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		Introduction

		

		Transformative Ink is the culmination of a commissioned story I wrote. The retail version does not include any potential revisions the commissioner asked for after receiving their copy of the story.

		If you are interested in having a story commissioned, feel free to contact me and we can discuss your idea and its feasibility and the cost. I can be reached via email at author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com.

		~Sadie
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		“O uch, that hurts,” Jessica cried out as she sat in the chair, held down by her two friends.

		“You wanted this, remember,” Amy quietly said in Jessica’s ear as she and Sara held down Jessica’s leg to keep her from moving.

		“We all did,” Sara added as the tattoo artist continued to work on Jessica’s tattoo.

		“But it hurts,” Jessica whined. Of the trio of friends, she always found something to whine about. Admittedly, whining about the pain of getting a tattoo was normal, but it made little sense, considering getting similar tattoos had actually been Jessica’s idea in the first place.

		“And yours is the smallest of the three,” Amy added as she looked down at the size of the bandage on Sara’s ankle. It stretched upward, rising to almost halfway up her lower leg.

		The plan had been simple. After a year where the closest they had been able to be to each other was seeing each other’s smiling faces on video chat, they were finally able to reunite in person and celebrate their friendship properly. And in this case, celebration meant getting tattoos together and then spending a long weekend at a beach resort. It seemed like a perfect plan.

		Amy and Sara had already gone under the needle. They each sported a gauze bandage on their left ankle. Sara had been the first to go, getting a motorcycle boot to commemorate her love of motorcycles. She used to ride all the time until someone crashed into her bike while it was parked, totaling it. She had yet to replace it, but was saving up her money to do so.

		While Amy’s new tattoo was smaller than Sara’s, it was much more iconic. She had always wanted to get the winged track shoe on her foot or ankle. She had always embraced being an athlete, playing multiple sports every year in high school, then playing every intramural sport she could in college after she had failed to make the cut for the track team. She just was not fast enough. Even now, after college, Amy took part in every recreational sports league she could, whether that was softball, ultimate frisbee, or even kickball. Although the past year had been rough on team sports leagues. Amy had spent a lot of her active time running, almost returning to the fitness level she had in college.

		Jessica continued to whine, wincing incessantly. Her tattoo was of a flip flop, a sandal representing her love of the beach. She loved the idea of laying out in the shade of a large umbrella and listening to the waves roar. It was one of the few times when she could not find anything to complain about. And despite preferring to wear a bikini to the beach, she even managed to forget the extra weight she had put on in recent years. She hated it, but once she heard the crashing waves of the ocean, all else was forgotten.

		“I really hate you two right now,” Jessica complained through gritted teeth.

		“No, you don’t,” Amy countered. She had long been the defect leader of the group. Her experience in sports had boosted her leadership. If the three friends were a team, Amy was the captain, always pushing the group to do more.

		However, it had been Jessica who had suggested the idea of getting matching tattoos. After that, Amy had done the planning. She was too particular about what tattoos might grace her body and even then she was skeptical. The winged track shoe had been high on her list, but she also knew her friends would not agree to get something identical to her. That was where the shoe representing each woman’s personal interests came in. Amy could get her winged track shoe, Jessica chose a beach sandal, and following along, Sara chose a motorcycle boot.

		“There, all done,” the tattoo artist announced.

		Jessica’s body remained tense as she waited for more, not paying attention to the man working the tattoo gun. Her eyes were squeezed shut, afraid to even look. However, when Amy and Sara pulled back, giving Jessica the chance to move her leg again, she cautiously opened an eye.

		Her ankle was red from where the tattoo had been applied. But her chance to see her new ink was shortly removed as the artist covered the tattoo in a gauze bandage and taped it down.

		“These need to stay on for at least 12 hours,” the artist explained. “There may be some itching, but don’t scratch. It’s important to let the tattoo heal on its own. It won’t be long until everything is right as rain. It will feel better and I’m sure you will all feel better as well. I’ll make sure you all get instruction sheets before you leave. In the meantime, you can have the room for a few minutes. I don’t have another client for a while.”

		The artist walked out of the room, closing the door behind him, leaving the three friends alone.

		“See, that wasn’t so bad,” Amy said.

		“I guess not,” Jessica said. “But what was that about itching? I didn’t sign up for that.”

		“It’s too late,” Sara answered. “It’s just part of the healing process.”

		“And I’m sure they’ll look great on our trip. A weekend at Trinity Beach is just what we need to celebrate our friendship.”

		“I guess you’re right,” Jessica finally said, no longer having anything to complain about.

		“Besides, I bet there will be guys lining up to talk to you after they see your sandal tattoo,” Amy added. One of Jessica’s frequent complaints was her inability to find men who were willing to talk to her. Sure, plenty of men would have been willing to have sex with her, but she wanted more than just a physical relationship. She wanted a man she could talk to.

		“One can hope,” Jessica said, appreciating Amy’s ability to boost her morale. Amy not only pulled her friends along with her, but she pushed them to be better versions of themselves. It was hard to stay angry at her and it was even harder to find fault with her.

		The three women took their time getting ready to leave. They donned their jackets, all of them looking forward to the warm sun and good weather at Trinity Beach. They could not have asked for better predicted weather. It was going to be a perfect trip. They were all certain of it.

		“Ladies, it’s been a pleasure,” the tattoo artist said as they collectively left the back room. The lobby was empty and he stood there holding out three copies of an instruction list on how to care for the tattoos they had just gotten. “And you’re all paid up, so you’re free to go. Enjoy your trip and come back to Transformative Ink anytime.”

		The three women gave their thanks and said their adieus before leaving the tattoo shop. They had one night before they were in paradise.
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		“U gh, my tattoo itches,” Jessica complained the following morning as they arrived at Trinity Beach.

		The plan had been to leave early in the morning so they could arrive at their destination in time for lunch. It was Jessica who derailed that plan. Sara had been ready, on Amy’s order, as had Amy, who was almost always punctual. It was Jessica who had been the late riser.

		“I’m tired,” she had complained when Amy and Sara showed up in her bedroom. Jessica had left her back door unlocked, making it easy for them to enter. Amy wore her dirty blonde hair in a ponytail, as she almost always did. She always looked like she was about to go for a workout, even when she was wearing non-athletic clothes. Sara’s short black hair matched the leather jacket she wore, a part of her riding leather. Even though she no longer had a bike to ride, she still liked to wear her jacket.

		“You can sleep in the car,” Amy countered, poking Jessica in the back. “Now get up.”

		“Come on Jess,” Sara added. “We’re already behind schedule.”

		“No one should ever get up before eight,” Jessica whined as she tried to cover her ears with her pillow.

		“Well, it’s officially after eight, so it’s safe to say you can get up now,” Amy said. A moment later she grabbed the corner of Jessica’s covers and yanked them back with all her strength. Her musculature was not as good as it had been a year ago after spending a season playing softball. With just running to keep her fit, she had lost some of her upper body strength.

		“No,” Jessica cried out as she curled up into a ball on her bed to avoid the morning chill.

		It was only after Sara turned on the shower in Jessica’s bathroom that the sleepy friend started her day. She immediately jumped in the shower, leaving Amy and Sara to wait.

		The delay on the day meant the trio did not eat lunch at Trinity Beach as planned, but instead along the way, buying lunch from a gas station on their route. But at least they had finally made it to their destination. The sun was shining and everything seemed perfectly splendid. Except, of course, for the itching tattoos. They all felt them, although only Jessica actually complained about it.

		They pulled up to the main resort building in Amy’s small car. The choice of using her car was one of necessity, despite its small size. Sara had sold her car when she got her bike. Now that she was without a bike, she had no vehicular transportation of her own. Jessica had a car, but it was on its last legs. None of them trusted it to get them to Trinity Beach and back in one piece. That left them with Amy’s car, which they were crammed into. Jessica had been forced to sit in the back, along with an adjacent load of luggage. It was her penance for holding them up and leaving town so late.

		“It feels good to get out of the car,” Amy said as she stretched, waiting for Sara and Jessica to join her in the open air. “Feel the warm salt air. It feels invigorating.”

		“Should we go inside to check in?” Sara asked.

		“Come on,” Amy said. “We should all go in. They may want to see all our IDs.”

		“What do you mean you lost our reservation?” Amy said less than a minute later.

		“I’m sorry, ma’am, but it seems one of our staff erased your reservation,” the resort receptionist explained. “You have your reservation notice there, so I know you reserved a room. Unfortunately we are all sold out on those rooms right now.”

		“So what are we supposed to do?” Jessica cut in as Sara paced back and forth in the lobby.

		“Let me talk to my manager,” the receptionist said before walking into the backroom, leaving the trio alone.

		“Are we going to have to go home?” Sara asked meekly. Despite her appearance, Sara had never been someone who handled disappointment well. It was only when she was riding a motorcycle that she felt at home and properly confident. The rest of the time she naturally acquiesced to others, especially Amy.

		“I’m sure it will be fine,” Amy said, trying to encourage her friends.

		“They’ll probably make us pay for another room,” Jessica lamented. “It’s probably just a big scam to get us to shell out more money.”

		“Relax, both of you,” Amy said, trying to keep calm herself. She had some of the same doubts her friends had expressed. The only difference was she knew not to give them voice. She acknowledged them and then moved on, knowing there was more to the story than met the eye. There always was. It was a skill she had developed playing sports and acting as various team captains.

		“I’m sorry about the wait,” the receptionist said, returning to her post behind the desk. “I just needed to clarify a few things with my manager, but I think I have a solution that will satisfy you.”

		Amy stood at the desk with Jessica and Sara hovering just behind her, excited about what had just come to pass.

		“We had a disgruntled employee who got passed over for a promotion,” the receptionist continued. “He caused havoc in our computer systems before he was let go. We’re still recovering. But that doesn’t matter to you. What does, however, is I have been authorized to upgrade your reservation to a villa a little ways down the beach. You will get a much larger space to enjoy your stay in and it is right on the beach.”

		“Wow,” Jessica said, her eyes wide in surprise. Sara was equally surprised, but she said nothing.

		Amy smiled. “Thank you. That is very kind of you.”

		“Not a problem,” the receptionist said. “I’m happy to help. Since there’s three of you, I’ll make sure you each have a key card and I’ll make one more, just in case. You’d be surprised how many keycards we find sticking out of the sand. It’s better to have an extra than make you come back up to the resort here.”

		The trio of friends signed the necessary paperwork and were soon navigating the back roads of the resort toward their villa. None of them had ever experienced anything quite so fancy before. However, they were all going to enjoy it. They had no idea when something like this might happen to them again. They did not want to waste the opportunity.
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		After spending a good part of the day in Amy’s cramped little car, none of the women were jumping to get out too much, especially once they found themselves standing in a beautiful three-bedroom villa that overlooked the beach and the ocean. Even Amy, who had planned to go for a run after they arrived, could only manage a halfhearted walk down to the ocean and back. It was a beautiful day, but it was simply too nice back at the villa, with the main room that opened up onto a large covered veranda that looked out toward the waves.

		However, as nice as it was in the villa, the three women quickly found themselves itching for something to do. Their tattoos were itching fiercely, making it difficult to properly enjoy themselves.

		“As annoying as this is right now,” Amy said as they sat out on the veranda, “the guy did good work.”

		“I love my sandal,” Jessica said. “It makes me think of the beach.”

		“I can’t wait to actually lace up my boots and go for a ride.”

		“You’re still planning to do that right?” Amy asked.

		“Tomorrow,” Sara answered. “There’s a place nearby that rents scooters and such, but I called and they have a couple proper bikes too. I’m gonna take one of those out and ride down the coast a little ways.”

		“I just want to lay out on the beach tomorrow,” Jessica said. “If I need to rent an umbrella, I’ll do that. I don’t need to actually sit in the sun. I just want to relax on the beach and listen to those waves crash against the shore.”

		“I’m looking forward to some beach running,” Amy said, adding her plans to the mix. “And if I’m lucky, I’ll get to jump into a beach volleyball game. I’ve only ever played on hard courts before.”

		“But what should we do now?” Jessica whined. “That’s all stuff we’re going to do tomorrow. But we’re here now, together. We should do something together.”

		Admittedly, none of them had planned for this eventuality. They had all thought they would just sit around and talk and enjoy the view, but they had not accounted for them all needing to distract themselves from their fresh tattoos.

		“I’ve got a deck of cards,” Sara finally offered up. “We can play a game.”

		Soon the three friends had converged around a small table as they started to play an Uno-like game with the deck of cards. As they did, they continued to chat and laugh, fully enjoying themselves and the ability to finally be together again.

		However, as the trio played their game, their tattoos began to shift and change. It was as if the ink was still fluid, shifting and flowing across their skin.

		Jessica’s yellow sandal slowly changed shape, gaining a heel as it turned into a high-heeled wedge sandal with a cork sole. It was not the type of shoe Jessica normally would have worn. She rarely wore heels at all. They always made her feel clumsy and off-balance. Yet, despite the change in the shoe on her ankle, it still looked like something that someone might wear to the beach. The wedge heel would make it much easier to walk in sand, which any time spent on the beach would require.

		Likewise, Sara’s motorcycle boot began to grow a heel as well. The steel-toed tip remained, but the book lost its flat heel and heavy duty straps. Instead, a stiletto heel formed at the back of the shoe and the straps turned into bright buckles that provided more style than function. Sara would never have considered riding a motorcycle in heels, but even she would have been impressed with how stylish they looked.

		For Amy, however, there was no added heel. The wing on her winged track shoe slowly shrank as the shoe itself repositioned itself on her ankle. Even the color changed from the black ink the artist originally used to a pink ink. By the time the wing had disappeared entirely, the shoe had transformed into a cute little trainer that saw its wearer walking on her toes.

		None of the women noticed the change in their tattoos as they played their game. They were enjoying themselves too much. A year without this kind of contact had been hard on all of them and they were now making up for lost time.

		And as the sun began to set over the ocean, the three friends failed to spot another change, this time in their hair. It was easy to miss. The fading sunlight, replaced by the artificial light from the ceiling lights, made it difficult to notice the slight hair color variations that they began to sport.

		Jessica, always having been a brunette, had hair that began to darken, turning almost black in places. In other places, her hair turned a gentle shade of red. It was far bolder than anything she had sported before. Jessica had tried dying her hair once in college, but it had not gone well. She had thought blue would be fun, an idea she had to support the football team with one of the school colors. But between the hair dying process and the football game, she had gone swimming in a chlorinated pool. Her hair turned green, instead, the color of the opposing team. She skipped that week’s football game.

		Meanwhile, Sara’s dark hair began to soften in its color, lightening from the almost raven hair she had always sported to a more luscious chestnut brown, with a silkiness that looked like it had come straight out of a shampoo commercial. It even lengthened, forcing Sara to keep using her loose hair behind her ears to keep it from getting in her face.

		“Do you need a hair tie?” Amy asked, only noticing Sara’s trouble with keeping her hair out of her face, and not paying any attention to the fact it was lighter and now longer. Amy always kept an extra hair tie on her wrist, just in case the one she was wearing broke. She had been caught in the middle of a run once after her hair tie broke and without a spare. Running home with her hair flowing behind her was an experience she did not want to repeat and had become fastidious in always carrying extra hair ties with her wherever she went, regardless of the occasion. It was pure habit now.

		“I’m fine,” Sara responded. “I guess it’s been a while since my last haircut.”

		Amy did not say anything more. She always stayed out of her friend’s styles. It was not her place. After all, she spent so much time in workout clothes already, that had essentially become her style. She owned more sports bras than regular bras.

		But Amy was not spared from the shifting hair color. Her dirty blonde hair lightened and lightened until it was nearly white. Only the least amount of yellow color remained to maintain the fact she had blonde hair. It was a color that Amy would have hated had she realized it now adorned her head. She had met many women who bleached their hair as light as possible and they had always stood out to her as vapid and useless.

		When Amy had encountered them at the gym or through the various sports teams she played on, she was always left with one of two impressions. They were either always taking selfies of themselves, focused more on how they looked than on what they were doing or they were unwilling to actually do anything for fear of breaking a nail or some such thing. When it came to sports, if they were filling in for an absent player, Amy was usually left wishing their spot went empty as the women replacements were less than useless. They actually impeded the team’s success.

		However, none of that mattered as the trio played cards late into the evening. They only paused to grab snacks from the minibar. Sure, they were overpriced, but anything more substantial would require a call for room service or a trip back to the main resort for a sit down dinner. This was much simpler.

		“Do you think I’ll meet a guy on this trip?” Jessica pondered as Amy neared winning their latest game.

		“If you do, he better not get in the way of us,” Sara answered. “I don’t want our trio turning into a quartet all of a sudden.”

		“What would be the problem with that?” Jessica asked. “Don’t be shy just because I find a boyfriend.”

		“Jess,” Amy interjected. “If you find a guy, great. But don’t make the rest of us spend time with him. Okay? We’re here for us. Guys can wait until after we leave.”

		“I suppose,” Jessica said. “I don’t know what it is, but I feel like I’m really missing a man in my life right now.”

		“Look, we’ve all been lonely,” Amy said. “On top of not being able to hang out for this last year as a group, none of us have been able to meet up with prospective men. It’s like this whole last year had been a black hole where relationships and friendships are concerned. But at least we’re making sure our friendship is strong. That’s why we’re here. And after this, then we can start thinking about men.”

		“This weekend, it’s sisters before misters,” Sara added. “If a guy ends up in the picture, you take care of that on your own time. I guess that would mean you’d have to give up your beach time tomorrow for that.”

		Jessica pouted, not liking the idea of giving up her beach time for anything, even a man. Her whole reason for coming on this trip, beyond hanging out with her best friends, was to sit on the beach and enjoy the sound of the crashing waves. She would have to be really lucky to snag a man doing that.

		“I win,” Amy said, breaking up their conversation.

		“Again,” Sara said. “I don’t know how you’re so good at this game. Shouldn’t it be fairly random, based on the cards you get. I know you’re not cheating. There’s no place to hide cards on you.”

		Amy shrugged her shoulder. “I’m just lucky, I guess.”

		“Well, I’m done playing,” Sara said as she stood up and stretched, once again pushing her long hair behind her ears. “I’ve got a long ride tomorrow, so I should get some sleep.”

		“I’m gonna sit out and listen to the waves some more,” Jessica said. “But you two can head to bed. We have our own rooms, so it’s not like we’ll be disturbing each other.”

		“Too true,” Amy said. “All right. Good night.”
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		Jessica woke up the next morning to the sounds of waves crashing. She laid there, rubbing sleep from her eyes, feeling the cool morning breeze blow through her hair.

		“What happened?” she asked as she tried to place herself. She was not in her bed at home. That much was clear.

		Laying there, looking out at the beach from the veranda, the events of the previous day finally returned to her. She felt embarrassed about falling asleep out on the deck, but the sounds of the ocean had made it too peaceful to avoid. And luckily, despite the cool air coming in off the ocean now, she had managed to stay warm through the night. Trinity Beach was certainly a special place.

		Jessica slowly picked herself up and stumbled into the villa. As nice as it had been to sleep outside, her body felt stiff. Then again, that could have been because of the long car ride in Amy’s cramped little car.

		“Hello?” Jessica called out quietly as she walked through the villa. She wanted to be loud enough to get someone’s attention, but quiet enough not to wake anyone if they were still sleeping. However, her call went unanswered. Seeing the open doors to Amy and Sara’s bedrooms, she had to assume that they had already been up and left.

		Jessica shrugged her shoulders as she realized she now had the whole day to herself to do whatever she wanted to do. And namely, that meant lying out on the beach and relaxing. Her friends would return eventually. As much as they all wanted to spend time together, they each had their own desires while they were at Trinity Beach. It was perfectly acceptable to spend some time apart. And Jessica knew she was the only one interested in spending time relaxing on the beach.

		Not that she was about to just walk out onto the beach in her current condition. Her clothes looked like they had been slept in and she had bed head.

		“Breakfast first,” Jessica told herself as she saw the two trays left behind on the dining table. It seemed both Amy and Sara had ended up ordering room service. And if they had done it, there was no way Jessica was going to hold herself back.

		“Oatmeal and a bowl of fresh fruit,” Jessica ordered over the phone. All she had needed to do was provide her room number. The pancakes had looked appetizing, but she ended up choosing a slightly healthier option. Jessica was beginning to get concerned about the extra weight she carried around with her. Not that it was going to stop her from wearing a bikini on the beach, but she knew a healthier diet would do her good. And she did not need all the sugar from the maple syrup.

		Unfortunately, being so far down the beach from the main part of the resort, Jessica’s food would be delayed. There was no getting around it. But, that gave Jessica time to hop in the shower and start her day.

		“Those little bitches,” Jessica said as she got a look at her hair for the first time since it had changed color. She had no idea how Amy and Sara had managed to dye her hair overnight, but it was impressive work. Then again, it was payback for all those times she had written on their faces with a sharpie when they were asleep or had passed out drunk.

		“Maybe it will wash out,” Jessica shrugged as she stepped into the shower.

		However, the hot spray had the opposite effect. Rather than wash out the supposed hair dye, the colors in her hair grew more and more bold. When she stepped out, she sported deep rich black hair, hanging down to the middle of her back. The red highlights had grown brighter, becoming fire engine red in color. It was not a look Jessica was used to seeing when she next looked in the mirror. She did not look like the classic beach babe that she sometimes pretended to be. Then again, she had never been a real beach babe, even if she had always desired it.

		“I don’t get it, but there’s nothing I can do about it now,” Jessica told her reflection. “But if I find out how they did this, I’ll get them back.”

		As Jessica sorted through her suitcase, looking for something to wear, she smiled. No, she had not just packed bikinis, but they comprised much of what she had brought. After all, if she was going to spend a long weekend at the beach, she wanted to be prepared for whatever happened, especially if it meant lounging on the beach in the shade, pretending to work on her tan.

		“Maybe the food delivery guy will be hot,” Jessica said to herself as she slipped into a wet look black bikini. She liked it because it made it seem like she had just been in the water, even if she had never gone near it. Jessica had every intention of answering the door just wearing the bikini.

		And at just that moment the doorbell rang, telling Jessica that her timing was perfect.

		“Room service,” called out a woman who stood on the front porch of the villa holding a tray.

		“Not a man,” Jessica said to herself as she looked through the peephole. She considered pulling on something more, but her stomach rumbled and it was not as if she was dressed indecently. She had seen women at resorts like this one dressed far more provocatively. The woman had probably seen it all over the years.

		“Hi,” Jessica said after she opened the door.

		“Room service,” the woman repeated.

		“Here, let me take that,” Jessica said as she grabbed the tray of food and set it on a small table by the door. “And let me get you a tip.”

		“You can add the tip to the bill,” the woman said, holding out a small pad with a receipt. “You just have to sign.”

		“Oh, right, of course,” Jessica said, flustered. The truth was she had never done anything like this before. She had never ordered room service, even though she had always wanted to try it. And even with the added expense, she was eating sooner than if she had hiked up to the main resort to eat at the restaurant.

		Jessica signed the receipt and then carried her tray to the dining table. She sat down, positioning herself so she could look out onto the veranda and toward the beach. It was turning into a beautiful day, one she was excited to spend out on the beach.

		After only snacking the night before, it turned out that Jessica was ravenous. She ate her breakfast quickly, enjoying the perfect consistency of the oatmeal, not too clumpy and not too runny, but also enjoying the sweet fruits in her fruit bowl. The strawberries were especially delicious.

		“I could get used to living like this,” Jessica said as she sat back and looked out toward the beach.

		However, as much as Jessica enjoyed watching the ocean from inside the villa, she knew it would be significantly better out on the beach. She left her food tray behind, confident the maids would collect all three trays when they came to clean the villa. She packed her beach bag, a large tote bag that had a little bit of everything that she would need while laying out. All she would need was an umbrella to keep her in the shade. Tanning had never gone well for Jessica. She would just turn red and burn rather than gain the tan that others could produce.

		Jessica trekked down to the beach and surveyed her shade options. It was early enough in the day where there were not too many people out and about, but late enough where the shady spots were starting to get snatched up. She found herself walking down the beach in the soft sand, looking for an unoccupied umbrella.

		“There’s one,” Jessica said as she spotted a lonely umbrella off by itself, without anyone underneath it. That seemed perfect to her. She did not need the company of other people nearby. It was just herself, alone.

		She set off at a light jog, wanting to make sure no one else snagged the spot before she could get there. Unfortunately, her light jog was more of a waddle, made worse by her flip flops and the soft sand making it more difficult to gain traction. Jessica’s body had never been made for running. She did not have the slight frame and boyish hips that Amy did, even without the extra weight. Not that Jessica minded. Yes, she knew she was overweight, but she did not let that fact bother her. She was far more interested in her overall health than what she looked like. Had she cared about the latter, she would not have worn a bikini on a busy beach.

		Arriving at the umbrella, Jessica set down in the sand and started creating a nest of sorts for herself. She had a beach blanket she spread out, although it was difficult to keep the sand off of it. Still, before she knew it, Jessica was lying down on the beach, listening to the waves as she let her mind clear. This was the life.

		However, Jessica’s moment of bliss was interrupted by a strange heat developing inside her torso. She raised her head up, thinking the sun might be to blame, but her entire body remained in the shade. There was no source of heat that could explain the sensations she felt.

		“Weird,” Jessica said to herself as she tried to put it out of her mind. She lowered her head and closed her eyes again, trying to clear her mind.

		Luckily, Jessica found it easy to empty her mind and just let the sound of waves crashing ricochet off the insides of her skull. It was pleasant and relaxing. She even managed to forget about the heat building inside her.

		However, the heat was only a symptom of something much larger. As Jessica laid there on her beach towel in the shade, her body began to morph and transform. The extra fat that had collected around her belly began to redistribute itself to other parts of her body, especially her hips and ass, as well as her breasts. Without even realizing it, Jessica developed an hourglass figure that would be hard to beat.

		The process took at least an hour. It was an hour in which Jessica seemed to drift in and out of consciousness. Each time she awoke, her body cried out to her that something was different, but her mind was in such a relaxed state, she found it difficult to listen to those cries. Instead, she smiled, enjoying the simplicity of laying out on the beach.

		Unfortunately, the cries of her body grew more and more desperate and they became harder and harder to ignore. Worse, rather than trying to make Jessica aware of the changes to her body, the cries started to call out for another purpose entirely. The heat Jessica had felt at the start moved lower in her body until it reached the junction between her legs. She was growing aroused. Very aroused.

		As Jessica’s new body seemed to settle down into its new state of being, the heat inside of her grew hotter and hotter until she could no longer ignore it.

		“Fuck,” Jessica moaned as she suddenly realized that something was wrong. She raised her head and looked around her, trying to figure out what was happening to her. Jessica was now distinctly aware of her situation. She was horny. However, she knew better than to get herself off on a busy beach such as this one. She looked behind her and spotted the lifeguard shack, a small hut at the top of the beach that could be used to store lifeguard equipment, as well as be used as a break room of sorts. That would not work for Jessica’s needs, however. She needed to either get herself off or figure out a way to cool herself down. And fast.

		Even the villa seemed too far away in Jessica’s current situation. Instead, she found herself looking down toward the water. It was not far away. And all that water, not too warm and not too cool, seemed like the perfect way to douse the flames burning inside of her. If men took cold showers to relieve themselves of their needs, Jessica figured something similar would work for her.

		Pushing herself to her feet, Jessica became more aware of her changing body. The size of her now large tits and her round ass became even more apparent as she tried to jog down the beach to the water’s edge. But the changes to her body mattered little compared to the incessant need of her body. Her pussy was calling out to her, begging to be filled. And while Jessica had no qualms about masturbation or sex, she knew better than to partake in either with so many people around. That was why the cooling effect of the ocean water was so important. Waves or not, Jessica was going for a swim.
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		“T hat’s better,” Jessica moaned as she dove into the water. The waves rolled past her, pushing her back toward the beach, but she willed her body onward, deeper until her tits were mostly submerged.

		The water was cooler than Jessica had anticipated, but that only served to better squelch the fire that had ignited inside of her. However, now that she was up and moving, now that she was listening to her body’s desires and needs, she discovered something else.

		“What the hell happened to me?” Jessica asked herself as she ran her hands across her breasts, down her flanks and then around her ass. She had never had a body like this, even before her weight gain. For the briefest of moments, it seemed as if she had realized why she felt so hot. Her body was hot so of course she would be as well. Not that her explanation would have made much sense. Jessica was simply too overwhelmed by everything that had happened to her.

		Making it all worse, her bikini felt like it was cutting into her skin. The growth she had experienced in her breasts, hips, and ass, had stretched her bikini almost to its breaking point. Luckily, it was easy to adjust, but the need still bothered her. Jessica had never experienced such pronounced growth at any point in her life. She had no idea what had happened to her or why. All she knew was she now sported an hourglass figure.

		“I better fix things before I get out of the water,” Jessica said as she started to untie the sides of her bikini bottoms. Luckily, the water was not so clear that people on the beach could see what she was doing. And those people in the water were far enough away to have their vision obscured as well.

		With the waves still pushing Jessica toward shore and her fighting to stay put, her fingers fumbled with the ties, finally loosening them enough to give her some sense of relief. Although her ass seemed to have grown enough where the bottoms were more like a thong than what they had been before. Not that Jessica could do anything about that. She was stuck with what she had.

		Jessica’s top, however, proved more difficult. After untying the knot behind her neck, she struggled to untie the knot behind her back. She found herself trying to hold herself lower in the water to keep her tits from rising out of the water between swells. It was not easy.

		“Miss,” came a male voice from the shore. “Is everything all right?”

		Jessica looked up and saw one of the lifeguards. He appeared ready to come to her rescue if she needed it. However, the only thing Jessica could think about him was how hot he was. The man sported broad shoulders, strong arms, and washboard abs. All he wore was a pair of shorts, leaving his entire torso bare. It was clear he spent a lot of time in the sun. His dark tan practically glowed in the sun.

		“Everything’s fine,” Jessica called back, suddenly finding her voice to be softer than she remembered it being before. Had that changed too?

		At that same moment, Jessica successfully untied the knot at her back, but she lost her grip and the bikini started to float away. She thrashed in the water, trying to find it, not wanting it to float away. However, as soon as her hands found it and grabbed a hold of it, she suddenly found herself in the shade.

		Jessica looked up to find the lifeguard standing in front of her. Her hands immediately moved to her tits, covering herself. The lifeguard had waded out to check on her.

		Standing there, Jessica felt so small and weak compared to the Adonis that was the lifeguard. She immediately felt the heat in her body once again rise, her arousal peaking at the mere presence of such an attractive man.

		“Can I help you with anything?” the lifeguard asked. “You looked a little like you were struggling.”

		“Sorry,” Jessica said, suddenly finding it difficult to speak. Her lips felt plump and oversized compared to what she was used to. “I was fixing my top and it came off. I didn’t want to flash the whole beach.”

		The lifeguard smiled. “I understand. Thank you for trying to maintain your modesty. I’m sure someone like you struggles with that sometimes.”

		“I… what?” Jessica said, confused. Why would she struggle to maintain modesty? The lifeguard was not making sense.

		“Here, let me help you back onto the beach,” the lifeguard offered. “Once you get your top back on, that is.”

		Jessica found herself doing as he said, her body almost moving on its own accord, completely bypassing her brain. Before she knew it, she had managed to tie her bikini top back on and then let the lifeguard guide her out of the water.

		“I’m Aaron,” the lifeguard said. “Are you sure you’re all right? You seem a little spacey right now.”

		“I’m Jessica,” she responded automatically. Then she realized that this was an opportunity to ask for help. Aaron was someone with authority. He might be able to help her. And it did not hurt that he was so hot. That had to count for something, right?

		“Um, I could actually use your help,” Jessica said as she stepped out of the water and onto the wet sand of the beach. “Something is wrong. I, um, don’t know how to explain it right, but this isn’t how I’m supposed to look.”

		Aaron looked down at Jessica’s body. She felt a pleasurable shiver run up her spine from her pussy to her brain as he checked her out. It was the first time he had actually seen her out of the water and he very much liked what he saw.

		“And how are you supposed to look?” Aaron asked.

		“Well, um,” Jessica said, trying to collect her thoughts. That seemed to be increasingly difficult. However, she knew that she needed help. This was not her. First the hair and now her body. Hell, her pussy now seemed to be screaming at her, craving attention. Aaron’s presence, while possibly helpful, also was not helping matters. Her body knew he had a cock. Her pussy seemed to like the idea of getting a cock inside it. “I was kind of fat before, you see. But then I was laying under an umbrella and I got really hot and then I wasn’t fat anymore.”

		“Hmm,” Aaron said as he pretended to consider Jessica’s explanation. It made no sense. He briefly wondered if there was legitimately something wrong with her, like maybe she was hallucinating or having some sort of mental breakdown, but he convinced himself that was not the case. She was just over-ecstatic. That was the simplest of reasons for her current condition.

		“You don’t believe me,” Jessica said as she stopped.

		Aaron took another long stride forward and then turned around to look at Jessica in all her glory. She really did look good. He found it hard to tell if her tits were natural or fake. Not that it mattered in his mind. If they were real enough to touch, they were real, regardless of their composition. He was not one of those guys who insisted women should be natural. If a woman wanted to get herself a set of implants, he was just going to shut up and enjoy the view. It was not any of his business.

		“I believe that you believe it,” Aaron said, trying to sound comforting. “Why don’t you come up to the lifeguard hut and rest there? I think it will do you some good to get in the shade. And if you still want to after you’ve had a chance to rest, we can call for the resort medical staff. I’m sure they will be able to help you if you think you need it.”

		“Yes, that sounds like a good idea,” Jessica said. “Getting out of the sun would be good.” Admittedly, she was more concerned about burning than actually resting. She had applied sunscreen before all this started, but it was not waterproof. There was a good chance it had washed off during her swim.

		Aaron continued leading Jessica up the beach to the lifeguard hut. It was a small building with a few gaps between the wall and the sand outside. This was not a permanent structure. At least it was not a structure that would last more than 10 years or so. It was a simple enclosed space that provided limited protection from the elements. However, for Jessica’s needs, it was perfect.

		“Here you go,” Aaron said as he held the door open for Jessica to enter. She looked around, finding one wall covered in various flotation devices and other life saving equipment. There were various first aid boxes as well, including a stretcher. The rest of the small hut featured a small plastic table and chairs. They were placed directly on the sand. There was no floor.

		“Thanks,” Jessica said as she took a seat in one of the chairs. She found herself unable to stop from posing for Aaron. Her body did not want to slump. It wanted to be highlighted and admired.

		“So, why don’t you explain everything from the top?” Aaron offered as he sat down next to Jessica.

		“Um, yeah, sure,” Jessica said. “That’s a good idea.”

		Jessica started her story at the beginning, explaining how she and Amy and Sara had all come to Trinity Beach to spend the weekend together now that they were able to. She even mentioned the tattoo on her ankle. From there, it seemed simple to explain to him how first her hair had changed and then the rest of her body had as well.

		“That is quite a sandal,” Aaron mentioned, looking at Jessica’s ankle. “It’s not often you see wedges that tall.”

		“Wait, what?” Jessica said as she looked down to see that Aaron was right. The simple flip flop she had remembered getting only days earlier had transformed into a wedge sandal with a heel high enough to completely change the way she walked.

		Suddenly an image of Jessica wearing just such a sandal filled her mind. She was walking down the beach, just wearing her wedges and her bikini. Her black and red hair blew behind her in the wind. Her lips were thick and pouty, painted to match her hair. Her tits bounced in her barely there bikini with every step. Her hips swayed back and forth, highlighting her ass. She looked hot. She was hot.

		Jessica looked up at Aaron and her arousal spiked again. She could feel her pussy growing wet. As much as she wanted his help, she also wanted something else from him. Or at the very least, her body wanted something from him.

		“That is quite a story,” Aaron said. “It’s almost hard to believe.”

		“But you believe me, right?” Jessica asked, giving him her best puppy dog eyes and pout.

		“Sure I do,” Aaron said with a smirk. “But the question is how to best help you.”

		Aaron reached over and placed his hand on Jessica’s knee. She had been about to ask if Aaron could call for the resort medical staff, but any thought of that seemed to have been zapped out of her mind. All that mattered now was her and Aaron, specifically what Aaron could do to her with his cock.

		“How can I help you, Jessica?” Aaron asked, his demeanor forceful. His question demanded an answer.

		“You could…” Jessica started to say, but trailed off as she lost her train of thought.

		“Tell me Jessica,” Aaron pressed. “How can I help you?”

		“You can fuck me,” she answered quietly, not even sure that was how she was supposed to respond. However, with Aaron’s hand on her leg, which had moved up toward her thigh, she could think of little else. Her only hope was that her mind would work better after giving into her body’s demands. She needed to get fucked. That was the obvious answer to her spiking arousal. And what better way to give into her body than let the hot lifeguard fuck her brains out.

		“I think I like that idea,” Aaron said. “I’m sure a good fuck will make you feel much better.”

		“How…” Jessica started to ask, not entirely sure of what she was trying to say. It could have been that she was asking how Aaron seemed to know what she needed already. It also could have been that she was asking how Aaron wanted to fuck her. However, in the end, it did not matter. Aaron simply stood up and used his impressive strength to pick Jessica up out of her chair and lay her down on her back on top of the table. It was not the sturdiest table, but it would do.

		“Take off your top,” Aaron ordered as his hands started to pull at the sides of Jessica’s bottoms. It only took a few moments before her pussy was bare and glistening in the low light of the hut.

		Jessica did as she was ordered. She pulled at her top until both knots had come free, leaving her completely nude. Her tits were big and perky, but they still featured the natural sag when she was on her back.

		She watched as Aaron removed his shorts. His cock sprang free, causing Jessica to gasp. It was big, both in length and in girth. For the briefest of moments, she wondered how it could ever hope to fit inside of her, but that thought was soon lost to oblivion as she became overwhelmed with her libidinous needs.

		“What do you need?” Aaron asked as he stood before Jessica, her legs already wide. She was eager to accept him inside of her.

		“I need you to fuck me,” Jessica answered, now with more determination.

		“How do you suppose I fuck you?” Aaron asked. “Should I use my fingers, my tongue, or my—“

		“Your cock,” Jessica said desperately. “Fuck me hard with your big, fat cock.”

		“Oh, you mean like this,” Aaron said as he grabbed Jessica by the hips and pushed his cock into her wet and waiting pussy.

		Jessica’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she was inundated with pleasure. She was familiar with sex, but she had never felt anything as raw and animalistic as this before. She let out a long moan as Aaron pushed himself inside of her, burying himself to the hilt. It was a minor miracle that he could fit inside her completely, but that was the nature of Jessica’s transformed body. She could take even the biggest of cocks.

		“Yes,” Jessica moaned as she laid there, her pussy stuffed full of cock. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck my brains out.”

		Aaron was certainly not going to say no to that, so he did exactly what Jessica asked of him. He fucked her hard, pistoning in and out of her pussy with almost reckless abandon. The only thing that kept her from sliding across the table was Aaron’s strong arms holding her hips, making sure she was correctly positioned to receive each and every thrust of his hard shaft.

		However, all that force did little to stop Jessica’s new tits from bouncing and jiggling with each and every thrust. Had she been much bigger, they might have hit her in the face. Her body had been remade and it outwardly it seemed she was fully enjoying herself.

		From Jessica’s perspective, it felt as if each thrust was hitting her mind, pushing thoughts and memories out. She was vaguely aware of what was happening to her. She could feel her mind slipping away. There was a part of her that wanted to hold onto those thoughts and memories, but that part of her faded more and more with each and every thrust. She was left with only the sound of the crashing waves as she was fucked stupid.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Aaron announced as he neared his end.

		“Cum,” Jessica moaned as she felt herself nearing the summit of her arousal. Each thrust filled her up and more and more, bringing her eventual climax ever closer.

		From Aaron’s perspective, he could not tell if Jessica wanted him to cum in her or if she was simply repeating his words. Not that he cared. His only interest was in cumming. If he could do it by also filling Jessica’s pussy with his seed, all the better.

		“Here it comes, slut,” Aaron practically roared as he unloaded inside Jessica.

		Her body convulsed in pleasure as she reached her own orgasm, Aaron’s sticky seed filling her pushing her over the edge into a sea of pure orgasmic bliss. Her vision turned white as her body reveled in the cascading waves of pleasure that spread through her body. It was better than any sex Jessica had ever had before, but she somehow knew that this was now only the beginning.

		“Fuck, you’re a hot piece of ass,” Aaron said as he sat down in one of the chairs, his sock still semi-hard, his chest still heaving from his previous exertion.

		Jessica laid there for several minutes, still recovering herself. Her mind was slow to respond, her thoughts felt like they were swimming upstream in a river of molasses. Deep down she knew she should not be this slow, this dumb, yet she could not find it in herself to remember how she used to be.

		“You really think I’m a hot piece of ass?” Jessica finally asked, liking the idea of being just that. Now that her mind had been so altered, all she had left was her body. It was important that people saw it for what it was, a testament to beauty and sex.

		“Damn straight,” Aaron said with conviction. “Now why don’t you get your little bimbo brain in gear and hop down off that table so you can clean me up with your tongue. And I bet it’s a talented tongue too.”

		“Yes, sir,” Jessica said as she rolled off the table onto her knees. She giggled as she found herself with Aaron’s still impressively large cock directly in front of her face. There had been a time when she never would have sucked off a man she had just met after sex. Then again, she never would have had sex with him like that either. But those times were in the past. Jessica was a bimbo now, and a slut too. How did she know that? Aaron told her so.

		And as Jessica sat there on her knees, she realized she wanted to use her mouth on Aaron’s cock. She wanted to taste their combined juices. She wanted to taste him. She wanted to suck him off like a good little bimbo slut. And that was exactly what she did.
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		When Amy opened her eyes, she found herself in a soft bed with the distant roar of the ocean to calm her. It was a sound she was not yet used to, but one that would eventually turn into background noise. It would be pleasant background noise.

		There were only a few items on Amy’s to do list while she was at Trinity Beach, beyond hanging out with her best friends. There was running, of course, She looked forward to running on the beach, taking in the sights and letting her mind simply float on a wave of endorphins. She looked forward to the chance to experience a runner’s high. Those were always the best runs.

		Beyond running, there was a part of Amy that really wanted to jump into a beach volleyball game. She had played on courts before, but that had been years ago. She had never played on sand it was something she hoped would be available to her on this trip. It did not even matter that Amy would be alone. She could only hope that she would encounter a group wanting to play who was short a person.

		However, before Amy headed off for her run, she knew she needed to eat first. She could not run on a full stomach, but she hated to run on an empty stomach too. It was the hardest part about being an active and sporting person. Food was not only fuel, but it was something that could cause extreme discomfort if consumed too close to exercise.

		“Good morning,” Sara said as Amy walked into the main room of the villa. “Jessica fell asleep out on the veranda. We should probably leave her there until she wakes up. Who knows how late she was up last night.”

		“Thanks for the heads up,” Amy said as she rubbed sleep from her eyes. “And good morning to you too.”

		“I was going to order breakfast,” Sara said. “I realized us being so far away from the resort restaurants is kind of a drag. And those snacks we had last night probably won’t last for long.”

		“Sure,” Amy said. “Something light for me. I was going to go running this morning.”

		“And I’m leaving right after breakfast for my ride. I’ve already arranged for the bike to be delivered here to the villa. I’m hoping everything turns out all right. I’ve never rented a motorcycle before.”

		“I’m sure you’ll have fun. After you order breakfast, you should hop in the shower. I’ll be here when the food arrives.”

		“Thanks. Do you think we should order something for Jessica?”

		Amy looked out the open door and out onto the veranda. She could just make out Jessica’s foot and tattooed ankle. “She looks pretty out of it. Why don’t you order something easy to carry for her? If she wakes up, she can eat it. If not, you can take it on your ride as a snack.”

		“Good thinking,” Sara said as she picked up the phone.

		Amy wandered back into her bedroom to pick out an outfit for the day. She smiled as she opened her suitcase to find her running shoes on top. She had run a lot of fun miles in the shoes, but this was likely to be her last weekend in them. She had specifically chosen these shoes for the trip, knowing they would get filled with sand from running on the beach. In Amy’s experience, sand at the beach was unavoidable. There was no way she could keep her shoes clean so why bother? She had a fresh pair waiting for her back at home.

		Given the fact Jessica had managed to sleep outside all night without getting cold, Amy figured she would not need much in the way of clothing for her run. The sports bra was a given, but she was undecided about whether she would wear something on top of that. The shorts were easier to select, since she had her choice of spandex and spandex. Her only options came in the color. Black was normal, but there was something about the moment that made Amy select purple instead. Maybe it was the fact she was on vacation and knew she could splurge a little with some extra color. And her pink sports bra would definitely go well with her purple shorts, if she cared about such things, which she usually did not.

		The doorbell rang, drawing Amy’s attention away from her selected outfit for the day and toward the door. As she hurried through the villa to answer the door, Amy glanced out toward the veranda to see that Jessica was still sleeping. The doorbell had not woken her.

		Before Amy knew it, the food had arrived and Sara had finished with her shower. Amy was almost surprised to see Sara in her full leather outfit, all ready for her ride. Not that she looked particularly sleek or sexy in her leather getup. The outfit was entirely functional with now consideration for style. If anything, Amy guessed her friend might overheat, but that was not something she was going to mention. Sara was an experienced rider and knew what she was doing.

		“Do you know where you’re going?” Amy asked as they sat down and began to eat.

		“There’s a road that follows the coast for maybe 200 miles,” Sara explained. “I’m not going to drive the whole thing, but there’s a bar or restaurant about halfway or so that I can stop at and use as my turnaround point. And I don’t plan to just ride the whole way straight. I’m sure there will be plenty of places I want to stop and enjoy the view.”

		“That sounds nice,” Amy said. “That’s kind of how I feel about running. Sometimes it’s just nice to get out and explore. That’s kind of what I’ll probably do today. But I won’t cover as much distance or even go for as long. But I could see myself running for an hour or so with some breaks thrown in.”

		“I envy you sometimes,” Sara said. “Did you know that? I know when it comes to bikes I sound put together, but I feel completely shy about everything else. You’re such a good leader. I know we wouldn’t be here right now if it weren’t for you. And there’s no place I’d rather be than here with you and Jessica.”

		“Thanks, Sara,” Amy said as tears nearly formed in the corners of her eyes. “That’s sweet of you to say.”

		“It’s true.”

		The conversation ended when a loud rumble of a motorcycle engine sounded outside the villa.

		“Well, that sounds like my ride,” Sara said, eating her last bite of breakfast and then grabbing the bagel that they had ordered for Jessica and sticking it in her pocket. “Just got to grab my helmet and I’m out of here.”

		“Have fun,” Amy said as Sara rushed out the door after grabbing her helmet out of her bedroom.

		It took a few minutes before the motorcycle roared to life a second time. Amy could imagine Sara pulling away from the villa and out onto the beach-side road that she would follow for much of the day.

		Having finished breakfast, Amy was left waiting for her stomach to settle enough to actually go run. Normally, she would not worry about a shower before she headed out, but since she was on vacation, she decided starting the day off full clean might be nice.

		“What the?” she asked as she spotted her hair in the bathroom mirror. “My hair wasn’t always this light, was it?”

		Amy stood there, examining her hair for far longer than she probably had since before her last date. That last date had been over a year ago and had served as both a first and last date with that particular man. There had not been much opportunity for dating since.

		“At least it looks good,” Amy finally said, shrugging off her significantly lighter hair. “Maybe I’ve just been getting more sun lately. Or maybe it’s the sea air. Who knows?”

		Whatever the reason, Amy decided not to worry about it. She would figure it out when the trip was over. For all she knew, her hair would return to its normal dirty blonde shade at that point. Amy had experienced bigger mysteries in her life and this one seemed far less consequential.

		It was almost an hour after Sara left that Amy finally stepped out of the villa. Her hair was tied back into a ponytail. She had an extra hair tie on her wrist in case she needed it. Her pink sports bra and purple spandex shorts looked good on her, even if they left her looking a little like a stick. Having mostly stuck to endurance sports over the past year, her body had shifted slightly in composition, losing some of her muscular curves in favor of aerobic efficiency. At least her clothes still fit. That was the nice thing about spandex.

		Stepping out onto the veranda, Amy looked over at the sleeping Jessica. She did not know how her friend could spend so much time dead to the world. She slept in yesterday, making them late to Trinity Beach. Then she slept for much of the drive. And now she seemed to sleep through much of the morning.

		“She’s a bit like a cat, I guess,” Amy said as she stepped off the veranda and toward the beach.

		Amy walked down toward the water, letting her muscles warm up a little more, even though her shower had done a great job of doing that already. She did not want to twist her ankle in the deep soft sand either. That would be a ticket to a disappointing weekend if she had to spend the rest of it with her foot up in the villa.

		“Okay, let’s go,” Amy said as she turned right and started running up toward the main resort. It did not matter which way she went. There was enough beach to give her plenty of running room. And as far as she was concerned, she could run the other direction tomorrow. She did not have to go the same way both days.

		It seemed easy for Amy to slip into her runner’s high. Her legs felt good and she was in shape enough for her to really enjoy herself. She could just clear her mind and run, not thinking about anything as the minutes passed by.

		However, as Amy ran, she started to feel a burning heat in her belly. It was only a mild irritant, so she pressed on, figuring she had not waited long enough post breakfast before she started running.

		Despite the irritant in her belly, Amy managed to push it out of her mind and just focus on the simplicity of her breathing. Nothing else mattered as she ran along.

		In fact, she remained so focused on her breathing that she failed to notice how her body slowly shifted, gaining curves that she had previously not had. It started with Amy’s ass. It had been flat to start, but it slowly pushed out against the fabric of her shorts. It kept expanding and expanding until it looked like she spent hours at the gym each week, much of it focused specifically on giving her an ideal bubble butt.

		Amy’s leg’s fleshed out too, giving her a little more muscle. Her pace slowed slightly, but this went unnoticed as she continued to focus on her breathing. All that mattered was the synchronization between her body and her mind. It was working in perfect harmony. And anyone who managed to look at Amy from behind as she ran by was greeted by a fantastic image of muscles and limbs in motion. It was a beautiful thing.

		Passing the resort, Amy found an outdoor gym and accompanying sand volleyball court. There were three men, lean and ripped with washboard abs and strong shoulders and biceps tossing a ball around. It dawned on her that this was her opportunity. This was her shot at jumping into a volleyball game. All she had to do was introduce herself.
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		“H i there, fellas,” Amy said as she approached the three men with the volleyball. Her body glistened with sweat as her chest still heaved slightly from her exertion. “I couldn’t help seeing there are three of you with a volleyball.”

		“Are you offering to play a match with us?” the tallest of the three men asked.

		“If you’re interested. My name’s Amy and I used to play, but it’s been years.”

		“I’m Jack,” the tallest man said. “This is Dave and Mike.”

		The three men looked nearly identical in the bright light. Part of Amy wished she had brought sunglasses on her run. The only difference she could really tell was that Jack was the tallest. After that, she wondered if she would be able to tell them apart.

		“And sure, we’re up for a game,” either Dave or Mike said.

		“Great. You have no idea how much of a goal of mine it was to play a match while I’m here.”

		“Then today is your lucky day,” Jack said. “Let’s see, we need to split up into teams. How about Mike and Dave versus the two of us?”

		Amy did not care whose team she played on. All she wanted to do was play. Her only hope was she was not overly rusty. It had been a long time since she had played volleyball. And that had been on hardwood. Sand was a different ball game, especially since it was a two-on-two game instead of six-on-six. That made for a big difference.

		The teams split up and stepped onto the court on opposite sides of the net.

		“You don’t need a break to rest after your run?” Jack asked as Amy kicked off her shoes. It made more sense to play barefoot.

		“I’m good,” Amy said. “I wasn’t running that hard. I’ve got a lot in me.”

		“Like in your caboose,” Jack said quietly to himself as he watched his new teammate bend over. Amy’s spandex shorts pulled tight across her rear. He only wished they were a little shorter so that her cheeks would actually pop out the bottom. Then again, if his teammate was that hot, he would have trouble playing.

		Jack served first, setting the match off properly. Amy noticed right away that her new friends were not volleyball players, given how they moved and their unfamiliarity with some of the technique, but they had talent. Then again, they looked a lot like the beach volleyball players she saw on tv during the Olympics. They had the right build for the game.

		And Amy acquitted herself in the match quite well. She was not as fast or as tall as the others, but she could get nice and low on the digs and she even had a few successful spikes that got past the other team’s wall. The extra leg muscles she had developed on her run paid their dividends.

		However, as Amy played, her body continued to transform. It seemed that each jump she took, her breasts seemed to get a little heavier. They bounced a little more. They pushed out against her sports bra. Even her nipples made themselves known as two little nubbins on the ends of her tits.

		And they were tits. They were too big for such a clinical name as breasts. Boobs might have sufficed, but tits seemed to fit better. And they were fake tits. The implants were small, but definitely round, providing fantastic projection, but not overloading her figure. They still allowed her a complete and full range of movement.

		Not that Amy noticed any changes. She was too caught up in the game. However, Dave and Mike certainly seemed to notice. They said nothing, but they certainly found themselves staring more often than not. And it was costing them points.

		The start of the game had seen Amy be a small liability, given her physical disadvantages in height and speed. But as Mike and Dave started making mistakes because they were too busy watching Amy’s tits bounce in her sports bra, Amy and Jack started to pull back. And in the end, as the match neared its conclusion, Amy managed to spike the ball over the net for the winning point.

		“We won,” Amy called out as she jumped into Jack’s arms, pressing her big tits into his chest.

		“Yes, we did,” Jack agreed and he looked down into Amy’s impressive cleavage. Her tits were big enough to draw attention, but not so big that she could not continue being sporty. Although that marathon she had been considering was likely out of the picture. Her body was no longer designed for the long distances she had once favored.

		“You’re lucky you have a great rack,” Mike said.

		“Yeah, it was very distracting,” Dave agreed.

		Amy turned toward her opponents with a confused look on her face. “Great rack? You must be…”

		Looking down, Amy was greeted with cleavage she had never seen before. The size, the roundness, the projection, was all unfamiliar. Yes, she did have a great rack as Mike said, but she could not remember having one before.

		“Are you okay?” Jack asked, suddenly becoming concerned about his teammate’s state of mind.

		“Something’s wrong,” Amy said quietly, so only Jack could hear. After playing alongside him in the volleyball match, she felt like she could trust him. “I’m not supposed to have breasts like this.”

		Amy looked down, turning her body so she could get a better view of it. What she saw did not compute. It was not just her breasts, but her butt too. And then there was her tattoo.

		“What happened to the wings?” Amy asked rhetorically.

		“Wings?” This time it was Jack’s turn to be confused. He wanted to help Amy, both because she was hot, but she had also availed herself well in the volleyball match.

		“My tattoo,” Amy answered, pointing toward her ankle. The black and white winged track shoe had been replaced with a cute pink trainer with the toes bent like the shoe was walking, or running, on its toes.

		“It’s cute,” Jack said. “I think it matches you perfectly.”

		“But that’s not the tattoo I got. I got a winged track shoe. It wasn’t even pink.”

		Jack looked more concerned, wondering if Amy was suffering from dehydration. She seemed to be hallucinating or something similar. She was not making any sense.

		“Let’s get you into the shade, maybe get you some water,” Jack said. He motioned to Mike to find some water for Amy as he put his other arm around Amy’s shoulders and guided her up the beach toward the showers. There were trees and places to sit, which was just what he figured Amy needed.

		“Thanks,” Amy said as she let herself be guided by Jack. The heat she had felt earlier in her run returned, but this time it was easy to identify what it was. Amy was aroused. Her body ached for a male’s touch. And Jack was right there, his naked torso and hard abs practically right in front of Amy’s eyes. It was hard not to find Jack, as well as both of his friends, attractive.

		“Take a seat,” Jack said as he helped lower Amy onto a bench in the shade.

		She looked up at him and smiled. Her body sent her brain signals about what it wanted to do. Amy was no stranger to sex, but it had been a long time since she had been with a man. The past year had been terrible for relationships and Amy was not the type of woman who was interested in casual sex.

		However, as she sat there, she began to wonder if some casual sex with a hot guy like Jack might just be the ticket. It would certainly help put out the fire she felt growing inside of her. She could feel the moisture in her pussy. She was wet and ready for action.

		Amy shook her head, trying to clear away those thoughts. This was not who she was. She was not some slut who would fuck a guy she only met an hour ago. And she still could not get past how her body had changed. How had she not noticed her growing breasts? How had she not noticed her rounded ass? These were the sorts of things she should have noticed right away.

		And then there was the tattoo. She distinctly remembered getting the winged track shoe on her ankle. It was an iconic symbol. It represented sport at the purest of levels. But it had somehow transformed, much like her body had transformed, into a cute trainer.

		Sadly, Jack was right. Her tattoo did match what she saw of herself now. The big tits, the round ass, the narrow waist, the athleticism, the light blonde hair, it all pointed toward the kind of look a gym bunny would have. That was probably what Jack saw in her. He saw her as a gym bunny, a sporty girl who liked working out and looking hot. Those were her two goals: fitness and being hot. Someone who looked like her did not care about thinking or being smart.

		“Ugh,” Amy said as she realized how Jack and his buddies must view her. They did not see her as a capable woman. They saw her as a sex object. No wonder they were so willing to play volleyball with her. It was just their way of getting close to her so they could get into her pants.

		But was that so bad? Amy felt her arousal continue to build. It was getting easier to imagine her and Jack celebrating their win with a quick fuck somewhere. Hell, she would even be willing to let Mike and Dave watch them if they wanted.

		Amy shook her head again, once again trying to clear away her thoughts. She was not a slut. Sex was something special to be shared between two people who cared about each other. That had always been her belief. Amy had never had sex outside of a relationship. Unfortunately, there seemed to be a part of her that wanted to try it. After all, Jack and his buddies were hot, much like she was. They were similar, even if Amy wanted to deny it.

		Mike appeared with a bottle of water. Amy accepted it gratefully and took a small sip to start. She understood the dynamics of dehydration and heat related conditions. Water was important, but it was equally as important to take it slow and let her body adjust to the intake of fluids.

		However, as much as Amy felt disjointed and confused, deep down she knew her situation was not caused by the heat or over exertion. Water was welcome, but it was not a solution to her problem. She needed to figure out how her body had changed. That was what was important. Yet, she was certain none of her new friends would believe her when she told them she was supposed to be a skinny distance runner, not some curvy gym slut.

		Jack sat next to Amy on the bench and looked her over, trying to decide if she was okay. She saw this and her body seemed to act of its own accord, pulling her shoulders back and thrusting out her chest, as if that was what she wanted him to look at. And there was a part of her that wanted Jack to look at her tits. As much as she wanted to deny herself, the assets she now sported made her feel attractive, more so than she had ever been before. She felt more confident in her body too.

		Amy had always made up for her lack of confidence by throwing herself into sports. Along the way she had learned leadership skills which further helped to disguise the fact she lacked confidence in herself. It was all a scam in a way. She projected confidence, even if she did not feel it herself. As good as it felt to win a softball game or even the volleyball match earlier, she would often find herself curled up on the couch in tears, worried that people would see through the facade.

		However, sitting there, Amy did not feel that way. She felt confident. Her body, her breasts, her butt, looked fantastic. All she had to do was look down into her bulbous cleavage to see that. But more importantly, Amy felt horny. The longer she sat there, the more pronounced her arousal became.

		Had she been at home, Amy would have turned to masturbation. Even if she had been back at the villa, she would have gone into her room and gotten herself off. She had come prepared. She had a dildo in her suitcase. There was no telling when she would feel the need. But this was different. Amy did not just feel aroused, but she felt like acting on it. She now had a body that seemed to be designed for sex. Maybe a little celebratory casual sex would do her some good. She was certain Jack would enjoy it. What guy would turn down a chance to fuck a little hottie like her.

		“Feeling any better?” Jack asked.

		Amy looked up at him and smiled. “I feel great. In fact, I was kind of wondering if you wanted to celebrate our win. We could, you know…”

		Leaving it there, not speaking fully what she meant, Amy had to guess that Jack would pick up on the cues. His eyes widened in surprise, but when Amy placed a hand on his thigh, his look of surprise changed to a smirk. Yes, he was game if Amy was.

		“Come on,” Jack said, standing up and beckoning Amy to follow him.

		Despite Amy’s attempts to talk herself down from this moment earlier, she no longer had any doubts about what she was going to do. She was horny, she wanted to celebrate, both she and Jack were hot. It was the perfect combination and it seemed completely reasonable to her to act on her carnal impulses.

		Jack guided Amy toward the showers. He poked his head into the men’s showers and found them to be empty.

		“Perfect,” Jack said as he pulled Amy inside and then locked the door behind them. “We won’t be disturbed.”

		Amy had never been in a men’s showers before. These particular showers were clean and uncovered. There was no roof covering them. There was no need.

		Jack flipped on a couple of the showers and let them get hot. He stepped under one of the jets and let it wash his body clean of the sand he had picked up while playing volleyball. Amy got the idea and joined him under the spray of an adjacent shower head.

		Under normal circumstances, a shower usually doused any arousal Amy felt. This was not a normal circumstance, at least as far as Amy’s experience told her, because the hot spray only seemed to spark the fire burning within her to grow hotter. She reached up and grabbed her tits, curious to feel them for the first time. She could feel the implants inside her body as she squeezed. It was a new sensation, but not an unwelcome one. Her breasts had never been particularly sensitive. She had never felt the desire to have her breasts or nipples played with during sex or masturbation.

		But now it was a whole other ballgame. Each time Amy squeezed, it felt like little lightning bolts of pleasure went off in her head. Already she knew there was no way she could return to the way she had once been. She could not give up the pleasure. She could not give up the big tits. She could not give up the bubble butt. She could not give up the light blonde hair. This was who she was now. And if that meant she needed to be a gym bunny or even a fitness slut, then so be it.

		“Come here,” Jack commanded as he beckoned her toward him.

		Amy stepped toward him as she was told. There was no way she could disobey him. At that moment, there was no doubt who was in charge. Jack could command her however he wanted as long as he satisfied her body’s needs.

		Jack reached out and started to tug at the bottom of her sports bra. It had been forced to stretch tightly over her tits, but that was the advantage of spandex and other synthetic materials. They could stretch to accommodate her sudden growth.

		Amy understood what Jack was doing from the start. She raised her arms and let him undress her, first pulling her bra up over her tits, letting them fully breathe for the first time. They rode high on her chest, bolted on hemispheres with small but prominent nipples on the tips.

		“Those are nice,” Jack breathed huskily as he paused to give them each a squeeze. He grabbed hold of Amy’s nipples and pulled on them, causing a ragged moan to escape her lips.

		“I love my big fake tits,” Amy said, getting into the action, even if she could not remember getting them. “And look, you can’t even see any scars.”

		Jack smiled as he continued to fondle his teammate. However, he wanted something much more fun than to just play with Amy’s tits. He pulled her sports bra up over her head, tossing it aside. Amy smiled as she now stood before him topless.

		“My turn,” she said as she reached down to her waistband and started to push it south. Amy turned around to give Jack a better view of her ass. He had seen it plenty during the game, but now she wanted him to see it in all its glory. She shimmied her hips as she slowly pulled down her shorts, bending over until they were down around her ankles. Amy stood back up, turning her body slightly so that Jack could see her in profile and enjoy the way her big tits counterbalanced the wonderful curve of her ass. Stepping out of her shorts, she flicked them with her foot toward her sports bra in the corner.

		“How do you like me now?” Amy asked as she stepped forward and once again pushed her body against Jack. There were so many feelings and sensations bouncing around in her head. She felt small and fragile beside such a tall and strong man. She felt confident and sexy, knowing her body could attract almost any man she desired. She felt naughty and slutty for being naked with a man in the men’s showers. She was not supposed to be there, which made it all the better.

		However, she also felt terrified about what she knew she was about to do. Even though she had made her decision and was acting on it, there was still a voice inside her head telling her that this was wrong. It told her that she was not supposed to fuck a guy she only just met. It told her that she was not supposed to have implants or a sexy body. It told her that everything about this situation was wrong.

		Yet, try as that voice might, it could not overcome the incredible need Amy now felt. Her body had been primed for moments just like this. It begged her for release. It told her that more than anything, cock was the solution to all her problems. And it was her body that Amy listened to as she began to pull down Jack’s shorts.

		“Oh, wow,” Amy said as she saw Jack’s cock spring out from the confines of his shorts for the first time. He was far bigger than she could have ever imagined. His body might have been strong and lean, but his cock was his cock was long and thick. For the briefest of moments she wondered if he could fit inside her, but again, her body overruled any chance she had to argue or reason. Her body saw his big cock as an opportunity. And it was that opportunity that she needed. She needed to fuck that cock.

		Jack smiled as he grabbed Amy by the hips. He lowered his body for a moment and then lifted her off the ground. Before she even knew what was happening, her back was pressed up against the tiled wall and Jack was lowering her onto his cock. She reached down and held him for a moment, guiding him toward her entrance. The moment his cock head pushed past her outer lips, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. The immediate pleasure was unlike anything she had ever felt before. It had often taken her time to get ready and fully take her past boyfriends’ cocks. Her body had been primed and it was ready. The first stroke as she was lowered onto Jack’s cock was more than she could have imagined.

		“Oh fuck,” Amy moaned as he filled her. She already felt like she was on the edge of cumming. It would only take another thrust or two for her to cum.

		“Yes, you’re gonna love fucking on my cock,” Jack said as he started to bounce her up and down. And just like that, Amy was cumming. Her body convulsed in orgasm as Jack continued to fuck her. He did not let up, he did not change pace, and all the while Amy was cumming, again and again.

		The moans turned to pleasurable coos alternating with orgasmic shrieks. There was no doubt that people walking by would know what was happening. The open air above them only prevented people from seeing them. They could still be heard. Not that either Jack or Amy cared about such matters. They were only interested in completing their carnal act, their celebration for a well-fought victory on the sand court.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Jack called out as he continued his brutal pace.

		Amy said nothing in return. She was past the point of speech. The pleasure had overloaded her mind, emptying it out, leaving nothing in its place. Thoughts, memories, none of them mattered as they were carved out by the pleasure from the cock piercing her. She had become a hot shell of a woman. And even if Amy could find it in herself to care, she would not have. The pleasure was just too good. She would happily give up independent thought and a lifetime of memories for that.

		When Jack finally blew his load, his cock surging with his hot white seed, Amy came one last time, screaming out as her pussy spasmed around his cock one last time. It was the single greatest moment in her life, regardless of her memories. She had never felt better as she came that final time with Jack’s cum pouring into her.

		When it was all over, Jack’s chest was heaving from the exertion of holding Amy up against the wall. He set her down on a bench. She sat there, her elbows on her knees, her wet hair plastered to her face. She was breathing just as hard, her body still recovering from the multitude of orgasms that had rocked her body.

		“Wow, that was really something,” Jack said. “I’ve never experienced anything like that before. Mike and Dave won’t believe me how hot a fuck you really are.”

		Amy continued to look through her matted hair, her eyes focused on Jack’s cock.

		“That is, unless you want to invite them in for some more fun,” Jack added.

		It was impossible to fully understand what went through Amy’s mind in that moment. There were so few thoughts left. So much of her life now operated on instinct. There were few things she could hold a coherent thought about. But as Amy sat there, catching her breath, she nodded her head. She was definitely saying yes to more cock.
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		“Y ou Sara?” the man standing next to the motorcycle asked as Sara stepped out of the villa.

		“That’s me,” Sara answered. It was pretty obvious it was her. She was dressed in riding gear and held her helmet in her hand.

		“You already signed the paperwork digitally,” the man said. “As long as you approve of the condition of the bike, you’re good to go. My understanding is I’m supposed to meet you back here at four o’clock. Is that right?”

		“Sounds about right,” Sara said. “I’m riding down the coast a little ways and back. Nothing too strenuous. I’ll take good care of her.”

		“Enjoy,” the man said.

		Sara gave the bike a once over and, satisfied with its condition, swung her leg over and settled herself onto the seat. She pulled her helmet over her head and then took the keys from the man. As the motorcycle rumbled to life, she could feel the vibrations through the seat. She had purposefully chosen a powerful bike, wanting to both feel and hear it rumble beneath her. And the speed it could carry her was phenomenal, even if she had no intention of testing those limits.

		With a wave to the man who had brought her the bike, Sara pulled away and headed off down the road. In mere minutes, she had navigated onto the main road and turned south with every intention of enjoying her view and the wind whipping by her with every mile she traversed.

		For Sara, riding provided her with a zen-like moment. It was just her and the bike. Nothing else mattered. And it was almost immediate that she slipped into that familiar state, once that she had missed ever since her bike got wrecked. Even though this was an unfamiliar bike, it only took a few minutes before she felt fully comfortable with it, understanding its strengths and weaknesses, allowing her to rip down the highway with joy and awe.

		Less than 10 miles away from the resort, Sara felt a burning sensation in her belly. She ignored it, focusing instead on the road ahead of her. Every curve, every bend, every undulation in the roadway required her complete attention. She had no time, interest, or ability to think about anything but the road in front of her.

		Sara had always been an average woman. She was of average height and average weight. Other than her love of riding motorcycles, there was nothing about her that stood out. However, all that began to change as she rode south on the beachside highway overlooking the ocean.

		It started with her height. Sara found herself needing to adjust her riding position as she grew taller. Her change in height was not dramatic, but she became noticeably taller by several inches as she rode.

		Next came Sara’s overall body type. She had been average, if a little squat before. Her curves were minor and often overlooked. Not that her body mattered much while wearing her motorcycle leathers. Hers had always been baggy, focusing on warmth over style. With her growing height, Sara’s body shifted from one that was a bit wide to one that was lean. She gained a graceful elegance, but one that could harden at a moment’s notice. She exuded power.

		Once the canvas that was Sara’s body was remade, she began to experience a transformation not unlike her friends. It started with her ass, growing firm and round. Again, Sara had to shift her body position to accommodate her expanded backside, but she was adept at riding and felt no need to stop. If anything, her new riding position felt even better, as if she had been made to ride long distances on the motorcycle.

		However, no transformation would be complete without the tits. Sara wore a sports bra beneath her jacket, leaving her lots of room to grow. And grow they did. Her breasts started slowly, but they added cup size after cup size.

		“Oof,” Sara said as she found herself almost an hour into her ride. “I’m getting hot.”

		The sun beat down on her as she rode, her jacket and long pants acting as a heat sink, pulling in the radiant warmth from the air. Dressing warmly on a bike was important, but there were times when less was better and it was quickly becoming one of those times.

		Sara spotted a turnout ahead of her and slowed her bike as she navigated onto the shoulder. This seemed like as good a spot as any to take a break. She had actually intended to take more of them, but she had been too caught up in the joys of riding to think too much beyond the road directly in front of her.

		She found herself on a bluff overlooking the ocean. There was no sandy beach below her, just waves crashing against the rocks below. It was an impressive sight, one that Sara found herself enjoying.

		However, as Sara climbed off the bike and began to unzip her jacket, she discovered the changes that had occurred to her body. Or at least she discovered some of them, namely the growth of her tits. Looking down, she could no longer see her motorcycle boots without kicking a foot out in front of her. Her new rack completely prevented her from seeing her feet simply by looking down.

		“Whoa,” Sara said, no longer paying attention to the view. “What the fuck happened there?”

		Sara did not understand what had happened to her, but she certainly was not complaining. If anything, she felt better about herself than she ever had before.

		Peeling off her hacker completely, Sara took a moment to enjoy her new proportions on her new frame. The small and elegant waist and the big tits created such a big difference. Her sports bra no longer fit as it had been intended, but her thinner frame allowed room for her expanded tits.

		Normally shy, Sara would have been completely overwhelmed at the idea of standing on the side of the road wearing nothing on top but a sports bra, but that shyness had been pushed to the back of her mind. Her new tits brought a boldness with them, giving her an improved outlook on life.

		But it was not enough to just look at her new tits and the newfound cleavage they created. Sara needed to feel them. If they were going to be a part of her, she needed to be as intimately familiar with them as she had been with her old breasts.

		“Oh, that’s nice,” Sara sighed as she gave her new tits a squeeze. She could feel an implant underneath the skin, but they were not obviously fake. She vaguely wondered how she would explain to people that she went off and got implants, but that was the least of her worries. At least she could pretend she got them over the long weekend. Not knowing how they actually came to be, that was as good an explanation as any, especially because it was true in a way.

		Sara would have been happy to check out more of her body, but she was standing on the side of the road and there were limits to what she was willing to do. All it would take was for a cop to drive by at an inopportune time and she would get booked in jail for public indecency. That was not how Sara wanted to spend her weekend.

		Taking a deep breath, Sara closed her eyes and listened to the waves. Jessica had been right about how calming the sound of ocean waves could be. Despite the great force of waves striking the rocks below, there was also a great deal of peace in it. Water and rock, locked in a constant battle. It was how things were supposed to me. And as Sara stood there, she felt completely calm about her changing body. It felt as if this was how her body was supposed to look. Her past self, the shy woman who only had her single outlet, had been replaced by a confident woman with a great body.

		Satisfied with her stop, Sara pulled her jacket back on, but she did not bother to zip it all the way back up. She needed to let her body breathe a little more. It did not hurt that her tits were left on display. Anyone she passed would be able to see her tits her sports bra.

		However, as Sara swung her leg back over the bike to mount it, she noticed how much easier it seemed.

		“Hmm,” she said as she slid her helmet back on. “I guess I’m taller too. Not going to complain about that either.”

		As soon as Sara was ready, she started up the bike and hit the road again. And just like before, she let her mind switch off as she rode, her one goal being to reach the bar at her turnaround point.

		If there was one thing that triggered the physical changes, it had been an overly focused or empty mind. Either one worked. For Jessica, her body transformed while she cleared her mind with the sound of the ocean waves. For Amy, her body transformed when she cleared her mind while running and then again while focusing her entire mind on the game of volleyball. When Sara’s mind once again cleared, her body continued to make alteration, although smaller than the big ones she had already undergone.

		To start, Sara’s face reshaped itself, changing from round to almost angular. Like with the rest of her body, she gained an elegance or even regal quality. Her nose thinned and became smaller, better fitting her new facial dimensions. Her lips, however, grew more plump, gaining surface area and projection. In all, the changes gave Sara the ability to project an innocence or a cruelty. It only required a split second for her expression to change.

		There were other small changes that took place as well. Her fingernails grew out slightly, although not enough to make wearing gloves problematic. But they would be long enough to scratch a man she had her hands, and legs, wrapped around.

		Then there was Sara’s hair. The color had already changed, lightened from its near black to a chestnut color. The color did not change, but it became more vibrant as her hair grew longer, spilling out from underneath her helmet until it whipped around behind her.

		As Sara rode, she grew more bold in the handling of her bike, as well as what she would do if she were pulled over. She increased her speed, pushing the bike almost to its limits as she traversed the winding road. The risks she took passing cars would have scared her before, but that was the old Sara. This new Sara saw every change that had happened thus far as an improvement and fully embraced them. She could not wait to find out what might have changed that she had not discovered yet.

		It took surprisingly little time to reach her turnaround point. Her research had only showed the bar and restaurant overlooking the ocean to be a place for good food and beer. What her research had not shown her was that this was a popular hangout spot for a local biker gang. Seeing all those bikes parked outside the bar made Sara lick her lips. From the looks of it, this gang embraced motorcycles of all types, making it even easier for Sara to fit in.

		Two men were situated out in front of the bar, smoking a cigarette between them. They could only watch as Sara pulled up and gracefully dismounted from her bike. She pulled off her helmet and a flourish, leaving both men slack jawed.

		“Hey there, boys,” she said. “This a good place to get a drink?”

		The men could only stand there and nod as they watched Sara unzip her jacket all the way to reveal not only the fullness of her tits, but her small waist. As she passed them to go inside, she gave them a wink. She figured it would take less than a minute to finish the cigarette and come rushing back inside. But if she had her way, that would already be too late. Sara had a plan and the two men outside were simply not a part of it. They were too low on the food chain.
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		Sara stepped into the bar and it took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the low level of light. It was dark and dingy, a dive bar in the most classic sense. The only redeeming qualities were the good food and drink, but the atmosphere left something to be desired.

		When Sara first set out on her ride, she had been interested in the food. She had even figured she would drink a beer. One beer would not be enough to impair her return ride.

		However, now Sara thought about her visit to the bar a little differently. Yes, lunch would be nice, but she was far more interested in the other patrons, specifically the bikers. Beyond their love of bikes, she figured they would be most able to give her what she needed.

		Sara could just imagine herself getting bent over a motorcycle and fucked from behind. Big greasy hands would hold her hips as the man plowed into her. It would be rough and animalistic, but that sounded positively delicious to Sara. She would relish such an opportunity.

		Once Sara’s eyes adjusted to the dim light, she surveyed the room, looking for the man she needed to see. She had never dealt with biker gangs before, but she figured they were not very different from any other organization. Sara could have worked her way up the food chain, but with her newfound confidence and dominant streak, she figured it was best to go straight to the top. She wanted a word with the leader.

		The biker gang leader was obvious. He sat at the bar with a handful of men surrounding him. He sat while they stood. He had a biker chick on his arm. She was dressed better than Sara, sexier although in a trashy way, but anyone with half a brain would recognize that Sara was still hotter. The leader was big though. He had a big barrel chest and thick arms. He looked like someone who could squash a man’s skull with his bare hands. That would have scared the old Sara. Now she found herself turned on by him.

		The men stared open-mouthed at Sara as she walked up to the group. The woman on the leader’s arm gave Sara a cold stare, but Sara parried it easily with a short but menacing look of her own. That got the biker chick to back off.

		“You here for the contest?” one of the bikers asked.

		“What contest?” Sara asked. She was thrown off guard by the blunt comment. She had expected to woo her way into the gang leader’s graces, steal him away or at least score one of his lieutenants. But instead, she was getting asked about a contest.

		“The wet t-shirt contest,” another biker answered. “And damn, with tits like that, I hope you win.”

		“What’s the contest for?” Sara asked.

		“A cut of our latest score,” the gang leader answered. “And maybe something more if you’re in the mood.”

		The woman on the gang leader’s arm did not look happy about the way he made his offer. Not that Sara cared about her. She was just another biker slut. She could not handle what a real woman like Sara could bring to the table.

		“Brandy, take…”

		“Sara.”

		“Take Sara to the backroom and start getting ready. It looks like we’re gonna have five contestants instead of four.”

		“Come on,” Brandy said as she let go of the gang leader’s arm and motioned for Sara to follow her. The woman looked trashy in a sexy way. She was not a bimbo, just a slut and hanger on. That much was clear to Sara.

		“What’s the deal?” Sara asked, wanting the full story about what was happening.

		“We ladies don’t get a cut in the gang’s profits,” Brandy explained. “It’s stupid, but whatever. But Jimmy always saves an extra cut and he likes to make us girls work for it. Today, it’s a wet t-shirt contest.”

		“And Jimmy… You and him are…”

		“Kinda,” Brandy answered. “Jimmy doesn’t like to stick to just one girl. He’s fucked all four of us at some point. I guess you’ll be next, whether you win or lose. With tits that big, I’ll bet he’ll want a taste. Not that I like it. If I could have Jimmy all to myself, I would.”

		Sara did not say anything. She did not want to step on any toes. However, she could not help but smile at the good news. Not only was she a possible ringer to win this contest, but she had a really good shot at scoring with Jimmy. That was her goal. She had an itch to scratch and she intended to make sure she left the bar fully satisfied.

		“Girls,” Brandy announced as she opened a door into a back room. It had been turned into a makeshift green room for the women to get ready. “This is Sara. She’s a late addition to the contest.”

		“Fuck me,” one of the women said as soon as she got a look at Sara. “And I thought I was a shoe in this time.” The woman had a nice rack, but it paled in comparison to Sara’s. She was already dressed in her white t-shirt.

		“Here’s a t-shirt,” Brandy said, tossing a bit of white cotton toward Sara.

		Sara caught the t-shirt and held it up to get a gauge on its size. It was small. Then again, the other women were dressed in tight cotton t-shirts already. It seemed to be par for the course.

		Shrugging her shoulders, Sara took little time in getting ready. She pulled off her sports bra without worry of the other women seeing her. With tits like hers, she had no fear of them. They could only stand there and stare. Even Brandy, who was also in the midst of changing, had stopped to look at Sara’s chest. Sara felt confident of her chances as she pulled on her t-shirt. It stretched over her tits. Her nipples were dark spots showing through the thin fabric.

		Once her t-shirt was in place, Sara took a few moments to shuck off her pants. She wore a pair of shorts underneath that would suffice. Without another pair of shoes, she kept her boots on, even though the lack of a high heel would put her at a disadvantage. Not that she had much to worry about. But Sara wanted every advantage she could get. The money would be nice. If it was a big enough sum, she could buy a new riding outfit and have plenty left over to go toward a new motorcycle for herself.

		“All right, ladies,” came an amplified voice from the main room. “Come on out.”

		Brandy led the way and Sara took up the rear. She wanted to watch in case she needed to do anything special. Brandy and the other women were more experienced at this sort of thing. As a newcomer, Sara did not want to be caught off guard. It was easier to just copy them if there was anything special she needed to do.

		There was a small stage set up at one end of the bar. All five women lined up in front of five buckets. Sara glanced at the closest one to confirm that it was indeed water. She was certain it was cold, but that was half the point. Pointy nipples would definitely be on display soon.

		The man at the microphone made a big deal about the contest, building up the suspense. Sara mostly ignored him as he introduced the other women. She did not need to know anything about them. Her presence here was only temporary. It was pure luck that she walked in when she did, as a few minutes later and she would have been standing in the audience watching the contest rather than participating.

		“And we have a newcomer. Her name is Sara and she looks ready to make an impression today. But despite her obvious assets, there is no guarantee of a win. So let the game begin.”

		A big burly man stepped up onto the stage behind the women and picked up the water bucket nearest to Brandy. There was on warning. He simply raised the bucket and dumped the water on her head, taking special care to soak the font of her shirt along the way.

		Cheers went up as Brandy’s top turned translucent from the water. Her tits were clearly visible through the thin top. She stood there, shivering, but smiling.

		Each woman got a bucket of water dumped on them in turn, leaving Sara for last. By the time the man picked up the last bucket, Sara could feel herself shivering already in sympathy with her fellow contestants. However, the moment the icy cold water hit Sara, she felt a burning heat build inside of her. The arousal she had been acting on, the arousal that had driven her to think about fucking Jimmy, roared to life, completely fighting back the cold.

		Sara smiled as she stuck out her chest and turned slightly back and forth, making sure everyone in the audience got a good look. The cheers were loud, louder than for any of the other women. Sara’s rack was just too good to be beat.

		“I think it’s safe to say we have a winner. It’s our newcomer with the big tits, Sara.”

		There was more cheering as Sara waved to the crowd.

		“Take it off,” a guy in the audience shouted. Sara could not see who it was through the stage lights. However, she saw no harm in giving the man what he wanted. With a quick flourish, she whipped off her t-shirt and bared her naked and dripping wet tits to a room full of men she had never met before.

		The cheers only got louder after that.

		“Show off,” the woman who had hoped to win said as the other women filed off the stage toward the backroom where they could change into dry clothes.

		Sara said nothing. She did not need to say anything. She had come in and made herself queen bee of the biker gang in a matter of minutes.

		“Paging Sara,” came the voice over the speaker system. “Jimmy wants to see you at the bar.”

		Sara pushed her tits out and held her shoulders back as she stepped down off the stage and approached the bar. She did not bother to put her wet top back on and she certainly was not going to return to the backroom to fetch her sports bra. Everyone had seen her big tits and she found the idea of them continuing to see them perfectly acceptable.

		“Come here, babe,” Jimmy said, pulled Sara in close to him as she approached. He smelled strongly of scotch and cigar smoke.

		“I take it I won?” Sara asked happily, playing the role of doting girlfriend or mistress.

		“Yeah, you won,” Jimmy said. “Assuming to answer the next two questions correctly, that is. One, are you a cop? Two, are you on the pill?”

		“No to the cop,” Sara answered truthfully. “Do you think a cop would get tits like these? But yes to the second question. I can’t get pregnant.”

		“Good, because I plan to fuck you bareback and you better be willing.”

		“You have no idea how wet that makes me,” Sara whispered in Jimmy’s ear.

		“Fuck, come on,” Jimmy said as he grabbed Sara by the arm. “I can’t stand it anymore.”

		Sara found herself getting dragged into another room in the back. This one featured a card table with a series of chairs around it. There were still cards on the table, although there did not seem to be an active game going. This seemed to be where the gang leaders met to conduct business, both in planning and in gambling. However, did not push Sara down onto the card table or anything like that. Instead, he brought her over to an old mechanical bull that seemed to have been placed there for storage.

		“This’ll do,” Jimmy said. “You ready?”

		It took Sara a moment to realize that what she had planned was really happening and it was happening now. But once she came to terms with that fact, she was all in. She had no doubts about herself or what she was doing. She was fully embracing this new version of herself. Yes, she was a slut, but she was going to enjoy being a slut.

		“Fuck me, Jimmy,” Sara said.

		Jimmy pushed her face forward toward the bull. She braced herself against its leather sides with her arms. Jimmy focused on pulling down her shorts. The stretchy athletic shorts were great for riding, including because she did not need to wear underwear with them. That was built in. But it also made it easier for Jimmy to disrobe her before she pulled out his cock.

		“Here it comes, babe,” Jimmy said as he pushed his throbbing cock into Sara’s pussy. She screamed out in pleasure as the man’s big cock entered her. Sara had never felt so much pleasure on a first thrust before. Deep down, she knew it was because of the changes to her body, but she also had to believe that Jimmy had an impressive cock.

		It certainly felt impressive as he started to thrust in and out of her pussy. Jimmy set up a steady rhythm, pumping in and out, forcing Sara’s hard nipples to rub up against the cracked leather of the mechanical bull. Her whole body felt aflame with lust and pleasure as she was fucked hard from behind. The size of Jimmy meant even a steady rhythm could still feature a brutal pace and he showed that he cared little about Sara’s pleasure.

		However, with Sara’s new body, her body was primed for pleasure and even the most inept man would be able to give her pleasure. The fact that Jimmy pushed so hard seemed to heighten the experience for her. She had never been fucked in the back room of a biker bar before, but this was already the best sex of her life.

		One problem with Jimmy’s brutal pace was that it limited how long he could last. Despite his size, strength, and likely stamina, he had met his match in Sara. Her pussy milked his cock for everything it had, driving him past the point of no return before he even realized it.

		“I’m cumming,” Jimmy suddenly roared.

		“Do it,” Sara screamed back. “Fuck my slutty cunt. Fill it all the way up.”

		And Jimmy proceeded to do exactly that, sending Sara over the edge and past her climax. Her body fell limp against the mechanical bull, held up by Jimmy’s strong arms, as she came. Her body convulsed in pleasure as wave after wave of orgasmic energy cascaded through her body. It was unlike anything she had ever felt before. The only signal that she was even still functioning was the dopey smile that had spread across her bee-stung lips.

		“Fuck, that was good,” Jimmy said as she pulled his cock out of Sara’s pussy. He left her slumped over the mechanical bull as he stepped back and enjoyed the view of Sara’s ass. It was nearly as spectacular as her tits.

		“Yeah, baby,” Sara mumbled. “So good.”

		It took several minutes for both of them to recover. Sara needed more time, but she eventually found the ability to stand without bracing herself against the bull. She managed to retrieve her shorts and pull them back on. It would have been natural to feel a chill in the air as she stood there topless, but the heat from their carnal actions kept her plenty warm.

		“You don’t want to join our gang, do you?” Jimmy asked after several minutes of consideration. “We could use a hot chick like you around. Hell, you might even be useful on jobs. You could be a decoy or something.”

		“Jimmy,” Sara said, stepping toward him and running her fingers across the stubble on his chin. “That sounds like a lot of fun, but I’ve got responsibilities back at home. But I’ll tell you what. If you ever make it into town, I’ll give you the ride of a lifetime. You’ve got a great cock. And I bet your bike is pretty nice too. I’m saving up to replace mine. Some fucker destroyed it with his car.”

		“Hell, if you need money,” Jimmy said, “beyond what you’ll already get paid, that is, today is the perfect day to make some extra cash. All the guys are flush. You’ve got cock sucking lips. If you’re willing to put those babies to use, I bet you can make a few hundred dollars extra before you leave. It would be easy money.”

		“You know what, Jimmy?” Sara said as she considered his proposal. “I think that’s a great idea. I heard this place had good food. I just didn’t know that food was cock.”

		“Fuck, you are the finest slut I have ever come across. You stay here. This will be the blowjob room. I’ll get Brandy to find you some clothes to wear. I think she’s got a nice leather riding outfit that would fit you. And you can keep it. Brandy’s grown out of it.”

		“Sounds good to me,” Sara responded. “It’s funny. I’ve been looking forward to this trip for weeks, but for all the wrong reasons. I never thought any of this would happen, but you have no idea how much I’m glad it did. This is going to be fun.”
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		By the time Sara returned home, she could hear her two friends giggling as she walked into the villa. That made it easy to find them. They were in Amy’s room, sitting on her bed, facing each other. Their pussies were bare, their fingers playing with themselves as they watched each other, giggling all the while.

		“What the hell do you two bimbos think you’re doing?” Sara asked with mock anger.

		There had been no contact between Sara and her friends, however, she seemed to know in advance what had happened. With Jessica and Amy fighting their changes, their minds were more affected. They had become bimbos in body and mind, while Sara had managed to keep some measure of intelligence and had actually become more dominant. By embracing the new her, Sara had kept herself from completing the path to bimodom. She was now the leader of the group with eyes for more.

		Amy stopped and looked up at Sara with wide eyes, knowing she had been caught. Jessica, however, simply looked up lazily while she kept rubbing herself. Very few things or people could completely stop her from touching herself. She was horny and needed relief, no matter who had just walked in on her.

		“Sara,” Amy said in surprise. “You’re, like, home.”

		“And you’re hot like us,” Jessica added as she gave Sara a complete look up and down. The Sara that returned home not only sported a different body, but she also wore a different outfit. Gone was the baggy and bulky leathers she had worn on her trip south. In their place was a selection of skin tight leather clothes that left little to the imagination. Amy caught sight of Sara’s ass, hugged tightly in her leather pants, and smiled dumbly.

		“But you’re not stupid like us,” Amy said, noticing how much more intelligent Sara appeared. Not that she was actually more intelligent than when the day had started. She had experienced a mental transformation too, but by embracing the changes to her body and mind, she had retained some of her mental faculties. Unlike Amy and Jessica, Sara could count past 10, because she was not limited to using her fingers.

		“Someone has to look out for the two of you,” Sara said, smiling now to show that she was not actually mad. “If it weren’t for me, you two would just spend all your time playing with your pussies and never actually getting out and being the bimbos you were created to be.”

		“What should we do?” Jessica asked, needing to be told what to do.

		It had been a minor miracle that both Jessica and Amy had made it back to the villa at all. Aaron had needed to go on lifeguard duty, so he had left Jessica behind in the hut. She had waited until another lifeguard appeared, but Aaron’s replacement had been a woman. Jessica would have been perfectly happy to spend the rest of her day eating pussy if the woman had wanted, but that was not to be. The offer was turned down and Jessica found herself stumbling across the beach once again, wearing her ill-fitting bikini. She managed to find her umbrella. Other people had moved in and moved her belongings off to the side. She gathered them up and then somehow found her way back to the villa.

		Amy’s return had been more complex. After getting spit roasted by Mike and Dave, she let Jack fuck her again, just for fun. It was with disappointment that she had to put her clothes back on. They were still wet, but at least they were clean. Amy never did find her shoes. Not that it mattered. She was no longer distance running material anymore. Her sporty style was much more explosive based now, not to mention her penchant for cheering. Somehow Amy had retraced her steps back to the villa with a bit of light jogging and walking. By the time she returned, her clothes had dried and she found Jessica rubbing herself through her bikini bottoms on the veranda. It had been Amy’s idea to watch each other as they got themselves off. It was for inspiration and encouragement.

		“Why don’t we play a game out in the main room?” Sara offered. Not that either bimbo could say no to one of Sara’s suggestions. Just looking at her, they both knew she was in charge.

		It did not take much effort to usher Jessica and Amy out of the bedroom and into the main room of the villa. The doors to the veranda had been left open. They had been like that all day. Not that it had mattered. At least the maids had come through and given the place a sprucing up.

		“What game are we gonna play?” Amy asked. Her finger had found her hair and had started to twirl it absentmindedly.

		“I was thinking Truth or Dare would be good,” Sara said.

		“I like games,” Jessica said, not fully paying attention. Between the both of them, Amy had adopted several valley girl qualities, but Jessica was the real airhead between the two of them. Sara was already thinking about getting a collar for Jessica. She could put her on a leash when they went out to keep her from straying too far away. Amy was a little more self reliant, but she still needed to be kept under a watchful eye. But that was the role of someone responsible for two bimbos like Sara now found herself to be. And it was a role she was sure she would enjoy.

		“Let’s have you go first, Jessica,” Sara said. “You need to ask me Truth or Dare?”

		“Um, okay,” Jessica said. She still seemed unsure of what she needed to do. “Um, truth or dare, I guess.”

		“Close enough,” Sara said. “I’ll choose truth. Now you ask me a question, any question you want to ask, and I have to answer it truthfully.”

		“Okay, but, um, what should I ask?” Jessica said. “I’m not good at thinking and stuff. Questions are for smart people.”

		“She is, like, really dumb,” Amy agreed. “But that’s what totes makes her so easy to love as my bimbo bestie.”

		“Ah, you’re sweet,” Jessica responded.

		“What would you like to know about me?” Sara asked, redirecting the conversation.

		“Oh, um, yeah, I forgot about the question. Ooh, I know. When was the last time you had sex?”

		Sara smiled. Of course Jessica wanted to know when the last time she had sex was. Jessica was obsessed with sex. Actually, they all were to various degrees. Not that any of them minded that fact. Sex was a lot of fun and it was even better with the bodies they now all had, each of them a little different.

		“Today at the bar,” Sara answered. “I fucked the leader of a biker gang and then handed out blowjobs for cash. And that was after I won the wet t-shirt contest that paid good money too.”

		“That’s so cool,” Amy said. “Your tits are totes awesome.”

		“Thanks,” Sara said. “Okay, now it’s my turn. I get to ask Amy. Truth or dare?”

		“Um, truth, I think,” Amy said, not sounding very confident in her decision. She looked up at Sara for confirmation that she made the right choice.

		However, the look she saw on Sara’s face made her jump. It was a look of disappointment.

		“I mean, dare. I choose, like, dare and stuff.”

		“That’s better,” Sara said. “I would think a bimbo like you would like taking dares. It means people get to tell you what to do.”

		“Yeah,” Amy said, blushing and looking as demure as she could considering she was naked and had a body that was designed for sex.

		“Okay, well, I dare you to lick my pussy,” Sara said as she started to slide down her pants. Her wet slit was laid bare. Amy licked her lips hungrily.

		“I like pussy,” Amy said as she dove in without further prompting.

		“I wanna lick pussy too,” Jessica whined. That part of her had not fully disappeared, however, now she had someone around who could properly control her and bring her to heel.

		“All right, I guess we can pause playing for sex.”

		It took a little work to fully strip nude as her two friends already were. The high-heeled motorcycle boots proved to be the hardest part of her outfit to remove. And it took even more work to get both Amy and Jessica to stay in position. However, Sara had eventually arranged each other into a daisy chain, each of them licking another’s pussy, with no one being left out.

		The moans and squeals that escaped the villa told anyone passing by below on the beach exactly what was happening inside. Sex was happening. And from the sounds of it, everyone was cumming.
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		It was difficult to tell whose limbs were whose as the three friends found themselves in a pile of sapphic lust. They had lost sight of the original daisy chain, but none of them were left out as pussies were licked and penetrated and as boobs and butts were fondled.

		However, as the trio continued to play, the sound of thumping music began to fill the villa from out on the beach. Sara raised her head, the first of the three to realize that something had changed.

		“Quiet for a moment,” Sara hissed. “Do you hear that?”

		“It’s music,” Amy said. Her hips and shoulders were already moving to the beat.

		“I like music,” Jessica added, just to be a part of the conversation.

		“Fuck, I think it’s a beach party,” Sara said. “I think we gotta go to it. Three hot chicks around all those dicks. It’s a must.”

		Amy and Jessica both cheered. It was hard to believe, after the day they had already experienced, that they were looking for more sex, but that was who they were now. They were not just bimbos, but raging sluts too. The ability to say no to sex simply did not exist in their minds.

		“Hold on,” Sara said as both Amy and Jessica jumped up and appeared ready to run out the open doors onto the veranda and then toward the beach beyond. “We have to get dressed first. Luckily, I did a little shopping for us nearby while I was waiting for the dude to pick up the bike I rented. Follow me.”

		Amy and Jessica did just that. They followed Sara into her bedroom where she had dropped a bag full of clothes she had purchased for all three of them. How she had known her friends’ new sizes was a mystery, even to her. She was left to guess that they had turned into bimbos, but that guess had turned out to be correct.

		“This is for you,” Sara said as she pulled out an outfit with accompanying shoes for Amy.

		“You’re, like, the best,” Amy said gleefully as she looked at her chosen outfit more closely. It was a sexy mockup of a cheerleading uniform. It was pink and white with the top being both cropped and low-cut enough to show off Amy’s cleavage and her toned midriff. The skirt was pleated, but fell to just below her ass. The shoes were white athletic shoes with a tall wedge heel. They would make for poor trainers, but they would work for a beach party. “This is totes awesome.”

		“And this is for you, Jessica,” Sara said as she pulled out another outfit with matching shoes for the other true bimbo of the group.

		“Wow,” Jessica said as she accepted the gift. “Thanks so much.”

		Jessica looked at the heels first. They were black wedge sandals, much like her tattoo, but in a different color. The accompanying dress was a vinyl piece with a zipper down the front and laces running down both flanks. It was longer than Amy’s skirt, but Sara doubted her friend would have any trouble spreading her legs.

		“And this is for me,” Sara added. Her dress was made of black leather. It was low cut in the front to highlight her tits and it laced across the back, the gap growing more and more narrow as it neared her ass. However, the dress was so short it barely covered her ass. She had no doubts she would need to pull it down throughout the night, but that was worth the fun of such a short dress.

		But the real fun came from Sara’s new boots. They were shorter than her now preferred high-heeled motorcycle boots. They were gravity wedges, featuring no heel at all. They made walking a little awkward, but the small slow strides were just fine for the occasion. And with no spike heel, there was no risk of sinking into the sand out on the beach and falling over.

		“Hurry up now,” Sara said. “Go get changed and we can go to the party.”

		Of course, it is not an easy task for women like the three friends now were to get ready quickly. Yes, it did not take long to change clothes. They all looked phenomenal in their new outfits. They already looked ready to party. But more than that, they needed to make sure their hair and makeup were perfect. Amy chose pink lipstick, something she just happened to have, to match her pink outfit. Jessica managed to make her lips look much like her hair with a combination of red and black, although the red was much more prominent.

		Sara took her time, brushing her hair, since it had whipped around behind her for much of the ride back. She cared about such things now. Her lips were much more natural looking in color when she was done, but there was no doubt what her lips were best designed for. She knew it and everyone who saw her knew it too.

		When Sara stepped out of her bedroom, she found Amy and Jessica dancing to the beat of the music in the main room. It was obvious that neither of them were wearing panties. Amy’s skirt kept swishing upward, revealing her bare slit. Jessica’s dress was longer, but the laced sides made it clear she wore nothing underneath as well. And that was just as well, since Sara was not wearing panties either. After all, as much fun as it would be to dance at the party or concert or whatever the activity was, their real goal was to pick up guys and get fucked. Girls worked too, but Sara knew the three of them preferred dick.

		“Okay, bimbos,” Sara said as she evaluated her troops. “Remember, it’s best to bring your guy back here for the night. I don’t want to go out looking for you in the morning. Just because you’ve turned into bimbos doesn’t mean we don’t have to be back home by the end of the weekend. Now, with that warning out of the way, let’s go get fucked.”

		Sara led the way out of the villa. She stalked across the sandy beach toward the source of the music. Once out on the beach, it was much more obvious where the sound was coming from. There were lights too, shining up into the night sky.

		The distance was not far. None of the women were up for a long trek on the beach in their club wear. An area of the beach had been fenced off, limiting access. The event seemed to be ticketed. However, the moment the ticket taker laid eyes on Sara and her friends, he simply stared wide eyed, unable to respond to their incredible hotness. His tongue was practically hanging out of his mouth.

		Sara took the man’s inaction as a signal that they could go in. Amy and Jessica followed Sara through the gate, giggling at their good fortune and waving to the ticket taker. He seemed overwhelmed by the three hottest women he had ever encountered before.

		As soon as the trio were safely inside the roped off area, they quickly found themselves a nice little spot to start dancing, right in the middle of the crowd. In the past, had they attended such an event, they would have huddled together somewhere on the edge, watching and wondering if something more would happen. But now everything was different. Being at the center of everything that was happening was important to them. They were on display and there was not a soft cock in the area after laying eyes on them.

		It only took a few minutes before men started to make their moves. As the three friends eventually paired off, some men were successful while others were not. As for Amy, Jessica, and Sara, they were more than successful, having a wonderful time dancing at the party and then fucking like animals back at the villa. It was the first of many good nights that they planned to have.
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		The return trip home was a little different for the three friends than their trip to Trinity Beach had been. For one, Sara was the one behind the wheel. Technically, Amy was still capable of driving. However, Sara did not trust her enough to make the long trip home.

		But it was Jessica that could be the real problem. She was unpredictable and needed to be almost constantly distracted. Sara opted to do the driving and put her two bimbos in the back seat so they could keep each other occupied. As long as they did not start playing any games where they flashed passing cars, they would be fine.

		The weekend had been a complete success. They had each learned to cut loose and fully enjoy themselves. And they had grown closer together too. The resort had even offered them positions if they stayed. There were certain high rolling clients the resort catered to who liked to have female companionship during their stays. All three women would have performed such roles with distinction.

		However, Sara made the decision for them to return home. They had lives to return to, even if there was no way Amy or Jessica could return to their old jobs. Something else would be needed. At the very least, they could start camming or selling pictures and videos they took of each other. It would be an easy and fast way to get them earning their fair share. Sara already knew they would be moving in together. Amy might be able to survive on her own, but Jessica was useless in that regard.

		The need to keep Jessica on a leash was also at the forefront of Sara’s mind. Seeing her dressed up for the party that first night after they had been transformed made Sara realize how much her friend had needed a collar. It would have matched her outfit perfectly, maybe even putting a big metal loop at the front, making it easy to clip a leash to it so she could not get lost or run off when she needed to stay.

		But there were other reasons why Sara wanted to return home, as she definitely would have enjoyed the kind of life the resort had offered them. Amy and Jessica might have been Sara’s best friends, but she had other friends. All three women were part of a larger social group. And it was the women in that social group that interested Sara. She looked forward to converting more of their friends into bimbos.

		Why Sara was willing to transform her friends was not exactly clear. It certainly would mean more work for her, especially if they ended up like Jessica. However, Sara had gotten a taste of what it was like to run a little bimbo harem. And she was not satisfied with just Amy and Jessica. She wanted more bimbos under her control. She wanted to be more than just a Mistress to Amy and Jessica. She wanted more women to join them. And who better to join them than their friends.

		As Sara drove, her mind was swirling with new plans. She even wondered what would happen if she made another trip to Transformative Ink. What would happen if she got a big piece on her back, maybe a dragon? What would it transform into and what would she transform into? Could her life be made even better than it already had?

		In the back seat, Amy and Jessica had moved to mutual masturbation, letting each other’s fingers drive them to orgasm after orgasm. If Sara had any doubt about what she was planning, about persuading their other friends to make a trip to Transformative Ink before spending a weekend together relaxing at Trinity Beach, all she had to do was look in the rear view mirror to see the two happiest women Sara had ever seen. She could not help but smile as Amy and Jessica came together.

		Sure, Sara was jealous, her own pussy spasming at the thought of cumming like the two bimbos in the backseat, but she was confident that she would have her own moments when the trio returned home. With two bimbos at her beck and call, she knew there was no risk of her ever going without when she really needed to cum. Life might have changed for all of them, but Sara knew they would all agree that their lives had all changed for the better.
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