not much of a drinker I take it?”

      “I guess not,” I said with a giggle, falling into Troy when I pulled my hand away from the car.

      “Well, we better get you up to your apartment.  What floor do you live on?”

      I paused for a moment, while Troy continued to hold me up.  It seemed like I had forgotten.  That last orgasm seemed to be making it really hard for me to think.  Then again, I was pretty drunk, so that could have been my problem too.

      “Um…”

      “You don’t remember what floor you live on?” Troy asked surprised.

      I was surprised too.  I knew I had been acting pretty ditzy, but even I couldn’t be that dumb.  Although I vaguely remembered having a similar problem in the elevator with Jenna.  I hadn’t pushed the right button and she had fixed it for me.

      Despite my lack of an answer, Troy took me into the building and got us on the elevator, half pulling and half carrying me.  I looked at the elevator control panel and thought back to the night before, barely remembering the incident through the haze I had been in.  Suddenly I remembered.  Jenna had pushed the button for the third floor.

      “I live on three,” I said, proud that I had figured it out.

      Troy pushed the button and we waited the thirty seconds that it took for the elevator to rise two floors.  The doors opened with a ding, and I, now feeling a little more steady, led Troy down the hall to my apartment.  As we approached my apartment, I couldn’t help but think about how jealous Jenna was going to be when she found out who I had brought home.  I broke out in a fit of giggles at the thought of Jenna sulking in her room while Troy and I got down to business.

      My apartment door was locked, which was no surprise, because we always left it locked.  There were some sketchy frat guys who lived in the building and we didn’t trust them, or at least Jenna didn’t trust them.  I couldn’t think of a good reason to be worried.  They actually seemed pretty cute with their pukka shell necklaces and popped collars.  I was too busy giggling and thinking about the frat boys to actually get the door unlocked.

      Troy took my keys from my hand and opened the door.  I closed my eyes and leaned back against the door jam imagining all the fun I could have with the frat guys.  However, my thoughts returned to Troy, my pussy screaming to get his cock inside of me.  I opened my eyes and grabbed Troy by the neck, pulling his face toward mine and kissing him hard.  He kissed me back as our tongues probed each others mouths.  I was getting hot and I couldn’t wait to get to the fucking.

      With one hand still holding Troy’s neck, I reached down with the other and gave his cock a good squeeze.  He was already hard again.  Leaving his cock, my hand moved to his belt as I attempted to loosen it.  Troy broke the kiss and grabbed my hand, pushing it away from his crotch.

      “Not in the hallway,” he said.  “Let’s go inside.  Then you can get what you want.”

      “Yippee,” I squealed in response.  I couldn’t wait to get his big hard cock into my pussy.  I was finally going to get laid and make Jenna jealous.

      Acting on a mission, I pulled Troy into the apartment, giving him little time to close the door behind us.  The thought of closing the door was unimportant compared to the quest I was now set on.  Jenna wasn’t in the living room or the kitchen as we made our way back to my room at the back of the apartment.

      Troy followed me into my room.  I normally kept it very clean, but my shopping trip had left numerous bags scattered across the floor.  I sat down on the bed and patted the mattress next to me, signaling to Troy that he should join me.  However, he hesitated.

      “Mia, I need to use the restroom before we start.”

      “Oh, yeah, okay.  It’s, um, the first door on the…” I looked down at my hands trying to figure which side the bathroom was on.  It was kind of hard, because it changed sides sometimes.  It knew it had something to do with which direction you were walking.  My face brightened when I remembered.  “On the left.”

      “Thanks babe.  I’ll be right back.”

      I initially sat on my bed and twirled my finger in my hair absentmindedly, but as I looked over my room, I caught sight of myself in the mirror.  I stood up and walked over to the mirror to get a better look at what I was seeing.  I looked different.  I knew I looked different than I had the night before, but I looked different than I had when I left for the club.

      The first thing I noticed was the size of my tits.  They had grown again, straining dangerously against my dress.  If there had been buttons, I knew they would have popped off already.  Looking down, I reached up and cupped them in my hands.  They were even more sensitive than before.

      I looked back up at my image in the mirror, knowing that I could lose myself in my own cleavage.  My hands were different too.  My nails were longer and looked practically styled.  I made another mental note of also getting my nails fixed up when I was getting my hair styled.

      And speaking of my hair, it looked longer and lighter.  My hair, which once sat at my shoulders now flowed halfway down my back.  Further, the night before I had been a brunette, with hair bordering on black, but now, I was blonde.  My hair was on the darker spectrum of blonde, but it had lighter colored highlights that I was quickly growing to love.

      I licked my lips, enjoying the sight I saw in the mirror.  I looked hot and I loved it.  I couldn’t believe it, but I was getting wet just looking at myself.  As I ran my tongue over my lips, they felt different too.  I leaned in toward the mirror, examining my face more closely and saw that my lips seemed puffier.  They stood out on my face.

      “Perfect for sucking cock,” I said to myself about my lips.  I took a moment to touch up my makeup, wanting to look perfect when Troy came back.

      Satisfied with my face, I took a step back and began examining my whole body.  I turned sideways, looking at myself in profile and saw that my ass had grown again.  It stuck out beautifully, like a bubble sticking out from my backside.  My legs looked better too.  They were more toned and tan than they had ever been.

      “I’m back,” Troy said sexily when he reentered my room.  “Did you miss me?”

      “Yea,” I squealed as I turned and jumped into his arms, clamping my puffy pink lips onto his and kissing him deeply.

      Troy picked me up, never breaking the kiss, and carried me to the bed.  Our combined weights being too much and our center of gravity being off, we collapsed onto the bed, Troy on top of me.  Our kiss only broke long enough for us to find each other’s lips again.

      I wrapped my legs around Troy, holding his body close to mine as I explored his mouth with my tongue and he explored mine.  With one hand, he slipped the the thin straps of my dress off my shoulders and slowly pulled my dress down my body, releasing my tits from their confines.  My nipples stood at attention.

      I moaned into Troy’s mouth when he brushed his hand across one tit and then gave the other’s nipple a squeeze.  My pussy gushed from the pleasure that shot like lightning down my spine.  My legs tightened around Troy, pulling him closer, the movement causing my clit to pop out from its hood and revel in the pleasure the small amount of friction created.

      Finally Troy broke the kiss, lifting himself off the bed and extricating himself from the hold of my legs.  I laid back on the bed, a disappointed pout on my face, one hand caressing the side of my tits.  I had a sudden fear that I wasn’t hot enough for him and that he was leaving.  Troy, now standing and looking down at me with a lustful smile, began to unbutton his shirt, revealing the hard and muscled chest and abs that one would expect from a professional soccer player.

      His shirt off, Troy bent down and took hold of my foot.  My fear of him leaving was gone, but confusion had replaced it.  I was about to ask what he was doing, since I wanted him to hurry up and fuck me, but my question was answered before it left my mouth.  Troy unbuckled my shoe from around my ankle and pulled it off.  I stretched my ankle for the first time since I had first bought the new pairs of shoes earlier that day.  I think I preferred to keep them on, the added constraint felt good.

      With my feet now bare, Troy stood up and leaned over my prone body.  He reached for the top of my dress, giving my tits a good squeeze before grabbing hold of the top of the dress and shimmying it down my body.  As the dress became more and more bunched up underneath me, I pulled both my feet up onto the bed next to my ass and pushed down with my legs, lifting my ass off of the bed.  I giggled as I imagined myself thrusting up onto an imaginary cock.  I looked down the valley between my tits and saw my pussy was now hairless.  I could see the moisture building up at the entrance of my channel at the thought of being split open.

      Troy pulled my dress down past my ass, bunching up around my bent knees, still thrusting upward.  With one swift motion, Troy pulled hard on the dress, sweeping my feet out from under me and sliding the dress completely off of me.  With my feet no longer in position to support me, my ass quickly fell back onto the bed, sending a shock wave up my torso, causing my tits to bounce and jiggle wildly.

      I laid there on the bed, my dress discarded on the floor, looking up at Troy, my eyes hooded with lust, as he began to remove his pants.  His erection sprang free, standing out from his body at attention.  My mouth watered at the sight of his cock.  I wanted to suck him into my mouth again, but my pussy wanted him more, demanding that it get his cock next.

      “Fuck me,” I said in my most seductive voice as I ran a hand down my torso and across my taut stomach toward the space between my legs.  “I need you to fuck me.”

      “You need me to fuck you?” Troy asked, his pants now joining my dress on the floor.

      “Yes,” I moaned.  “I need you.  My pussy needs you.  My pussy wants your cock inside of me.”

      “Well, I wouldn’t want to neglect your pussy’s needs.”

      Troy approached the bed as I spread my legs.  He climbed up on the bed holding himself up on his hands and knees, leaning over me.  There was no need for foreplay.  I was wet and wanting.  Troy’s cock was hard and ready.  With little warning, Troy lowered himself, bringing the head of his cock to my entrance, rubbing himself against my nether lips, teasing me.  My arousal skyrocketed and I could feel the heat building up inside of me reaching unbearable levels.  My leaking moisture coated him as he slid himself up and down my slit, stimulating my hard nubbin at the top of my pussy.

      “Please,” I begged him, my voice strained from my need.  “Please fuck me.”

      Without saying a word, Troy plunged his cock into my waiting pussy with one hard thrust, splitting me open and stretching me beyond what I thought possible.

      “Oh fuck yes,” I screamed, the pleasure overwhelming my self control.

      “Damn you’re tight,” Troy said as he felt my pussy muscles close in around his cock for the first time.

      Troy began to pump in and out of me, developing a steady rhythm that drove me wild.  In and out he pumped, bottoming out inside of me with each thrust, his pelvis meeting my clit each time.

      “Harder,” I screamed.  “Fuck me harder.”

      “God you’re a slut,” Troy called out as he thrust into me harder and faster, slowly driving me up the bed.  “You’re just a dumb bimbo who lives for cock.”

      “Oh yes,” I cried back between thrusts.  “I’m just a - dumb bimbo slut - for you to fuck.  I can’t live - without your - hard cock.”

      We had soon moved our way up the bed, my head sliding into the wall each time Troy pumped into me.  I was numb to any pain, the pleasure emanating from my pussy in strong waves, washing away every other thought and feeling.  I lost my ability to speak, my brain unable to fight against the pleasure and form coherent words.  Instead the Troy’s thrusts forced the air from my lungs on loud high pitched moans.  Each time I struggled to breath in enough air before it was forced out again.

      Suddenly there was banging on the door.  “Shut up,” Jenna yelled through the door.  “I’m trying to sleep.”  She violently tried to jiggle the doorknob, but she never entered.

      “I locked the door,” I heard Troy say.  “She won’t be bothering us.”

      My only response to both Jenna’s complaints and Troy’s statement was for a dopey grin to form on my face.  I was in no condition to actually comprehend what they said.  Eventually the banging on the door and Jenna’s yelling stopped as she seemed to give up.  My moans had only grown in volume.

      Soon after Jenna gave up, Troy’s pace quickened, losing his rhythm as his breathing too became ragged.  Each hurried thrust was accompanied by an animalistic grunt, followed shortly by my own moaning.  He was close and so was I.

      My skin was hot to the touch, a shimmer of perspiration covering my body, my arousal building higher and higher, reaching levels that I could never have imagined.  My brain was shutting down as Troy continued pounding into me, harder and harder with each stroke.

      And then I felt the cock twitch inside of me.  Troy pumped into me one more time, bottoming out as he held himself inside of me.  Within moments I felt his hot cum flood into my channel, coating my pussy’s walls with his sticky seed.  Troy howled as he came, releasing the animal within.

      At the moment I felt Troy cum inside me, I reached my sexual summit, orgasming with greater force than I ever could have imagined.  My vision went white as I screamed out in ecstasy, the built up heat flowing off me in waves.  I felt the relief of finally having reached sexual nirvana.  I passed out with Troy still inside of me, a dopey grin plastered across my face, clearly demonstrating my freshly fucked state.

      I woke up just as I had the day before, with the warm sun on my face.  I stretched lazily, not caring about the time, or really anything at all.  I took a moment to glance around the room.  Troy seemed to be gone, but the remnants of the previous night’s activities were quite apparent.  My dress still sat discarded on the floor and the covers on the bed were seriously ruffled and just a little sticky from our combined juices.  I giggled over the fact that I would be spending part of my day at the laundromat.  It was a perfect place to pick up guys, but then again, just about any place was perfect for that.

      As I climbed out of bed, I was a little disappointed that Troy was gone.  I would have liked another chance to fuck him.  He didn’t even get a chance to try all of my holes, as he missed out on my ass.  Getting my ass fucked was definitely something that was going to go on my to do list.  I hoped I might get a guy at the laundromat to do it.  That would have been really hot.

      I walked over to the mirror to take another look at myself.  Somehow I knew to expect changes and I wanted to see what they were.  I squealed in joy as I saw my titties.  They were even bigger than before, and now they stood out from my chest, nice and round.  They looked fake, but they felt so very real as I ran my long nailed fingers along their sides.  I had bolt on tits, and just looking at them was making me wet.

      My vision initially slid down my body, looking at my thinner waist and slightly expanded hips, giving me the perfect hour glass figure of a teenager’s wet dream.  Looking back up, I noticed my face and hair for the first time.  My hair was long and very blonde.  Bleaching it would not get it much lighter than it already was.  And it’s length was amazing, hanging down almost to my ass.

      I was really happy with how my face had turned out.  If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have recognized myself.  My lips had plumped even further to the point that there was no doubt what their true purpose was.  I slid my tongue over them, salivating at the thought of sucking cock.  My nose and cheek bones had changed too.  I now had a cute little button nose, and my cheek bones were higher, making me all around prettier.  To top it all off, my eyes seemed to be a brighter blue than they had ever been before.

      I glanced down at the dresser in front of me and saw a note.  I picked it up and tried to read it.  The words swam in front of my eyes as I had trouble piecing it all together.  I bit my lower lip in concentration as I began to make some sense of what was written.

      “Mia,” I read aloud slowly, reading each word one at a time.  “You - were - a - great - fuck.  Sorry - I - have - to - go.  Big - match - tonight.  Send - me - a - text - and - I’ll - call - you - next - time - I’m - in - town.  Troy.”  Troy’s number was at the bottom of the note.

      Reading Troy’s note put a major strain on my brain and I felt a headache developing.  I closed my eyes and cleared my head of all thoughts.  It was so easy, and just like that, my headache vanished.  I giggled at my luck.

      I knew I needed to get out and do more shopping, get my hair and nails done and do my laundry, but all those things took a back seat to the hunger I felt in my taut belly.  My stomach growled, demanding that I feed it.  I was all set to walk to the kitchen when I realized I was still naked.  I didn’t have a problem with walking around showing off my body, but I knew that Jenna might not like it.  She was kind of stuffy and boring sometimes, but she was my best friend.

      I pulled on my robe and found that it struggled to cover my titties.  I closed the robe as best as I could, but I was secretly happy that it did not close all the way.  I wanted to show off my new titties.  I giggled at the thought of showing them to my professors.  Getting straight A’s would be so easy now.  A big valley of cleavage and a daily blow job or tittiefuck would be perfect for keeping my grades up, much easier than doing homework.

      My stomach growled again, bringing my thoughts back to eating breakfast.  I walked out of my room and into the kitchen.  I didn’t really know what I wanted and after raiding the fridge twice the day before, there was not much in the way of variety.  I ended up pouring myself a big bowl of cereal and milk and I sat down at the table to eat it.

      Just as I was finishing my breakfast, Jenna walked into the kitchen, her backpack still on her shoulders.

      “Hi ya Jenni,” I said, noticing for the first time how high and breathy my voice was.  It was really sexy.  My thoughts focused on the sound of my voice so I did not notice that I had called Jenna “Jenni.”

      “God Maria, you are seriously fucked up,” Jenna said angrily.  I pouted over her mean words.  “You turned into a dumb slut over night.  I mean look at you.”

      I looked down at myself, but I couldn’t see Jenna’s problem.

      “What’s wrong with the way I look?  Oh, and you should call me Mia.  Mia’s a much funner name.  Oh hey, you could be Jenni.  Jenni sounds funner too.”

      “God damn it.  What’s wrong with the way you look?  You look like a fucking porn star.  You’re supposed to be an incredibly smart young woman attending college.  Now you look like you’re just waiting for the next guy to fuck.”

      “But I like to fuck.”

      “Ahh,” Jenna screamed in frustration.  “You sound like a fucking idiot, you stupid bimbo.  I thought this all might be some act you were putting on.  I had even convinced myself you were just using clever lighting to make it look like your breasts were bigger.  But after last night, there’s no way this is an act.  I told you I was going to be busy with school work all weekend, but you didn’t care.  You kept me up half the night fucking that guy.  I’m so tired right now, I don’t know how in hell I’m going to get this project finished, and it’s only Saturday.”

      Jenna dropped her backpack on the floor and fell into the chair across from me.  She slumped forward, staring down at the table top, too tired to continue her tirade.  My initial reaction was to comfort my friend, ignoring all of the mean things she had just said to me, but the voices in my head returned, drawing my attention away from Jenna.

      The voices were trying to explain something to me, but it was all very confusing.  I’m sure it showed on my face as I tried to follow what I was being told.

      “Mia,” the voice said.  “You have a choice.  You can keep being the dumb bimbo slut that you are now, or you can go back to being the old brainy you.”

      I wanted to argue back that I wasn’t dumb, but with my difficulty reading earlier and all the energy I was expending just to stay focused on the voice inside my head, I knew I wasn’t smart anymore.  Or if I still was, I felt it was too hard to use my brain for anything important.  Listening to my body was easier and more fun.

      “I’m the old you,” the other voice said.  “I want you to choose me, but I can’t make you, so let me at least lay out the consequences of your choice.  If you choose to be a bimbo, I can guarantee that you will have a lot of fun, but you will never get very far in life.  As Maria you could be anything you wanted.  You could have it all.”

      “Except you couldn’t be a bimbo,” the first voice interrupted.  “That’s one thing Maria could never bring herself to be.”

      “That’s right,” the second voice continued.  “Your choice is between the unlimited potential of Maria or the fun and care free life of Mia.”

      “What do you think?” asked the first voice.  “You need to decide before it’s too late.”

      I sat there, my eyes screwed up in concentration, trying to think through what I had been told and come to a decision.  I really liked being sexy and fun and I could barely remember my life as Maria, but there was something to be said for going back to being the old me, because that was who I was.

      I pouted, not wanting to have to make the choice, because it was really hard.  As Mia, I wasn’t up to making hard decisions, preferring to let others do that for me.

      “What do you think I should do?” I asked the voices.

      “I want you to choose me,” said the second voice desperately.

      “You need to make your own choice,” the first voice said calmly.  “You must decide between a life that will be full of fun and pleasure, but shallow and inconsequential, or a life full of potential, but no guarantee that that potential will be realized.”

      I continued thinking about my choice, but my pussy started tingling, which reminded me how much I had orgasmed yesterday and how much fun it was.  I remembered the old me not taking the time to orgasm, and it now seemed like a shame.  How could orgasms be bad when they felt so good?  And that was it, the old me could sometimes have fun and be happy, but the new me was always happy.  I had made my decision.

      “I want to be Mia,” I told the voices.  “I choose to be a bimbo so that I can always be happy.  I’d rather be happy and dumb all the time than smart and sad sometimes.”

      “No,” cried the second voice before it fell silent.

      “Very well Mia,” the first voice said.  “To keep being a bimbo, all you need to do is kiss another girl on the lips, just like Candi kissed you at the club Thursday night.  And if I might make a suggestion, I think Jenna would have a lot more fun as Jenni.”  Just before the voice faded out of my consciousness, I heard it say, “They always choose the bimbo.”

      I came back to my senses to see that Jenna had gotten up and was washing an apple.  I stood up and silently approached her.  When she turned around, she was startled to see me staring and waiting for her.  Before Jenna had a chance to react I closed the gap between our faces and kissed her hard, shoving my tongue into her mouth, just like Candi had to me.  I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close, my big titties pressing against her little ones.

      “You’re it,” I said when I broke the kiss.

      I left the stunned Jenna in the kitchen as I went to get ready to go to the mall again.  I needed new clothes and I needed to visit the salon.  I remembered seeing one that looked good while I was there on Friday.  I figured that when I returned, Jenni might be ready to have some fun.

    

  







            Book 2

          

          

      

    

    






Jenna or Jenni

        

      

    

    
      Ugh,” I complained as I sat in the library hunched over a book.

      “Shh,” the librarian hissed at me over the noise I had made.

      I think it was my first Saturday morning that I had ever spent in the college library.  Any other weekend I would have been spending this time sleeping off a hangover, but this happened to be the weekend that Professor Hackett decided to assign the big midterm project.  He assigned it in class on Friday and he expected it turned in when we returned to class on Monday.

      I couldn’t wait to be done with Professor Hackett and his dumb statistics class.  If I didn’t need it for my psychology major I would never have bothered taking it.  Actually, most of the problem was Professor Hackett himself.  He had some screwed up notion that he was the reason students took his class.  He was the most arrogant man I had ever met and he walked around campus like he was some rock star with a gaggle of cooing groupies following him.  Except he wasn’t a rock star and he didn’t have any groupies.

      I slammed my book closed in frustration, the sound echoing throughout the library.  The librarian glared at me.  I ignored her and leaned back in my chair and closed my eyes for a moment.  I was operating on far too little sleep for a Saturday.

      The walk back to my apartment was a short one.  I decided I needed a break.  It was almost lunch time so I figured I could go home and eat lunch and drink a cup of coffee to help me get through the rest of the day.  I knew I would be back in the library again before the day was through.

      I walked into the kitchen at home, my backpack still on my shoulders, and I saw Maria, my roommate, sitting at the table finishing a bowl of cereal.  Maria was the reason I was so tired.  She had brought a guy home Friday night and the two of them had kept me up half the night with all of the loud sex they were having.

      The thing was that I wasn’t even sure Maria had had sex before.  She always skirted the subject when I brought it up.  It seemed like she thought I was a slut because I had had sex with a few guys I had met at school.  It’s not like four guys in three years was particularly a lot.  Maria just seemed to come from a very puritan upbringing.

      The weird thing was how Maria had been acting for the last two days.  I had dragged her to a club Thursday night.  She had fought me the whole way about it, wanting to go home, but I kept convincing her to stay.  There was this bimbo at the club that I guess kind of assaulted Maria while I was on the other side of the dance floor trying to find a guy to dance with.

      Assault might be too strong a word.  All the bimbo did was hug and kiss Maria, but that was enough to send her into shock or something like that.  For the rest of the night, Maria acted like she was drugged out of her mind.  I thought about taking her to the hospital, but she didn’t seem to be in any danger, so I just let her sleep it off.

      Friday was when Maria started doing some really strange things.  I wanted to help her, but all she wanted to do was go shopping and go out clubbing again.  I would have gone to supervise her, since she was certainly acting like she needed it, but then I got assigned the big project from Professor Hackett, so I went to the library to get started on the project instead.

      “Hi ya Jenni,” Maria said in a high pitched and breathy voice.  However, I winced at her words.  She called me Jenni instead of Jenna.

      “God Maria, you are seriously fucked up,” I said angrily, my emotions getting the better of me in my tired state.  “You turned into a dumb slut over night.  I mean look at you.”

      Maria looked down with a confused pout on her face.  If her behavior weren’t so tragically dumb, it would have been funny.

      “What’s wrong with the way I look?  Oh, and you should call me Mia.  Mia’s a much funner name.  Oh hey, you could be Jenni.  Jenni sounds funner too.”

      “God damn it,” I yelled.  “What’s wrong with the way you look?  You look like a fucking porn star.  You’re supposed to be an incredibly smart young woman attending college.  Now you look like you’re just waiting for the next guy to fuck.”

      “But I like to fuck.”

      “Ahh,” I screamed in frustration.  “You sound like a fucking idiot, you stupid bimbo.  I thought this all might be some act you were putting on.  I had even convinced myself you were just using clever lighting to make it look like your breasts were bigger.  But after last night, there’s no way this is an act.  I told you I was going to be busy with school work all weekend, but you didn’t care.  You kept me up half the night fucking that guy.  I’m so tired right now, I don’t know how in hell I’m going to get this project finished, and it’s only Saturday.”

      I dropped my backpack to the floor and fell heavily into the chair opposite Maria.  I was too tired to continue being angry.  I stared down at the table top as I thought about how much I was missing the old Maria, the Maria that would have comforted me and cheered me up, even offering to help with my project.  This new Maria, or Mia as she now wanted to be called, didn’t seem to have enough brain cells to do more than try to look pretty.

      After I just sat there, slumped over and feeling pity for myself, I felt my stomach rumble.  I was hungry.  I got up and walked over to the counter to grab an apple out of the fruit bowl.  I glanced at Mia.  She still had that confused look on her face from earlier.  To top off the airhead look, she was twirling her now blonde hair around her finger.

      I stood in front of the sink, washing my apple and staring out the window at the clearing skies.  It was another detriment to having a big project due just when the weather was finally starting to get better after a long winter.

      I turned around to go to my room, my freshly washed apple in hand, when I suddenly found myself nose to nose with Mia.  She had a big dumb smile plastered across her face.

      Before I could react, Mia grabbed hold of me, wrapping her arms around me in a great big hug, pushing her now gigantic breasts into my own substantially smaller ones.  I wanted to break free, but before I could even begin to struggle, she kissed me.  Mia kissed me hard on the lips, sticking her tongue into my mouth.

      I wanted to break free and run from Mia, but I couldn’t.  I couldn’t even move.  Somehow I seemed to be rooted to the spot, unable to put up even the smallest amount of struggle.

      When Mia finally broke the kiss, she simply said two words, “You’re it.”  Then she walked out of the kitchen.

      I stood there holding my apple, completely stunned at what had just happened.  It took several minutes before I found myself able to move.  I left the kitchen and walked to my room, leaving my backpack in the kitchen where I had dropped it earlier.

      In my room I set my apple down on my desk and then fell into my bed.  I didn’t bother with changing out of my clothes, or even taking my shoes off.  No, I fell atop my bed and was sound asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.

      I woke up with the setting sun in my eyes.  I shot up, quickly realizing that I had fallen asleep and missed out on valuable work time.  I rushed into the kitchen to grab my backpack and go straight back to the library.  My only salvation was going to be that the library was open all night, so I could work there for as long as I needed.

      I was almost to the library when I realized I had still not eaten anything, having skipped lunch and now dinner.  I checked my watch, but the dining hall was already closed.  That left only the coffee stand in the library basement left to try.  I had not yet developed the taste for coffee, so I had not actually visited the small shop.  I only hoped that they would have something more than brownies and scones to eat.

      With it being a Saturday night, I wasn’t worried about finding a place to work, so I walked straight for the stairs to the basement.  The coffee shop was pretty basic, as far as coffee shops go.  In addition to the espresso station with a surprisingly hot guy working behind the counter, there was also a couple vending machines and a refrigerated display case with not just food, but pre-made deli sandwiches and salads.  I stood there staring at all of the food, my mouth salivating and my stomach growling.

      “Can I help you with anything?” the barista asked me, making me jump.  He had come out from behind the counter and stood next to me.  I was momentarily speechless as I looked up into the man’s kind and attractive face.  Something stirred inside of me that I had not felt for a while.  My body wanted this guy.  The only problem was that I really didn’t have time to indulge in my body’s desires.

      “Um, yeah, I need some food,” I said, nearly stumbling over my words.

      “Sure thing.  Anything there look good?”

      I turned my attention back to the display case.  It all looked good.  I couldn’t understand why I was as hungry as I was.  I knew that I had essentially missed two meals, and while I didn’t make a habit of it, it had happened before, but I had never felt this hungry before either.  It took me a moment, but I finally decided.

      “I’ll have a salad and a sandwich,” I said, feeling slightly guilty at ordering so much, but the longer I waited, the more ravenous I became.

      “Sure thing.  That’ll be eight dollars.”

      I handed over the cash from my purse and then took my food over to a table in the corner.  I felt very self conscious as I ate.  Thankfully the barista became distracted by another customer wanting coffee.  Obviously I was not the only student who would be spending their Saturday night in the library.

      Once I finished my dinner, I headed back up to the main floor of the building.  There was a special spot that I liked all the way in the back, where few other students ventured.  I began setting up my materials, getting out my notebook and several books that I would need.

      Suddenly I was overcome with an insatiable need.  Like the hunger before, I could not repress this need.  I was horny.  Given my recent unbalanced state, it made sense that the attractiveness of the barista had set me off.  With slight trepidation of leaving my stuff unattended, I walked toward the bathroom to take care of my personal needs.

      I had never masturbated in a public place before.  I walked into the bathroom and entered one of the stalls.  Once safely inside I pulled my pants and panties down and sat down.  My right hand immediately went to my clit and began rubbing.  I was hoping for a quick, but satisfying, orgasm so that I could get back to work and make up for some of the day’s lost time.

      My hand on my clit felt heavenly, but I quickly realized it would not be enough.  I momentarily paused my ministrations to pull off my shirt and bra, hanging them up on the door stop at the top of the stall door.  With my breasts free, my left hand began to play with my nipples as my right returned to my clit.  My arousal spiked higher as I used both hands to pleasure myself.

      Again, however, I realized that what I was doing would not be enough.  Before I even knew what I was doing, a finger slipped inside my entrance and began to pump back and forth inside of me.  I moaned softly at the new sensation.

      “Oh yes,” I whispered as a second finger joined the first.

      I felt so naughty with what I was doing, but that only seemed to fuel the fire building inside of me.  Anyone could have walked into the bathroom at any moment, but that thought did not deter me from satisfying my body’s needs.  I bit my lip trying to stay quiet, but my arousal was building to such a great height that I knew it would be a losing battle.  My breathing quickened and with each breath I let out a little high pitched moan.

      The pleasure I felt as I worked to bring myself off was greater and more intense than anything I had ever felt before.  Before I even realized I was doing it, I had inserted a third finger into my steaming hot pussy.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned, loud enough where I might have been heard from outside the bathroom.

      I didn’t care anymore about hiding what I was doing and trying to keep quiet.  The endorphins flooding my body and especially my brain were far too powerful to ignore.  My only wish at that moment was that I could have learned how to give myself this kind of pleasure years before.  If I had to go back to the types of orgasms I had always had before, I think I might go crazy.

      The heat inside of me was building up, hotter and hotter, until I was actually beginning to fear that I was doing damage to myself.  But then it happened.  I felt a twitch in my belly, my pussy muscles beginning to spasm.  I redoubled my efforts, making one last big push to tip me over the edge.

      The added effort did just what I had hoped.  My vision went white as I came hard.  My whole body seized up as my climax took me, sending wave after wave of pleasure coursing through my veins and washing over my skin.  Every nerve in my body joined in the chorus of pleasure.

      I think my mind was overwhelmed by my orgasm as I suddenly found myself leaning against the side of the stall, with one hand still buried in my pussy.  The overload of pleasure in my brain must have caused me to pass out.  I pulled my hand free of my folds.  It was glistening with my juices.

      Before I could reach for something to clean my hand off with, I instinctively brought my fingers up to my mouth and began to suck them clean.  I couldn’t believe how I was behaving, but I had to admit I tasted pretty good.  It was almost indescribable.  I could taste a hint of berries, but what kind I wasn’t sure.

      Finally feeling sated, I stood up and pulled my panties up my long lean legs.  I’ve always been proud of my figure.  Then again, I’ve had to work pretty hard in the gym to keep it that way.  As soon as I had my panties up, I noticed that there was something different about them.  They seemed smaller.  They pulled more across my butt and I could feel them pressing against my slit.

      My pants proved to be rather difficult.  I couldn’t understand why they weren’t fitting properly.  They had already been a little on the tight side, but now, I struggled to get them up over my butt.  I had to hop up and down and a little bit back and forth to finally find the leverage necessary to pull them up all the way.  My breasts bounced with each jump.  If I had not been so focused on my pants, the fact that my breasts were bouncing would have disturbed me.

      With my pants finally pulled up and fastened, I moved on to putting my bra back on.  However, there was only one problem.  It didn’t seem to fit anymore.  It was too small.  The band fit fine, but my breasts overflowed from the cups.  To make matters worse, this particular bra was already on the smaller side and I had already let out the shoulder straps as far as they would go.

      After several moments of thought, I decided to forgo with wearing the bra.  It was too uncomfortable to wear now anyway.  With that decided, I pulled my shirt over my head and walked out of the stall.  I stopped to wash my hands before I exited the bathroom.  Without realizing what I was doing, I dropped my bra in the trash on my way out.

      Back in the main part of the library, I found it virtually empty.  The likelihood of having been overheard was extremely small.  I walked casually back toward my set up in the back not noticing the added sway in my step.  On my way I passed one young looking woman librarian, probably a freshman who get stuck on the weekend night shift.  I smiled at her as I walked by, thinking about how I might have been heard after all.  That thought comforted me for some reason, but I didn’t understand why.

      I sat down at the table I had taken over with all of my supplies and began to review my notes that I had made earlier in the day.  The words swam before my eyes.  Worse, the more I tried to focus on what I had written, the harder I found it to read it.  A dull ache was quickly developing behind my eyes.

      I took a moment and paused, closing my eyes and willing my developing headache away.  After several minutes it seemed to work.  I opened my eyes again and tried to focus on the page in front of me.  My headache came rushing back at me, even stronger this time.

      I pushed my chair away from the table in frustration and leaned back, letting my head hang back.  If my eyes had been open, I would have been looking up at the ceiling.

      “What the hell is going on with me?” I asked myself in a whisper, still very aware of where I was.

      I tried thinking about all of the different possible causes of my headache and my trouble focusing, with no success.  I wondered if what had happened to Mia was somehow affecting me, but I couldn’t figure out how.  I stood up quickly, deciding that I needed to go for a little walk to help clear my head.

      I wandered aimlessly around the library for quite some time.  I was afraid to look at my watch and find out how late it really was.  All I knew was that it had been dark for at least an hour, maybe more.  All of a sudden I found myself in the basement in front of the coffee shop again.

      “Ooh, that’s an idea,” I said to myself.  “Maybe I need some caffeine to give me a jump start.”

      I pushed open the door and walked in.  The barista was still behind the counter.  It looked like he was closing up for the night.

      “Sorry, but I’ve already shut down the machine for the night,” the barista said, barely looking up from his cleaning.  “If you need anything, it will need to come from the vending machines.”

      I thought about looking behind me at the vending machines to see if there was something that I wanted, but I couldn’t tear my eyes off of the barista.  He was hot, with big muscles and a clean cut look that immediately told me he was some kind of athlete.  I don’t know what it was exactly, but he seemed exponentially more attractive now than he had when we met earlier.  I felt a wetness between my legs.

      “That’s okay,” I said with a seductive smile.  “I wasn’t coming down here for coffee.”

      I don’t know what it was, but I couldn’t help myself.  Despite having just masturbated to the best orgasm of my life in the bathroom upstairs, I was already horny again.  And if anything, it was worse this time.  I desperately wanted to spend some intimate time with the barista.  The fact he was closing up made it all the easier.

      “More food then?” he asked.  I couldn’t believe how dense the barista was being.

      “Um, no,” I said as I took a step closer, adding some extra sway to my hips.  I was never that great at flirting, at least when not at the club.  I think I needed the music to help get me in the mood.  “My name’s Jenni,” I added, not noticing the slip up with when I gave my name.

      “I’m Hank,” he said in return.

      “It’s nice to meet you Hank,” I said, taking yet another step closer to the man who had turned me on so much.  “I was wondering if you wanted to hang out, now that your shift is over?”

      I couldn’t believe what I was doing.  Here I was in the library supposedly working on my statistics project, but instead I was occupying my time by trying to hook up with Hank, the barista.  I knew every second I wasted was just going to make the project harder to complete on time.  Yet, there was a part of me that didn’t care.  It was a part of me that only seemed to come out after Mia had kissed me.

      “Wow,” Hank said.  I could tell I had caught him at a bad time.  He was rubbing the back of his head with his hand, trying to think how he should react to my advances.

      “You’ve got a girlfriend,” I said, feeling dejected and stupid for even trying to pick up this hunk of a man.

      “No, no, no, nothing like that,” Hank said.  I felt better at I sensed from his body language that he was sorely tempted to take me up on my offer.  “It’s just, I have a game tomorrow.  I am a pitcher on the baseball team.  It’s my first home game of the season and I want to make sure I get a full night’s sleep.  If this were any other night, I’d be jumping to hang out with you.”

      “You play baseball?” I asked stupidly.  I’m not even sure why I asked it.  Hank had just told me he was a pitcher.  My question made me sound like a complete ditz.  And yet, the fact he really was a ball player, an athlete, only made him hotter in my eyes.  He was fit, and now that I looked at his arms more closely, Hank was pretty buff.

      “Yeah, I do,” he said.  “You should come out to the game tomorrow, if you have time.”

      I knew I didn’t have the time.  I shouldn’t have even been having the conversation with Hank with the small amount of time I had left to finish my project.  I had no idea what Professor Hackett would do if I wasn’t able to turn in my assignment on time.

      “I’d love to,” I cooed.  Despite my rational objections, I felt like I had just been asked to do something by a celebrity or a famous athlete.  I was tripping over myself to acquiesce to his asking me to come to his game.

      “Great.  Maybe I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

      Hank turned to leave.  I could tell he was eying the clock, wanting to make sure he got to bed early enough.  It was late, but not that late yet, so I assumed he still had a little bit of time.

      I was stunned at what had just happened.  I was still horny and the object of my new found affection had just walked away from me.  It was completely irrational of me to think Hank owed me anything, but I felt desperate watching him leave.

      “Wait, Hank,” I called after him, not caring who heard me.  I needed to get his attention.

      “What’s up?” Hank asked, surprised to see me running after him.

      “How about I give you my number in case I miss you after your game?” I said.  I really wanted to see him again.  Sure I knew nothing about him other than he worked as a barista and was a pitcher for the baseball team, but at the moment, I didn’t care.  He had turned me on and that had to mean something.

      “Sure, sounds fantastic,” he said with enthusiasm.  He pulled out his phone and set up a new contact before handing me the phone to type in my number.  It took me a split second to remember my phone number, but I hardly noticed.

      “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said as Hank turned again to go home.

      “See ya,” he said over his shoulder.

      I sank against a nearby bookcase and sighed.  I couldn’t believe I had just done that.  It must have been the pressure of my pending project due date that was making me boy crazy.  That had to be it.

      For a moment I considered going back upstairs to try getting more work done, but I already knew it would be futile.  I was in no condition to do anything remotely academic at the moment.  I decided the best course of action would be to go home, get some sleep and then get an early start in the morning.  I had already resigned myself to the fact my project wouldn’t be very good.  I just needed to be able to focus tomorrow and get it finished.

      I didn’t bother going up to gather my belongings.  There was nothing really valuable up there and with my preferred table secluded in the back, the chance of someone wanting to steal my school books was low.  I was sure everything would still be there in the morning.

      It was very dark when I left the library.  Thankfully it was a short walk to my apartment.  I started to wonder if Mia would be there.  If she kept me up another night with her debauchery, I think I would lose it.  I couldn’t go another sleepless night.  Then again, considering how tired I really was, it wouldn’t have surprised me if I could sleep through another wild night.

      It felt good to finally get home.  I felt like a massive weight had been taken off my shoulders.  I made a quick stop in the kitchen to grab a small bite to eat before bed.  From there I went straight to my room.  Looking down the hallway, I saw Mia’s room was open, but the lights were off.  I figured she was out clubbing again, or maybe hooking up with some frat guy.  Given all of her recent changes and new attitude, she was definitely a slut now.

      Despite my tiredness, I was still insanely horny.  As I slowly stripped off my clothes from the day, I found my thoughts more and more turning to what it would be like to be with Hank.  I could imagine him wrapping me up in his strong arms, holding me tight while he fucked me.  I wasn’t even imagining making love with the man.  All I could think of was him ravaging me with all of his prodigious strength.

      After I pulled off my shirt I realized I had spent the evening without a bra.  I vaguely remembered dropping it in the trash can in the bathroom of the library.  I blushed for a moment, embarrassed at having come onto Hank so strong while not wearing a bra.  Not that he likely noticed.  I had never been particularly big.  I probably could have regularly gone without a bra most of the time.

      However, once my breasts were out in the open air, they were begging for attention.  I tentatively brought my hand up to caress my left breast, gently letting my hand slide across my flesh, teasing my nipple with just the hint of contact.  I shuddered in pleasure, my legs nearly giving out on me.

      I quickly sat down on the bed and finished disrobing.  Going to bed could wait.  My body was making a demand on me and there was no way I could sleep if I ignored this feeling.

      I laid back on my bed, completely naked.  My left hand came up to play with my breasts while my right snaked down across my belly to the juncture between my legs.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned as my fingers found my clit.  My earlier masturbation session at the library was nothing compared to how I now felt.  My flesh had come alive.  My pussy was on fire and desperately needed to be filled.

      Reluctantly, I pulled my hand away from my clit and flailed around trying to reach my bedside table and the drawer with my dildo.  I had bought it freshman year after breaking up with my then boyfriend.  I needed a little extra loving and my dildo helped get me through some of the tough times when I was suddenly going without regular sex.

      When my fingers finally grasped hold of it, I let out a sigh of relief.  Simply knowing I would soon be getting filled was enough to provide some modicum of relief.

      “God damn that feels good,” I moaned as I shoved my toy inside of me.  It was exactly what I had needed.

      I worked hard to find the best angle as I slid the toy in and out of my hot and soaking pussy, pushing it past my fleshy lips with sinful intent.  None of my previous sexual encounters had ever been close to what I felt right then.  My whole body had become tuned to the pleasure from my pussy.  I was so close to the peak of the orgasmic mountain.

      “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck,” I started chanting between breaths.  I could feel myself reaching the summit of my arousal.  I was ever so close to cumming and with every passing second, I was growing more and more desperate.

      There was an image, almost a dream, where I imagined the dildo I was pistoning in and out of me was a real cock.  It was that image that sent me over the top.  My vision went white as I came, my entire body spasming in pleasure.  In that moment, the climax became my entire world.  Nothing else mattered but the electric bolts of pleasure shooting through my body.  Before I even had a chance to recover, I fell asleep, the toy still buried deep inside of me.

      I woke the next morning with a deliciously full feeling.  I stretched lazily as my mind slowly sputtered into alertness enough to notice I was still stuffed with my dildo.

      “Hmm,” I said as I slowly pulled the toy from my still wet pussy.  There was a part of me that wanted to play some more, but I realized I didn’t have the time.

      I started going through the mental list of everything I needed to get done on what looked like a beautiful Sunday.  I desperately needed to go shopping.  Somehow I knew the majority of my old clothes wouldn’t fit me anymore and all but a few dresses I used to wear clubbing were too boring to be caught dead in.

      I also needed to go to Hank’s baseball game.  I hoped we’d get a chance to hook up after the game.  I imagined he had a big cock that would feel oh so good filling one of my slutty holes.

      “Slutty holes?” I asked myself, saying the words and feeling odd about how completely natural it felt to same them.  I wasn’t a slut, was I?  “You have a project to finish,” I chided myself, remembering this was a working weekend.  Not that I got much done the day before.  It was questionable if I would actually be able to finish it at this point.

      I glanced over at my clock to see what time it was, but the two hands of the clock swam in front of my eyes.  I couldn’t focus on them enough to tell me what time it was.  To make matters worse, I suddenly could not remember which hand meant what.

      “Come on Jenni,” I said, not noticing the error in saying my own name.  “Get with the program.  You’ve got work to do.”

      I pushed myself out of bed and dragged myself into the bathroom, not bothering to cover my naked body for the trip through the hallway.  I saw no signs of Mia, figuring she found some guy to go home with.

      I was suddenly envious of my roommate.  I wanted a guy to take me home with him too.  It would have been a lot better than spending the night playing with a toy rather than a real man.

      The bathroom was a complete mess.  Mia had been out shopping again it seemed.  The entire counter was covered in new makeup and perfume purchases.  I was jealous again of my roommate on how hot she was able to make herself look.  At that moment I decided I was facing a shopping emergency.  I needed to keep up with my slutty roommate if I ever wanted to get laid again.

      After my survey of the new contents of the bathroom, I took a look at myself in the mirror.  My jaw dropped at what I saw, my mind unable to comprehend how I had not noticed all of the changes in my body.

      To start with, my hair was considerably lighter.  I had always been blonde, but as I got older, my hair had darkened.  That trend seemed to have reversed itself over night.  Not that I was complaining.  I had always considered dying my hair, but it seemed like too much trouble while in college.

      The next surprise came when my eyes met with my breasts.  I didn’t even know if I could still call them breasts.  I had grown several cup sizes at least.  They were amazingly perky and firm too, with just the right amount of pillow-like softness to make them perfect.  No, these were definitely tits now.  I had big tits too.

      It was hard to take my eyes off my chest, but I eventually forced my focus farther down.  My waist was smaller, or at least it looked that way compared to my expanded hips.  I turned toward the side to see my ass had expanded in proportion to my hips.  I had a juicy bubble butt now, all without the requisite hard work in the gym.  I giggled at my good luck.

      With my self-evaluation complete, I hopped in the shower to clean myself up.  As good as I felt, I was sure I smelled like sex.  Falling asleep after fucking myself with a dildo the night before would have that kind of result.

      It was hard keeping my hands from exploring my new curves and playing with my new features, but with the goal of shopping, I was able to keep my time in the shower from degenerating into another masturbation session.  Between the hot water coursing over my sensitive skin and my hands lathering my body with soap, I stepped out of the shower a hot mess.  I was horny again and if anything, I was more aroused than the night before.

      I stepped out of the shower, my body quivering in arousal.  I was determined.  I needed to go shopping before going to see Hank’s baseball game.  My body’s desires could wait.

      It took some time to find clothes that would fit me and that I had any interest in wearing.  All but a few items I knew I could never bring myself to wear ever again.  I mean, why would I want to look so boring.  Clothes were meant to entice, not conceal.

      When I finally made it out the door of the apartment, I was wearing one of my old clubbing dresses.  It was a bright red halter style dress.  My bigger assets pushed the limits of the dress.  My tits bulged out of the top, showing off enticingly deep cleavage, while my bulbous ass forced the once modest hemline to ride up above the tops of my thighs.

      My shoes did not exactly match, but they were the highest heel I owned and even then, I thought they were too short.  I had also spent some time perfecting my makeup, but I stuck with a more natural look.  I had every intention of buying new makeup so that I could always look my best.

      My shopping excursion, despite taking hours, flew by in a flash.  My first priority was new clothes.  Everything I purchased had two things in common: skin tight and showing a lot of skin.  From there, I moved onto shoes.  Sky high heels were the norm, but there was a lot of variation in styles including several pairs of boots.  My last stop was for new makeup to match my new look.

      On the drive home, while wearing a new outfit, I passed several piercing parlors.  They stood out with their bright and shiny signs.  I was reminded of Mia’s new jewelry and suddenly felt both jealous and inspired.

      The next parlor I saw I pulled over for.  Someone honked behind me.  They must have been mad when I had to cut across their lane to get to the curb.  I waved apologetically at the woman in the other car.  She scowled at me.  I felt bad, but she obviously had no appreciation for fashion, otherwise she would totally understand my needs.

      I looked up at the sign before I walked in.  “Cassie’s Tattoo and Piercing,” the sign read.  Inside I was greeted by one of the hottest girls I had ever seen.  She had a mass of blonde curls on her head and her tits were enormous.  There was no way they were real.

      “Hi there,” the woman said.  I figured she wasn’t that much older than me.  “I’m Cassie.  How can I help you?”

      “I’m Jenni,” I said with a giggle.  Again, I didn’t notice my slip up.  “I’m interested in some piercings.”

      “That’s fantastic,” Cassie said, giggling in return.  “Do you know what you want?”

      “Um, I think so,” I said as I twirled a strand of hair with my finger as I thought through what I wanted.  “My roommate just got her nose and belly button pierced.  So I was thinking of getting those too.  Do you have any other ideas?”

      “I’ve got some great ideas,” Cassie said with a big smile.  I was instantly growing to like her.  I could see us being really good friends.  “Why don’t you come into the back with me and we can get started.”

      I followed Cassie into the back.  The room was very pink.  I felt really comfortable there.  Cassie motioned for me to take a seat in what looked like a pink dentist’s chair.

      “I definitely think you should get a nose stud and your belly button pierced, but we can do a lot more,” Cassie said as she started prepping some of her equipment.  A girl with your figure and disposition has a lot of options for hardware.”

      I giggled in response as I struggled to keep up with what Cassie was talking about.  I didn’t remember being this slow in conversations before, but I tried not to worry about it.  Worrying wasn’t any fun.

      “What else do you think I should get?” I asked.

      “Oh definitely a tongue stud.  Guys love those.  You could even do two if you wanted.  Nipples are hot.  If you want I can show you mine.”

      “Ooh, I’d like that,” I almost squealed.  I don’t know what was coming over me, but Cassie and I were getting along really well and I liked the idea of her helping me be pretty.

      Without any hesitation, Cassie pulled up her top, revealing the gigantic orbs that were her tits.  They were definitely fake, but they looked amazing.  I was tempted to reach out and touch them.

      I was so mesmerized by the size of Cassie’s tits, it took me a moment to remember why she was showing them to me.  Sure enough, each nipple was pierced with a little pink stud.  They were like icing on a cake, just what was needed to make her tits perfect.

      “I have other jewelry I put in them sometimes,” Cassie said.  “Sometimes I put in little hoops and run a chain between them.  If I’d known you’d be coming in I would have worn them today.”

      I blushed at Cassie’s comment.  She really liked me.  I’d never had a girl be so nice to me before, other than Mia, but that was because she was my roommate.

      “And of course, there’s my specialty,” Cassie continued.

      “Your specialty?” I asked, confused as to what she could be referring to.

      “Yeah, my specialty.  It’s a piercing I came up with on my own.  It took a long time to perfect it, but it’s amazing.”

      “What is it?” I asked with rapt attention, leaning forward in the chair.

      “It’s a clit piercing,” Cassie said.  “Lot’s of people can do it, but I figured out how to do it so it stimulates your g-spot.  With it in, you’ll be coming in seconds from using your fingers or a nice big cock.  It doesn’t matter.  Since I did mine, sex is at least ten times better.”

      There was a part of me that didn’t like the idea of getting my clit pierced.  That seemed to be taking things awfully far.  All I wanted was to look a little prettier.  Sex wasn’t exactly at the forefront of my mind when I came into the little piercing parlor.

      But at the same time, I could feel myself getting hot at just the thought of a piece of jewelry down there that could actually make it easier to cum.  It would be really hot to be fucking some guy and to start cumming the instant he entered me.

      “Do it,” I said, deciding if I hesitated at all, I wouldn’t actually go through with any of it.

      “Which one?” Cassie asked.

      “All of them,” I said.  “I want them all.”

      “You got it, Jenni,” Cassie said with a big smile on her face.

      A little while later, and after quite a few cries of pain, Cassie was done.  By then, I was sitting in the chair completely nude, having needed to take off my top to get my nipples pierced and my skirt discarded so Cassie could finish her work between my legs.

      “You are so hot with the new hardware,” Cassie said.  “I could just eat you up right now.”

      Despite the lingering pain, I was helplessly turned on.  I couldn’t tell if it was the new barbell between my legs, or just the fact I was sitting there naked in front of an amazingly hot woman, but I couldn’t help but blush with arousal.  Before Mia kissed me, I’d never kissed a girl before, but I really wanted to kiss Cassie right then.

      “Wou, would you mind…” I stuttered, wanting to ask if Cassie would let me kiss her, but I faltered, uncertain how to proceed.

      Before I had a chance to finish my question, Cassie leaned down and kissed me.  I could feel her soft pillow-like lips on my own, her tongue darting in and out of my mouth.  It was amazing, the way she caressed my head with her hands, how her massive boobs pushed into my own bare ones.  I melted into her embrace, letting her take me where ever she pleased.  I was in heaven and never wanted to leave.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned when Cassie finally let me up for air.  My chest heaved with heavy breathing as I tried to regain my composure.

      However, Cassie wanted more.  One hand snaked down my stomach to find my waiting pussy.  She was inside of me before I even had a chance to realize what she was doing, her fingers probing my inner sanctum, pushing me to ever higher levels of arousal.

      “You like this, don’t you?” Cassie said, her voice having turned husky.  “You’re just a dumb little slut who needs to be told what to do, aren’t you?”

      “Yes,” I moaned.

      “Tell me what you are,” Cassie demanded.

      “I’m a slut,” I barely said.  Cassie had added another finger in my pussy.  If felt so good, but I knew there was still one thing that would feel even better inside of me.

      “No,” Cassie said.  “Say it all.”

      “I’m a dumb slut who needs to be told what to do.”

      “Yes you are.  Do you want to cum?”

      “Oh, fuck yes,” I moaned.  There was still some pain from Cassie’s professional work between my legs, but already, the pleasure from her fingers in my pussy had risen ten fold from anything I had ever experienced before.

      “Beg for it, slut,” Cassie demanded.

      “Oh please Cassie,” I started.  “Please let me cum.”

      “You can do better than that.”

      “Please let this dumb slut cum,” I said, trying hard to stay composed.  Begging to cum only made me hotter.  “All I need is to cum.  Pretty please.”

      “Very well, slut,” Cassie said as her fingers began to pump in and out of me ever faster.  The pleasure emanating from my pussy was greater than anything I had ever felt before.  And it was only made stronger by Cassie’s control over me.

      “Oh fuck yes,” I practically screamed as Cassie brought me to orgasm.  My body convulsed in pleasure as stars appeared in my vision.

      I don’t know how long I laid there in the chair, but when my mind finally came to, I found Cassie standing over me with a big smile.  “You’re gonna make a great bimbo soon,” she said.  “Now get your clothes on.  I’ve already run your credit card.”

      “Thank you,” I said meekly.

      Cassie walked toward the door of the back room.  Just before she left, however, she turned back to me and said, “Your piercings have all healed.  I know you’ll enjoy them.  Come back when you’re all finished.”

      It wasn’t until I got back in my car to head home that I understood what Cassie had said before she left me in the backroom to get dressed.  She merely nodded to me when I walked out of her shop.  I checked myself out in the rear view mirror.  For the first time, I saw what Cassie had meant.  My piercings were completely healed, as if by magic.

      To top it off, I looked different too.  My tits were bigger and my hair both longer and blonder than when I had gone in to Cassie’s.  I knew I should have been scared, but I wasn’t.  That was, I loved how I had changed.  I mean, who wouldn’t want bigger boobs, especially ones so round and perky?

      When I got home, I lugged all of my bags up to the apartment.  I looked around cautiously, but saw no signs of Mia.  Glancing at the clock in the kitchen on my way to my room I remembered I needed to get to Hank’s baseball game.  The only problem, I couldn’t read the clock.  I’d been reading analog clocks since I was little, but now the numbers just swam in front of my eyes.  Worse, I couldn’t remember what the different hands meant.

      Not wanting to be too late, I rushed off to my bedroom to change.  I wanted to look absolutely fuckable when Hank saw me cheering for him.  The hardest part was coming up with something to wear.  I had a load of new sexy clothes, but I wanted to convey the right message.  The problem was, I didn’t exactly know what message I wanted to send.

      Hank was quite a hunk.  I was surprised he was single, because I thought he was hot enough to have any girl he wanted.  Therefore, I knew I needed to continue to make a good impression.  I had to give him the right signals too.  I wanted him to fuck me, but I wanted more too.  Hank seemed like good relationship material.  I didn’t know how I knew this, it was just instinct.

      I started by finding a cute little skirt.  It looked halfway between a school girl plaid skirt and a cheerleader skirt.  Even better, it had the Thatcher College school colors.  I wanted to support Hank and the Thatcher College baseball team.

      The top was harder to decide on.  I really wanted something with Thatcher on it, but I all of my new stuff I had purchased without thinking about wanting to represent my school.  I tried on a bunch of different tops, but none of them were quite right.

      “Oh I know,” I exclaimed out loud as soon as I had an idea.  “I can stop by the campus store and get something.”  With that knowledge, it didn’t really matter what I wore, because I would be changing out of it as soon as I had a new top.  I decided on an old sweatshirt that I didn’t really want anymore.  I figured I could just leave it in the dressing room when I got my new top.

      With my outfit mostly decided upon, I still needed to get my makeup and hair fixed just right.  That’s a long task when you want to make a good impression.  As I put on pink lipstick, I noticed my lips were plumper than I remembered.  I could only smile at that.  If they were only a little bigger they would truly be cock sucking lips.

      I practically bounced out of the apartment, my tits jiggling and the hem of my skirt flying up to reveal my lacy pink thong.  I couldn’t wait to see Hank play.  I already knew what I’d reward him with if he won.  Of course, I’d probably give him the same if he lost, like a consolation prize.

      Thankfully, the campus store was on the way to the baseball stadium, although it was taking me a little longer to walk across campus than it used to because of my shoes.  Sticking with the cheerleader theme, I was wearing pink tennis shoes with a giant wedge heel.  They were both cute and athletic, which was perfect.  I just couldn’t walk very fast in them.

      It was a Sunday so the campus store wasn’t very busy.  When I walked in, I was the only customer.  The only other person there was the guy working the register.  He eyed me up and down when I walked in.

      At first I wanted to giggle and bat my eyes at him, but something came over me.  I looked down at myself and felt shame.  This wasn’t me at all.  I was behaving completely irrationally, trying to win a guy I had only met the night before and get him to fuck me.

      I dashed into an aisle, trying to separate myself from the clerk.  Once I felt alone, I leaned back against one of the shelves, closed my eyes, and tried to think.  I was in the middle of campus dressed like a slut.  That in and of itself wasn’t a problem, since many girls went through a slut phase once they were liberated from parental supervision.  But I had already gone through that phase in my college career during my freshman year.

      No, there was something definitely wrong with me.  Ever since Thursday night when Mia and I went to the club, things had been weird.  First Mia started acting strange and then her body changed.  In forty-eight hours her personality had completely flipped.  Now I felt some of the same pulls.  My body was certainly more curvaceous than it had been when the weekend started.  Worse, I had already made out with a woman I had just met, letting her bring me to orgasm.  I doubt even Mia had done something that crazy yet.

      As I thought about my encounter after getting my new piercings, I realized Cassie had said something to me.  I couldn’t really remember what she had told me, as I was kind of out of it, but it sounded like she knew what was happening to me.  I wracked my brains trying to remember what Cassie had said as she left the back room.  If that information was somewhere in my head, it was doing a tremendous job hiding from me.

      Still feeling lost, but now determined to try to fix my situation, I opened my eyes and spotted a mirror by the changing rooms at the back of the store.  Just the sight of a mirror was enough to make me want to check my makeup.  I hurried toward the back of the store, taking little mincing steps as I let my ass swing back and forth.

      I heard a whistle behind me.  I turned, looking over my shoulder to see the same clerk watching me.  I smiled back at him before I resumed my walk toward the mirror, sashaying my hips even more, just to give the guy something fun to watch.

      At the mirror I took a moment to refresh my lipstick.  It wasn’t smudged or anything, but I felt the need to make my lips look as wet and inviting as possible.  Once I had put my lipstick back in my purse, however, I caught sight of the cutest top I had ever seen, or at least the cutest top I had ever seen in the campus store.

      I practically squealed as I ran over to the display.  They were baby doll tees with a scooped neckline.  Even better, the blue top said Thatcher College across the chest in pink lettering.  It not only had one of the school colors, but the words would match my shoes and underwear.

      I quickly found the smallest size and dashed off to the dressing room, the clerk watching me completely forgotten.  Within moments I had stripped down to my bra.  It matched my thong and really only served to push my tits up even more.  It barely covered my nipples.

      As soon as I saw myself with the new top on, I knew it was just the right top for my outfit.  My tits stretched the top almost obscenely, causing it to ride up and expose my midriff.  But it was better that way, because now people could see the dangling piercing from my navel.

      I sauntered up to the counter to find the clerk staring at me again.  His eyes were glued to my chest as they bounced and jiggled with every step.  I giggled at the idea of how much sway I had over this man.

      “Hi there,” I said.  “I want to buy this top.”

      “Sure thing,” the clerk said.  “Do you have the tag?”

      “The tag?  Oh, I completely forgot about that.  Do I need to take it off first?”

      The clerk paused for a moment, but I couldn’t tell exactly why.  It shouldn’t have been that hard of a question to answer.  “That would really help,” he eventually said with a smirk on his face.

      “Okay,” I said as I reached down and pulled the shirt up over my head.

      I placed the top on the counter for the clerk to ring up, but he didn’t move.  I looked up and he was staring at my tits.  At first I felt revulsion welling up inside of me, but I quickly pushed that back down, not wanting to feel bad or angry.  It was much more fun to be happy.

      “So you like my tits?” I asked as I stuck my chest out.  If he was going to look, he might as well get a really good look.

      “Um, yeah,” the clerk said, his face turning red.  He reached down and shifted his pants.

      “Oh my, I didn’t give you a stiffy, did I?” I asked coyly.

      “Erm, um, no, I mean yes,” the clerk stammered, not sure how to react to me.  “Here let me ring this up for you.”  The man grabbed the shirt and found the tag and rang up my purchase.  “Would you like a bag for this?” he asked, probably out of habit.

      “I’m good,” I said.  “I was kind of looking forward to wearing it.”

      “Oh, yes, of course,” the clerk said, still flustered.  He was kind of cute in a way, but nothing compared to Hank.  Thinking of him in the back of my mind kept me focused on my task.  If I got too distracted I might miss his game or even go off and fuck some other guy.  While hot, I really wanted to try to make it work with Hank first.  Still, I hoped he wouldn’t mind sharing me, because I might go crazy with just one cock in my life.

      “It’s no problem,” I said with a giggle.  Just because I was interested in hank didn’t mean I couldn’t flirt a little.

      The clerk picked up the shirt to hand it to me, but he stopped before asking, “Would you like me to cut off the tag for you?”

      “That would be lovely,” I said while leaning over the counter to give him a better view of my cleavage and batting my eyelashes.

      The man pulled out a pair of scissors from behind the counter and started to cut off the tag.  However, his hand slipped, probably because he was keeping an eye on my tits, and he cut into the fabric.

      “Oh no,” he said, alarmed.  “I’m so sorry.  I can grab you another one if you’d like.”

      “Let me see it first,” I said.  There were some tops that looked better with cuts in them.  I’d never know if the clerk’s slip up could be a positive one unless I looked at it first.

      The man handed me the shirt and I held it up in front of me.  The accidental cut was vertically through the neckline right in the middle of the front.  I thought about it for a moment, picturing myself wearing the top, seeing myself with even deeper cleavage than before.

      “No I think this will be perfect actually,” I said.

      “I think so too,” he agreed as I pulled the top back over my head.  I looked down and all I could see was the deep line between my tits.

      “Thanks, baby,” I said before I turned to leave, making sure the clerk was watching my ass sashay back and forth.  I smiled to myself as I walked away.  He never did charge me for the top.

      Just as I was out the door, I vaguely heard the clerk pleading for me to go out with him.  He was cute and all, but I had my eyes set on Hank.

      By the time I got to the baseball stadium, the game had already started.  I looked up at the scoreboard, but couldn’t understand what all the numbers meant.  There sure were a lot of them.  I vaguely recalled knowing how baseball scoring worked at some point in my life, but now I was at a complete loss.

      I took my seat behind the home dugout.  Thatcher College was up to bat, so I assumed Hank was somewhere down below me.  It was the perfect chance to surprise Hank when he left the dugout to go up on the mound when it was his turn to pitch.

      I recalled hearing someplace that Thatcher had a pretty good baseball team.  At the very least, they made the playoffs every year I could remember.  Despite that, there weren’t that many fans at the game.  It looked like it was mostly parents of some of the players and a few friends.  I guessed most students were busy studying or something.  I didn’t worry about that sort of thing anymore.  Studying was boring and I’d rather take my chances with my professors than have to be bored all day.

      It took a while, but I started to really get into the game.  Whoever the other team was, their pitcher didn’t seem very good, because our players kept getting hits.  Every time one of our guys hit the ball I would jump up and down and cheer.  I’d never been a cheerleader so I was just making it up as I went, but I noticed a lot of the men in the stands were watching me.  I couldn’t help but smile at that.  I like people to watch me.

      Finally Thatcher College stopped being at bat, which meant Hank would be coming out on the field.  As soon as I saw him I started jumping up and down and calling out his name, “Go Hank,” and the like.

      Hank looked up at me and paused for a moment.  I think he was trying to place me.  I knew I looked different than I did the night before.  But after a short while he smiled and waved at me.  I could only giggle as I waved back.

      Most of baseball I didn’t understand anymore.  All I know is that the other team just couldn’t hit the ball.  Almost as soon as Hank had gone out to play, he was running off the field again.  His teammates were all cheering and the other team’s players looked really sad, so I guessed it was the end of the game.

      Not knowing how to react, I ran down onto the field to give Hank a big hug.  His eyes were wide with shock as he saw me bounding toward him, my tits bouncing with every step I took.  And I had to take a lot of steps because of how high my heels were.

      I jumped into Hank’s arms and kissed him hard as he picked me up, letting my momentum swing us around.  Feeling his big strong arms around me made me want to melt.  The moment I had been think about all day was upon me and I was fit to burst with lust and excitement.

      “Jenni, is it really you?” he asked as soon as I broke the kiss.  Rather than look at my big tits pushed into his chest, he looked me right in the eyes.  I could have sat there in Hank’s arms, staring deeply into his eyes forever.  It was a magical moment, but I knew I needed to answer his question.

      I giggled before saying, “Of course it’s me.  I just wanted to look good for you as I cheered you on.”

      “It’s great that you came,” Hank said.  “I didn’t see you until I came out for the last inning.”

      “I was running a little late,” I confessed.  “I had the hardest time finding something to wear.”

      “That’s all right,” Hank said with care and feeling.  “I’m just glad you were able to make it.”

      “You did great,” I said, feeling the need to compliment his performance.  I may not have seen the whole game, but he pitched really well while I was there.

      “Thanks,” he said, his cheeks turning ever so slightly red.  “Look, I’ve got to join the rest of the guys in the clubhouse to meet with Coach and shower and stuff.  Wait for me, won’t you?”

      “Of course, Hank,” I said, batting my eyelashes at him.

      “Good.  Meet me by the stadium gate.  I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

      Before Hank put me back down on the ground, he kissed me.  This time I let myself melt into him as he probed my mouth sensually with his tongue.  I was the happiest I could ever remember, never wanting the moment to end.  However, all good things must come to an end.  Hank broke the kiss, leaving me feeling slightly dazed as he put me down.

      “I’ll see you soon,” he said, giving me one last kiss before turning and following the rest of the team into the clubhouse.

      I stood there watching Hank leave me.  Even after he had disappeared underneath the stadium, I still stood there, staring at nothing, unable to comprehend how I now felt.

      Eventually I realized I had been standing there like that for a while, my finger twirling my hair absentmindedly the whole time.  Realizing how silly I must have looked staring off into the distance with glassy eyes, I decided it best to move to the agreed upon rendezvous point.

      It was an absolutely beautiful spring day.  I was thankful it was warm enough for the outfit I had chosen.  Not that long ago, I would have been freezing my but off given how little clothing I was actually wearing.  It would have been worth it, however.  I couldn’t imagine not showing my body off anymore, no matter the temperature.

      Given how long I stood there on the field after Hank left, I did not have to wait long before I saw him emerge from the clubhouse.  As soon as I saw him, a smile formed on my face.  Just being in his presence made me feel instantly better, no matter how good I had just been feeling.

      “Thanks for waiting,” Hank said as he approached me.

      “I was more than happy to,” I responded cheerfully.

      “I really wasn’t expecting to see you,” Hank said.  “I mean, I hoped you would, but I didn’t feel I made the best of impressions last night.”

      “You did fine, baby,” I cooed.  “Now why don’t we go someplace where we can get to know each other a little better.”

      Hank didn’t say anything for a moment.  I could tell he was thinking about what I had just said, trying to work out my meaning.  His eyes looked me up and down for a moment, trying to read my body language.  When his eyes settled on my top, I think he understood my intentions.

      “Sure thing,” he said with confidence.  “I know just the place.”

      Hank wrapped his arm around my shoulder and led me off toward the mostly empty parking lot.  In the back was a little red sports car.  We seemed to be headed straight for it.

      “Nice car,” I purred as we approached the small vehicle.  It was an older model, but sleek and powerful looking.

      “Thanks,” Hank said.  “It was a high school graduation gift from my parents.  It’s a fun little car.”

      Hank opened the passenger door for me and helped me down into the car.  The seat was low and from where I was seated he had the perfect view down my top.  I pushed my tits out farther, trying to improve his view.  I knew Hank looked, but he didn’t stare.  He wasn’t that kind of guy, and I really liked that about him.

      Once he was seated next to me, in the driver’s seat, his game bag tossed in the back, he turned the key and the engine roared to life.

      “Oh my,” I exclaimed as I felt the vibration in the car.  My whole body shook from the massive power of the engine.  Even better, the rumble was making my clit piercing vibrate.  Within moments I had already soaked my panties.

      “You like fast cars?” Hank asked.

      “Yes,” I moaned as I clenched my thighs together.  What would it say if I came right there?  The more I thought about it, it might actually turn Hank on.  I know it turned me on.

      Hank drove us out onto the highway, heading out of town.  I didn’t know where he was taking me, but I didn’t care.  With the vibrations from the engine, I was too horny to care.  I just knew that as soon as we stopped someplace, I would be tearing Hank’s clothes off.

      There was a forest just outside of town and from what I could see through my heavily lidded eyes, we were making a bee-line for it.  On a Sunday afternoon, the curvy roads through the forest would be deserted, making it a great place to have some fun without endangering anyone.  It certainly sounded fun to me.

      It wasn’t long before Hank had pulled off the highway and onto the main road through the forest.  The sunlight flickered on the windshield as it peaked through the trees above us.  I couldn’t actually tell how fast we were going, but the speed at which we took those curves, I felt like I was getting thrown from one side to the other.

      The old me would have been worried and scared, afraid of crashing.  The new me, the me that just wanted Hank to fuck me long and hard, didn’t care about any of that, at least not in a car as sexually stimulating as Hank’s sports car.  My arousal kept building and building, but I with the speed we were flying down the roadway, I couldn’t get myself off.

      We took a long sweeping right turn at high speed.  Hank looked like he was in complete control, but that didn’t stop me from getting tossed in the opposite direction of the turn.  Before I knew it, I found I was looking down at Hank’s lap.  The bulge in his jeans was more than evident.  To top it off, he looked huge.

      “You should pull over,” I said, my head practically resting in Hank’s lap, my mouth salivating over what I knew I would be doing shortly.

      “In just a moment,” Hank said, cool and calm.  He showed no signs that he was as aroused as me, other than his hardening cock.  “There’s a great place up here I want to show you.”

      I whined, but I couldn’t even hear it myself over the roar of the engine.  I sat back up and one hand, without me even realizing it, slipped down across my belly and below the waistband of my skirt.  My need to cum had only grown.  If I didn’t get off soon, I was going to go crazy.

      Hank looked over at me as he drove on with a knowing smile on his face.  I didn’t understand it, but I was in no position to question it either.  If anything, after Hank’s smile, the vibrations from the engine only increased.  That was enough to really get my motor going.

      Throwing caution to the wind, I used both hands inside my panties, one working my hard nubbin and the other pistoning in and out of my channel.  The car did the rest as it took mere seconds before I felt myself on the precipice of the most important climax of my life.

      My skin was hot to the touch.  I saw stars in my eyes in front of the blurry mess that was my vision.  My chest heaved with exertion.  I had never behaved so wantonly before in my life, but I didn’t care.  The combination of sitting next to Hank and the speed and power of his car was enough to make me go crazy with arousal.

      “Oh fuck,” I chanted, over and over again, barely audible as I found myself right on the edge, desperately trying to push myself over into the biggest climax ever.

      And then finally it happened.  Hank changed gears and pushed his foot to the floor.  The resulting change in the vibration was all it took.  As we sped up a long hill, I finally found the release I so desperately needed.

      My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as I came hard.  My whole body seized up as my body was flooded with a pleasure I had never felt before.  It was more than I could take.  My mind, completely overwhelmed, all but gave up in the face of the onslaught.

      I don’t actually know if I passed out from my orgasm.  I would have liked to say I did, but I was in no state to determine if I did or if just barely stayed alert at a minimum state of consciousness.  Either way, I didn’t notice the remaining part of the trip to our destination.

      My brain finally seemed to reboot when I felt and heard the tires turn on to gravel.  Hank turned off the main road and we traversed a narrow road, going deeper into the forest.  I didn’t know how long it had been from the time we left town.  It could have been twenty minutes or several hours.

      Again, somewhere I knew I should have been worried.  No one knew where I was and I barely knew the man sitting next to me.  But that didn’t matter to me.  I trusted Hank.  He could have had his way with my the night before when he was closing up the library cafe.  No, as much as I wanted to have some serious fun with him, I figured he had similar plans.  I mean, how often do you get a hot piece of ass like me thrown at you?

      “I see you were enjoying yourself,” Hank commented as we continued driving.  With the narrow gravel road, we were going much slower than when we were flying around corners before.  I was a little disappointed by that, but I didn’t think I could take another high flying climax right then.

      “Yeah,” I said sheepishly, realizing I still had my hands down my skirt.  “What can I say?  I like fast cars.”

      I extricated my hands from my sopping wet panties and immediately started to lick them clean.  I didn’t have a good way to clean them otherwise and I wanted to taste myself.

      “I hope you like log cabins too,” Hank said as we rounded a bend to reveal a little log cabin, well cared for, but very old.

      “Wow,” was all I could say.  It was cute and cozy.

      “It belonged to my grandfather.  When he died, he left it to me.”

      “I love it,” I said.

      Hank stopped the car in front of the cabin and got out, running around the front of the car to open my door for me.

      “Thank you,” I said as he helped me out of the car.  The rocky ground made me thankful I had warn such sensible shoes.  Stilettos would have been impossible to walk in out here.

      “I don’t live out here,” Hank said, almost like he was defending the fact he owned the place.  “I just like to come out here on the weekends.  I usually don’t have time in the spring with baseball, but I thought I’d make an exception today for you.”

      “I like it,” I said as Hank led me up the steps toward the front door.  Everything about the place was rustic, but that just added to the charm.

      Hank led me into the cabin.  It was small.  Only two rooms, but I instantly fell in love with it.  Hank had done an amazing job keeping up the place.

      “Here, let me get you a drink,” he said as he moved over toward the kitchen area.  “Have a seat and I’ll be with you in a moment.”

      A minute later, Hank returned with two drinks.  I didn’t even bother asking what it was.  Mine was pink, which only made me like it even more.

      “To sunny spring days,” Hank said as we each raised our glasses.

      As much as it seemed Hank wanted to take his time, wining and dining me, I figured he needed pushing to be more upfront with where we were headed.  I took one sip of my drink, tasting it, before I tossed it back, letting the alcohol slide down my throat in one swallow.

      I then took Hank’s glass and my own and put them on the coffee table in front of the couch we were sitting on.  A moment later I had Hank’s head in both my hands as I kissed him hungrily.  I didn’t want him to be gentle with me.  I wanted him to be rough and to take what he wanted.  And this cabin out in the middle of the woods was the best of possible places for it.

      It did not take long for Hank to understand my intentions.  Within moments of my kissing him, we both clumsily started to pull off our clothes, helping each other along the way.  I could feel my skin grow hot with every touch.  I didn’t just need to strip so that Hank and I could fuck, but because I was too hot, even with wearing so little.

      “Please, just fuck me,” I moaned as Hank’s hands began to explore my now generous curves.  My entire existence seemed to revolve around my body’s needs.  I was flush with arousal, too horny to think about anything other than how much I needed Hank right then.

      “You’re such a slut,” Hank grunted as he entered me.  My eyes went wide with shock at the feeling of him splitting me open.  He was huge.  It almost hurt he was so big.  Almost.  If there was any actual pain, it was overridden by the cascade of pleasure sweeping through me body.

      “But I’m your slut,” I answered happily between heavy breaths.

      It took little time for Hank to find a steady rhythm and he pumped his hard rod in and out of my channel.  And he wasn’t gentle.  With each thrust I thought I was going to have the wind knocked out of me.

      “Oh yes,” I wheezed between thrusts as I struggled to take a full breath.  Hank’s hands and mouth continued their exploration of my body, driving my mind absolutely wild.

      “You like this, don’t you?” Hank asked before he began sucking on one of my nipples.

      I wanted to answer, I wanted to say yes, but Hank never gave me the chance.  I’d never had a guy suck on my nipples before.  It was amazing.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as my brain became awash with endorphins.  I could scarcely do more than moan incoherently.  But I loved it all.

      “I’m about to cum,” Hank announced.

      Just the thought of him cumming inside of me was enough to bring a moment’s lucidity to my foggy and sex addled brain.  “I want you to,” I moaned.  “I want you to cum in my pussy.”

      Hank merely grunted in agreement as he changed his pace, thrusting into me faster and harder than ever before.  I was in absolute heaven as my arousal skyrocketed in time with his new found effort.  I not only wanted Hank to cum, but I wanted to cum with him.

      Moments later, I could feel Hank’s long hard cock twitch inside of me.  I leaned my head back against the arm rest of the couch and let him have his way with me.  After several more hard thrusts, Hank buried himself inside of me, holding me tight by the hips as he started to cum.

      I could feel burst after burst of hot white cum erupt from the end of his cock, filling my pussy.  The moment I could feel his seed inside of me, I felt my own climax.  I screamed out in pleasure as my body spasmed with a massive orgasm, unlike any I’d ever had before.

      Overwhelmed by the pleasure, my vision faded as I lost consciousness for the briefest of moments.  When I came to, Hank was sitting next to me, looking down at my face, his hand gently brushing my hair out of my face.

      “Hi there,” Hank he said with a smile.

      I smiled back, my eyes fluttering as I tried to regain some control of my body.

      “You had me worried for a moment,” Hank added.  “I’m glad to see you’re okay.  I don’t think I’ve ever made love like that before.”

      “Me neither,” I said, continuing to beam up at him.

      “I assume it was good?” Hank asked.  For the first time I realized how much Hank cared for my wellbeing.  I wasn’t just some slut he was fucking.  He liked me at least as much as I liked him.

      “Do you want to go again?” I asked.  My hand gently took hold of Hank’s cock.  He was already hardening.

      “I think I need a little more time to rest,” Hank said with a chuckle.  “Soon though.”

      “Good,” I said with a stupid smile as I sat up.

      The moment I started moving, I could tell I had changed more.  My tits felt heavier on my chest and I could feel my hair tickling the top of my ass.  It was also decidedly harder to think about anything but trying be sexy.  I could tell my thoughts were slower and my memory not as good.  Not that I minded really.  Thinking too much just got in the way.

      “You’ve changed,” Hank commented.

      “Yeah?” I said.  “How?”

      “Everything.  When I met you last night you were a cute woman.  Now, you’re a hot blonde.  Did you get a makeover or something?”

      “Something like that,” I said.  “I can’t explain it good, but I know someone who probably can.  Her name’s Cassie.  But don’t you like it?”

      “No, I love it,” Hank said.  “I’ve always been partial to platinum blondes.  To be honest, I think I’m falling in love.”

      I squealed in excitement, bouncing up and down in my seat, clapping my hands.  My tits bounced and jiggled, nearly making me forget what Hank had said.

      “I think I love you too,” I said as I jumped into Hank’s arms, hugging him tight, pushing my chest into his own.

      Hank didn’t say anything.  Instead he took me by the shoulders, pushing me back slightly.  At first I was confused, but the moment his lips touched mine, all my worries fled my brain.  I was happy.

      We spent the rest of the night together in Hank’s cabin.  To be honest, I never wanted to leave.  We alternated between bouts of rough and kinky sex with quiet cuddling.  After Hank fucked me in the ass, making me cum over and over again, we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

      The next morning, Hank got me home about an hour before my first class of the day.  We’d talked the whole ride back, hashing things out.  I was going to be Hank’s bimbo.  He’d been the first one to call me that, but just thinking of being an owned bimbo made me wet.

      Hank also ordered me to continue going to my classes and trying to get good grades, even if it meant seducing my professors.  He decided it important I should finish out my college career in good standing.  I didn’t really care.  School was boring and I had little interest in it anymore, but since Hank wanted me to do well, I wanted it too, just to make him happy.

      I had already come to terms with fucking and sucking my way to good grades in my classes.  Professor Hackett would be easy since he was already a bit of a creep.  At least he knew what he liked and I was intent on giving him just that.  His class would be the easiest A I’d ever gotten.

      However, I still had a problem.  My first class that morning was Professor Beatrice Monroe’s history class.  I’d hated her even before I became a bimbo.  When I first met her, I thought she might be a lesbian, that is until I found out she was a widow.

      After kissing Hank good-bye, I went up to my apartment to get ready for my classes.  It used to be I could roll out of bed and be in class inside of fifteen minutes.  It turns out I need more than an hour now.  It took me at least half an hour to get my makeup just right.

      I wiggled into class wearing a pink tube dress that barely covered both my nipples and my ass at the same time along with matching sky high heels.  I was at least fifteen minutes late, but I couldn’t be exactly sure.  I’d left my watch at home since it didn’t match my outfit and I couldn’t read the clock on the wall.

      Professor Monroe glared at me with a severe stare as I slowly made my way across the room, sitting on the far side from the door.  The entire class stared at me.  I didn’t mind.  Actually, that was kind of the point.  I pushed out my chest to make sure everyone could get a better view of my tits.

      I could tell the professor was just seething at seeing me there, but she didn’t say anything.  I knew I looked markedly different from how I did on Friday, but since I had been the only student missing, I guess she figured it was me.  And I still looked a little like my old self, at least to the point where I should have been recognizable.

      Eventually Professor Monroe gave up on her glaring at me and went back to lecturing.  Not that many people were paying attention.  I simply sat there smiling while I twirled my hair with my fingers as I looked around the room, batting my eyes at anyone who wanted to watch me.

      I didn’t even realize it was the end of class until everyone started to get up to leave.  I stood up and started to walk out as well, fully expecting to have to fight off guys asking me out, but before any of them could get near me, Professor Monroe’s voice rang out, “Jenna, I need to see you in my office.”

      “Yes, Professor,” I said, disappointed that I couldn’t have a little fun with some of the guys in the class.  I belonged to Hank now, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t have a little fun flirting.

      I followed Professor Monroe out of the classroom and down the hall toward her office.  She led the way, refusing to look at me.  I got lots of stares in the hall, but I kept focused on following the professor.  She was wearing an ugly black pant suit with flat black shoes.  Her brown hair was cut short and she seemed to wear a permanent scowl.

      “Close the door,” Professor Monroe said as soon as we were in her office.  Once the door was shut, she turned on me.  There was nothing but hate in her eyes.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked innocently.

      “What the hell have you done to yourself?” the professor demanded.  “You look like a fucking slut.”

      “But I am a slut,” I said back.  “I’m Hank’s bimbo slut.”

      “Wait what?” Professor Monroe started to say, but I quickly tuned her out.  There were other voices that seemed more important, voices inside my head.  That, however, did not stop the professor from continuing her tirade against me, but I heard none of it.

      “Hey, Jenni, you like being a bimbo, don’t you?” the voice said.

      “No you don’t,” another voice said, one that sounded an awful lot like me.  “You like being smart Jenna, remember?”

      “Leave her alone,” the first voice said.  “She needs to make this decision for herself.  Now Jenni, you have a choice.”

      “A choice?” I asked the voices in my head.

      “Yes, a choice,” the first voice said.  “You can keep being Jenni the bimbo or you can turn back into Jenna the college student.”

      “But…” I started to say, but grew confused as to what was happening.

      “It’s a simple choice,” the first voice continued.  “Do you want to keep being a fun loving bimbo, like Mia, who belongs to Hank or do you want to go back to being a smart independent woman who only gets to have fun when her class schedule allows it?”

      “But why?” I asked.

      “It’s how the rules work,” the second voice said.  “This is your last chance to go back to being normal.”

      There was a part of me that didn’t want to be a bimbo.  Thinking had become so much harder.  I wished Hank had been there to help me make my choice.  He would know what to do.

      “But will Hank and I still…” I said, trailing off, not wanting to think about not being with Hank.

      “No one knows,” the first voice said.  “That’s a risk you would have to take if you choose to go back.”

      “You have to risk it,” the second voice said.  “It’s the only way to get back to normal.”

      “Stop pressuring the girl,” the first voice said.  “She needs to make her own choice.”

      “How do I choose?” I asked.

      “Well, if you want to go back to normal, do nothing,” the second voice said.  “The change will happen on its own.”

      “But what if I want to stay a bimbo?”

      “Then you need to kiss Professor Monroe hard on the lips,” the first voice said.  “It’s your choice: Jenna or Jenni.”

      Both voices grew quiet as I tried to think about my situation.  I needed to be honest with myself.  The old me, while relatively happy, lacked direction in life.  I had been going to school to figure out what to do with my life, but after nearly three years, I still hadn’t worked out what I wanted to do.

      The new me, the bimbo me, on the other hand, had her life figured out.  Her only goals were to be sexy and happy and to serve her man, Hank.  I had few doubts that Hank wouldn’t want to be with the Jenna.  He had said as much last night during one of our cuddling sessions.

      While Hank was generally a gentleman, he rarely dated because bimbos like me are hard to find on a college campus.  Plus, he liked a bimbo to have had an education.  It had something to do with the contradiction of it all.

      So my decision came down to whether or not what I had with Hank was worth it.  I’d never felt so good with a man before, but there was no guarantee our relationship would last.  Still, all the sex was a lot of fun and I liked being viewed as a sex object.  I used to have to try to look hot when I went clubbing with Mia before she turned into a bimbo too.  Now, I didn’t need to try, not that I didn’t put the effort in anymore.

      My mind started to think about Mia too.  She had obviously chosen to be a bimbo.  As my best friend, I couldn’t see how I could abandon her.  She needed me and I needed her.  The only way that could still be true was if I was a bimbo too.

      Professor Monroe was still yelling when my eyes came back into focus, but I didn’t worry about what she was saying.  I had a mission.  My only hope was that she would choose to be a bimbo too, because it would be really hot to have a bimbo professor.

      I took three determined steps forward and hugged her hard, pushing my massive tits into her tiny little bumps.  Before she could react, I pressed my lips to hers and kissed her, long and hard.  My tongue flicked in and out of Professor Monroe’s mouth.

      For a moment, I thought the professor might actually start to kiss me back, but instead she pushed me away.  I knew she wanted to yell at me some more, but she couldn’t seem to find the words.  I turned to leave Professor Monroe’s office, thinking that Hank might be able to use a study break.  And I still needed to work out a deal with Professor Hackett.  I hadn’t sucked a cock since this morning at the cabin.

      Before I left Professor Monroe’s office, I looked back over my shoulder, giving a smile as I said, “You’re it.”  She seemed speechless as I sashayed out the door.

      As I wandered off to look for Hank, I heard a little voice say in my head, “They always choose the bimbo.”  I simply smiled as I headed off down the hall.
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      It was a beautiful spring day.  But it was a Monday.  I always hated Mondays.

      It was the sudden rude awakening, knowing that the relaxing weekend had come to an end and the slog of another work week was ahead of me.

      That isn’t to say that I hated my job.  I loved teaching and I loved Thatcher College.  Just there were days, like today, when it was far too nice out to want to think about teaching classes and grading papers.  After a cold dark winter, all I wanted to do was enjoy the beautiful spring day.

      The walk to campus from my house had been pleasant and invigorating.  It almost made me forget how much I hate Mondays.

      However, the moment I walked into my office, the desk piled high with papers that I had failed to grade over the weekend, all pretense of the possibility that I might enjoy my day was gone.

      I set down my bag and started tidying my office.  That really just meant finding someplace else to stack the ungraded papers, because I wasn’t ready to deal with them yet.

      Once they were out of the way, I pulled out my notes for the lecture I was about to give.  I would have much preferred setting my students up for a class discussion about the current book we were reading, but sometimes a lecture was needed.

      I ended up walking into the classroom just as the clock struck the hour.  It looked like a full house—impressive for a Monday—but on closer examination I saw that we were one short.  Jenna had not yet made it to class.

      Jenna was an above average student.  She was smart and capable, but I knew she didn’t fully commit to my class.  History wasn’t her major.  At least she was a productive member of class discussions.

      Students did occasionally miss my class.  That was nothing unusual, especially on such a nice day.  I paid no attention to the extra empty seat and started in on my lecture.

      Everything was going great until about halfway through class.  This blonde haired bimbo wandered into my class and sat down.  As much as I wanted to ignore her, I couldn’t help but glare.

      “How dare you interrupt my class,” I wanted to say.  However all I could do was stare.

      The woman was wearing a pink dress that barely covered her breasts and her butt.  I was amazed she could walk at all, considering her substantial bust and her sky-high heels.

      She sat down on the far side of the room from the door and just twirled her hair.

      It took me a moment, but I eventually recognized the woman as Jenna.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.  Last week she had been a hard working student.  Now she appeared like there wasn’t a thought running through her head.  What had happened to her?

      I did my best to get back to my lecture, but I knew I had lost the class.  All the men—and most of the women—were too busy checking out this new version of Jenna.

      The final minutes of class dragged on.  Inside I was fuming, but I did my best not to show it.

      Finally the class was over.  Jenna’s distraction kept me from completing my lecture, but I was sure I would have to review the material with the class again anyways.  I guessed no one retained anything of significance.

      Jenna seemed surprised when the rest of the students began to file out of the room.  Many of them gave furtive glances back as they made their way into the hallway.

      “Jenna, I need to see you in my office,” I said as she stood up and readied herself to leave.

      Jenna didn’t react right away.  She was too busy fixing her dress, pulling at the hem, making it “legal.”  Eventually she seemed to understand I had spoken to her.

      “Yes, Professor,” she said, pouting.

      I finished collecting my lecture notes, stuffing them back in the binder I had brought to class.  Then I walked out, heading for my office.

      I didn’t bother looking back at Jenna, but I knew she was following me.  I could hear her clicking heels behind me.

      “Close the door,” I ordered as I tossed the binder on my desk.

      As soon as the door closed I turned and stared at Jenna, seething with anger.  Not only had she turned herself into a harlot over the weekend, but she had disrupted my class too.

      “What’s wrong?” Jenna asked naively.

      “What the hell have you done to yourself?” I demanded.  “You look like a fucking slut.”

      I rarely used foul language, but I couldn’t help myself.  My anger was too great.

      “But I am a slut,” Jenna answered, sounding dumber than I ever could have imagined.  “I’m Hank’s bimbo slut.”

      “Wait, what?” I said in shock.  I never expected such an answer.

      When Jenna didn’t answer, I continued my tirade.  I didn’t even know what I was saying.  I was sure I yelled about how she had turned her back on her fellow women, how it was a blow to the feminist movement that I had worked so hard for.  She had given up an independent life to become a glorified sex toy for men.

      I was so caught up in my diatribe that I failed to notice Jenna move toward me.  She closed the distance between us with remarkable speed, considering her footwear prevented any sort of fast movement.  Jenna wrapped her arms around me, pressing her huge breasts into me.

      The bigger surprise came when Jenna kissed me. It was a passionate kiss, the kind I had once used with my husband before his untimely death.  She even stuck her tongue in my mouth.

      As good as the kiss actually felt, reminding me of intimate moments with my husband, I could not let this behavior stand.  I pushed Jenna away with all the force I could muster.

      I wanted to yell, but I could not find the words.  I was left speechless by Jenna’s brash actions.

      I expected Jenna to try again, but instead, she turned to leave.  She opened the office door, swinging her substantial backside with each step.  Just as she passed through the doorway, Jenna looked back over her shoulder.

      “You’re it,” she said.  And then she was gone.

      I don’t know how long I stood there staring at the empty doorway.

      Eventually one of my colleagues, Professor Chris Michaelson, who also happened to be the head of the History Department, popped his head in my office.

      “Are you all right, Beatrice?” he asked.

      I practically jumped, startled at the sudden intrusion.  I took a moment to assess the situation.  I saw the clock and it was nearly an hour since my encounter with Jenna.

      “I’m,” I started to say, but struggling to find the right words.  “I’m fine.  Just spaced out there for a moment.”

      “I’m just making sure,” Chris said.  “Let me know if you need anything.”

      I stood there awkwardly, my mind struggling to respond to my colleague.  I could barely comprehend what had happened to me with Jenna, let alone work out what Chris was saying.

      “Um, thanks,” I said, hoping that was a satisfactory answer.

      Chris left me standing there.

      Eventually I came to my senses enough to close my office door.  Then I sat down behind my desk, hoping to do something: anything but stare out vacantly.

      I looked at the stacks of papers to grade.  I was in no position to start on those.  In fact, if I didn’t know better, I was aroused.

      I looked up toward the door.  It was locked.  Without even really thinking about it, I pushed my pants down past my hips, giving my fingers access to my panties.

      The thin cotton did little to stop my fingers from reaching my nether region.  The lightest touch against my clit sent shivers up my spine.

      “Wow,” I said in surprise.  I had never felt this way before.  Sex and masturbation had never been a big part of my life.  But if it had felt like this, I would have done it more.  Who knows, I might have gotten knocked up by my husband before he died.  I might not even be a professor.  Those were scary thoughts.  I had always viewed becoming a professor as my calling.

      One touch, became two, and then more and more.  I couldn’t help myself.  It felt too good to stop.

      I let out a low moan as my arousal built.  For the briefest of moments I wondered how soundproof my office was.  Without removing my hand from between my legs, I pulled both feet up onto my desk.  With the heel of my left foot I was able to reach the radio and clumsily turn it on.

      The modern style classical music did not match my present activities, but I was not about to pause my ministrations to change the station.  I just needed something to cover up any noise I made.

      With my limited experience, I really didn’t know what I was doing.  I just enjoyed the fact that my meager attempts at self-pleasure felt so good.

      “Damn,” I said, a little too loud.  My eyes opened wide as I first began to probe my pussy, pushing past my outer lips.

      Before I knew it I was a panting mess as I pushed my arousal higher and higher.  I knew the illusive orgasm had to be close.  For how horny I was, I seemed to be lasting far longer than I had ever imagined possible.  Based on my previous experiences, I should have already climaxed.

      And then it hit me.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as my vision turned white.  My body shook with pleasure as I came.  I don’t know if I made any noise or not.  I was past perceiving such things.  In that moment, all I could comprehend was the immense pleasure flowing through my body in waves, washing over me in the best experience of my life.

      The whole thing was overwhelming.  At some point I must have lost consciousness, because I found myself waking up with a jump.  That jumped caused me to fall out of my chair and onto the floor.

      “Ouch,” I yelped.  I hit my funny bone on my right elbow.  That hand has been wedged in my panties, so I hadn’t been able to use it to brace my fall.  Luckily, it wasn’t far to the ground.

      I took my time picking myself up off the floor and putting myself back together.  My right hand was covered in my juices.  I hadn’t planned for the aftermath of my self play.  Luckily, I had plenty of tissues to wipe my hands off, as well as a brand new bottle of hand sanitizer.  With all the students I came into contact with everyday, I didn’t want to get sick.

      I took a deep breath as I sat back down.  As far as I figured I looked just as I had before the whole episode began.

      However, I felt different.  Specifically, my bra felt tight.

      With the door still locked, I didn’t think anything of removing my blouse before I shrugged off the offending bra.

      I let out a sigh as my breasts became free.  They felt good in the open air of my office.

      “This is too weird,” I told myself as I tried to process the events of the morning.  After several moments, I just wanted to give up.  “That’s it, I’m taking the rest of the day off.”

      I opened my email and sent off a quick message to my class list serves, notifying my students that I was canceling the rest of my Monday classes.  I also emailed Chris, letting him know I was heading home.  Then I quickly grabbed a few sheets of paper out of my printer and scribbled on them that my classes were canceled.

      I got up to walk around the building, almost forgetting I was topless.  I had my hand on the door when I looked down to see my uncovered breasts.

      “Oops,” I said, nearly giggling before I put my blouse back on.  I grabbed my jacket that hung from the back of my chair and then went around the building taping the notices to the doors of the two classrooms I was scheduled to teach in.

      “Class Canceled For Illness,” the notices read.  I barely remembered to put one on my office door, but once I got it posted, I was free to leave.

      I was out of the building before I realized I’d left my bag.  I considered going back for it, but I quickly decided it wasn’t worth it.  I didn’t have anything in it that I needed at home.  I couldn’t think of why I carried it to and from work everyday.

      It wasn’t a long walk to reach my house, but it felt longer than it ever had before.  The moment I made it inside, all I wanted to do was collapse into a heap on the couch.

      But that wasn’t an option.  The couch was covered in papers, these being edits for the book I had written during my semester sabbatical last year.  The only other place I could collapse was my bed.

      I was barely able to kick off my shoes and leave my phone on my nightstand before I let myself fall onto the bed, not even bothering to climb underneath the covers or remove the rest of my clothes.  Almost as soon as I hit the bed, I was asleep, my mind no longer able to cope with the weird events of the day.

      The setting sun shining in through the open curtains roused me from my slumber.  I rubbed my eyes as I tried to remember what had happened and why I was in bed at sunset.

      Slowly the events of the day returned to me.  There was the bimboized version of Jenna coming late to my class and disrupting everything.  There was the kiss.  That stood out in my mind.  As did the masturbation session in my office.

      I had always thought of myself as straight as an arrow, without any interest in other women, but there was something about that kiss that intrigued me, and dare I say it, but it turned me on.  Just a little.

      I knew I needed to get up and make myself something for dinner.  I could feel the faint pangs of hunger.  Nothing serious, but if I didn’t eat within an hour, I knew I would feel as if I was starving.

      However, as I laid there on my bed, another activity came to mind.  Maybe it was Jenna’s kiss, but I was turned on far more than I wanted to believe.  I was downright horny and my arousal only seemed to get stronger as I laid there.

      And not only was I horny, but I was hot.  I always kept my house cool, not wanting to spend more money on the heating bill than I had to, but it didn’t seem to matter.

      I quickly started to unbutton my blouse.  The cool air felt glorious against my bare skin.  I arched my back as I slid my arms out of the sleeves.  Once I was free of the top, I flung it across the room, not caring where it landed.

      My attention turned toward my pants.  My hands were already sliding across my hot skin, the lightest touch making my bite my lip as my brain and pussy were inundated with new sensations of pleasure.

      My eyes tried to follow my hands as they began to work on removing my pants.  But my breasts got in the way.  I had never been blessed with much in the breast department.  Not that my lack of size had ever bothered me.  No women in my family were well-endowed and I saw no reason to be disappointed in that fact.  It was a part of who I was.

      Except this time, they seemed more prominent than I could ever remember.  For the briefest of moments, while I was still able to think of such things, I wondered if I was retaining water.  It would certainly explain why I had left my office sans bra.  On top of that, my nipples stood at attention, begging to be touched.  I had never been so turned on before.

      It did not take long before my pants and panties had joined my blouse on the floor across the room.  Normally I took great care of my clothes, but in the moment, with my arousal acting as a constant distraction, I couldn’t find it in myself to care.  And I’d slept in the clothes already.  But could a little time spent crumpled up on the floor really hurt them?

      As soon as I was free of my clothes, I immediately began my ministrations.  While one hand worked my nether regions, the other focused on my budding breasts, paying special attention to my ever so sensitive nipples.

      “Oh fuck,” I moaned as my hands performed their work.  I arched my back, my body already spasming ever so slightly from the pleasure shooting through me.

      At some point, my hair came out of the bun I had fixed it in before leaving the house in the morning.  It pooled in short waves around my head, but I was too focused on submitting to my building arousal.

      It was not long before the first finger began to probe the depths of my pussy.  A second and a third shortly followed.  My hips bucked off the bed as I pushed my hips up to meet my fingers, my body acting on instinct, trying to force them deeper.

      I felt like I was beginning to lose myself to the animalistic pleasure, but I didn’t care.  Only cumming mattered.  And I was determined to cum.  I was willing to push myself higher and higher up the mountain that was my arousal to reach the summit.

      And then it hit me.  Like a crash of thunder shaking me to my very core, I came.  I came hard.  My body thrashed about on the bed as I lost control.  I had never felt anything like it before.  The entire experience was overwhelming as wave after wave of climactic pleasure crashed over me.  I was but a small rock amid the storm surge of orgasmic passions.

      I wouldn’t say that I passed out, but I certainly lost all sense of time and space as I laid there recovering.

      “Holy shit,” I finally said as I struggled to push myself up off the bed.  For the time being, my arousal was sated.  Now my only want was food.  My stomach gurgled with hunger.

      Not bothering to even put on a robe, I padded into the kitchen.  I stood at the refrigerator, the door open, bent at the hips as I stared inside, trying to decide what I wanted to eat.

      I shook my head, trying to clear the cobwebs.  Clearly I still wasn’t thinking straight after my strange day, as I couldn’t work out what I should make myself for dinner.  The cold certainly made my nipples harden, however.

      There weren’t any good choices.  Everything in the refrigerator required more preparations than I felt capable of.  And I was getting cold.  Before I could eat I needed to get dressed first.

      Rather than go straight to my closet to dig out something to wear, I made a stop in the bathroom to splash some water on my face.  Whatever had happened to me, I needed to snap out of it.  I could only hope some cold water on my face would wake up my sluggish mind.

      The moment I saw myself in the mirror I froze in shock.  The image I saw couldn’t be me.  My eyes first fell upon my hair.  It was lighter, bordering on blonde, and longer, almost touching my breasts.

      Speaking of my breasts, they were huge.  Actually, they weren’t that big in the big picture, but they were a lot bigger than I’d ever had before.  They actually had some heft to them now, which I’d never experienced before.  Clearly I was so out of it, I hadn’t noticed before seeing them in the mirror.

      “What the hell is happening to me?” I asked my reflection.  I looked down and confirmed the image in the mirror was an accurate representation of the new me.  Not that my reflection could answer.

      I had no answers for myself.  My only options were to go to the hospital, something I was not keen on, since I would need to demonstrate my insane one-day growth spurt, or contact Jenna.  There had to be something about her kissing me that was causing this.

      The only contact information I had for my students was their email addresses.  I could only hope the new Jenna still had the brains to check and respond to her email.  If I couldn’t reach her, my only other option was to go to the hospital after all.

      I pulled out my laptop and booted it up, still naked.  It was not long before I finished writing the email, practically begging Jenna to call me.  It definitely wasn’t the most professional email I’d ever sent.  The fact I included both my phone number and home address might have been too much.

      I generally tried to keep my relationship with students on campus.  An invitation to my home was unheard of, but there was no way I was going outside until I had an idea of what was happening to me.

      My stomach grumbled, reminding me I had yet to eat anything.  I returned to the kitchen, this time with a mission.  I was past the point of making something elaborate.  I opened the freezer and pulled out a frozen meal.  I generally hated them, but I always kept a few around for occasions when I didn’t have time to cook or I was too hungry to wait.  This was more like the latter, but I also didn’t trust myself enough to cook for the time being.  Not until I figured out what was wrong with me.

      I popped the meal into the microwave, but as soon as I started to punch in the time, the numbers on the keypad swam in front of my eyes.

      “Whoa,” I said as I put my free hand to my temple.  A sudden headache had developed.

      I closed my eyes and tried to relax.  Clearing my mind helped a lot.  When I reopened them, I was careful not to concentrate too hard on the microwave.  I just let muscle memory take over and hope it worked out.

      Luckily, that worked.  I had no idea it was so easy to shut my brain off like that, but I wasn’t about to complain.

      With my food cooking, I finally decided I needed to put some clothes on.  As fun as it was just to walk around my house in the nude, which I was actually kind of enjoying, I didn’t want Jenna to show up unannounced and catch me.  I might just answer the door like that in my current mental state.

      While the microwave cooked away, I padded back into my bedroom to find something to wear.  First off, none of my bras would fit.  I knew that straight away.  I would have to go without.

      The next problem were finding panties.  It shouldn’t have been a problem, but I suddenly had an aversion to wearing my usual underwear.  Sure, they were what many would describe as granny panties, but they were comfortable and functional.  Or at least that was how I used to view them.  Now I couldn’t stand the thought of them.

      Luckily, way in the back was a part of a lingerie set I had worn for my husband years ago for an anniversary.  The cut was far more provocative, but that seemed to be what I wanted.  The only problem was the moment I pulled them on, they didn’t fit.  I knew I was the same size, unless all of the clothing manufacturers were colluding to lie to me about my size.

      “Damn it,” I cursed when I realized what had happened.  My breasts were not my only feature that had grown.  So too had my ass.  “Something more I need to go shopping for.”

      Usually I would have talked about shopping with disdain.  I spent as little time at the mall or even shopping online as I could.  But this time, the prospect of shopping did not sound nearly as bad.  It actually sounded a little fun if I was honest with myself.

      I knew I didn’t have much time to put together a professional looking outfit, but I realized I didn’t have to.  I wasn’t going anywhere.  With that in mind, I grabbed a sweat shirt and sweat pants out of one of the drawers.  They were my comfort clothes and I felt the need for something comforting at the moment.

      Just as I was rolling the waistband of the pants down so they sat lower on my hips, I heard a noise from the kitchen.  I practically sprinted through my house, hoping it was Jenna calling me.  But when it stopped, I realized it was the microwave beeping about being done.

      I cursed for the second time when I opened the microwave and the odor of something burning wafted out.  My microwave skills weren’t as good as I had hoped.  I pulled the tray out carefully, making sure not to burn myself.  I pulled the film off the top and reached in with a fork.  Yes, it tasted burnt, but it was palatable and I was hungry.

      Just as I was cleaning up my meal, another electronic noise sounded out.  This time it was my phone.  I recognized the text chime.

      “Where did I put it?” I asked myself as I started looking around the house for where I might have left my phone.

      I walked past my nightstand three times before I thought to look there.  That’s where I always kept it at home.  Clearly I was more distressed by what was happening to me then I had realized.

      “Just finishing up at Professor Hackett’s for some special tutoring,” the text read.  “I’ll be over next.”

      I felt relieved knowing Jenna would soon arrive with answers for me.  Or at least that was my hope.  This new bimbo version of Jenna didn’t seem as smart as the student I had known before.  And I didn’t want to think what special tutoring with Professor Hackett meant.  I always thought he was slimy.  His gaze always seemed to remain on the women around him for far too long, even his students.

      As I waited for Jenna to arrive, I found myself pacing around the house.  I couldn’t seem to keep still.  But after the third time of walking into my bedroom and back out again, I decided it was finally time to clean up a little.  I didn’t want Jenna to see my unkempt house.

      Picking up my earlier discarded clothes made me feel almost sick.  I didn’t understand how I could have worn such prudish clothing.  Was I really that stuffy?  I hated to think of myself that way.

      Just as I finished tidying up, the doorbell rang.  I hurried to answer the door.

      The moment I opened the door my jaw dropped in shock at seeing Jenna.  I had expected to see her dressed as she had been in class, but she had changed outfits, wearing a tiny white blouse tied off under her breasts and the tiniest plaid skirt I had ever seen.  It was a classic school girl look, but with the sluttiness turned up to 11.

      “You look so much better than earlier,” Jenna said as she pushed past me and into the house.  I couldn’t help but watch her ass sway back and forth as she sashayed into the living room on impossibly high heels.  I didn’t know how she could walk, let alone do so gracefully.  “You’re going to love life when it’s all over.  I just know it.”

      “What’s happening to me?” I practically whined as I closed the door.  I didn’t understand what Jenna was talking about.  I would love life?  That didn’t make sense.  My life was fine.  Or at least it was until Jenna went and kissed me.

      “You’re just learning to finally have fun,” Jenna answered.  “You’re going to be so hot and sexy when you’re all done.  You looked all old and stuffy before, but you’re already looking better, even wearing that silly outfit.”

      I looked down at my sweatshirt and sweatpants, trying to figure out what made them silly.  Were they fashionable?  No.  But they were a lot better than anything else I had.  And they fit, unlike almost everything else I owned.

      “Nothing fit right,” I pouted.

      “Girl, I know exactly what you mean,” Jenna said.  “How ‘bout this, we’ll skip classes tomorrow and I’ll take you shopping.  We can’t go too far, you know, until you’re all done, but it’ll be a start.  And you’ll feel so good too.  Maybe I can bring Mia too.  Shopping is the best.  After fucking of course.”

      “What are you talking about, Jenna?” I complained.  I couldn’t tell if it was just my brain not working right or if she really wasn’t making sense.  And I had no idea who Mia was.  Some similarly bimbofied friend of Jenna’s I supposed.  Either way, I was missing something important.  I just knew it.

      “It’s Jenni now,” she said.  “And it’s just the way it is.  You’re it now.”

      “What am I supposed to do?”  I asked, still confused.

      “Have fun,” Jenni, as she instructed me to call her, said.  “Maybe find a guy to spend some time with.  Or a girl, if that’s more to your liking.  I’d help you out, but I need to get back to Hank.  I still need to tell him about my tutoring session with Professor Hackett.  Who knew weekly blow jobs dressed like this would get me an A in his class?”

      “Wait,” I said, starting to connect the dots.  “That’s what you meant by tutoring?  You’re trading sex for grades?”

      “You’re so silly,” Jenni said.  “Like I could pass any classes by doing school stuff now that I’m a bimbo.  And anyway, sex is so much fun.  I wouldn’t even bother to try, but Hank wants me to graduate.  And he doesn’t care how I do it.  I think he likes it when I use my body to get by.  I’m so lucky he owns me.”

      I struggled to fully understand what Jenni was talking about, but I got the basics.  She had become the biggest slut I could think of.

      “And don’t worry,” Jenni continued.  “I like girls too, so I’m happy to lick your pussy to pass your class.  But I really need to get back to Hank.  He’s going to give me a good hard plowing.  I haven’t cum in, like, hours, I think.  I’m kinda bad at time now that I’m a bimbo.  But it’s so worth it.”

      Jenni punctuated her last statement by giving her breasts a squeeze.  Her body visibly shuddered in pleasure.

      Psychologically, I couldn’t see how the change in Jenni was so great.  I felt completely off-kilter.  But physically, Jenni looked happy.  She certainly looked hot.  And she would still look hot if she dressed in less slutty clothes.  Hell, she could probably make my stupid sweats look hot.

      “I wish I could look hot like you,” I blurted out.  The moment the words came out of my mouth I turned beet red, my face hot with embarrassment.  I didn’t even know why I said it.  Sure, being more attractive would be nice, but did I really want to look like Jenni in her slutty little outfit?  Last night I would have answered with an unequivocal no, but now I wasn’t so sure.  Something about me had changed, something other than my changing body.  My mind felt different.  Not necessarily bad, just different.

      “I bet you could if you tried a little,” Jenni said sympathetically.

      She paused for a moment, lost in thought.  The old Jenna would have glanced off at something and maybe stroked her chin in a classic thinking pose.  The new Jenni twirled her hair while her eyes lost focus and turned glassy.

      “Ooh, I know,” Jenni said, her face lighting up with a big smile.  Clearly she had thought of an idea.  “I can teach you couple things tonight.  That way you’ll be more ready tomorrow and stuff for our shopping trip.”

      Before I had a chance to answer, Jenni took me by the hand and dragged me toward the bedroom.  She stuck me in front of the mirror so we could both look at my reflection.

      “You’ve got so much to, like, work with.  You’re already really sexy.  You just need to let it out, you know?”

      I just shrugged in response, not fully seeing it.

      “Here, take off your top,” Jenni said.

      “What?” I said in shock.  “It’s bad enough that I asked you here tonight.  I can’t take my top off in front of a student.”

      “Look, I want to, like, help you,” Jenni said.  “You’ve got boobs, I’ve got boobs.  What’s it matter if we see each other?  Here, I’ll show you mine so you’ll have to show me yours.”

      Without further prompting, Jenni untied her blouse, exposing her huge breasts.  Seeing them bare for the first time, their size shocked me.  I had assumed they had been made to look bigger through a trick of clothing that I didn’t understand.  But seeing them in all their glory, they were magnificent and bigger than I could have imagined.

      “Come on, let’s get that top off you,” Jenni continued to prompt.

      Without even realizing what I was doing, my hands took hold of the bottom of my sweatshirt and started to pull it up.

      “Ooh, I like the definition on your abs,” Jenni said as she stepped behind me and grabbed my hands, guiding them up with my sweatshirt in tow.  “We’re definitely going to have to get you some decoration.  A few piercings would be hot, don’t you think.”

      I was too flustered to disagree.  Not that I could say anything, but in that moment I would have agreed to almost anything.

      “Hey, you’ve got some pretty nice tits,” Jenni commented as she pulled my sweatshirt over my head.  She couldn’t see me blushing at her compliment.  There was no way I could compare to her, but it was nice of her to give me a positive comment.

      Once I was topless I got a good look at myself.  I looked the same as I had when I examined myself earlier, but I felt different about the whole situation.  The shock was gone and in its place was a certain appreciation.  I did have nice tits, as Jenni said.  No, they weren’t as big or as round as hers, but they were now sizable enough to hold and even play with.

      “I’ll be right back,” Jenni said as she began to walk away with my sweatshirt.  “You keep right on appreciating that rockin’ body you have.  I need to go make a couple alterations to this sweatshirt.  You’re going to be such a hottie when you’re all finished.”

      I couldn’t tell what Jenni meant about being a hottie when I’m finished.  Did that mean when she was done helping me look sexy?  Or was there more?  The way Jenni kept talking, it was as if my body wasn’t done changing yet.

      That scared the hell out of me, but I couldn’t deny that I liked how I now looked.  I had never had much in the chest department before.  And even wearing sweatpants, I could tell I had a nice ass.  Was it bad to like looking good?  I couldn’t seem to think of a reason why it wasn’t.  For once I actually felt good about my body, something that hadn’t been true for years and years.

      It was several minutes before Jenni returned with my sweatshirt.  When she came prancing in on her ridiculously high heels, she had a big smile on her face.

      “You’re going to love this,” Jenni said with confidence while she held my top behind her back.  “Sorry if the edges are a little rough.  I was working fast and it’s hard to use scissors with long nails.”

      I swallowed hard hearing that Jenni had cut up my sweatshirt.  What had she done to it?  Given her propensity toward slutty dress, I didn’t want to guess what she had done to my simple and figure hiding sweatshirt.

      “Close your eyes,” Jenni said.  “I only want you to see the finished product.”

      I couldn’t believe I had let myself fall into this situation, but I couldn’t bring myself to tell Jenni no.  In truth, I wanted this.  And I needed to see whatever was happening to me through to the end.

      I closed my eyes tight.  My heart pounded in my chest as I wondered what Jenni had done.  She had not been gone that long.  But she had disappeared for long enough that I had to imagine she had made more than one cut, assuming she hadn’t spent the whole time mincing around my kitchen looking for a pair of scissors.  I kept them in a utility drawer by the back door.

      “Hold your arms out so I can slide this on you,” Jenni said, her voice sounding as serious as it had all evening.  I could tell she was concentrating about as hard as she could.  She really had turned into a complete bimbo.

      I did as instructed.  I could hear Jenni move around to the front of me to improve her angle.  Moments later I could feel fabric sliding up my arms.  I had expected Jenni to ask me to raise my arms once the fabric reached my shoulders so she could pull it over my head, but she didn’t.

      I stood there with what was left of my sweatshirt as Jenni then moved around behind me again.  She pulled on something and I could feel the fabric tighten around me, but not too much.  I could still feel a lot of air against my skin.

      “You’re tying it?” I asked as I felt Jenni fiddle with something behind my back.  My eyes were still shut tight.

      “Give me a moment and you’ll see.”

      I didn’t respond.  Jenni couldn’t spare the concentration to have me ask her questions.  And it would take away from the surprise.

      “Ah, there we go.  You can open your eyes now.”

      I did as instructed, and once again, my jaw nearly hit the floor.  Jenni had completely destroyed my sweatshirt.  I didn’t even know if I could call it that anymore.  The neck had been completely cut away, giving the top an off the shoulder v-neck.  The way it hung on me, you could actually see cleavage.

      But that wasn’t all.  I could see my belly-button.  Jenni had cut off a bunch of fabric at the bottom leaving part of my midriff bare.  Normally I would have been offended at seeing my own body dressed as this, but I had to admit, the top looked good.

      “Now turn around,” Jenni said with a giggle.

      I did as instructed and my jaw nearly hit the floor for the second time in as many minutes.  The reason why Jenni didn’t need to slide the top over my head was because she had basically removed the entire back.  The only thing connecting the piece on the back were two small strips of attached cloth that Jenni had tied together.

      “I wasn’t sure how much to cut, so I waited to tie it until I had it on you,” Jenni explained.  She sounded supremely proud of herself.  “That way I didn’t mess it up.  But I think it’s totally perfect.”

      I wanted to be angry at Jenni.  She had completely destroyed my sweatshirt.  There was no way I could wear it out.  And given how it was attached, I figured I couldn’t bend over without exposing myself.

      Yet, I couldn’t bring myself to be angry.  Jenni was well-meaning in her actions.  And the top did look good.  And it was comfy.  I could just imagine myself snuggling up on the couch with a glass of wine while I watched a heavily erotic romantic comedy.

      I stopped and shook my head, trying to chase away those thoughts.  I was horny again.  A part of me wanted to take Jenni up on her offer to lick my pussy for a passing grade.

      “Sorry I can’t do anything with your sweat pants,” Jenni said.  “I bet that top would go really good with some yoga pants or tights.  We can get some tomorrow.”

      “I’d like that,” I said, still unable to disagree with Jenni.  In the matter of less than an hour, Jenni had gone from just being one of my students to becoming an actual friend.  I didn’t know what I would do without her.

      “I really have to go now,” Jenni said.  “I’ve already kept Hank waiting too long.  I’ll text you in the morning so we can go shopping.”

      “Yeah, okay,” I said, my voice distant as I still felt overwhelmed by the entire situation.

      I expected Jenni to just walk away, but she lingered for a moment, seemingly contemplating something.  It was easy to tell when Jenni was thinking about something.  She seemed to lack the brain power to both act and think at the same time.

      Jenni leaned forward, placing her luscious lips next to my ear.  Her still bare breasts pressed against my back.  Her warm skin against my own felt heavenly.  “Cum for me,” Jenni said.  “Cum as much as you can before I see you tomorrow.  You’re going to be the sexiest professor Thatcher College has ever seen.”

      Jenni’s words left me transfixed.  I stood there, unmoving, almost in a trance.  It barely registered when I heard the front door close as Jenni left.

      I don’t know how long I stood there for, but my mind eventually seemed to snap out of the trance, or whatever it was.  It didn’t take me long to realize I knew almost nothing more about my condition than when I started.  Jenni had provided me with no new information, or at least no new usable information.  At that moment I knew I needed to go to the hospital to figure it all out.

      “But damn, I’m horny,” I said as I moved toward the bed.  The hospital could wait.  I needed to cum, just like Jenni had said.

      I woke up to my phone chiming.  I opened my eyes lazily, not fully comprehending where I was or what was happening.  All I knew is I felt like a beautiful butterfly wrapped up in a cocoon of blankets.  I never wanted to get up.

      My phone chimed a second time.  That was enough to fully wake me up.  I pulled my hand out from under the covers and reached out toward my phone.

      It took me a moment to focus on the alerts.  There were many and they swam in front of my eyes like the numbers on the microwave had the night before.  Apparently my phone had been going off for a while.

      It took me three attempts to unlock my phone.  My nails kept getting in the way.  I couldn’t remember them being so long before, but they looked good, so I put those thoughts out of my head.

      I had received texts from two people, Chris and Jenni.  Seeing Jenni’s number made me remember her offer to take me shopping.  I couldn’t wait for that.  But I knew I needed to take care of work stuff first.

      It took me two times to read through  Chris’s text message.  It appeared he took the liberty of canceling my classes for the day.  He assumed I was still sick.  I had never felt better, but I certainly wasn’t interested in trying to teach my boring classes.

      I had never considered how boring my classes were.  How boring I was.  I was suddenly surprised I had any students remaining, because I knew I wouldn’t be able to sit through my own classes without going crazy.  Who can listen to a stupid lecture for an hour?  I knew I couldn’t.  At least not anymore.

      “Thank you,” I texted back.  “Been dead to the world all night.  Just got your message.”

      Technically it wasn’t a lie.  At some point, after at least two orgasms, I passed out in my bed, only waking to the sound of my phone minutes earlier.

      With my work stuff taken care of for the day, I turned my focus to the hopefully more fun messages from Jenni.

      “I’ll be over in an hour to take you shopping,” the message said.  “Get yourself showered and cum again.  You know you want to.  I’ll help you pick out what to wear.”

      I sent a thumbs up emoji in response, not wanting to take time away from the mission Jenni had given me.  I only had so much time to get ready and an hour seemed so short.  That was like… I started counting on my fingers, but lost track and realized I was missing out on valuable play time.

      Still wrapped in my nice warm cocoon, I returned my phone to the night stand and pulled my hand back underneath the covers.  Why get up to masturbate when I could do it from the warmth of my bed.

      As I began to work my thumb over my clit, I suddenly realized how turned on I already was.  It was like my baseline had been turned way, way up.  Within 10 seconds I felt like I was on the edge of the biggest orgasm of my life.

      My path to climax was much more complex than my body initially indicated.  It was not long before I found myself mauling my breasts with one hand while I pumped my fingers in and out of my hungry pussy.  My arousal just rose and rose, leaving me desperate to cum.  I couldn’t even really think anymore.  My world had become need to cum.  It was all that mattered.

      My breathing grew ragged as I began to vocalize my frustrations.  My words were unintelligible, just animalistic noises, but they expressed my great need.

      But then it happened.  I reached the summit, I pushed over the edge and came like I never had before.  Pleasure shot through me like bolts of electricity.  It was so intense it almost hurt, but in reality, it was the best feeling in the world.  As the pleasure wave shot up my body into my brain, my whole world seemed to overload.  I went cross-eyed and my vision faded to white.

      I couldn’t be sure, but I was pretty sure I passed out, because it felt like I was waking up all over again.  I opened my eyes to survey my surroundings.  I was in my room, just as I had been when I started my self play.  The light levels in my room looked the same.  It wasn’t like yesterday when I woke up to the setting sun.

      A part of me just wanted to stay curled up in bed all day.  My fluffy blankets felt delicious against my bare skin.  But then I remembered Jenni’s offer to take me shopping and her text message for me to be showered when she arrived.

      Now excited for the day ahead of me and all the shopping I was going to get to do, I jumped out of bed and raced into the bathroom.  I didn’t bother to pause and look at myself in my bedroom mirror.  Or the bathroom mirror for that matter.

      The spray was still cold when I hopped into the shower.  I let out a squeal, but it quickly began to warm up.  Feeling the water on my skin immediately re-lit the fire that was my arousal.  As much as I wanted to play again, I really needed to get ready for Jenni’s arrival.

      In the end, I had just finished drying my hair when Jenni arrived.  I answered the door wearing nothing but a towel.

      Jenni smiled when she saw me.  I giggled, happy to see her.  Not only did I love shopping, I knew my wardrobe needed a serious upgrade.  I couldn’t believe how stuffy I had been.  Not anymore.  In the shower I vowed to be fun loving and open.  Sexy too, if I could manage it.

      “Damn, you’re looking hot,” Jenni said.  She dropped the bag I hadn’t noticed she was carrying and gave me a big hug.

      I couldn’t help but blush at the compliment.  I still hadn’t figured out why Jenni’s approval seemed so important to me, nor why I kept doing everything she said.  It was like I had always been hiding my submissive side and now it was finally starting to come out.  And Jenni was looking super hot.  She wore an off-the-shoulder pink knit sweater that showed off a generous amount of cleavage and left her belly-button bare.  She had paired that with a tiny jean skirt with a wide leather belt.  Her shoes were a sexy pair of sandals with a really high heel.

      “I’m glad to see you followed my directions,” Jenni said as she released me from her embrace.  A part of me suddenly missed having her sexy body pressed up against my own.  I had never felt an attraction toward women before, but I wondered if that was changing.  Or it could have just been how much in awe of Jenni I was.  I guess I would know more once we were out shopping.  I hadn’t seen anyone but Jenni since I went home early yesterday.

      “I did.  And Chris, I mean Professor Michaelson canceled my classes today, so we can go shopping.”

      Jenni giggled.  “You’re going to have to thank him later for that.”

      “What do you mean?” I asked, confused.  That seemed to be a more common state for me since all this had started happening to me.  Not that being confused felt bad.  I actually kind of liked it.

      “You’ll understand soon enough,” Jenni said knowingly.  Her answer didn’t help my confusion, but it was comforting to know I would understand what she was talking about eventually.

      “Time to get you ready for some shopping,” Jenni finally said.  “We’ve got lots to do today.”

      “I can’t wait,” I said as I led Jenni into my bedroom.  She brought her bag with her into the bedroom.

      “Let’s see what I’m working with,” Jenni said as I stopped in front of my mirror again.  I had not looked in a mirror since Jenni left me last night and I was a little shocked at what I saw.  However, I as took note of how my body had changed, I couldn’t help but smile.  I could only describe myself as sexy.

      After a moment of surveying myself, I knew both Jenni and I needed a better look of my changing body.  Without any qualms, I let my towel drop to the floor.  I stood there in all my nakedness, excited to see and be seen.

      First off, there was no question that I was a blonde now.  I didn’t have the same platinum color as Jenni, but I definitely wasn’t a brunette anymore.  And my hair was much longer too.  It fell down to the small of my back.  I knew it would be more work to care for, but it was going to be worth it.

      My face looked different too.  My skin was tanned, my nose cuter and my lips thicker.  I was beginning to understand how I could thank Chris for canceling my classes today.  I licked my lips at the thought.  Who knew sex could be so much fun?  And I hadn’t even done anything yet.

      Of course, after my face, the big change was my boobs.  They were big and beautiful.  Jenni was still bigger than me, but I had seriously closed the gap on her.  I reached up and held them.  My fingers brushing against my nipples sent shock waves up to my head and down to my pussy.  I was seriously horny again.

      It took a little while, but I was finally able to pull my attention away from my boobs.  My butt had also gone through a nice growth spurt.  It was like I had spent all my life doing squats, because it was tight and perky.

      Again, it took a while for me to tear my attention away from my body.  I looked back at Jenni who was in the middle of sorting the clothes she had brought with her.  It was almost a shame I would have to cover up to go out, but I didn’t want to be arrested and clothes could be pretty sexy.  I couldn’t wait to find out what Jenni had picked out for me.

      “I love the new you,” Jenni said as she saw me looking at her expectantly.  “Now we just have to get you ready for the best shopping trip you’ve ever had.”

      “Goodie,” I said, bouncing up and down.  My boobs bounced with me, almost distracting me again.  I wasn’t used to them bouncing, but I liked it.

      “I brought a little bit of everything, just in case,” Jenni said.  “Even panties.  Stores don’t like it when you try on clothes without them.”

      I nodded my head.  That made sense.  I realized I hadn’t worn any underwear since sometime after I got home yesterday.  It seemed so long ago now, like a lifetime.

      Jenni tossed me a pink lace thong.  It was pretty.  I barely caught it, not being particularly coordinated.  I never was, but with all the changes to my body, I think I was clumsier than usual.

      I pulled on the panties and was surprised at how comfortable they felt.  I couldn’t remember wearing a thong before.  I think it was because I thought they were slutty and uncomfortable.  I was so silly then.  Looking in the mirror, they looked cute and they felt good.  That’s all that mattered.

      “No sense in worrying about a bra,” Jenni said.  “You’ve still got, like, room to grow too, which is totally awesome.  Maybe you’ll be bigger than me even.”

      While I could see the bouncing could get annoying after a while, I really didn’t want to constrain my big beautiful boobs anymore than I had to.  They liked to be free and I wanted them to get what they wanted.

      “Since you’re going to be changing clothes so much, here’s a skirt,” Jenni said as she tossed another article of clothing my direction.  It too was pink.  “It’s a circle skirt.  It’s not tight, but I wasn’t sure how big your ass as going to be when I got here.  I personally prefer skirts, like, all the time, but some girls like really tight pants.  You’ll get to decide that for yourself.”

      I took my time putting on the skirt, wanting it to be perfect.  It was far shorter than anything I had ever worn before, barely coming to the tops of my thighs.  I swayed my hips and did a twirl so I could watch the skirt swish around me in the mirror.  I even bent over with my ass facing the mirror to see how much I could see.  Looking from between my legs, I could definitely see a hint of my panties.  The skirt was pushing boundaries, but I loved it.

      “Time for your top.  Again, I wasn’t sure how big you’d be, so I brought a wrap top.  These are good when you’re thin but have big tits like us.  I’ll help you with it.”

      Jenni helped me into the white wrap top.  It was a little complicated, but it did fit well.  And holy cleavage.  I knew where every guy was going to be staring, assuming they weren’t ass men.  My new body seemed to have something for everyone.  And in this outfit, I was making sure the guys would stare.

      “We’re definitely going to have to get your belly-button pierced,” Jenni commented as she appraised my appearance.  The top left my belly-button bare too.  “But first we need to get you in a pair of shoes.  The heels make the girl.”

      This part actually scared me.  I had almost never worn heels my whole life.  I had worn them for my wedding, but never since.  And it had taken me a month of practice to feel comfortable enough to walk down the aisle in one-inch heels.

      My fear must have shown on my face, because Jenni seemed to know how I felt.  “Relax,” she said calmly.  “I bet you’ll be an expert in no time.  The taller the heels the better.  You’ll know what I mean in a moment.  “Try these on.”

      Jenni held out a pair of heels.  They were white wedge sandals with a cork base.

      “How did you know my size?” I asked.

      “I didn’t, but Mia and I used to wear different sizes and now we can share shoes.  I guessed it was the same with you.”

      I bit my lip trying to work through the logic.  My brain was being seriously slow.  I would have to trust Jenni.  She might be a bimbo, but she knew what she was doing when it came to fashion and stuff.

      I had to sit down on the bed to put on the heels.  They fit surprisingly well.  Not perfect, but close enough until I could buys some new pairs of my own.

      I carefully pushed myself to my feet.  These were definitely the highest pair of heels I’d ever worn.  I was sure I would feel off balance.  Yet, as I stood there, it felt completely natural.

      “Wow,” I said.  “These are, like, really comfortable.”  I failed to notice the added “like” in my statement.

      “Try walking,” Jenni said, encouraging me.

      I took my first step.  It was different.  My body wanted to move different to stay balanced.  Then I took a second.  I didn’t fall.

      “You have to, like, let the shoes guide you.  Small steps with lots of hip action.”  Jenni demonstrated for me.  I couldn’t help but stare at her ass, but I got the basics of what she was trying to show me.

      I took a few more uneasy steps before I grew bold enough to throw caution to the wind and just go.  And to my amazement, it worked.  Soon I was walking back and forth across the room as if I had been wearing heels all my life.  I struggled to remember why I hadn’t worn heels all the time.

      “Are we ready to go yet?” I asked, excited to get this shopping trip underway.

      Jenni just laughed.  “Of course not.  We still need to fix your hair and your makeup.  A girl can’t leave the house without her hair and makeup on-point.”

      I felt dejected, both because I wasn’t ready yet and because I didn’t know how to style my hair.  Then there was my lack of makeup.  I had always shunned it, only wearing the lightest amount at my wedding.

      “Don’t worry, I’ve got you, like, covered.  But pay attention.  You got to totally do this on your own next time.”

      Jenni worked with an intensity I had never seen from her before, even when she had been my studious student.  She took her looks seriously and I tried to learn everything I could from her.  She explained herself as she went along, which helped a lot, but I was sure I missed a lot too.

      I knew I hadn’t always been so slow on the uptake, but it was so hard to focus.  I was either distracted by something shiny or some sensation my body experienced that more often then not made me think of sexual thoughts.  And yet, as much as I knew this change was bad, I couldn’t help but push the negative thoughts out of my head.  I felt good.  Really good.

      “All done,” Jenni eventually declared as she stepped away from me.

      I looked at my reflection in the mirror and couldn’t believe I was the woman staring back at me.  I was hot and sexy.  And to be honest, I didn’t look that much older than Jenni anymore.  I figured I would start getting carded again if I went to buy alcohol.  That hadn’t happened in years.

      “Wow,” was the only word I was able to say.

      Jenni giggled.  “I know right?  Now you’re ready to go shopping.”

      It was about noon when we finally left my house.  I had never realized how long looking pretty took, but I was never going out again without looking my best.  Jenni’s fine work had taught me that.

      We were just about at the door to leave when Jenni turned to me and stopped.  “Do you have a purse to go with your outfit?”

      “Um,” I started to say, thinking.  I could only remember owning one purse and I could guarantee it didn’t match my outfit.  “Sorry,” I admitted.  “I don’t.”

      “That’s okay,” Jenni said.  “I remembered I brought one for you that you can borrow until you get something cute for yourself.  I left it in the bag on your bed.”

      I minced back to get it, trying to go as fast as my heels would carry me.  That wasn’t very fast, but I was following Jenni’s instructions.  Let the heels guide me.  They didn’t want me to take big steps, so I didn’t.

      I found the little clutch purse that Jenni had talked about.  Then as I turned to leave, I spotted my phone on the nightstand.  “Can’t, like, forget that,” I said as I snatched it up and dropped it in the purse.

      “Good thing you stopped me,” I told Jenni as we walked out to her car.  “I forgot my phone.”

      “Don’t want to forget that,” Jenni said with a giggle.  “That’s where selfies come from.”

      The drive to the mall was relatively short.  On the way, Jenni chatted about whatever came into her head.  Thankfully, that was easy to follow.  I mostly listened, not knowing what to say.  I knew it wouldn’t be long before I could hold my own in the conversation.  I didn’t know how I knew that.  I just had a feeling.

      Jenni pulled into a spot in the parking garage.  But rather than get out, she turned to me with a puzzled look on her face.  “What should I call you?”

      I furrowed my brow, trying to understand what she meant.  Then it dawned on me that she hadn’t actually used my name since all this started.  Asking Jenni to call me Professor seemed really stuffy.  I didn’t like that at all.

      “Your name is Beatrice, right?”

      “Um,” I said, thinking for a moment.  I was feeling really slow.  “Yeah.”

      “That sounds old and boring.  Did you ever have a nickname growing up?”

      Again, I furrowed my brow, thinking.  Clearly thinking was no longer my strong suit.  Still, it had to be done sometimes.

      “My Grandma used to call me her little bee.”

      “That’s perfect,” Jenni exclaimed with a giggle.  “I’m gonna call you Bee now.  That’s totally better than Beatrice, you know?”

      I didn’t know, but I wasn’t about to tell Jenni that.  Still, Bee did sound nice and a lot more fun than Beatrice.  Why would I ever want to be called such a stuffy name?

      “Hi, I’m Bee,” I said, giggling like it was the funniest thing in the world.

      “Hi, Bee.  I’m Jenni.”  Jenni reached over the console of her car and gave me a hug.  When she broke the embrace, she smiled and added, “Now let’s go shopping.”

      It did not take long before I completely lost myself in the moment.  Jenni was like my big sister, guiding me around the mall, teaching me about style and even the art of shopping.  We had to return to Jenni’s car multiple times to unload our purchases.  I did most of the buying, but Jenni bought herself a few items too.  I don’t think I could have stopped myself if I were in her shoes, which technically I was.

      By the time we left, I had a whole new wardrobe and a brand new makeup collection.  I also had an appointment at a salon for Saturday so I could get the works.  Hair, makeup, manicure and pedicure.  I had every intention of finding a hot man to bring home Saturday night.  My bed had been too empty for far too long.  It was time I changed that.

      As we drove back to my house, we passed by campus.  “How do you like the idea of thanking, who was he, Professor Michaelson?” Jenni suddenly asked me.

      I was caught up in the moment and almost everything Jenni said seemed like a good idea.  “Let’s do it,” I said with an enthusiasm that I could only have felt after spending hours shopping.

      Jenni pulled into a parking lot.  “You go find your professor and I’m going to give Hank a post-practice blow job.  I really need to suck a cock.  I don’t know how I used to go hours without the taste of cum before.  I’ll meet you back here when I’m done.”

      I barely had a chance to nod my head before Jenni was making her way to the baseball field.  Once I was alone, my confidence seemed to leave me.  It was so easy when Jenni was there by my side.  But now everything seemed so much harder.

      I steeled myself, pushing my chest out and started walking toward the social sciences building, where my office, and Chris’s, was.

      I got plenty of looks as I made my way across campus.  The guys stared, the girls mostly glared, although a few looked at me hungrily.  The male gaze gave me a boost, but the girls bothered me.  Why were they glaring at me?  At the mall, when I hadn’t been caught up in whatever Jenni was having me do, I had enjoyed the looks, but only the old women had glared.  These girls were young.  They could have been having fun too, but instead they looked down on me.  It was all so confusing.

      When I got to the History Department offices, I suddenly lost my nerve in what I was about to do.  I practically dove into my office, barely getting the door unlocked before I would have collided with it.

      “What am I doing?” I asked myself as I started to pace around my small office.  This was the site where it had all begun, but at the moment, it was my sanctuary.  In the span of 24 hours, I had completely changed.  I had let myself become some stupid bimbo, just like Jenni.  Why?  I was a tenured professor, not some sorority slut who could only pass classes by either fucking other students to do her work or even fucking the professors so she didn’t have to anything.

      I looked down at my outfit.  It was wholly inappropriate for any professor to wear.  My breasts were completely on display as was my midriff and basically my entire back in a loose halter style sequined top.  Then there was the skirt.  I had switched out the circle skirt for an impossibly tight micro-mini skirt that barely covered my ass.

      If I moved the wrong way, I would either flash my breasts or my pussy.  Or both.  At some point I lost the panties Jenni had given me.  When I confessed what happened, she just giggled and said, “Happens to me all the time.”  But she capped it by saying, “We sluts are always losing our panties.”  All I did was giggle in response.

      My shoes didn’t help matters.  They were even taller than the heels Jenni had let me borrow, with at least two inches of platform under the toe.

      Deciding I had to put an end to all this, I sat down in my office chair to take off my shoes.  First off, my skirt completely gave up on covering my ass and slid up.  I was sitting bare-assed on the chair.  Then when I finally got my shoes off, my feet wouldn’t flatten out.  I tried standing up, but my heels literally would not touch the floor.  I could only stand on my tiptoes.

      “Come on, Beatrice,” I said.  “Get a hold of yourself.  You can beat this.  You don’t have to be a bimbo.  You can still be a smart professor.”

      I returned to pacing around my office, walking on my toes.  Thankfully, it was entirely comfortable, if a little weird to me.  I even managed to pull my skirt back down over my ass, although again, just barely.

      Of course, what I failed to see, probably because my vision was so impacted by my now large breasts, was the large stack of ungraded papers I had placed on the floor.  I tripped and went tumbling to the floor.

      “Ouch,” I cried out as I landed hard on my ass.  I had somehow managed to turn in midair and land on the one part of me that could take the hard landing without serious injury.

      I sat there for a moment, trying to piece together what I had become.  I was a caricature of the woman I once was.  It was like some teenager had redrawn me to become his fantasy woman.

      I had to admit, my new body did look good.  I would be proud of it if I didn’t keep trying to dress like a slut.  But on that note, the orgasms were amazing too.  I couldn’t give those up either.  Sex had never been so fun before, and I still hadn’t actually fucked a guy in years.

      The problem was the bimbo mind.  When Bee was in charge, I was dumb, submissive and completely gullible.  Looking back, I couldn’t help but shake my head at her wanton behavior.

      But as I thought back over my day, I had to admit I had fun.  I hadn’t let go like that in a long time.  Well, actually never, but I hadn’t let anything go for a long time.  It was nice to be both stress free and not have a worry within sight.  I could just be.

      I picked myself up off the floor.  I was again thankful I had fallen on my bulbous ass and not, say, my head.  Standing again, I worked to readjust my outfit.  My fall had caused both my breasts to find their way free as well as my ass.  I pulled my skirt back down and then worked to rearrange my top.

      My hand brushing against my nipple had been unintentional.  But the moment contact was made, my eyes went wide.  The pleasure was immense.  I giggled.  That felt good too.

      I stood there for a moment, trying to remember why I was in my office.  I’d been playing hooky with Jenni.  Then I remembered.  I was here to thank Chris for canceling my classes for me so I could go shopping.  I smiled at what that would mean.  And if I was going to thank him, I needed to be wearing my shoes.  I had to look my best for him.

      Just as I finished fixing my outfit and putting my heels back on, a knock came at the door.

      I stood frozen for a moment, not knowing what I should do.  But then I remembered this was my office and I had every right to be there.

      Opening the door, I found Chris standing there.  I smiled.

      “I heard a noise and wanted to check to make sure everything is okay,” he started to say.  “Who are… wait… Beatrice?”

      I knew I looked different, but my face was similar enough to see that it was me, despite the blonde hair and big boobs.

      I giggled.  “Of course it’s me, silly,” I said as I beckoned Chris into my office.  I would have been perfectly happy to do this in his office, but since he was already here, I saw no reason to move.

      “What did you do to yourself?” Chris asked.  It was funny watching his brain try to work out the details of my transformation into a hot chick.  “I thought you were sick.”

      “That’s, like, what I thought, but then I started changing and I love it.  Don’t I look hot now?”

      “Um,” Chris started.  He pulled at the collar of his shirt.  “You do, but I don’t understand.”

      “You don’t have to,” I said as I reached out and pushed the door shut.  For what I had planned, we needed our privacy.

      “Then what are you doing here?” he asked, still trying to figure things out.  I was happy to let him take on those kinds of tasks.  Thinking was far too hard for a girl like me, professor or not.

      “I came to thank you,” I said as I pressed my body up against his.  “I need to thank you for canceling my classes and stuff.  You helped take care of me.  Now it’s my turn to take care of you.”

      Chris didn’t say anything, but he nodded his understanding.  I think he was still surprised to see the new me and to have me coming on to him so blatantly.  He was probably used to the coeds trying to hit on him for better grades, but not one of his colleagues.  He was about to find out what Bee the bimbo professor could do for him.

      While maintaining seductive eye contact, I let myself gracefully down onto my knees.  It felt like such a natural place in front of a man.  I had never considered it before, but it felt good to kneel before a man.  Men were strong and smart, especially a man like Chris.  I knew he worked out at the gym everyday and as head of the History Department, his intellect was unequaled in the department.

      It was with surprisingly deft fingers that I freed Chris’s growing hardness from the confines of his pants.  His cock swung free, nearly hitting my on my nose.  He was far bigger than I could have ever imagined.  I practically went cross-eyed as I attempted to look at it.  I was actually salivating at the thought of what I was about to do.  Not to mention beyond horny.  If I wasn’t so intent on sucking Chris’s cock, I would have been begging him to fuck me.  Maybe if I was lucky he would still have enough energy after my blow job to do just that.

      “You’ve got a huge cock,” I said.  “Can I lick it?”

      Chris looked down at me.  I could see the internal struggle in him.  Professionally, he wanted to say no, but personally, he was like any man and wanted to make choices with his cock.  With having a hot bimbo at his feet, it was clear his cock was winning.

      “Yes, do it,” Chris finally grunted.

      I gave a cheer in my head.  In the moment, I wanted nothing more than to taste Chris’s cock.  It was all that mattered to me.

      My tongue did all the work.  I started at the base and licked the underside of his shaft all the way up to the tip.  He tasted better than I could have imagined.  For the briefest of moments I thought back, hoping to draw on past experience, but I realized I had never sucked a cock before.  I had no idea what I had been missing.  From the simple first act of licking his cock, I could sense Chris shuddering in pleasure.  I was off to a great start, but I knew it would only get better.  I just had to turn off my brain and let my body do its thing.

      It didn’t take long before Chris’s cock was firmly in my mouth and I was sucking to my absolute bimbo best.  Chris groaned in pleasure, his sounds guiding me in my actions as I bobbed up and down on his cock.

      I was really getting into it.  Soon I added my hands, fondling Chris’s balls, making sure they were just as happy as his cock.

      I could sense Chris was close to cumming.  His cock twitched with a fervor I had not seen from him yet.  My intuition proved to be correct when Chris grabbed my head by my hair and began to fuck my face.  Soon he had his cock down my throat.  Surprisingly I had no gag reflex.  I took him down easily.

      “Here I cum,” Chris grunted.  I pulled back just enough to make sure he came in my mouth instead of my throat.

      And true to his word, Chris’s cock released spurt after spurt of his hot white cum into my waiting mouth.  My eyes opened wide as the first splash hit my tongue.  How had I never tasted cum before.  It was delicious.  It had jumped up the ranks to become my new favorite food.

      Chris’s cum quickly filled my mouth.  I didn’t dare begin to swallow yet.  I wanted to make a big show of swallowing it for him.  But there was too much.  Two rivulets of cum leaked out the sides of my mouth and dripped down my chin.

      “Wow,” Chris said as he pulled his cock from my mouth.  “Beatrice, I never expected something like this from you.  I mean, I love it, but your hair, your breasts, your attitude.  What’s gotten into you?”

      I didn’t answer at first.  Instead, I made a big scene, showing Chris his cum in my mouth and then swallowing it in one big gulp.  I even took the time to scoop the escaped cum up into my mouth so I could savor the last few drops.

      “I, like, got turned into a bimbo by a student,” I explained.  “Isn’t it great.  I’m super happy now and super horny, like, all the time.  And you should call me Bee.  That’s totally better than stuffy old Beatrice.”

      “Wait, a student did this to you?” Chris asked, suddenly concerned.  “Who is he?  Did he try and fuck you?”

      I gracefully rose to my feet once more.  “Relax, baby,” I said as I placed a hand on his shoulder.  “Why don’t you have a seat while you recover?”

      I guided Chris to my office chair.  He deserved to sit in my nice office chair instead of one of the chairs I had students use when they visited my office hours.  He would always be above me and therefore deserved the better chair.  With Chris seated, I pushed my laptop aside and sat on the desk, crossing my legs like I was his sexy secretary there to take dictation.

      “You wouldn’t believe the whole story if I, like, told you,” I said.  “But now I’m a bimbo and I’m totally loving every second of it.  I’m hot, I’m horny and… I can’t remember the rest.  I guess I’m kinds dumb now too.”

      “But what about your job?” Chris asked.  Between the two of us, he was the rational one.  He also had pretty much all the brains.

      “I’m tenured, baby,” I explained.

      “I guess that’s true,” Chris relented.  “You’d probably be the first bimbo professor in college history.”

      “Which reminds me, I’m gonna, like, change my research.  I’m totally studying the history of sex now.”

      Chris’s eyes lit up.  I sensed he was starting to understand.  “I suppose that could work.  We’ll have to figure out what to do with your classes right now.  We’re in the middle of the semester and you can’t change the class topics in the middle like that.  I’ll see what I can think of.

      I giggled and clapped for my approval.  I was so excited.

      “We should fuck, like on the regular, so you can see how much I’m learning,” I offered.

      “But that only works if I know where you’re starting from,” Chris said with a smirk.

      I looked down over my boobs to see Chris’s cock growing hard again.  I squealed in glee knowing what was about to happen.

      “How do you, like, want to fuck me?” I asked.  I desperately wanted to just hop off the desk and climb onto Chris’s lap.  His cock was out and I wasn’t wearing panties.  I completely understood what Jenni meant about losing her panties all the time.  It was almost easier to just go without for the easy access.

      “I want to see those tits while I fuck you,” Chris said as he stood up.

      He picked me up easily and set me on my feet.  Then a moment later he moved my laptop and then pushed everything else onto the floor.  Yes, he made a mess, one that I would end eventually be cleaning up, but I didn’t care.  All that mattered was what came next.

      Chris once again picked me up, this time setting me back on the top of my desk.  Understanding his meaning, I quickly stripped off my top.  If he wanted to see my boobs while he fucked me, I wasn’t about to let any wisps of fabric get in the way.  My skirt, had finally given up on maintaining my decency and had rolled up around my waist, leaving me completely open to whatever happened next.

      Meanwhile, Chris rid himself of his own clothes.  I had never seen him outside of work, so I had no idea how fit he was.  His teaching clothes completely hid his substantial musculature and his rock hard abs.  He just kept getting hotter and hotter in my eyes.  Who wanted a student when I could have him.

      Once Chris had finished disrobing, he guided me so that I was lying on the desktop with my pussy pointing at him.  I couldn’t believe this was finally happening.  I had wanted something like this all day and I was finally getting it.  I never would have imagined it would be Chris fucking me, but having him be the one to fuck me first was beyond hot.

      “You want me to fuck you, don’t you?” Chris teased as he brought his cock close to my waiting pussy, but didn’t actually do the deed.

      “God yes,” I said.  “Just fuck me.  It’s all I’ve ever wanted.”

      For a moment I wondered if that was true.  Was that all I ever really wanted?  I was ready to convince myself that I really had always wanted this when my complete attention was drawn to my pussy.

      “Here you go,” Chris said as he pushed his hardness into me for the first time.

      My eyes went wide as he filled me.  It felt like his cock was splitting me open.  But instead of pain, it was only pleasure.  My whole body buzzed with electric pleasure as Chris set up a steady rhythm.

      My first orgasm crashed through me after only a minute. My body spasmed as I came, my eyes rolling up into the top of my head as my vision turned white.  The pleasure was too much.

      I woke up to see Chris standing over me, still naked and still hard.  I was still horny.

      “Are you okay?” he asked, looking concerned.

      “Keep fucking me, baby,” I said.  “We’re not done yet.  Now we’re even, but you still have to cum again.”

      Chris seemed able to push his worries aside, because within moments his cock was back inside of me, pistoning in and out, this time with more force and fervor.

      “Oh yes, oh yes,” I chanted with each thrust.  My entire world was Chris’s cock and my pussy.  Nothing else mattered.

      Slowly Chris’s thrusts grew harder and faster.

      “Yes, harder, faster,” I squealed, trying to keep my voice down.  It wouldn’t do to have a student overhear us fucking.  That was the only way I would lose my tenure.  And I needed this job.  Who wouldn’t want to study sex all the time?

      Whether Chris heard me or not didn’t matter, because he was building toward his climax and his actions were pushing me toward mine.

      “I’m about to cum,” Chris grunted.

      “Cum for me,” I told him, egging him to finish the deed.  “Cum in my pussy.”

      Chris needed no further instruction.  As he came, so did I.  Chris filled my pussy as I came.  Again my vision turned white and I all but passed out as I lost all control of myself.  My arms and legs spasmed as the pleasure rocked me like a tidal wave crashing over me.  It was the most glorious moment of my life.

      When I opened my eyes, I was still lying on my desk.  Chris was nearby, buttoning his shirt.  I looked up at him and smiled with a dopey grin.  “What did you think?”

      Chris chuckled.  “If that’s your starting point, I’d love to see what you end up learning.  I think that’s the best fuck I’ve ever had.  No one has ever gotten me to cum twice in so short a time.”

      I blushed at the compliment.  Fucking the department head might not provide the same job security than if he were my boss, but it certainly helped to have him on my side.  I was making big changes in my life and I saw him being a regular fuck for the new me.

      “Let me think about how best to make your new line of research work,” Chris said.  “Let’s have you stay home this week.  I’ll figure out what to do with your classes.  You just keep being you, Bee.  If we need to bring you back to take over your old classes, we can say you took the week off to get a boob job.  Not perfect, but it would explain some of your changes.”

      “Whatever you say,” I said seductively.  Like I could disagree with such a man as Chris.  He was sexy and brilliant.

      “Take your time putting yourself back together, but I’d try and avoid making a scene when you leave.  It will just be easier this way.  And keep me informed if anything changes.  You have my home address, right?”

      I had to think about that one.  I vaguely recalled having a meeting at Chris’s house at the end of the school year once.  Was it last year?  I couldn’t be sure.  Then again, with the way my brain worked now, I couldn’t really be sure of anything.  One of the pluses of being a bimbo, I supposed.  If I couldn’t remember anything, I couldn’t be worried by anything.

      Chris slipped out of my office, making sure to not open the door enough so that a passing student could see me in my current state.  That state being freshly and thoroughly fucked.  I could not remember ever feeling better.

      Eventually I got up.  The desk was starting to get cold.  I sat there, still sitting on the desk, my skirt still rolled up around my waist as I tried to put my new life into order.  I felt like there was something I was supposed to do, but I couldn’t remember.  I shrugged, figuring it would all work out in the end.  It usually did for hot dumb girls like me.

      It took me a while to put myself back together.  Between a blow job and a bout of sex, I looked a little worse for wear, at least from my new perspective.  I needed to spend about half an hour in front of a mirror to fix my hair and makeup.  But that required both a mirror and makeup supplies, neither of which I had with me.  All I had was a little clutch purse I bought to go with my outfit.  And all I had in that was my phone and my keys.

      Still, I did the best I could, trying to style my hair with my fingers.  My makeup couldn’t be helped.  I only hoped my lipstick wasn’t too smudged.  I hoped Jenni had thought ahead and used long lasting products when she did my makeup earlier, but it was hard to say since she was such a bimbo like me.

      “Jenni,” I squealed.  “I remember.”  I was supposed to meet her at her car after I thanked Chris.  I certainly did more than that.  I wondered if she was still waiting for me.  It wouldn’t be hard to walk home, but I wasn’t really dressed for a long walk.

      I quickly grabbed my purse and opened the door to leave.  Just as I stepped out of my office, I ran straight into a mass of platinum blonde hair and big boobs like mine.  It was Jenni.

      We both giggled as we realized what had happened.  Clearly, neither of us was hurt.

      “I was just going to meet you,” I said with a big smile.  “I kinda forgot for a bit there.  After I gave Chris… I mean Professor—um—Michaelson… After I gave him a blow job, he fucked me and I came twice.”  I even held up two fingers to make sure I got my point across.  “After that, I was kinda out of it, but, like, in a good way, you know?”

      Jenni giggled.  “Don’t I know it, Bee.  Now are you ready or not?  There’s, like, one more stop before I take you home.”

      “Really?” I asked in surprise.  I couldn’t imagine this day getting any better.

      “You got the hair and the tits and the ass and the clothes.  Now you need the bling, girlfriend.  And I know just the place.”

      “Yay,” I squealed.  “Let’s go.”

      Jenni wasted no time in leading me back across campus to her car.  As before, the male gaze followed us everywhere.  The other girls mostly glared, but I stopped worrying about them.  If they couldn’t understand why being a hot bimbo was so great, that was their own problem.  I was happy and they weren’t.  That’s all that mattered really.

      It was a short car ride to the piercing parlor.  There was a parking spot right in front, practically waiting for us.  Within moments, I was inside.

      “Jenni,” the woman behind the counter exclaimed.  “You’re back.”

      “Hi, Cassie,” Jenni answered.  “I brought my new friend, Bee, to get some work done.  You think you can help her?”

      Cassie looked much like Jenni and me, big tits, blonde hair and probably a great ass, but I couldn’t see that while she stood behind the counter.  She looked me up and down.  I pushed out my chest as much as possible, wanting to highlight my best asset.  If anything, they seemed bigger since the tryst in my office with Chris.  Not that I minded at all.  I liked them bigger.

      “How far along is she?” Cassie asked Jenni.  “Has she heard the voices yet?  For that matter, have you?”

      Cassie’s questions just confused me.  I had no idea what she was talking about.

      “I did,” Jenni answered.  “That’s how Bee became my friend and stuff.  I don’t think she has yet, but I don’t know for sure.  We, like, got separated for a bit.”

      “Nope,” Cassie said.  “I’m closed.”

      “But your sign…” Jenni complained, pointing toward the open sign that was lit up in the window.

      “I’m closed to bimbos right now.  You two need to leave now.”

      “Why are you being mean?” Jenni asked, pouting.  She crossed her arms underneath her tits, making the bulge out even more.  She looked so silly when she was mad.  I had to stifle a giggle.

      “Self preservation,” Cassie answered.  “Now if you two will leave, I have other work to do.”

      “Come on, Cassie,” Jenni begged.  “I’ll lick your pussy if you help Bee get pretty.  She totally needs help with that.”

      Something about Jenni’s offer seemed to catch Cassie’s attention.  The wheels in her head were spinning.  I could tell she wasn’t a bimbo like Jenni or me.  She still had all her smarts.  I actually felt sad for her.  Why have such a hot body, but then totally distract from it with a big brain?  I didn’t get it.

      “Okay, but Bee needs to be strapped down while I’m near her.  If she tries to kiss me…  Well, let’s just say no one wants that.”

      I hadn’t considered kissing Cassie, but she was pretty hot.  I could definitely see myself making out with her.  I bet guys would love to watch that too.  I started giggling at the idea.

      When I stopped my giggling, I found myself sitting in a chair in the backroom.  My wrists and ankles were strapped to the chair.  Not only that, but I was topless.

      “Hey, what happened?” I asked.

      “It’s time to make you more pretty,” Jenni cooed in my ear.  “Cassie is going to give you some beautiful jewelry.  I know you’re gonna love it.”

      “Is it gonna hurt?” I asked.

      “Just for a little bit,” Cassie answered as she stepped into my view wearing latex gloves and holding a piercing gun.  “Jenni wants me to pierce your ears, your nose, your tongue, your nipples and your belly-button.  That sound good to you?”

      That sounded like a lot.  The list was almost too long to keep track of in my head.  I did my best to imagine myself with them as she said them though.  I definitely needed to get my ears pierced.  I didn’t know how I had avoided that my whole life.  And the nose piercing sounded really cute.  The tongue one scared me a little, but somehow I knew it would be good for blow jobs.  After those, I kind of lost track.  But I trusted Jenni.

      “Yes, do it,” I said, knowing I would be in for a surprise.  Actually, that was half the fun.  Another bonus of being a bimbo.  Everything was a surprise.

      It hurt, but Jenni was there holding my hand the whole time, even while it was strapped down.  I fought back tears, not wanting to ruin my makeup further if I could help it, but again, having Jenni there was a huge comfort.

      “All done,” Cassie announced as she stepped back to admire her work.  I couldn’t see all of my new additions, but my tits and belly-button looked really pretty.  My nipples had little pink barbells in them and my belly-button had a set of sparkly pink gems hanging from it.

      The ones I couldn’t see, I could definitely feel.  My tongue felt all funny with the pink barbell in it.  My nose had a little pink stud on the right side.  And then there were my new earrings, big pink metal hoops.  I was so happy with them all and I was sure they looked great.

      “Normally all those piercings could take up to six months to heal, maybe more,” Cassie explained.  “But I have this super secret method you can use to make them heal today.  All you have to do is cum.”

      “That’s it?” I asked, my speech slurred from the barbell in my tongue.

      “That’s it.  I’m going to go ring you up for all this.  Jenni, can you unstrap Bee here so she can get to work on cumming her brains out?  Then you need to join me for some pussy licking.  I can’t wait.”

      Cassie made a show of removing her latex gloves before she dropped them in the waste basket by the door back to the main room.  She closed the door behind her, leaving Jenni and me alone.

      “You’re the sexiest bimbo professor I know now,” Jenni said with a giggle as she started to release my straps.  I didn’t really understand why I needed them, but I guess it helped keep me still through the pain.  “You should definitely do what Cassie says.  I did, and I didn’t have to wait to heal either.  It’s super awesome.  I’d stick around and watch, or maybe even help, but Cassie’s pussy calls.”

      As soon as Jenni had released me from the straps, she sashayed out of the room to where Cassie was waiting for her.  I couldn’t help but watch her ass sway back and forth.  Jenni was super sexy and hot.  I kind of wished she could stay and play too, but we both had instructions to follow.

      As soon as I was alone, my hands drifted on their own accord toward my pussy.  I couldn’t help it and my skirt provided no defense.  Even through the pain, I was horny.  It seemed I was always horny now.  Not that I minded.  Sex was fun, even if it was just me.

      Normally, I would have also played with my tits.  They are so big and sensitive now.  I could probably cum from just playing with them alone, but with the new piercings, I didn’t want to make them hurt more than they already did.

      I don’t know what it was, but I was primed and ready the moment my fingers found my pussy.  “Oh fuck,” I cried out as soon as my fingers touched my clit.  I was already so close, operating on a hair trigger.  And with two hands to work with, my arousal only rose higher and higher.

      Had there been an audience, I no doubt would have made a big show of it all, but I wanted to cum so bad, I just took care of business.  Within moments, my latest orgasm hit, as if a wave of pure pleasure crashed down over me, striking every inch of my body all at once.  My little bimbo mind couldn’t handle it and I lost consciousness.

      Obviously I didn’t know how long I was out, but I didn’t think it was very long.  When I woke up, it took me a moment to remember where I was.  It was actually Cassie’s moans in the room next door that brought all my memories of the piercing parlor back to me.  I giggled at the thought of what Jenni and Cassie were up to.  And I wanted to watch.

      First though, I needed to get a look at myself in a mirror.  Thankfully, Cassie had a big full length mirror on one wall.  I got up and shuffled over to it, my legs a little slow to respond, a clear sign I was still recovering from another massive orgasm.

      “Wow,” I said as soon as I saw myself.  My tits were huge, even bigger then Jenni’s or Cassie’s.  Anybody who saw them would think I got a boob job.  And the pink barbells were like icing on a cake, making them even better.  I couldn’t wait to wear really tight tops that made it clear I had pierced nipples.  And from everything I could tell, my piercings were completely healed.

      But my even bigger tits were not the only change.  My hair was now fully platinum blonde and it hung all the way down to the bottom of my ass.  I couldn’t believe how long it had gotten and it looked amazing.

      And speaking of my ass, it was big and round and perfect.  I was already imagining getting a guy to fuck it.  Maybe Chris would like that.  He could just bend me over my desk and take me from behind.  I was already getting horny again just thinking about it.

      I noticed my lips last.  They were plush pillows made for sucking cock.  I couldn’t wait to put all my new features to full use.  But first, I wanted to watch Jenni lick Cassie.  I was sure I could pick up some pointers and I’d never been with a girl before.  It sounded really hot.

      It took me a moment to find my top.  You would think a sequined top would be easy to spot, but I struggled to find it.  Of course it was right in the open and me not seeing it was another example of my new bimbo life.  I just giggled over my stupidity as I put it back on and adjusted my outfit.  Considering how many times I’d cum since putting makeup on or doing anything official with my hair, I looked amazing.

      “Hey, girls,” I said as I emerged from the backroom.  Cassie was standing at her post, her hands gripping the counter as hard as she could.  Jenni was crouched down between her legs, working her ass off in licking Cassie’s pussy.  My own pussy twitched in jealousy.  However, they didn’t seem to hear me.  I settled in to watch.

      Suddenly a voice distracted me.  “Hey, Bee, you like being a bimbo don’t you?”

      It was weird, but I was about to say yes when another voice started speaking, one that sounded vaguely familiar.

      “No, stop.  You’re a professor, remember?  And your name is Beatrice.”

      “Leave her alone,” the first voice said.  “This is her decision alone. Now Bee, you need to make a choice.”

      “What kind of choice?” I asked.  I didn’t like making choices.

      “You can either stay as you are, Bee the bimbo professor, or you can go back to being Professor Beatrice Monroe.”

      “Um, I don’t know,” I said, starting to feel overwhelmed by the pressure.  “Can’t you decide for me?”

      “I choose Beatrice,” the second voice said.

      “Quiet,” the first voice ordered.  “Let her decide for herself. Bee, it’s a simple choice.  You either want to keep having fun and learning about sex or you go back to being the boring professor who hated Mondays.”

      “Why are you making me choose?” I asked, desperate to find a way out of making a choice.  As a bimbo, I was pretty sure I would end up choosing wrong.

      “Those are the rules.  You have to choose between bimbo you or the old you.”

      I didn’t know what to do.  I loved everything about my life now, but what if this was all wrong.  It was nice to have Chris taking care of my work stuff so I could focus on fun things like sex, but was there more to life than just being a sexy bimbo?  I couldn’t be sure.

      “What do I do?” I asked, hoping the voices would tell me how to choose.

      “It’s simple,” the first voice said.  “If you want to go back to normal, do nothing.  In the morning you’ll wake up as your old self like nothing ever happened.”

      “But what about choosing bimbo me?”

      “Then you need to kiss Cassie on the lips.  She created the curse to transform her body, but she stayed smart.  If you kiss her, she’ll become a bimbo too, just like you.”

      “Please don’t kiss her,” the second voice begged.

      “Ignore the other voice,” the first voice said.  “This is entirely up to you.”

      Both voices grew quiet as I tried to think about what to do.  It was really hard to with the sexy scene happening in front of me.  But then it dawned on me.  If I went back to normal, this wouldn’t be sexy.  I would be mad.  I didn’t like being mad.  In fact, I couldn’t remember being mad since Jenni kissed me.  That decided it for me.  Bee was happy and Beatrice was mad and sad.

      I practically crashed into Cassie as I threw myself at her.  She didn’t see me until my lips were already planted on hers.  I wrapped her up in a tight embrace, our substantial chests pressing into each other as I kissed her as hard as I could.

      I didn’t know what to expect, but Cassie actually started to kiss me back.  She had seemed so opposed to me being near her, but she didn’t seem to care anymore.  Maybe Jenni’s work was just that good and she didn’t realize what was happening.

      Eventually I broke the kiss and my embrace.  As much as I wanted to be involved, I also wanted to see the ending.  Something told me it would be worth it.

      Just as Jenni’s talented tongue started to push Cassie over the edge, she opened her eyes and saw me for the first time.  A look of shock appeared on her face as she realized I had kissed her.

      “Oh no, what have I done,” Cassie said.  She looked down and tried to push Jenni away, but the bimbo wasn’t going to be denied.

      “Oh fuck,” Cassie moaned.  “I’m cumming.”

      And she was.  Cassie came hard, her body convulsing in the same pleasure that I had come to know.

      Jenni stopped and looked up at Cassie watching her reaction.  She smiled at the job she had just completed.

      Cassie stood there, her legs barely holding her up as she recovered.  She held onto the counter for support.  As she opened her eyes, I recognized something.  It was like she wasn’t all there like she was before.

      “My head’s full of, like, cotton candy,” Cassie said.  Her voice was different too.  It lacked authority.  She giggled.  “It feels good.”

      “You’re it now,” I said.  I wasn’t sure why I said it, but it seemed fitting that I had passed on whatever had changed me to someone else, so that I could spread the joy of bimbos.  Cassie already had the body of a bimbo and now she had the mind of one too.  It was going to be great.
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        * * *

      

      Everything worked out perfectly.  Chris was able to arrange for my classes to change so I didn’t have to teach anything boring anymore.  My new classes on the history of sex were the most popular on campus.  It was almost hard to keep up with my research, but Chris helped keep me on task.

      And speaking of Chris, there isn’t a day that goes by where he doesn’t fuck me in some way.  He’s taken me every way he can.  We’re just fuck buddies though.  Still, I tend to ask his help in making most of my decisions.  I just can’t, you know?

      Jenni moved in with Hank full time.  She graduated with straight A’s her last three semesters, including a TA gig for me for in-class demonstrations.  Jenni is very happy as Hank’s bimbo and there is talk of marriage.  Jenni can’t wait to be a bimbo housewife.

      Eventually I met Mia.  She ended up dropping out of school, because it was too hard for her and her attentions were elsewhere.  I totally get that.  School is hard for a bimbo if they’re not willing to fuck their way through it.  When she is not off traveling the world as arm candy for celebrities and sports stars, she crashes at my house.  Last I heard she was in Monte Carlo on some rich guy’s yacht.  I’m kind of jealous.

      Cassie couldn’t keep her piercing parlor as a bimbo, so she sold it and moved into my house.  We took some of the money from the sale and did a whole remodel, turning it into a sexy bimbo pad.  She now operates a wayward bimbo program out of the back bedroom, giving support to those bimbos who need help finding a man or woman to take care of them.

      Cassie even mentors young bimbos too.  Since starting my new research, girls have come to me asking about becoming bimbos themselves.  I always send them to Cassie.  I don’t know exactly what she does with them, but each and everyone of them have become happy big-titted bimbos.  Many stay with us for a little while, but eventually they find their way out in the world.

      Sometimes when Cassie sleeps she mumbles about a bimbo curse.  I don’t know what she means, but it’s hard to view being a bimbo as a curse.  It’s the best.  I’m so glad I’m a bimbo now.  It’s like living in a world of bubblegum and rainbows and unicorns all the time.
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