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		As I entered the house with my friends, I could feel the excitement bubbling up inside me. We had all just graduated from college and were looking forward to the next phase of our lives. As we walked through the door, I noticed that there was a note waiting for us.

		"Welcome to your house!" it read. "Please find the room that is assigned to you and unpack your stuff."

		"What the hell?" I said, surprised our new landlord was treating us as if we were still in college. "Assigned rooms?"

		My friends all shared a laugh as we made our way down the hallway, searching for the signs with our names on them. Sure enough, there they were: Thor, Lilith (or Lily, as we called her), Zach, Ashanti, and even Eli. And then there was my name: Britney.

		As we entered our rooms, I couldn't help but feel a little annoyed at the presumptuousness of it all. Why had the landlord done this? And who had decided who would be where? At least we all had our own rooms. It was a big house and none of us needed to share. But the idea that we had no say in the matter still bothered me.

		Rooming next to Thor was not my first choice, but I supposed it didn't really matter in the long run. And besides, the room itself looked like it would fit me well. I set about putting away my things and getting settled in. I figured we would have a house meeting later tonight, or perhaps tomorrow. I supposed we weren't in a big hurry for that sort of thing.

		But once I had everything put away, I took a moment to survey my room in detail. There wasn't much to the room beyond my queen-size bed, a desk with a comfortable chair, a large wardrobe for storing my clothes and other items, and a bookshelf filled with my college textbooks that I hadn't been able to sell back to the bookstore. Or the ones I wanted to keep, like my economics books from my major and a couple of old favorites from high school.

		I sat down at the desk. The seat was surprisingly comfortable for being a wooden chair. It was almost like sitting on a pillow, but I knew it was just my imagination. I opened the laptop and began browsing online. I was curious to see what the internet situation was going to be like in the house.

		I pulled out my laptop and fired it up. It only took a minute to connect to the Wi-Fi network and start browsing the web. There was a decent connection speed, which was a plus. It wasn't the fastest internet I had ever experienced, but it also wasn't the worst. And for my first time living completely on my own, I considered that a win.

		Once I was connected, I spent some time browsing through the usual social media sites, checking out what my friends were getting up to. It was all the typical stuff I was used to seeing from them, but there was nothing that really caught my interest. So I clicked over to look at the news feed built into my browser.

		"What the hell?" I said out loud when I saw an article about cheerleading at the top of the page. "Who the fuck puts something like that in the news?"

		I was not one for the whole idea of women being cheerleaders. I thought it was demeaning and sexist, even if there were women who did enjoy the lifestyle. But I thought I had my news feed pretty well locked down with economics news. And the cheerleading article was not economics related in the slightest.

		Except it wasn't just one article. As I kept scrolling through the stories, I noticed more and more articles about cheerleading popping up. Some even talked about specific cheerleaders. I wondered why the algorithm for this news feed was so messed up. But then I realized there were no links to any other websites, which told me that the feed had been customized for my eyes only. Someone had hacked into my laptop, but how they had accomplished it eluded even me. I had taken a handful of computer science courses. I thought I knew my stuff.

		"This is ridiculous," I said as I continued to click through the cheerleading stories. "Why am I looking at these?"

		It was like a car accident. Even though I wanted nothing to do with it, I just kept reading the stupid cheerleading stories. And they were stupid. Every single one of them focused on the same things. The girls wore tiny skirts and tight tops, and they held pompoms. And they were blonde. Not a single girl who was shown had a head full of brown hair like I did.

		Finally disgusted by it all, I opened the news feed setting and began the work of changing my newsfeed settings, banishing the cheerleading content and replacing it with economic and political news. Once I was satisfied I could trust that the news feed would behave as it should, I closed the window and went back to my social media feeds.

		That's when things began to weird out even more, as if the newsfeed hack hadn't already done enough. Suddenly all I was seeing were pictures of smiling blonde women, many of them with unnaturally large chests and small waistlines. They had perfect hair and makeup and their clothes showed off their bodies to the max degree possible without risking account deletion.

		"What in the hell is going on here?" I said out loud, my frustration growing with each new picture I came across. I didn't know who these people were, but I hated how fake and plastic they looked. And the fact that I could only think of the word "bimbo" to describe how they looked did not make the situation any easier on my psyche.

		"Britney? Are you okay in there?" I heard Thor ask through the door.

		It took a moment for my brain to process the sound of my friend knocking on the door. And then another moment before I actually responded and got up to answer the door.

		When I opened the door and saw Thor on the other side, I was surprised. He wasn't wearing his glasses. Thor was a typical nerd, complete with glasses and scrawny physique. But those thick glasses were needed for him to see, and yet, he wasn't wearing them. It was strange.

		"Are you feeling okay? You look like you've seen a ghost," Thor said.

		"Um, I'm fine. Just a little bit overwhelmed with the move is all." I didn't really want to admit what had happened, but I also wondered if Thor could help me. Even with my knowledge, computers were Thor's thing. I knew he had a degree in information technology and I hoped he could solve whatever had just happened to my newsfeed. "Do you want to come in for a minute? I need your technical expertise."

		"Sure. What's up?" he asked, taking a seat on my bed.

		I sat down at my desk and began explaining to him what I'd seen on my computer screen, hoping that he could fix what had just occurred. As I told Thor what I had witnessed, his facial expression changed from one of mild concern to something akin to amusement, or possibly even joy.

		"Oh yeah?" Thor asked. "Can I take a look at your computer? I can't imagine anything being wrong with the network. It's a pretty good setup."

		"Of course," I replied. "Here."

		I slid the laptop in his direction and he opened it, typing away on the keyboard for about a minute. Then he turned back to me. "Well, I don't see anything out of place. I must say, you've got good taste in women to follow. I never knew you were into bimbos. Does that make you bi or something."

		"What?" I asked, shocked to hear such a comment coming from Thor, who was known for being a gentleman, especially around women. "No way! I'm not gay."

		"Okay," he replied with a shrug. "So why are you following all those hot girls?"

		"I didn't do it on purpose," I protested. "Someone hacked my news feed. I'm not following those fake bimbo Barbie dolls. I hate them."

		"If you say so," Thor said, closing the laptop and getting up to walk toward the door. Before he left, I stopped him.

		"Thor? Can you please help me figure this out? I don't want to be looking at those stupid bimbos all day long. Please?"

		"Fine. Come on over to my room and we'll see if we can fix this problem for you."

		"Thank you," I said as I got up and followed Thor across the hall into his room.

		He opened the laptop once again and spent a few more minutes looking over what I had seen. but I was too distracted by the posters on his wall. There were football posters and pictures of the same type of women who now graced my social media feeds. I had been to Thor's room in the past. He had helped me with my computer science homework before and he never had anything like these posters gracing his walls. I didn't even think he liked football.

		"You changing up your interests?" I asked, pointing at the new additions to his room.

		"Um, sure," he replied, seeming to realize where my attention had gone. "I like sports."

		"Since when?"

		"Um, since now," he replied.

		I decided to let the subject drop. Maybe he really was into all this stuff all of a sudden. It seemed strange, but then again, so were the changes to the news feed on my computer. Thor might be having similar trouble, too, even if he refused to admit it.

		"Well, everything looks fine to me. Maybe you messed something up when you set your newsfeed preferences, but I can't find the issue. If you're sure you aren't into all this bimbo stuff, I wouldn't worry about it. It will likely go away on its own. And if not, you can contact the social media site and see if they can fix it."

		"Thanks," I said, but I wanted to say more. I wanted to tell him how unhelpful he'd been. Instead, I kept my mouth shut. I was just relieved to finally get the conversation to end so I could go to bed. My first night in my new home had already been stressful enough. It was time for sleep. "Have a goodnight, Thor."
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		First nights in a new place always led to poor sleep for me. However, this time, I slept like a baby. When I awoke the next morning, I felt refreshed and ready to face the day, despite the strangeness of the previous evening.

		The moment I stepped into the bathroom, however, I knew something was wrong. The mirror was foggy with steam because someone had used the shower already. I wiped the mirror clear and was immediately greeted by blonde hair in my reflection.

		"What the fuck?" I said as I jumped back from the mirror in surprise. I reached up to touch my hair. I had been a brunette since birth, with the exception of one brief experiment with red hair dye that I regretted for years. This had to be a prank. But I couldn't deny that the reflection in the mirror was mine.

		My heart was pounding as I tried to rationalize what I was seeing in the mirror. I still looked like me, but with blonde hair instead of brown. And I had to admit, it looked pretty good. But that was crazy thinking.

		"Hey, Brit," I heard Thor call through the door, startling me even worse than I already was. "You okay in there?"

		"Yes," I replied, trying to sound calm, although I doubted he was fooled.

		"Good," he said. "Just checking, because you sounded scared or something."

		"I'm fine," I said. And that part wasn't even a lie. Despite the initial shock of finding myself with blonde hair, I was starting to feel better. I didn't feel sick or dizzy. I was fine. "And I'm using the bathroom. I'll be out in a second."

		I waited until I heard the sound of his footsteps retreating back down the hall and then I opened the medicine cabinet to see if there was a box of hair color inside, but no such luck. Whoever had pulled this prank had been careful to clean up afterward.

		I decided not to let it bother me. It was probably one of my friends playing an elaborate joke. Although it was the most elaborate prank I had ever encountered. I couldn't believe how natural it appeared to be. My blonde reflection stared back out at me from the mirror.

		After brushing my teeth, I left the bathroom and made my way down to the kitchen for breakfast. Thor was there, wearing a pair of athletic shorts and a tight T-shirt. It was an odd look for him, but it turned out he was more muscular than I had figured before. Our other housemates were nowhere to be seen yet.

		"Hey, Brit," Thor said when he saw me enter. "You sleep okay? I know it's hard sleeping in a new place the first few nights."

		"Yeah. I slept great. I feel great, actually. But you wouldn't happen to know what happened to my hair last night while I was asleep, would you?"

		"Um, you dyed it? I guess?"

		I couldn't believe it. Was he playing dumb on me? Did he have something to do with it? I was beginning to think he knew exactly what was going on, but I had no idea if he was behind it or not, and I didn't think I'd be able to get the truth out of him if he really wanted to hide it.

		"No, but someone did," I countered. "And they did an amazing job, because even my roots are perfect. I'm impressed, if it was your doing."

		Thor looked at me for a moment and then shrugged. "Sorry, Brit, but I have no idea what you're talking about. Your hair looks good though. And you look pretty hot as a blonde."

		I sighed. I was not going to get anywhere with him, and I was hungry. So I gave up the conversation in favor of making breakfast. I grabbed some bread and plopped it into the toaster. While I waited, I poured myself a glass of orange juice.

		However, I couldn't ignore how I wasn't the only one who seemed to change. So had Thor. His glasses were missing still and he had seemingly bulked up overnight. That wasn't normal. Something was going on in the house, but without my other friends around, I couldn't confirm anything. But I intended to find out what was really going on.

		"So, Thor. I couldn't help noticing that you've changed a bit, too. I don't remember you wearing contacts and working out."

		"Contacts?"

		"Or maybe you've gotten a new prescription," I suggested. "But I don't recall your arms looking that muscular before last night either."

		Thor shrugged once again. "I dunno. Guess I got lucky. You know how sometimes you get taller or gain weight when you're our age. Maybe I hit a growth spurt. I'm not complaining if I did. I'm liking the results so far. And I was always jealous of the football players in college. Now maybe I can enjoy some of that attention, you know?"

		"Sure," I answered. I couldn't believe I had gotten such a straight-up bullshit answer. But then again, it was the sort of bullshit answer you might expect to receive from a stereotypical frat boy jock type. Thor wasn't supposed to be that kind of man, but he certainly was acting like it.

		However, the strangest thing of all was how turned on I was by Thor turning into a frat boy jock. I had never been into guys like that. They were always the ones who picked on the nerds, like Thor and me. But there was no denying my arousal as he moved around the kitchen, collecting ingredients for a smoothie.

		When my toast popped up, I spread a generous layer of jam on top. Then with my breakfast prepared, I headed to the couch to watch TV while eating my breakfast, hoping to catch up on the news and see if my newsfeed was back to normal. But when I sat down and flipped on the TV, I found myself watching a soap opera instead. It wasn't even a soap I recognized either. It was a show about cheerleading.

		"Oh for fuck's sake," I groaned.

		"Something wrong?" Thor asked, joining me on the couch to drink his smoothie.

		"Yes! This television has gone crazy. Why the hell is it playing a stupid cheerleader soap opera?"

		Thor shrugged. "Looks interesting. I wouldn't mind watching it."

		I glared at the man.

		"What?" he asked. "The chicks are hot. I bet they get it on all the time."

		"You can't be serious. You like this crap. I can't..."

		"What? You don't have to watch if you don't want," Thor interrupted me, his voice firm and commanding. I felt compelled to listen to him. He was right after all. I didn't have to watch it.

		However, I couldn't find it in me to lean forward and grab the remote off the coffee table to switch the channel. I was stuck watching the soap opera with my friend. But it wasn't long before I found myself engrossed in the drama unfolding on the screen.

		As we watched, I couldn't help noticing how my friend's hand seemed to be creeping toward my thigh. Thor had never been one for physical contact before, but I found his touch comforting now. And then he leaned toward me to whisper, "You're a pretty sexy blonde, babe."

		"Um, thanks?" I said, unsure of what to make of his comment. But I couldn't argue with his compliment, even if it was unexpected.

		"I mean it," he continued. "You look really fucking hot. And you smell delicious. Like sex."

		I blushed. No man had ever said anything like that to me before. And I couldn't say I minded either, even if it was a surprise to be hearing those words from a guy like Thor. He was usually so quiet. But apparently he wasn't as shy as he had previously seemed. Or maybe it was something else entirely. Whatever the cause, it didn't change how I was feeling.

		Suddenly I found myself wanting nothing more than to kiss this man beside me. I didn't understand why I was so drawn to him all of a sudden. He was a nice enough looking man, with short, brownish black hair and dark brown eyes, but I hadn't thought of him as someone I was attracted to before. But that had changed. Now I wanted to jump into his lap and make out with him, even though he'd never given me a reason to believe we had anything between us. And I had to admit, it was exciting.

		I was still contemplating my feelings toward my friend when he suddenly leaned down and pressed his lips against mine. His lips tasted sweet from his smoothie and I found myself returning the pressure, kissing him back as our hands began to explore each other's bodies.

		I was so lost in the heat of the moment that I barely noticed when Thor slipped his hand under the hem of my top to cup my breast and pinch my nipples through the fabric of my bra. My body responded automatically, arching into his touch and begging for more.

		I didn't resist when Thor pushed me onto my back, laying me down across the cushions. He pulled my top up to expose my breasts and then lowered his mouth to my nipple. His lips and tongue teased the sensitive skin until I couldn't stand it anymore.

		My fingers dug into the couch cushion beneath me and my hips lifted off the sofa as I squirmed beneath him. It had been so long since I'd been touched like this, and I was desperate for release.

		However, I suddenly realized we were in the middle of the living room. The curtains were open and one of our roommates could walk in on us at any moment.

		"Not here," I said breathlessly, pushing at Thor's shoulders.

		He pulled back reluctantly, but I could see his desire burning bright in his dark eyes, which made it hard to resist him.

		"Let's go upstairs," I suggested. "We won't be disturbed there."

		I didn't give Thor time to reply before I was on my way up the stairs toward my bedroom, pulling my top back down just in case someone else spotted me. I didn't stop walking until I reached the door to my room. Then I turned around and waited impatiently for Thor to join me, which he did within moments.

		As soon as he stepped foot inside the doorway, I threw my arms around his neck and crushed my lips to his. My tongue darted out to trace along the seam of Thor's lips until he parted them for me. Then I plunged deep into his mouth, tasting every inch of him.

		I moaned softly as his tongue met mine, tangling together in a passionate frenzy. My fingers thread through the soft strands of his hair, tugging slightly as my excitement grew. I couldn't wait to feel his bare skin against mine.

		But before we could continue any further, Thor pulled back and stared intently at me for a moment before speaking. His voice was husky with need. "Are you sure you want this?"

		I answered him with another kiss. My hands moved downward to grab at his shirt, pulling upward in an effort to remove the garment from his body so we could continue where we had left off. I could tell he didn't need more convincing, as Thor helped me pull off his shirt and tossed it aside, revealing toned pecs and abs.

		"Wow, you've really filled out nicely," I murmured appreciatively. "I didn't think you had it in you."

		"Thanks," he replied. "But there's room to keep making gains. I can get a lot bigger, especially with a hot girlfriend like you around to motivate me."

		"Girlfriend?" I repeated, surprised by how easily that word slipped out. But I couldn't deny I liked how it sounded. It was almost like I had become a stereotypical sorority girl, but with one big difference: I still had my brain and personality intact.

		"That's what I want, but only if you want it, too."

		"Fuck first," I said, hungry for him. "We can talk semantics later."

		I kissed Thor once again. My lips trailed down his neck and chest to his stomach and lower. When I came to his waistline, I paused briefly to pull his shorts and boxers down. His cock sprang free and bobbed in front of my face. I couldn't help licking my lips when I saw how thick and long it was, even as my pussy clenched in anticipation of feeling it inside me.

		Without wasting any further time, I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and took him into my mouth. I sucked gently, enjoying the taste and feel of the smooth velvety skin beneath my tongue.

		As I worked my way down, I used my free hand to caress his balls while stroking his shaft firmly with the other. I swirled my tongue around the swollen tip of his cock before engulfing as much as possible.

		Thor let out a low groan of pleasure when I started sucking harder. His fingers tangled through my long, blonde locks as I continued pleasuring him. I could hear how close to the edge he was getting, which encouraged me to keep going.

		Eventually, he pulled away and pushed his shorts all the way off. Then he guided me back toward the bed until my knees bumped the mattress, forcing me to sit down.

		He took the time to disrobe me, freeing me of my pants and underwear in one swift movement before tossing them aside. Then he climbed up onto the bed beside me and lay down on his side, propping himself up on his elbow while reaching out to trail a finger along my hip bone teasingly.

		I pulled my top off and then unhooked my bra, baring myself completely for him. Thor stared hungrily at the sight of my naked body before moving closer to press his lips against mine again.

		I moaned softly as he kissed down my neck to my collarbone and over to my left breast, sucking my nipple into his mouth. I arched my back and pressed my chest against him as he continued to lavish attention on my sensitive nubs.

		His hand moved between my thighs and he ran his index finger along my slit, spreading me open so he could slip a digit into my dripping wet hole. His thumb rubbed circles around my clit while his finger explored deeper.

		"Mmm," he murmured appreciatively at how wet I already was for him. "You're soaked, babe."

		"I can't help it," I replied breathlessly. "I want you so bad. Please don't tease me anymore."

		"Don't worry," he assured me. "There isn't any more teasing." Thor rolled over and positioned himself above me, supporting some of his weight on his arms as he leaned down to capture my lips once again in a searing kiss. I could feel the head of his cock pressing against my opening and I spread my legs further apart in anticipation of what was coming next.

		With a slight adjustment in position, Thor thrust his hips forward and entered me. I gasped at the sensation of him stretching me open so completely. He filled me up perfectly with every inch of hardness buried between my legs.

		It had been too long since I'd last experienced this level of intimacy or connection with anyone. The sensations were overwhelming and yet so satisfying at the same time. I just never expected it to be with Thor. All I knew right then was I wanted more of him.

		I wrapped my legs tightly around him, drawing him deeper into me as I urged him onward. Thor began rocking his pelvis slowly at first, but gradually gaining momentum as we built up a steady rhythm together. Soon we were both panting heavily as we neared release.

		When I felt myself teetering on the brink, I cried out and clutched desperately at him, digging my nails into his back while holding him close to me. He shuddered and stiffened momentarily before releasing inside me with a loud grunt of satisfaction, triggering my own orgasm.

		As our bodies convulsed together in ecstasy, I closed my eyes and surrendered fully to the blissful pleasure washing over me. I had no idea how long it lasted, but I didn't care. Nothing mattered except this perfect moment between us. And I was happy to stay here forever if I could, wrapped safely in the warm embrace of the man beside me.

		Eventually, our breathing calmed enough that we regained control over ourselves, although neither one of us seemed willing to move just yet. We remained curled up together, enjoying the afterglow of our lovemaking.

		Thor kissed me softly on the forehead and smiled down at me affectionately. "That was awesome, babe. Thanks."

		"Thanks? That's what you say? Not that it wasn't great for me, too. You really rocked my world there. But you could've at least added a little more emotion than 'thanks.' Don't you think?"

		"Okay, how about 'I really enjoyed that and hope we can do it again sometime'?" He chuckled. "Is that better?"

		"Much," I replied, smiling broadly.

		"So does that mean you're my girlfriend now?" he asked hopefully. "I know it sounds weird considering how long we've been friends, but there's something about you that I can't get enough of. You're different now. I like it."

		I considered the question for a moment and then nodded. "Yes, I think so. Although I still can't believe we hooked up so quickly. I mean, we went from being just friends to fucking within twenty-four hours."

		"It doesn't feel fast to me, Brit," Thor said. "I've had feelings for you for as long as I can remember, even though you were never interested in dating before now. But something has changed recently, hasn't it?"

		I blushed slightly. I had been so caught up in the excitement that I'd completely forgotten how strange things had been lately. I didn't want to admit it out loud, but I couldn't help feeling that something else had influenced me to give in to my desires with Thor.

		"I guess," I finally answered sheepishly.

		He chuckled lightly. "I knew it. You've been acting different lately. It wasn't obvious, but there is no denying it. Something changed in our lives."

		"Well, we did just graduate from college," I pointed out, even as I realized the change had not started until last night when we moved into this house. But I still couldn't bring myself to mention it aloud.

		"Yeah, but it's more than that," he insisted.

		"I don't want to talk about it," I replied firmly, hoping he wouldn't ask any further questions about the subject.

		"Why? Are you scared? Do I scare you?" he challenged.

		I shook my head. "No. Not really. It's just weird. I mean... I never thought I'd be having a conversation like this with you. But you're right, something has changed. I'm just not quite sure what yet and until I figure it out, I don't know that we should go any further in our relationship than we already are."

		"Whatever," Thor said dismissively. He climbed out of bed and found his shorts, pulling them on quickly before leaving the room without even bothering to put on his T-shirt first.

		Once alone, I flopped back against the pillows and stared up at the ceiling for several minutes as I contemplated my situation. How had my life taken such a drastic turn? I was happy with Thor, but I wasn't sure what was really happening to me, nor why my thoughts and feelings had shifted so suddenly. And it was clear Thor had figured me out, too, which meant this whole thing wasn't just in my head. I wasn't going crazy. But that was small a solace at the moment. I just didn't understand what was happening to me. Or to Thor.
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		Ilaid in bed for a while, just staring up at the ceiling, basking in the afterglow of my orgasm. I could almost pretend it hadn't happened, except for Thor's T-shirt on the floor and his cum leaking out of my pussy.

		I heard my friends and now roommates moving about beyond my closed bedroom door. I wanted to stay in my room and hide from everyone, but I couldn't. I needed to shower and get ready to start looking for a job today, and that meant leaving my bedroom.

		I got out of bed and grabbed a towel from the closet and wrapped it around me before I walked across the hall to the bathroom. I was careful as I opened the door. I didn't want to run into anyone else in my current state. But the hallway was quiet and empty, giving me a chance to slip inside undetected.

		I had already visited the bathroom once, but that had only confirmed my change in hair color. I didn't understand where my brown hair had gone. And as I looked in the mirror again, I was faced with the fact that I was still very much a blonde. It didn't make sense. It wasn't normal and I didn't know how to deal with it.

		As I showered, my hair washed clean without issue. The shampoo lathered up and the suds rinsed out of my long locks. If my hair had been dyed, it hadn't been done with a dye that just washed out. Not that going blonde like that could be done with dye alone. The more and more that I thought about it, I realized my changing hair couldn't have been a prank. But that only made it all the more strange.

		"This is so strange, Britney," I told myself as I finished showering. "But I'll get through it."

		However, my day of oddity had not ended. As I used my towel to dry my body, I couldn't ignore a change with my chest. I didn't have much in the way of breasts before, but as I dried them off I noticed how much firmer they felt. I was also pretty sure they had grown a little larger as well.

		I cupped them in my hands and squeezed slightly, testing how they felt. I gasped as a jolt of pleasure coursed through me. I could feel my nipples grow hard and erect under my touch, sending shivers through my body and causing my toes to curl involuntarily.

		And it wasn't just the sensitivity. My breasts felt firmer and heavier in my hands than they had yesterday when I showered. They definitely felt bigger than I remembered them being earlier today when I got out of bed. But it wasn't just their size. It was their roundness. They were implants.

		"This can't be real," I whispered to myself in shock as my fingers continued to squeeze and knead the tender flesh of my breasts.

		I couldn't explain it, but I could see the changes in the reflection in the mirror above the sink where I stood. There was no denying the fact of the matter. And my hands were able to confirm the truth. I could feel the edges of the implants under the skin. They were small, but they completely changed the shape of my breasts, making them rounder and more pronounced.

		I dropped my towel onto the tiled floor in favor of using both hands to explore my new assets further and discover how sensitive they truly were. It was incredible, like nothing I had ever experienced before. Every touch sent shivers of pleasure racing through every nerve ending throughout my body.

		As my fingertips grazed over the stiff peaks, I gasped sharply and arched my back reflexively. My nipples had always been rather responsive, but this level of stimulation was unprecedented. I felt lightheaded and dizzy as waves of intense arousal crashed over me.

		"What's going on, Britney?" I muttered to myself as my fingers began tracing patterns across the surface of my newly enhanced mounds while exploring their increased firmness and fullness. "This is ridiculous."

		And it was. How did breast implants suddenly appear? And yet there they were, clearly visible in the mirror in front of me as I continued to examine myself closely. They were subtle enough, so maybe I wouldn't have to tell my friends about them. The size difference was minimal, but I could easily imagine how much better they would look in a bikini or low-cut top.

		I couldn't help imagining how Thor might react when he saw me wearing a skimpy outfit that accentuated my figure more than I ever had before. The thought caused a rush of heat to flood toward my pussy and my clit twitched involuntarily as the image flashed across my mind. My fingers drifted southward, drawn toward my aching center by an invisible magnetic force.

		My breath caught in my throat as my fingertips grazed across my clitoris, sending a shock wave of ecstasy shooting through my system. A moan escaped me as my knees trembled beneath me. I struggled to remain standing as my knees wobbled uncontrollably from the sheer power behind the surge of pleasure that swept over me.

		I bit down on my lower lip as I fought to regain my composure, but my fingers continued to explore further south until they reached my slick folds below. The sensation was exquisite, reminding me of my earlier tryst with Thor, except more intense and focused. The intensity was overwhelming and my entire body trembled violently as I tried unsuccessfully to hold myself upright.

		My vision blurred and my eyelids fluttered closed as I concentrated solely on stimulating myself. My fingers danced expertly across my sensitive skin while my other hand returned to fondling my breasts. It felt amazing.

		My orgasm struck suddenly. One minute, I was standing there, enjoying the feelings building inside me. The next, I was doubled over gasping for breath as spasms rippled through my entire body. I could feel my juices flowing freely between my legs as my muscles contracted around nothing, craving fulfillment.

		"Oh god," I groaned as the tremors subsided, leaving me weak and drained from the exertion. I collapsed onto the tiled floor in a heap, unable to move as I basked in the glow of post-orgasmic bliss.

		After I had recovered enough to stand back up on trembling legs, I grabbed my towel and wiped myself off before wrapping it loosely around me. I stepped out of the bathroom on shaky limbs and made my way back into my bedroom. But as I did so, I kept thinking about how my new breasts bulged at the top of my towel. And that made me wonder if any of my bras would fit me anymore.

		I rummaged through the drawer where I stored most of my lingerie and pulled out my favorite bra, which happened to be black lace, and slipped it on. I adjusted the straps, making sure that everything was sitting properly. When I looked down at myself, however, I instantly noticed the problem. Even after adjusting the straps as far as they would go, my breasts still spilled out over the tops of the cups, leaving me with little support. My hard nipples protruded prominently, clearly visible through the delicate fabric.

		"Damn," I muttered under my breath as I examined myself critically in the mirror. I tugged futilely at the hemline in vain, hoping somehow that it might magically stretch to accommodate me, but it refused to cooperate. With a sigh, I resigned myself to going braless for now and slipped into a casual tank top. It would have to do until I could buy new clothes.

		Except the casual tank top proved to be far more revealing than it should have been. The thin material stretched tight over my improved boobs, leaving very little room for modesty or mystery. And the neckline was so low that my nipples threatened to poke out at any second.

		"This isn't mine," I told myself as I looked down into my newly enhanced cleavage. It was impossible for the tank top to be mine, because I had never owned anything like this before. It wasn't practical. It was sexy, but it was also more revealing than I normally cared for. But there was something appealing about it nonetheless.

		However, it wasn't just my top that I struggled with. I had no bras that fit, but I did have panties that did. Unfortunately, there seemed to be no full-cut panties, which was my preferred style, or even bikini-cut panties. The most modest panties were skimpy thongs. And it got worse from there. There was even a crotchless pair, but there was no way I would be wearing those.

		"Something is up here," I said as I selected one of the pairs of thong panties and slid it on. But the moment they slid into place, tight against my pussy lips, I couldn't ignore how incredibly aroused I became. And that just wasn't right either. I shouldn't have been horny again so soon after my orgasm in the shower, especially from a pair of panties. That never happened.

		However, that didn't stop my hand from instinctively wandering between my legs to press firmly against my core through the thin layer of fabric separating my fingers from my sensitive bits. I gasped loudly as pleasure shot through me like lightning, catching me off guard. A low moan followed as my knees buckled beneath me, leaving me leaning heavily against the edge of the bed for support.

		It felt incredible. I couldn't resist touching myself further as I continued rubbing my clit with slow, deliberate strokes through the now soaked cloth of my underwear. It was heaven. Every fiber in my being screamed for release and my breathing became ragged and heavy as my muscles quivered uncontrollably, threatening to give way beneath me entirely.

		"What am I doing?" I asked myself as I fought valiantly to regain control over myself while simultaneously attempting to maintain contact with my pussy as long as possible. "This is wrong!"

		I stopped moving for several seconds, taking a series of deep, calming breaths while struggling fruitlessly to clear my mind of lustful thoughts. Eventually, I managed to regain some semblance of focus enough that my body finally ceased shuddering in anticipation.

		Once stabilized, I carefully removed my hand from between my thighs and brought it up to eye level to examine it closely. The sight that greeted me horrified me beyond belief: I was covered in my own juices. My hand glistened wetly in the sunlight streaming through my window, as if coated with oil rather than lubricant. And the smell was absolutely intoxicating.

		I sniffed deeply, inhaling the sweet scent of my sex, before sticking my index finger into my mouth and licking it clean without hesitation. The flavor exploded across my taste buds, sending waves of desire coursing through me and forcing my hips to grind against empty air in frustration. I whimpered pitifully as my core clenched hard around nothing while yearning desperately for stimulation.

		And worst of all, I needed to change my panties. I'd soaked the ones I was currently wearing thoroughly and I knew I would soon be leaking onto my bedspread. If I didn't do something quick, I'd be forced to either take another shower or sleep on a damp mattress tonight. Neither option appealed to me.

		"Calm down, Britney," I said sternly to myself as I stripped off my soaked panties and tossed them into the hamper before grabbing a fresh pair and putting them on hastily. "Get dressed and go downstairs. Find something productive to do so you can forget about fucking for a while."

		With effort, I turned away from the sight of my half-naked body reflected in the mirrored closet door and instead focused on finding proper attire for the day. However, the task proved more difficult than anticipated when I realized that there wasn't anything suitable left in my wardrobe. Every piece of clothing seemed impractical or immodest at best. There was nothing casual, let alone professional, about anything I owned anymore.

		"Why has all my clothing changed," I said as I pulled out a pair of denim shorts that barely covered my ass cheeks. There was no way I could wear those outside, even though they would probably show off my butt well.

		Worse, the shorts sat low on my hips, constantly threatening to reveal my thong when I sat down or even bent over slightly. And it failed to approach the hem of my tank top, leaving a narrow belt of flesh on display. Even my sneakers and socks seemed sexier than before.

		"Where are my flip-flops?" I wondered out loud as I dug through my closet. There were high heels, but those weren't going to work for a day spent at home job hunting. But where were my shoes? And what happened to all my blouses?

		I found no answer to my questions, so I gave up and grabbed my laptop and headed downstairs.

		I found Thor and Lilith in the kitchen, sipping coffee and chatting about something that I didn't even attempt to listen to. They both stopped talking when I walked in, and stared at me like I'd just committed some sort of crime.

		I had to admit that Lilith looked different, but I could think of how to describe it. Was her hair darker? Or maybe her skin was paler? Something was different about her, but I couldn't place what that was.

		"Um, hi?" I said uncertainly.

		"Good morning," Lilith said. "You're looking cute. Is that a new outfit?"

		"Uh, yeah, I guess," I replied hesitantly, glancing down at myself self-consciously.

		"You look hot," Thor added. "Seriously. You should dress like that more often, babe."

		I smiled, loving the compliments. "Thanks, guys."

		I joined Thor at the table, sitting in the chair next to him and setting my computer in front of me. I opened the lid and flipped the switch to power it on. Then I waited patiently for the machine to boot up. While I waited, I stole a sip from Thor's mug, only to nearly spit it back out when I tasted it. It was bitter.

		"What the hell, Thor? Since when do you drink beer in the middle of the day? In fact, I didn't even know you drank beer."

		He shrugged indifferently. "I dunno. I just like it."

		"Right," I scoffed skeptically before grabbing my own cup from the counter and filling it with water from the sink.

		"You know, Britney," Lilith interjected, "you look good."

		"Thanks," I replied automatically, taking a sip of my beverage.

		"I'm serious," she said. "You really do. I'm glad you're not wearing your usual boring clothes anymore."

		"Really? You like this?" I asked incredulously. "I think I'm underdressed."

		"Nah, you're fine," Thor assured me.

		"If you say so," I conceded reluctantly as I turned my attention back towards my laptop. However, I couldn't stop the flush of excitement that flooded through me at Thor's praise. His approval meant so much to me, especially when he said nice things about the way I looked.

		But no matter how much I liked hearing compliments from Thor, I needed to focus on my task for the day. I needed to start applying to job postings. I could only float for so long before my savings ran out. So I launched my web browser.

		Instead of navigating to a jobs board, I first checked my social media accounts. My feed was still filled with the nonsense from the previous day. But instead of reacting negatively, I found myself liking posts and pictures. I even commented with praise on a few images, sharing my feelings for how hot they looked, much in the way Thor complimented me.

		As I scrolled through the endless stream of sexy images, my mind wandered to thoughts of Thor. I couldn't believe I had actually hooked up with him. It was so unlike me to engage in random sexual activity. And yet that had led to us being boyfriend and girlfriend, or at least something like that. It was all so confusing.

		In an attempt to distract myself from dwelling on my newfound relationship status with Thor, I decided to browse through the newsfeed on my browser. It was still filled with news about cheerleading, but there were beauty articles mixed in, too. In fact, those seemed to make up the bulk of my reading. Articles about how to achieve flawless makeup, how to give better blowjobs, and even how to properly shave your pussy appeared in my feeds.

		I looked over at Thor, imagining myself giving him a sloppy blowjob. The mental image excited me almost as much as the fantasy of riding his cock like a pro. If it weren't for the need to search for work, I'd be more than happy to climb on his lap and straddle his waist. Or drop to my knees and pleasure him with my mouth.

		However, I managed to fight back my desires and focused my attention on job searching. But as I attempted to enter various terms into the search bar to find relevant positions, I kept hitting problems.

		"When did my nails get so long? And bright pink?" I said as my perfectly manicured fingers clicked across my keyboard. My nail polish sparkled in the light as I typed. I hated having long nails, as they got in the way of everything, especially typing. And yet here they were, long, shiny, and perfect.

		But my nails weren't the only thing bothering me. The job descriptions for someone like me, with an economics degree, even entry-level positions, seemed impossibly complex and difficult to understand. It didn't make sense to me.

		How did accounting sound fun? I didn't see how anyone could find that type of work fulfilling. And that was just one of the many options I encountered while browsing. None of them interested me. I had no idea what I wanted to do, but I had a feeling it would be something related to fashion, not finance. And that scared me a lot.

		After several minutes of aimlessly scrolling through pages of useless results, I finally gave up trying to find something and instead closed the lid on my laptop, surrendering myself to defeat. There was nothing worth my time. Everything just seemed stupid and pointless. I hated it.

		"Hey, guys," Zach called out as she entered the kitchen, breaking my wallow. "What's up?"

		"Nothing much," Lilith replied casually. "We're just hanging around. How about you?"

		"The same," he said as he grabbed a banana off the counter and started peeling back the yellow peel.

		However, I couldn't help but notice the way Lilith and Zach looked at each other. It was obvious they were attracted to one another, even as they spoke. Zach kept glancing down at Lilith's pale cleavage, which was weird, since she had never been very well endowed before. And was the stubble on his face? Zach had always been clean shaven before. He felt a beard got in the way of playing the various musical instruments he loved.

		Thor was looking, too, and I couldn't blame him. But I didn't like it either. So I did the only thing I could think of. I arched my back and stuck out my chest, letting my augmented tits strain against my tank top. I noticed Zach's eyes snap down toward my chest, giving them a once-over. That got both Zach and Lilith's attention.

		"Looking good," Zach said as he tore his gaze off me, returning it back to Lilith.

		But Thor turned his attention to me and that was what mattered. I had never cared if men looked at me before, but now I thrived on their interest, loving how I affected them. I didn't want anyone to look away from me.

		Lilith simply laughed nervously and glanced between me and Zach before eventually settling on staring into Zach's eyes. They looked like they were ready to jump each other, even if they were going to be quiet and subtle about it, just like my hookup with Thor earlier.

		"Whoa," Thor said as he glanced down my backside. "Nice whale tail."

		"What? What's that supposed to mean?" I demanded, more out of confusion than anything.

		"You know," he teased me. "Your ass looks great. Like, really great."

		"Oh," I blushed and looked away, embarrassed that I didn't understand the term, although I had to admit it sounded right.

		"And your thong is peaking out of your shorts," Thor continued. "It looked like a whale's tail sticking out of the water."

		I gasped loudly and looked down frantically to confirm for myself whether my friend was telling the truth. Sure enough, a sliver of black fabric peeked out the waistband of my shorts, almost in full view for everyone to see. I considered trying to pull up my shorts, but they were already so tight. Besides, I sort of liked showing off. So I ignored it.

		"Sorry about that," I giggled sheepishly. "I'm still getting used to my new look. I didn't realize how small my shorts were, otherwise I wouldn't have worn them today."

		"No, babe, you definitely should wear them more often. They look hot as fuck on you." Thor wrapped his arm around my shoulders and pulled me closer toward him. "Besides, nobody minds, right?"

		I snuggled up beside him as his arm rested across my upper back, his fingers idly tracing circles along my collarbone. I breathed in deeply, savoring the scent of his cologne before closing my eyes briefly to bask in the warmth of his touch.

		After enjoying the moment, I opened my eyes and looked directly at Zach, who was smiling at me appreciatively. His gaze shifted toward my chest, which remained pushed outwards, and he licked his lips subconsciously.

		I flashed him a knowing smile, which caused him to blush and turn away, but only to return to watching Lilith's ample cleavage. She grinned at the attention as she leaned forward slightly to allow her large boobs to hang free under her black, scoop-neck T-shirt, drawing all eyes to her soft, pale breasts.

		"Let's go upstairs, Lilith," Zach said. "There's a metal album I want to show you."

		Lilith giggled mischievously and nodded, following Zach back out of the room. "Okay, big boy, lead the way."

		Thor laughed after they left, shaking his head in amusement. "They're totally gonna bone."

		"What? No," I replied immediately, shocked at the suddenness of his statement. "I don't think they'll... well, not so soon anyway."

		"C'mon, Brit," he pressed. "Don't be naïve. Obviously Zach wants to fuck her brains out."

		"I suppose it wouldn't surprise me. Those two have a strange chemistry. But what makes you so certain?"

		"Well, aside from the fact that they both kept eyeing each other hungrily from across the room, did you notice how Zach was constantly checking out her tits? And she was definitely trying to tease him by wearing a shirt that showed off so much skin. It's pretty obvious they wanna bang like bunnies, babe."

		"Really?"

		Thor nodded affirmatively. "Yes. Really."

		I thought about the way Lilith had smiled when Zach mentioned her breasts and how she played with her hair whenever Zach glanced at her rack. Maybe Thor was on to something. Perhaps they were into each other. I was still new to all this flirting stuff. I honestly hadn't realized what they were doing.

		"You think they'll do it right now?"

		"Probably," Thor said as he leaned back in his seat, spreading his legs apart so his knees bumped mine. "She's definitely horny. It might not take long, but they won't wait forever to have sex."

		I swallowed hard as I pictured the scene unfolding in my head. It would probably only take one or two strokes of his cock inside her tight pussy before she came like crazy, screaming as she orgasmed. It was exciting to picture such naughty scenarios happening within our house.

		"That's kind of hot," I murmured softly to myself, not realizing how much my body language had changed since we'd begun talking.

		Thor smirked knowingly. "Yeah, it is. But not as sexy as you are right now, sitting next to me with your nipples poking through your top and showing off your whale tail. Besides, you've got better tits. I like them round and perky like yours are. She might be taller than you, but that doesn't compare to the way your body curves in just the right way."

		His words washed over me like waves crashing upon the shore. I could feel myself begin to grow wet between my legs as he praised me. Plus, Thor let his fingers drop to my right boob, tracing circles around my hardened nipple through my tank top while staring intensely into my eyes. And when his other hand brushed lightly against my knee and began sliding upward along my thigh slowly, I knew I was done. I needed Thor in me again, or at the very least, I needed him to make me cum again.

		"Can we go upstairs too, baby?" I asked sweetly, batting my eyelashes at him for effect.

		"Fuck yeah, babe. Let's go."

		With that, he stood and took my hand in his as he led me out of the kitchen and up the stairs toward his bedroom. The walk seemed longer than normal, mostly because I kept pressing my body against his side, grinding against him as we made our way down the hallway. By the time we reached his room, I was dripping with need and desperate for relief.

		I couldn't believe it. We had just had sex this morning, and we were already about to do it again. And that was on top of playing in the bathroom. Why was I so horny? And did it even matter? Did I care when it felt so good? I shook my head as we entered Thor's bedroom, pushing my confusing thoughts and questions to the back of my mind. I didn't want anything interfering with my chance to feel good. And with Thor's cock, I knew I would feel amazing.

		Thor closed and locked the door behind us before turning toward me with an expression of lust on his face.

		"Are you ready for round two, babe?"

		"Absolutely," I replied eagerly. I just loved the way he called me babe. "Fuck me!"

		With a grin, he crossed the distance separating us and embraced me tightly, pulling me into his arms as he kissed me passionately. His lips crushed against mine, causing sparks of electricity to course through every inch of my body. It was like being struck by lightning, except in pure wonder rather than pain. The intensity overwhelmed me momentarily and I found myself frozen in place as my senses threatened to overload completely.

		After several heartbeats, however, I regained my wits and returned his embrace enthusiastically while parting my lips to accept him deeper. He tasted salty and tangy, yet oddly sweet as well. His tongue slipped past my teeth and twirled around my own before retreating back into his mouth as he sucked hard on my bottom lip.

		I moaned softly as his hands slid along the length of my sides, moving to grab hold of my waist and lift me slightly. Instinctively, I wrapped my legs around him while clinging tightly to his chest, allowing him to carry me effortlessly across the room until he dropped me onto his bed. I bounced once from the impact of landing hard on the mattress before sinking into the soft blankets beneath me, looking up at Thor standing over me with lust burning brightly in his gaze.

		And I had to admit, I have as good as I received as I looked up at him with desire evident on my face. His muscles were bulging and prominent and his arms were strong as he flexed. And then there was the outline of his dick in his shorts. He was big.

		Thor grinned devilishly when he noticed my intense focus on his crotch and he thrust his hips forward suggestively, emphasizing his size and shape.

		"Like what you see?"

		I nodded affirmatively without saying anything.

		"Take your clothes off for me, babe. I want to see that sexy body of yours naked."

		I sat upright quickly, obeying his order without hesitation. My fingers went to the hem of my tank top and tugged upwards until my breasts bounced free from their restraints. The cool air hit my exposed flesh, causing my nipples to stiffen almost instantly. Then I pushed myself further onto the bed, raising my hips slightly so I could slide my shorts down to reveal my thong-clad pussy, leaving nothing more than a tiny triangle of fabric covering my mound.

		Once fully naked, I positioned myself on the edge of his mattress so I could lean back comfortably with my arms bracing me. My knees spread wide apart, displaying myself lewdly as Thor eyed my body hungrily. His gaze burned into me like hot coals and sent shivers coursing through me as his eyes roamed freely over every curve and valley.

		"Fuck me, Thor," I pleaded. "I need it badly. Please!"

		He chuckled softly in response and stepped closer toward me, allowing himself to tower above me while reaching down to stroke himself through his clothing. "You want me to fuck you, huh? You want me to slam my fat cock deep inside that tight cunt of yours and fill it to the brim with my cum?"

		I squirmed nervously beneath his gaze as butterflies fluttered about wildly within my stomach. "Please," I whimpered pathetically, unable to vocalize more coherently due to my anticipation. "Please fuck me."

		He smirked wickedly. "All you had to do was ask."

		Thor pulled his clothes off, tossing them aside carelessly, revealing his chiseled abs and throbbing cock. Once finished, he crawled onto the bed, positioning himself between my spread legs while kneeling upright before me. His hands moved to grip firmly at my thighs and pushed them apart as he maneuvered himself closer to my entrance.

		My breath caught in my throat as his tip pressed against me. But he didn't immediately shove it home like I craved. He held it there teasingly, making me ache for what was to come next as he rubbed it against me, letting its heat and firmness make my pussy flood in response. I tried lifting my pelvis to encourage him to put it in me, but he grabbed my hips and held me down, keeping me completely at his mercy.

		"Patience, babe," Thor said playfully. "You have to earn it first."

		"Oh god," I whimpered softly, struggling in vain against his iron grip while fighting the urge to scream in frustration as his cock hovered so close to my slit. I knew this game. He was going to toy with me and drive me insane with need until I begged him to fuck me.

		But I couldn't hold out much longer, not when I needed it so bad. The mere proximity of his member against my nether regions sent me spiraling downward into complete desperation. "Please! Please fuck me! I'll do anything if you just fucking do it already!"

		"Anything? I like the sound of that," he teased while continuing to hold me firmly in place, preventing me from reaching out for him with my hands or forcing myself onto him with my legs. "What exactly would you do for me in exchange for my cock filling you up like you so desperately need?"

		"Whatever you want me to. Just please hurry up!" I cried out as his thick shaft grazed along my labia, rubbing against my clit and nearly driving me into madness with unquenched yearning. It felt incredible, but I needed more. Much more.

		Thor smirked smugly, seemingly satisfied by my answer and eagerness to comply. "Tell me what you want, baby. Tell me how much you crave my cock buried deep inside your hot cunt."

		Never before had I let a man call my pussy a cunt. I had hated the word. But as I looked up at Thor's smiling face, staring directly into those piercing brown eyes that held me captive, I found myself compelled to give him whatever he desired, not caring what he called me or my pussy. It could be a cunt if he wanted that. "I want your cock so bad, baby. I want you to pound my pussy with that huge rod of yours until it fills me up completely and makes me scream."

		"Mmm," he hummed in approval as he lowered himself on top of me, pressing his hardness against my opening firmly and forcing my legs further apart. "Good girl. Now keep going."

		Without hesitation, I obliged. "Fuck me, Thor. Give it to me! Fuck me hard and make me cum all over your big cock!"

		At last, he finally relented and plunged inside me with force, sending shock waves throughout my entire being. The sensation of having him penetrate my depths so swiftly left me reeling as stars exploded before my eyes and I lost track of reality entirely. It was such an intense experience, unlike anything else I had ever done before. But I loved it. I loved the pleasure. I loved the ecstasy. I loved everything about sex with Thor.

		"Fuck!" I screamed as he rammed his shaft deeper inside my pussy with each successive thrust. My nails scratched viciously across his muscular back while my feet dug into the mattress underneath us, propping me up slightly so I could grind myself against him frantically.

		Thor grunted loudly as he buried his cock balls deep within my core and began pumping steadily, sending waves of pleasure flooding outward from my core. He pumped away relentlessly, plunging his shaft deeper with every passing second as he worked towards climax. Our bodies moved together fluidly and in harmony, dancing as one in unison while his powerful hands held my slender wrists firmly above my head, pinning me down easily and restricting any movement I may have attempted to prevent him from taking control of my body completely.

		But I didn't want to wrestle back control. I gave him complete power over me, because it felt too good. The feeling of his dick pounding away at my insides made me dizzy with desire and hunger. I needed him to keep fucking me. I needed him to make me cum. And it seemed he intended to do just that. And him pinning me to the bed just made it all the better.

		I bit down hard on my lower lip as his pace increased exponentially. My toes curled while my back arched as I fought against the oncoming orgasm that threatened to consume me. If I didn't stop myself soon, I would surely lose consciousness as my body convulsed uncontrollably and writhed violently in ecstasy.

		As the intensity of the stimulation increased, Thor started pounding into my depths even harder until he finally reached his limit. A low growl emanated from him as his grip tightened on my wrists and he bucked erratically, shoving himself into my tight tunnel one final time before erupting like a geyser deep within my pussy. Rope after rope of hot seed flooded forth, spraying against my inner walls.

		At the feeling of his thick load exploding inside me, my brain short-circuited. The pleasure of my orgasm hit me with overwhelming force, sending me reeling as fireworks lit off behind my eyes and my ears rang loudly. The whole world faded away around us and became nothing more than a blur as wave after wave of orgasmic bliss washed over me like waves crashing against the shore.

		"Oh god!" I yelled as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably. My pussy clamped tightly around Thor's still throbbing rod as he continued spurting jets of sticky cum into me. Why was sex with Thor this good? It was unlike anything that I had ever experienced before, better, stronger, and far more satisfying than any sexual encounter that I had with my previous boyfriends. And my former boyfriends were supposed to be good lovers. They paled in comparison to Thor.

		"Did you like that, babe?" he asked as his cock softened within me.

		I nodded feebly as a giggle escaped my lips, still coming down off my orgasmic high. "That was amazing. I've never cum so hard before."

		Thor pulled out, releasing my arms as his cock slipped out of my wetness. "Good. You're a really hot babe. I love your little cunt."

		I didn't think it was possible to make me blush more than I already had during our trysts, but here I was blushing more, because of him calling my pussy a cunt. He'd done it again and I didn't have the heart to tell him off. It was supposed to be a bad word, but it was different when it came out of his mouth. Especially since it turned me on. And that seemed really weird to me.

		Thor laid down beside me and I snuggled in next to him, resting my head upon his shoulder as he wrapped his arm around me protectively. And before I knew it, I was drifting off to sleep with a smile on my lips.
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		When I woke up from my nap, I was no longer in Thor's arms. He was across the room, wearing a pair of shorts while he was on his computer and flipping a football in his hands. He looked so hot. I couldn't believe how lucky I was to have found a man so sexy who liked me.

		"What's up, baby?" I asked, my voice coming out softer and higher pitched. That was new, too. When had my voice changed? "What are you working on?"

		Thor didn't respond immediately, but that didn't bother me. I enjoyed watching him work. There was something so manly about the way he interacted with technology. The concentration on his face made my body react in ways I didn't understand. I liked how men were smarter than me.

		But as those words flitted through my mind, I couldn't help but frown at them. That couldn't be right. I wasn't dumb. I was a college graduate. I had a degree in economics. And yet, just the idea of economics gave me a headache.

		"The landlord sent us an email," Thor finally said. "He sent a link to an article about the house."

		Curious, I rose from the bed and moved to stand behind my boyfriend, looking over his muscular shoulder at the computer screen. I didn't mind that I was still naked.

		"What's it say?" I couldn't be bothered to actually read it. I just wanted Thor to explain it to me in simpler terms. "Is everything okay?"

		Thor laughed, shaking his head in disbelief. "Apparently this house is haunted and it transforms whoever lives here into stereotypical versions of themselves. Like your blonde cheerleader thing or my jock look."

		That sounded too convenient. "Come on now, baby, don't lie like that. I'm girl smart, not boy smart."

		"Yeah, no, that's what it says, babe," he replied.

		"Well, that seems crazy. But then again, I can tell I'm different now. Do you think we should move out?"

		Thor needed no time to think, but he turned to look at me. "Fuck no. Look at these guns." He flexed his biceps. "I never had muscles like this before. And you're so fucking hot, with the blonde hair and the fake tits." To emphasize his point, he reached out and grabbed my breast, giving it a squeeze.

		Even though his hand was large, my boob was even larger, enough to spill over the sides of his palm. His thumb traced over my nipple, hardening it instantly and drawing out a gasp from me. I couldn't believe how sensitive my breasts had become.

		"You sure?" I asked weakly.

		"Yes, definitely," Thor assured me. "We have to stay here.

		"Okay," I said cheerfully. If Thor said something, I had to believe it. He was a man, after all. "Should we tell the others?"

		"Babe, I said the landlord sent the email to all of us. You got a copy, too."

		I giggled. "You know I'm not good with all that technology stuff. But that makes sense. Thanks for explaining it to me, baby. Why don't I get some snacks together? Would you like that? Something to eat while you work?"

		"Nah, I'm good. But you should do what you want. Just let me do my thing here," Thor said as he resumed staring at the monitor.

		"You got it, baby," I said happily as I headed toward the door, still completely in the nude.

		I returned to my room, leaving my clothes behind. But once I was alone with my thoughts, I was seized with the realization that I didn't know what I wanted to do with myself. I was horny again, but I didn't want to interrupt Thor.

		In a panic, I looked around my bedroom, trying desperately to find something that would help occupy my mind. There were cheerleading posters on the walls. And there were photographs of me, wearing cheerleader outfits, smiling and holding pom poms. There were even cheerleading trophies on my desk, which the more I looked at it, seemed to be more like a vanity than a desk.

		Slept I had no recollection of ever being a cheerleader, let alone competing in cheerleading competitions. But I couldn't deny those were pictures of me posing in front of the camera. It didn't make sense. I was an economics major. I shouldn't have been doing things like this.

		And I knew what I needed to do about it. I needed to get out of the house and exercise. It would keep me from thinking too much and it would distract me from the near constant state of arousal I found myself in. With luck, maybe Thor would be up and ready to go by the time I returned. And since I probably needed another shower after that last tryst with Thor, I might as well workout before getting cleaned up again.

		It was back to my dresser to pick out clothing to wear. I started with a thong. It was strange, though. I remembered just this morning being disgusted by the skimpy underwear choices I had. But now, I couldn't imagine not wearing sexy underwear all the time. It seemed like such a great choice. And I knew Thor would appreciate it. He liked me looking hot and sexy. And more and more, I liked what Thor liked.

		I picked out a moisture wicking thong, specially designed for exercising. Next was a matching sports bra, which I slipped into with ease. It fit perfectly, hugging me tight, especially with my large breasts. And I had to admit I liked the effect. It made me feel powerful and confident.

		But it wasn't just that the pink sports bra was a perfectly tight fit, I also noticed how my boobs were getting even bigger than they'd been before. This was beyond a simple growth spurt. It couldn't be, because I had implants. And it was those implants that had grown bigger, ballooning outward from my chest, maintaining the round and perky look that both Thor and I loved.

		I glanced back at myself in the mirror, taking in my reflection. Even I had to admit that my breasts looked really good. The more I thought about how much fun it had been for Thor to play with them and tease me, the happier I was to have them.

		And it wasn't just my boobs that were growing. Maybe it was just the way my thong highlighted my ass, but I was getting a bit of a bubble butt, which I definitely couldn't complain about. I shook my hips playfully and watched my ass bounce for me. I smiled broadly, knowing that it was going to excite Thor even more.

		However, I didn't spend too much time admiring my curves in the mirror, because there were other changes to consider. As I ran my hands down my taut torso, my fingers brushed against a pink barbell in my belly-button.

		"When did I get that?" I asked my reflection.

		I frowned as I pulled at the jewelry, causing it to sting slightly. How long had I worn that?

		"I guess it doesn't matter," I said, letting go of the ornament. "And it does look good. Sexy and hot, just like me. Right?"

		I nodded affirmatively and stuck my tongue out at myself before giggling. It was silly, but I felt silly talking to my reflection like this. It was funny. I needed more of that in my life.

		Next came a pair of black spandex shorts. It was hard to call them shorts, though, because they barely covered my cheeks and I wouldn't be able to bend over in public while wearing them without flashing my ass to everyone. But I was only going to the local track, so why worry?

		There was one last detail before I could leave: socks and sneakers. And both of them matched, a shade of pink that coordinated with the rest of my outfit and looked cute together. The shoes in particular were super cute and in pristine condition. The laces were done up, and I bounced on my toes, enjoying my look.

		However, I couldn't leave yet. I needed to complete the rest of my look. I sat down at my vanity and began applying makeup, making myself even prettier. I used waterproof mascara and a bright lip gloss. I never wore makeup before, but I liked how I looked with it. My skin and face needed the extra glow. The last step was to tie my long, blonde hair up into a ponytail.

		As I twisted my hair, securing it in place with a scrunchie, I admired my reflection in the mirror. There was no question. I looked hot. But I was also more than that. I was beautiful. No, I was gorgeous. Stunning even. My new look fit me perfectly and gave me confidence to tackle anything. It didn't matter that I felt less able to handle more mental activities, or even that I couldn't recall ever doing certain types of things, I was comfortable in my new skin and that was all that mattered to me.

		Thinking I was done, I grabbed my headphones and cell phone and headed out. However, Thor stopped me in my tracks.

		"Whoa!" He said when he saw me in my new outfit. "Hold up, babe."

		I paused and spun around so he could check me out. "Do you like it, baby? Do you think I look cute?"

		"Oh yeah, babe," he replied with a grin. "Those shorts are hot as hell."

		I giggled excitedly, loving the attention. And to put an exclamation on his point, he slapped my ass playfully, making it jiggle under his touch. And to make it jiggle more, I bounced on my heels, turning around again while sticking my butt out and wiggling it for him. I knew it looked good in those shorts and I wanted him to appreciate it.

		"Thanks, baby," I cooed. "I'm gonna go down to the track and workout. Maybe when I come back, we could take a shower together." I punctuated that suggestion with another giggle.

		Thor laughed, shaking his head as he checked me out one last time before I headed out. "That sounds awesome, babe. Have a good work out."

		"I will, baby!"

		Leaving the house, I bounced on the balls of my feet, my heels almost never actually touching the ground as I practically skipped down to the track. I loved being this bouncy and energetic all the time. It made everything more fun. And it was even better when guys paid attention to me.

		Once on the track, I cranked up some music while breaking into a light jog. This was just the warm-up. It was so easy to slip into one of my cheerleading workout routines. My cheerleading career was over, obviously, what with being done with college, and with full knowledge that my implants made professional cheerleading no longer a possibility. But it didn't mean that I couldn't enjoy my cheerleading training. All my skills were still applicable to everyday life.

		My first sprint was faster than usual. I couldn't help myself, and I certainly wasn't the only girl to go all out that afternoon. There were several other women at the track. I just ignored them, because they looked so plain and boring.

		Instead, I focused on me. Everything seemed better when I thought about myself. It was easier not to wonder what my friends' plans for the future were. Why should I worry about where Lilith was going with her engineering degree or Ashanti's goal of bringing more diversity to the workplace. I loved them like best friends, but I didn't need their burdens. Not with me being happy as is.

		I smiled brightly as I slowed down to walk briskly around the track. I felt great about myself, about my looks, and about my ability to run in my cute pink shoes. I worked up a good sweat as I continued to look my best.

		However, it seemed my efforts to look good did not go over so well with the other women on the track that day. I had to put up with three older women taking exception to me, pointing in my direction, snickering and laughing behind my back as they discussed my appearance. They clearly didn't like what they saw.

		But then one of them came up to me, disturbing my workout and making me take my headphones off so I could hear her. "Why do you have to turn yourself into a plastic doll?"

		"I don't understand what you're talking about," I retorted indignantly. "I'm just exercising."

		She rolled her eyes and scoffed. "It's women like you, playing to men's fantasies, that hurt everything the feminist movement has worked for all these years."

		I didn't know what to say at first. But I opened my mouth and spoke whatever came to mind. "I don't need feminism because I'm pretty."

		The woman snarled. "Just like every brainwashed idiot I meet." But she walked away before I could come up with a comeback. Instead I returned to my routine, ignoring the stares of the judgmental old hags. Not that they were that old. But with my looks and youthful beauty, that was what I wanted to focus on. I was young and hot and I loved sex. It was as simple as that.

		As I rounded the final corner on the track, my music started pumping a new song. I couldn't help but dance as I circled the oval track. It was fun and energetic, just what I needed. And I was all smiles as the last leg of my workout drew to a close.

		As I strolled across the grass field separating the track from the sidewalk on the way home, I licked my lips, tasting the salt from my sweat. However, just licking them felt different than it ever had before. They felt fuller and plumper than usual.

		I pulled out my phone and brought up the front facing camera so I could look at myself. Sure enough, my lips appeared thicker and poutier than before I started my workout. And just the sight of them, looking so swollen and perfect for wrapping around a cock, made me think of Thor and all the amazing things we could do.

		I gasped as an idea entered my head. A wicked smile crossed my lips as I realized I could give my boyfriend a little treat when I returned home. I'd already gotten him off twice today. But that man was a beast and I was sure he had the stamina for more. After all, that was why I loved him.

		With purpose, I hurried back home, excited to get started with my little plan. It was going to be fun. And I knew Thor would love it, with me on my knees and my lips stretched wide around his thick cock as I deepthroated him. But I hoped that we would eventually end up in bed for yet another round of amazing sex. I doubted I would be satisfied until he exploded deep inside me again.

		Returning to the house, I rushed past my friends and upstairs. I heard Ashanti call out after me. I was pretty sure it was a compliment, something about my hair or my outfit. I was vaguely aware that Eli was there, too. But I wasn't thinking about them. I was thinking about Thor and his cock. That was what mattered most.

		I slipped into my bedroom and shut the door behind me, locking it so I didn't risk any interruptions. Then, stripping out of my clothing and tossing it all aside without caring where it fell, I sauntered over to the vanity to take another look at myself and prepare.

		It was interesting to see my breasts appear even bigger than when I left. They were nice and firm, and I found myself reaching up and cupping the undersides of them, imagining myself presenting them to Thor, feeding his cock between them as he slid back and forth, using my big tits to get himself off.

		And then I caught myself staring at my lips in the mirror, unable to ignore how they looked as big as they felt. They not only had more volume and surface area, but more projection as well. They were made to suck cock. I was certain of it. I pursed my lips together, blowing myself a kiss in the mirror as I envisioned the type of pleasure I could offer to Thor.

		But with bigger lips and certain there would be a blowjob in Thor's future, I picked out a pink lipstick, one that would give my lips a glossy shine in addition to such a beautiful color. With the way I felt my mouth salivating more and more with each passing moment, I had no doubt Thor would be pleased with me, even though I couldn't remember ever actually giving a blowjob before.

		It was a lot like the cheerleading. I couldn't remember doing it, but I knew in my bones that I had been a cheerleader. I knew it the same way that I knew how to make Thor explode with a few bobs of my head. I couldn't be sure whether I was experienced at this, but my instincts told me I could easily be a pro.

		With my lipstick perfect and my hair still tied up from my workout, I pulled on a small robe. It didn't really do much to cover me. It was so thin it was practically transparent. And it was short, really only falling down past the bottom curve of my ass. But it was all I needed. Nobody would see me from the hallway. And I would let Thor peel the fabric from me as I presented myself to him. And after I finished blowing him, we could take a shower together and he could fuck me properly again.

		Steeling myself with my plan fully formed, I left my room, searching for my boyfriend. Thor wasn't in his room. So I continued on, finding him in the kitchen, eating a bowl of cereal, his football on the table next to him. It didn't matter that it was late afternoon and that there was still plenty of food available for us.

		"Hi, baby," I greeted Thor with a sexy smile and a seductive sway of my hips.

		"Hey, babe," he responded as he continued to eat.

		I wrapped my arms around him from behind and hugged him tightly. "Did you miss me?"

		He smirked mischievously. "Of course I did."

		I giggled and nuzzled the side of his neck, relishing in the scent of his cologne. He smelled so manly, and the aroma of his masculinity sent my heart aflutter. "I'm glad, baby," I whispered softly. "You looked so sexy when I left. Did you stay hard after I went to the track?"

		Thor laughed as he swallowed his most recent bite. "I got hard again quickly."

		That made me happy. I wanted to make him hard again, too. So I planted a soft kiss on the side of his neck before pulling away and releasing him from my embrace. "Would you like to go somewhere more comfortable so you can relax after your day of working so hard?"

		"I'm good right here," he answered without turning around to look at me.

		My jaw nearly dropped at his response. Didn't he want to get off? Wasn't that why he'd fucked me earlier? For some reason, that surprised me. "But... I wanted to be with you. In private. With you relaxed while I take care of you, with my mouth."

		"I'm relaxing here," Thor repeated, ignoring my implications.

		I pouted, not understanding why Thor refused to pick up what I was putting down. Or was I coming across as too subtle? Men were supposed to be strong, dominant, assertive people who took charge. Surely Thor could read the signals I was giving off.

		"But, baby, I really want you again," I said, whining slightly.

		Now Thor turned in his seat to regard me, looking me up and down, appreciating the thin robe clinging tightly to my body. "I want you again, too, babe. But I don't feel like going upstairs again yet. I like my cereal. Why don't you just do it here?"

		This time I did allow my jaw to drop. Had Thor really suggested such a thing? What if one of our friends walked in on us? What would they think of us then? I knew the house affected my behavior, all of our behavior, but I had my doubts about giving Thor a blowjob right here in the kitchen.

		"Are you serious, baby?" I asked skeptically.

		But Thor shrugged and went back to his cereal. "Yeah, just get me off. You're my hot girlfriend. I don't mind anyone knowing that you're good to me." He flashed me another grin as he scooped up another spoonful. "Besides, you were a cheerleader. Isn't this sort of thing supposed to be normal for girls like you?"

		I squirmed uncomfortably as I considered what he'd said. I didn't know how to respond. Part of me didn't believe my boyfriend would truly allow me to service him so blatantly. But there was another part of me, the growing, more dominant part of me, that craved being his personal slut, fully submissive to his whims. And I knew it was the same growing dominance within my boyfriend that made him so attractive to me. He was taking charge. And it wasn't my place to argue with him. If he wanted me to blow him, then I was going to do it.

		So I dropped to my knees and crawled beneath the table. It would at least provide me some modicum of privacy. Not that it was comfortable. It was actually pretty cramped, with my head almost hitting the underside of the table. But I did what I needed to for my man.

		Reaching up, I gripped the waistband of Thor's shorts, pulling them down as far as I could, just past his knees. His hard cock bobbed freely, waiting for me to begin servicing it. I reached out and grabbed hold of the base, feeling the heat of his shaft in my hand. And with a tilt of my head, I leaned in toward the crown and wrapped my lips around it, finally getting to experience sucking a cock with my newly improved lips.

		"Mmm," Thor hummed contentedly as my lips sank lower.

		I wasn't used to the taste of dick in my mouth, but it wasn't bad. It was actually kind of delicious, or at least satisfying to know that I was doing a good job for my man. But his initial satisfaction only served to encourage me to keep going and attempt to take more of his length in my mouth.

		Slowly, I lowered myself along his cock. My mouth opened wider than ever before to accommodate his size, and with each subsequent bob of my head, I was able to go further than before, sliding him deeper. Before I knew it, his tip was tickling the back of my throat.

		"Fuck yes," Thor groaned as I continued to suck him off.

		It was definitely strange to give a blowjob. It was the sort of thing that the old me would probably have been ashamed of, but now I was on my knees, in the kitchen, worshiping my man's cock while he enjoyed a bowl of cereal. There was nothing wrong with that. Except maybe getting caught.

		I felt Thor shift above me. "Come on in, man," Thor greeted someone.

		My heart raced at the sound of footsteps on the linoleum floor. I was under the table, blowing my boyfriend, and now another person had entered the room. My first impulse was to pull off of his cock and flee for a more appropriate venue for such a sexual act. However, I quickly reminded myself of my place in the order of things, and that it was better to please a man by giving him a blowjob when he asked.

		Still, the temptation was there to end this before anybody else learned of my depraved state. But instead, I closed my eyes and kept going.

		"Dude," Thor said to the unknown visitor.

		"Don't mind me." It was Eli, or at least someone who sounded a lot like Eli. We were all changing and he didn't sound quite so nerdy anymore. "I was just getting a drink."

		Thor chuckled. "You know where to find them. But while you're up, could you grab me a beer. I'm a bit indisposed at the moment."

		Eli laughed loudly. "Oh really? Seems like the house is working its magic. I should have guessed."

		That piqued my curiosity, wondering exactly what Eli meant, especially with the emphasis he placed on those words. The house was clearly working its magic on all of us. And from what I was seeing, everyone seemed more like stereotypes of themselves rather than complex, nuanced individuals. Thor was a classic jock, which I now found super sexy. Eli seemed less of an introvert and more extroverted.

		"Fuck, Brit is awesome," Thor said and I beamed at the compliment. "Such a sexy bimbo. I thought bitches like her were boring before, but everything's different now."

		I kept sucking as I listened to Thor and Eli talk about me. There was nothing offensive about him calling me a bimbo. In fact, I found it reassuring and flattering, that my boyfriend saw me as a blonde bombshell and a fantastic lover. I was proud that I could satisfy him as much as I did, and I was glad he recognized it.

		"When did she start on your dick?" Eli asked, laughing loudly at the imagery.

		"Just started on it before you arrived," Thor explained. "But dude, her lips are so fucking hot. And I've fucked her twice already. I'm loving her tits. They're so fucking round and firm. I thought I liked them soft before, but she's changed my mind. But the real question is if you've fucked Ashanti yet."

		I had expected Eli to deny the accusation. He was a nerd, and I knew those weren't supposed to get laid very often. But when he spoke, I was surprised with his candor, perhaps more shocked than I could ever believe.

		"Yeah, man, I fucked her," he bragged. "And it was good, man. Really good. She's so hot now and her pussy is amazing. She's got her sights set on modeling now, so I offered to manage her. She agreed before even discussing terms. Hot, but dumb. And I like her like that."

		"No shit. Man, I'm jealous."

		"Good things are happening," Eli said as he headed out of the kitchen. "Later, dude."

		I waited for the sounds of Eli's footsteps to recede entirely before pulling off of Thor's cock and catching my breath. "That was close," I sighed.

		Thor laughed heartily, slapping the table above me. "Don't tell me you didn't like having a guy right there talking with me about you while you were blowing me under the table."

		That made my face blush. Because the more he spoke, the more I realized how horny it made me. Having Eli catch me blowing his best friend should have been terrifying. It still should be, except now it sounded exhilarating. I wanted others to see how sexy and skilled I was. I wanted their envy. But most importantly, I wanted to serve.

		And the best way to serve was to dive back down onto Thor's cock. But this time it wasn't enough to let his cock tickle the back of my throat. I needed to take him all the way. My jaw opened wide and I forced myself deeper onto him, willing myself to open up for my boyfriend and swallow him whole.

		The sound of my gagging echoed loudly through the kitchen as I pushed myself to the limits and managed to fit the entirety of his member down my throat. I couldn't breathe, but I didn't choke on him as my nose buried into his crotch.

		"Shit!" he grunted. "You take my cock down your throat like a champ!"

		I remained buried in his lap for several long seconds, letting his thick meat fill my airway completely, struggling to remain focused. And only as I ran out of breath, did I withdraw, coughing and spluttering as spit dribbled out of my mouth and over my chin, leaving me covered in drool. But I didn't stop for more than a couple gasps of breath before sinking back down on Thor's shaft, determined to earn his approval.

		"Damn, babe, you're so good at this," he moaned as I gagged myself on his length repeatedly. "I'm about to cum!"

		My eyes widened at the warning as his dick throbbed in my mouth, unleashing what must have been an epic load. I gulped it all down, swallowing his seed and proving that I was a good bimbo who knew her place. And once he was done, I pulled off, taking a deep breath and smiling with pride.

		"How was that, baby?" I asked as I crawled out from under the table.

		"Great, babe." Thor put his cock away and shifted in his seat, making space for me. "Have a seat."

		I grinned and sat in Thor's lap, straddling him, placing my hands on his shoulders as I smiled at him. I kissed his cheek and snuggled against him, enjoying the closeness between us. But it didn't last long, not with me sitting on top of him.

		"Do you want to fuck me again?" I asked eagerly, kissing the side of his neck.

		"Sure," Thor replied with a smirk. "Give me a second and we'll head upstairs. I think you mentioned a shower earlier."

		There was an electric buzz inside me as I hopped to my feet again and began unzipping my robe, preparing to let it slip off my shoulders and hit the floor so I could stand before Thor in the nude.

		However, our little rendezvous was interrupted as Zach joined us. And it was interesting to see what changes were occurring for him, too. For one, his beard was thicker than before. And there were tattoos on his arm, an ankh and something else that seemed foreign to me.

		"Whoa, baby, you look great!" Zach greeted me, standing on one side of the table while I stood on the other and Thor remained in his chair.

		"Doesn't she?" Thor agreed, checking me out for himself.

		"I love the belly-button piercing, Brit," Zach said with a smirk.

		I blushed again. I'd forgotten about that minor detail. I placed my hand on my belly, covering my exposed jewelry and feeling bashful about it.

		"Lilith would look hot with one, but she's getting into corsets, which probably means it won't work. But I'm hoping she gets a tongue stud, because that would feel awesome while she's blowing me."

		At first, I couldn't believe that Zach had talked about Lilith that way. However, the more I thought about it, the more I realized that was part of their relationship. As his girlfriend, Lilith was supposed to service him in such a manner, just like I serviced Thor.

		"Brit just finished blowing me a minute ago," Thor informed him, seeming amused by the knowledge.

		Zach grinned. "Can't say I blame you. That mouth is looking amazing! I can't say I am bothered by the news on the house. I mean, it kind of sucks not being a musician anymore, but between Lilith and rocking out to some awesome metal music, it's worth it."

		I shook my head slightly, confused about what he was saying. How could he no longer be a musician? He wasn't dead.

		"Oh, it's totally worth it!" Thor laughed. "Brit's tits are amazing. It's a win-win."

		Suddenly the room felt heavy and humid. My breathing increased as a trickle of sweat dripped down from my armpit. Everything felt wrong, even if I couldn't express why.

		"I think I need water," I said softly, unsure of how else to handle this feeling of dread washing over me. It made no sense, but I knew it couldn't be good. It felt dark and scary and like nothing I wanted to face.

		"What was that, babe?" Thor asked as he took a swig from his beer bottle.

		"Water," I said louder and clearer as I stepped away from the table and approached the sink. But as I filled up my glass, my eyes looked out the window, catching a glimpse of something I didn't understand.

		"You alright, Brit?" Zach asked with concern, watching me with uncertainty.

		I tried to explain, but the words stuck in my throat as I continued staring out the window. It was like my brain locked up and wouldn't let me process what I was seeing.

		Because I wasn't looking outside anymore. I was looking at my reflection in the window glass. And that wasn't my reflection. That wasn't me in the window. But it was definitely me that was staring back. It was all so confusing.

		I gasped loudly and I lost control of the glass, dropping it into the sink, shattering as it hit the bottom of the basin.

		"Whoa," Thor said as he jumped up to assist me. "What happened? You okay?"

		But I wasn't paying attention. It was as if my eyes refused to look away from my own face staring back at me. But it wasn't just the change in my appearance that drew my attention. It was my tits.

		"When did these become fake?" I yelled in surprise. "Why are they so big!?"

		But neither Thor nor Zach were fazed by my questions or outbursts. Thor came over and embraced me from behind, hugging me tight while placing a comforting hand on my stomach, comforting me.

		"It's okay," Thor assured me.

		"But... how am I, are we, changing?" I asked, my voice becoming increasingly frantic as I struggled to make sense of what was going on. This wasn't normal. A person didn't just wake up with fake tits. At least, I didn't think they did. It wasn't supposed to be normal. Right?

		"Relax, babe," Thor said calmly. "There's nothing to worry about. It's just the house. It's transforming us into the types of people we're meant to be."

		"That doesn't make sense," I complained, shaking my head. "This can't be right."

		I placed my hands on my breasts, pressing them together as I considered my situation. "I mean, it feels fine. It feels good even. But this just isn't natural."

		"We're just playing roles," Zach explained as he leaned back against the refrigerator, taking in the situation without helping. "And from the looks of things, you seem to be settling in perfectly as a hot blonde bimbo. No complaints here. Those tits are sexy and so are you. Nothing to worry about."

		His comments made me happy inside. They shouldn't. After all, I'd been a feminist once. But I remembered what I'd said to those women at the track. I didn't need feminism because I was pretty. And with Thor and Zach there, that seemed true. But I still couldn't shake the idea that I was forgetting something important. Something that made me the me I was supposed to be.

		"But I'm changing," I said weakly. "Am I really turning into some sort of stereotypical blonde bimbo?"

		Thor laughed. "Pretty much. And you're amazing like this, babe. Everyone can see it." He brushed a strand of loose hair that had fallen out of my ponytail behind my ear. "You don't need to be smart when you have these tits and that body."

		I pouted for a moment, thinking that there was still something I should remember. But I just couldn't figure it out. "Really? So... you really like me better like this? Are you sure?"

		"Absolutely," Thor answered. "And don't forget. I'm turning into a jock. We both get to fulfill our true selves here. Like it says in the article the landlord sent. I get to be the frat boy you deserve. Don't you like that, too? Don't you want me to be strong and manly while I'm pounding your pussy?"

		My jaw dropped. "Yes! Of course! You're so hot like that."

		Thor's confidence and charm infected me, washing away my concerns about my changing body and personality. But more than that, I found my mind going blank again. Instead of worrying about all of the changes I'd experienced, my focus narrowed on one thing. And that was the man I loved. My strong, protective man. The kind of man I deserved, or as the house was changing us, the kind of man I really needed.

		"Now let's get you upstairs," Thor said. "I believe there was something about me fucking you in the shower."

		The prospect of having sex again got me excited. "Let's go! Let's go!" I cheered, bouncing on my toes before racing for the door, pulling Thor along behind me.

		Thor and I managed to sneak upstairs unseen by any of our other friends. I dashed straight into the bathroom, flipping on the taps and adjusting the water temperature before hopping in, inviting my boyfriend to join me.

		"Let's wash off some of that sweat," Thor suggested playfully, grabbing the detachable shower head and using it to rinse off my glistening body. But he quickly focused his efforts on my pussy, cleaning my lady bits and drawing out moans and giggles from me.

		However, that was only a precursor to what he really intended. Once I was thoroughly wet, both inside and out, Thor pushed me up against the shower wall and proceeded to thrust himself into me with one forceful motion from behind, eliciting a gasp from me as his thick shaft reclaimed my eager hole.

		With my palms pressed flat against the wet tile, my face scrunched up as I gritted my teeth from the intensity of him fucking me so hard. His fingers dug into my hips as he pulled back, only to slam forward again and again, plunging deep and stretching me wide to accommodate his girth.

		Wet strands of hair were stuck to my face and chest as my skin slapped together with Thor's, filling the steamy bathroom with erotic sounds as my breasts pushed up against the tile, bouncing wildly from the impact of his body slamming into mine.

		As my excitement and arousal climbed higher and higher, I pushed back against Thor, matching his movements. The result was pure bliss, heightened by Thor reaching around and rubbing my clit with his thumb, adding another layer of pleasure that tipped me over the edge into utter ecstasy.

		A powerful orgasm exploded from me, cascading through my body with every twitch of my muscles and quiver of my feminine core. My cries were loud and shrill as I was overcome by the overwhelming release I'd achieved. This was so much better than going for a jog or dancing to music. It was my new favorite type of exercise, although I knew I could never give up more traditional forms of exercise. Not that it mattered right now, because I had Thor's cock inside of me and we were going to have the best workout of our lives.

		Thor grunted as he fucked me. "I want to hear you scream my name!" he shouted over the roar of the shower spray.

		I nodded and quickly obliged. "Yes! Yes! Yes! Thor! Fuck me! Use me!" I wailed in ecstasy.

		"You're my bimbo cheerleader," he growled as his grip tightened. "Say it!"

		"I'm your bimbo cheerleader!" I squealed. "Fuck me like a bimbo slut!"

		My orgasm began to fade, but that just gave room for the pleasure to build back up again, creating an endless loop of carnal desire. We kept going, never breaking our rhythm or stopping short. Thor was an amazing stud, just as I was the perfect bimbo to satisfy him and all his needs. It was the ultimate feedback loop, constantly building in intensity until it finally burst into orgasmic oblivion.

		"Fuck! Oh fuck!" Thor yelled out as his orgasm grew closer and closer.

		I squeezed down on him, determined to finish him off, eager to give him a monumental orgasm that would show the world just how good of a fuck I truly was. It worked and he roared triumphantly.

		"Yes!" I cried out joyously as he reached his climax, pushing me past mine and causing my juices to squirt out around him. We came together, with him shooting his warm, sticky seed deep inside of me. I shuddered as he claimed me like a piece of meat, filling me with his virile load, painting the insides of my pussy white with his glorious cream.

		But after the last spurt left his shaft, he didn't pull out, at least not immediately. He kept me pinned against the shower tile, using his hands and his cock to keep me where he wanted. I could have tried to escape, but I was having too much fun being submissive to him. He dominated me completely, and I was more than happy to be used however he wanted to use me. I was his bimbo, nothing more, and nothing less.

		After a couple minutes of recovery, Thor pulled out. I pushed out a loud sigh, missing the fullness I'd felt as he kept his cock buried deep inside of me. But as he withdrew, his semen spilled out, dripping onto the floor of the shower and getting washed down the drain, but not before I saw it. It was such a beautiful sight, his essence flowing out of my used hole. I couldn't help but smile and scoop some of it up with a finger for an extra snack.

		Once we recovered, we finally cleaned each other up. Thor focused on the task of washing me, while I focused on worshiping him. My body was amazing, but his was even better, and I enjoyed feeling his muscles beneath my soap slickened palms. I was proud to know that he was my man and that everybody could see just how hot he was and that he was mine. And once we were clean, we finished our shower and toweled off.

		However, when I tried to wrap a towel around me for the return to my room, Thor placed a hand on my bare shoulder, stopping me. "Keep that off," he told me.

		I tilted my head, puzzled. "Don't you want me to get dressed?"

		"No," he answered. "You're sexy, babe. And I want to admire those tits on the way back to your room. They're big enough I can see them from behind now."

		I looked down at my bare tits. They just kept growing. I didn't even notice the added weight. It was as if each moment, no matter the size, my body was used to carrying them around. It was strange to consider. Was there even such a thing as too big when it came to tits? I didn't think so. Bigger was always better.

		"Thank you, baby," I said, appreciating his compliment.

		I dropped the wet towel in the hamper and opened the door, happy to walk through the upstairs hallway in the buff, showing off my sexy body, even if there was no one there to see it. However, there was Eli in his doorway. I paused briefly and posed for him, turning around so he could admire my ass and shapely legs.

		But once the show was over, I stepped into my bedroom and found it looking more like a photo studio than a bedroom. My bed was still there, but it was pushed up against a wall and now had two light stands around it with large flash bulbs pointing toward the middle of the mattress. The lights weren't on, but it was clear my bedroom was set up for a photo shoot.

		I bit my lower lip as I considered this latest development. But I didn't dwell on it for long. I was a bimbo. No one liked me for my brains. They liked me for my body. So I just skipped over to the closet, which was practically overflowing with clothes and shoes, and began searching for something suitable to wear. I figured Thor had at least one more fuck in him before the day ended so I needed to be ready, wearing sexy clothes that turned him on. That was my purpose now and I loved it.
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		When I woke up the next morning, I no longer had any doubts about what the house had done to me or how much I loved it. I was horny and awake and more than eager to start the day with my boyfriend. I woke up in Thor's bed, having fallen asleep in his arms last night after what turned into a sex marathon.

		And given the orgasmic screams that had echoed through the house last night, I wasn't the only one getting my brains fucked out. I'd even heard Ashanti's distinctive voice yelling out as she came while we were going at it. I assumed Eli was fucking her again, since I knew Lilith and Zach were hooking up.

		Whatever the case, we were all happy to go to sleep so we could repeat everything from the day before, continuing to play out our new roles. And for me, that meant dressing like a walking stereotype of a blonde bimbo. Sure, I was an actual blonde, but I wore super tight yoga pants and a crop top, letting my big, fake tits bounce freely as I moved round the house.

		But I couldn't just hang around all day enticing Thor to fuck me. I had a job to do. Apparently I was a cam girl. To be honest, that was about all I figured I could manage with my reduced intelligence. My brain was still there, but the house made me care less about intellectual pursuits and more about looking sexy and sucking cock. But my new life was better for it. No thinking and lots of sexiness. I could do that. It was like I was built for it now.

		When I was done with breakfast, I would need to go upstairs and change into an outfit, something super sexy for all of my followers. Deep down, I knew this was all different, that I hadn't had any online followers yesterday. But I didn't want to think about that. I only wanted to think about how good I looked and felt and how happy I made my man with my looks and ability to swallow every inch of his massive cock.

		Leaving the kitchen after my quick breakfast, I went up to my room. That was my office. The bed wasn't really for sleeping in. It was for posing on. Or, if I could persuade Thor to join me on cam, it was for getting fucked in. Either worked for me.

		Sitting down in front of my camera, I brought up the screen so I could check myself out in the mirror, wanting to make sure my hair and makeup were perfect. For this scene, I wore a tiny pink bikini, which included a bottom that was basically nothing more than a triangle of fabric to cover my pussy, with strings tied around the sides of my waist, leaving my ass entirely exposed. Then the top was barely functional with tiny triangles that covered my nipples and little more. Cleavage, under boob, side boob, I was showing it all.

		It was hot. I was hot. There was no doubt about that. And I loved my job. I could be my brainless bimbo self while making lots of guys on the internet happy and horny. And when I was done, Thor would be there to fuck me properly. And I needed him to fuck me. It was all I desired, because I existed for cock, my own boyfriend's specifically, but cock in general was my purpose.

		Then I started my livestream, already getting numerous comments on my appearance. "Hello, boys," I said in greeting. I could already tell this would be a lucrative session and one that would make me extra horny. But that was as it should be. This was who I was now. And I loved every moment of it. I was so glad the house turned me into a bimbo. This was my true self and I believed that with all of my soul.
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