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		Introduction

		

		The idea for What’s in a Name? came from a follower of mine on Tumblr and a contributor to my former Patreon. I want to thank Bouncybubbly (https://bouncybubbly.tumblr.com/) with giggles and gratitude.

		I usually appreciate story prompts, but I can’t always promise I will write them. This story comes nearly two years after it was first offered, so there are no guarantees.

		If you have an idea that you want written by me, the only way to guarantee it is hiring me to write a commission. My rates are fair and I try and leave the commissioner more than pleased with the results. You can contact me on Tumblr or via email (author.sadie.thatcher@gmail.com).

		

	
		

		What’s in a Name?

		

		September

		

		“W elcome, Sparkles. Please come in and have a seat.”

		“Ugh. I don’t like the name I was assigned. Is there any way I can change it? It makes me sound like I’m a stripper or something.”

		“That’s out of my hands. Besides, Sparkles is a cute name. There were so many worse options available. But that’s not what we’re here to talk about right now. As you should be aware, as a part of the program, we will be meeting once per month as a part of the evaluation. In exchange for a full ride scholarship for four years of college, or the equivalent cash value, you have agreed to change your name to the name you have been assigned. You have also agreed to tell no one except those people who already knew you, such as family, about your name change. And as long as you are enrolled here at Thatcher, you will be meeting with me at the start of every month.”

		“I know. It’s just hard. I’m still getting used to people calling me by a different name. My roommate yesterday called my name three times before I responded. I’m just not used to being called Sparkles.”

		“That’s completely understandable. I must say, I never imagined anyone at Thatcher would take advantage of this offer. The research program sponsoring this has had no luck in getting Thatcher students to participate since its inception several years ago. You are the first.”

		“And it sucks that I only have you to confide in. I can’t even tell Anna, my roommate, the truth. She broke out giggling when I introduced myself. Not that I can blame her.”

		“How does it feel to have people treat you differently, just because of your name?”

		“I just feel like they expect something from me. They expect me to be all bubbly and maybe a little dumb. They don’t expect me to be smart or have a full scope of emotions. They expect me to be a caricature and not the real me.”

		“I can see that. However, I’m sure once they get to know you it will get better. Once they get to know the real you they won’t be able to pigeonhole you anymore.”

		“At least I’m getting school paid for. I couldn’t have done that otherwise. My dad gambled away my college fund. If I didn’t take this offer, I never would have been able to afford the Thatcher tuition. Small liberal arts colleges are expensive as hell.”

		“I can’t fault you on that. I guess you have to do what you have to do to reach your goals in life. And speaking of goals, can you tell me a little about your academic goals now that you are starting college?”

		“Um, sure, I guess I can do that. I’ve always wanted to be an architect. I don’t know why, it just really interests me. I like looking at buildings and trying to figure out why they were made that way. Part of it is engineering, obviously, but there’s an artistic side that I really like as well. And while the architecture program isn’t open to first years, I hope that I can get started on it next fall. In the meantime, I’m focused on getting the prerequisites out of the way and doing a little academic exploration.”

		“It sounds like you have a plan and you are acting on it. That’s good to hear. So many first years don’t have any idea and they spend their first two years just trying to figure out what they want to study. And to be honest, by then, it can be too late for them to follow whatever passions they have developed.”

		“Thanks. I am really excited about school. I just wish I didn’t walk around with the stigma of my name being Sparkles.”

		“I am not privy to what exactly the researchers behind this project are investigating, but I would not be surprised if name stigma played a role.”

		“I suppose you’re right.”

		“I’ve got nothing more to ask you for this session. This was more a get to know you meeting and I needed to make sure you understood the rules and conditions. Unless you have any questions for me, you are free to go.”

		“I can’t think of anything to ask.”

		“Then I’ll see you in a month. Good luck with your classes.”

		“Thanks. See you.”

		

		October

		

		“Welcome back, Sparkles. I hope you have had a good first month of school.”

		“Hi, Doc. Yeah, I guess things are going well. I am finally starting to adjust to life here at Thatcher. The sniggering about my name has mostly died down. Anna hasn’t said anything about my name since we first met. And I haven’t told her anything. I haven’t told anyone the truth. I don’t know anyone here.”

		“I’m glad to hear you are following the rules. Have the other girls in your dorm section adjusted to your name?”

		“Yeah, they did, but it took them about a week to get over it. They kept accusing me of using a camp name or something instead of my real name. But I showed them my school ID card to prove that it’s really me. I guess this is one moment where not having a driver’s license comes in handy. The school records might show me as being named Sparkles, but the government doesn’t.”

		“That’s a good point. Not having the license or other government ID probably helps keep you from living two different identities.”

		“I hadn’t thought of it that way, but you’re right. Huh. I wasn’t expecting that. It feels good in some strange and perverted way.”

		“Yes, well how are things going otherwise for you?”

		“Most people have accepted my name, but there are a few guys on campus that are being a real pain about it. They keep making comments about me leading a secret life as a stripper. I suppose that Sparkles could be a stripper name. To be honest, it could just as likely be the name of a dog. Neither is very appealing, but there’s nothing I can do about it. I’m Sparkles now.”

		“And your professors?”

		“Most are fine with it, although they definitely gave me a funny look when they first started calling out attendance at the start of the year. Now they don’t need to, so it isn’t an issue. Except I am getting a strange reaction from one of my female professors. She seems perfectly nice to everyone else, but she has been cold and bitchy toward me. I don’t know if it’s because of my name or if I have done something to offend her in some way.”

		“Have you considered confronting your professor about her behavior toward you?”

		“Oh, gosh no. I could never do that. I mean, I’m a first year. The only reason I would go to a professor’s office hours is to get help with my schoolwork. I could never confront any of them.”

		“I can understand where you are coming from, but remember you’re an adult now. You have to fight your own battles. Other people can’t do it for you.”

		“I know, I know. You don’t need to sound like my mom.”

		“Your relationship with your parents is holding up all right?”

		“My dad is out of the picture. My mom kicked him out after he gambled away my college fund. That was two years ago. We were just lucky he didn’t get to do the same to the house. He had put that in my mom’s name. But my mom isn’t thrilled with me taking part in this research project. Then again, she knows what the scholarship means to me. So yeah, my dad is gone and my mom is a little tentative with me right now. I’m sure things will get better soon.”

		“That’s good to hear. It is a worthy goal to make our lives better. You seem well adjusted for only being a first year.”

		“Thanks, I try.”

		“I don’t have any further questions for you. You can go if you want to.”

		“Thanks, Doc. I’ve got a lot of homework tonight so I should get going. See you later.”

		

		November

		

		“Sparkles, you’re right on time. Please sit down.”

		“Thanks. You wouldn’t happen to have any ibuprofen, would you? I’ve got a massive headache from last night?”

		“Oh, something happen last night?”

		“I went out to a halloween party. Anna dragged me out, actually. Or, I should say, she talked me into going over a week ago and she helped me make my costume.”

		“Halloween is probably the most popular holiday for college students. What did you end up going as?”

		“A mermaid. My costume wasn’t very warm, but after a few drinks I didn’t seem to notice the cold anymore. Anna helped me with my costume. We took it the whole way, with the shell bra and the mermaid lower body. I was still able to walk, but my stride was hobbled by the long and tight skirt. And then there was the glitter. Anna thought I should be covered in body glitter so that I properly sparkled. I guess it fit. And people were calling me Sparkles at the party without issue, although I suspect they thought the name had something to do with my costume. At least my clothes cover up the body glitter I couldn’t get off this morning. I also had to wash my sheets this morning, because I fell asleep with the glitter still on my body last night.”

		“So you were drinking?”

		“Um, look, Doc, I don’t know the protocol—“

		“It’s all right. I would only intervene if I thought you had a problem. From the sound of it, this was a one-off event. And even I got drunk on occasion before I turned 21. It’s not a big deal. That is, as long as you remained safe.”

		“Oh, yeah, I didn’t get into any trouble last night. I just had a few drinks and danced a bit. There was no sex.”

		“That’s good. College is a great time to explore and get to know yourself better, but it’s important to remain safe while you do so. There are too many girls that let themselves get taken advantage of.”

		“You don’t need to worry about me. Although I think my shell bra came off while I was dancing last night. It’s kind of hazy. It was probably Anna pulling a prank on me. Everyone was probably too drunk to notice. I almost didn’t notice myself. Luckily, Anna picked it up and handed it to me.”

		“Oh dear. Are you okay with that?”

		“Sure, it’s no big deal. If someone saw my boobs, good for them. It will be their last time, probably. And it’s not like I have a lot of boobage for them to see. My bikini top probably just came untied. It’s no big deal. Really.”

		“If you say so. You should let me know if you get any blowback from the incident. I can help if people start teasing you about it or anything.”

		“To be honest, I’m not even really sure if it happened or not. Between the alcohol last night and my headache now, it’s all pretty fuzzy. But you’ve got me in this free association mood and I just started talking.”

		“Well, all right then. I just want you to stay safe.”

		“You don’t need to worry about me. And I doubt anything like last night will happen to me again. I’m really not the partying type.”

		“I’m glad to hear it. But changing subjects, how are things going with your classes. Everything still on course?”

		“Some classes are harder than others, but you would expect that. They’re going, I guess. We’re halfway through the semester and I guess I’m a little behind where I want to be.”

		“Have the stripper comments stopped?”

		“No, but I’ve gotten used to them by now. I just ignore them. And my professors don’t seem to care as much about my name anymore. So that helps. But I don’t think any of that has affected my grades. I’m just adjusting to being a college student. There’s some ups and downs with that.”

		“I’m glad to hear you are taking a mature and thoughtful approach to all of this. Unless you have anything more you want to say, we can end our session there. I’m sure you have a lot of schoolwork to catch up on, and maybe a nap too.”

		“Thanks, Doc. I’m good. I’ll see you next month.”

		

		December

		

		“Good morning, Sparkles. Have a seat.”

		“Thanks, Doc. It’s good to be back on campus again.”

		“How was your Thanksgiving break?”

		“I mean, it was nice, I guess. It was nice not to have any schoolwork to worry about. No classes and all that jazz. But my mom was being a bit of a pill. She didn’t like it that I got my hair dyed.”

		“Yes, I noticed you are sporting blonde hair now. What brought about this change?”

		“I dunno. I needed to get my hair cut and on a whim I asked my stylist if she thought I’d look good with blonde hair. Surprise, I do.”

		“I must say, it gives you a different look. I almost didn’t recognize you when you walked into my office a couple minutes ago.”

		“That’s the kind of thing my mom says about me. First it was my name, now it’s my hair. She says she doesn’t recognize who I am anymore. It’s not like I’ve changed any.”

		“Except for your hair.”

		“Okay, yes, except for my hair. But tons of people dye their hair. It’s not like I’m doing something crazy.”

		“How is school going?”

		“Eh, it’s been better, I guess. I’ve probably been spending too many nights out at parties and not enough time in the library, but it’s hard to turn down invitations to parties. It turns out that lots of people saw me on Halloween. And according to reports, I spent the better part of an hour completely topless. I had no idea.”

		“Does that bother you?”

		“It did at first, but it doesn’t anymore. I can’t change anything about it. But it has changed a few things. Guys don’t compare me to being a stripper anymore. Now I’m that sparkly mermaid chick. And people who only know me from that night call me Sparkles, just because they thought that was the name of my costume. So I guess you could say that I’m pretty happy about that. Everyone knows my name now and they don’t make fun of me for it.”

		“That’s good to hear. How is your relationship with your roommate?”

		“Anna’s great. We’re like best friends. As much as guys like to invite me out to parties, Anna has been encouraging me to take them up on the offers. It was even her idea to keep using the body glitter when I go out. She calls it my signature. She even set me up with this guy named Chad. He was fun to hang out with. And, um, we did some stuff together.”

		“What kind of stuff? It’s all right. You can tell me anything.”

		“Well, it started out with Anna betting me that I wouldn’t give Chad a blowjob. And she would have won that bet if I hadn’t been a little buzzed at the time. But then after sucking Chad’s cock in the backroom of the house we were partying in, he was still kind of hard and I was horny. I don’t know what it was exactly, but my arousal has kept spiking since the Halloween party, usually when I’m out partying. But this time, since Chad’s cock was already out, I ended up begging him to fuck me. I was that level of horny.”

		“Oh my.”

		“But it was great. Chad was great. The sex was great. I came so hard my vision turned white. It was awesome. And that was not the last time I had sex with a guy either. After that, I think I went home with a guy every time we went out partying. I might be missing a party or two, but most of them ended up with me in a guy’s bed.”

		“I’m not sure—“

		“Doc, it’s fine. I’m happy. I’m not doing anything I don’t want to do. I’m being safe. I’m not going to get pregnant. I’m just having some fun and getting in better touch with my body and its desires. And I’m fucking cumming a lot. That’s the best part. I never realized how good a real cock could actually feel. My dildo still gets used, but it just doesn’t compare.”

		“That’s, um, fine. And, uh, that’s all my questions for you today. Do you have any questions for me?”

		“I’m sorry, Doc. I know not everyone likes to talk about sex. I’ve just been a little pent up, having been home for the last week. I didn’t have a guy to help me blow off steam with. But we can end things here. I don’t have any questions for you.”

		“Yes, um, good. I’ll see you next month. Good luck on your finals and enjoy your winter break.”

		“You too.”

		

		January

		

		“Sparkles, wow, you look fancy. Come in and take a seat.”

		“Thanks, Doc. Yeah, I’m sporting a few changes. I did a lot of shopping over the break, taking advantage of the after Christmas sales. It seems my dad wants back in the picture and to help make up for losing my college fund, he scrounged up a few thousand dollars to give me. It wasn’t enough to actually pay for school, but it gave me a chance to do some shopping.”

		“And not just for clothes.”

		“Yeah, you noticed my jewelry? I decided that the body glitter is just really messy. It gets everywhere and that’s just annoying. I was wearing a black sweater to a Christmas concert with my mom and it was covered in random bits of glitter. The lights kept reflecting off the glitter garishly. But I found a collection of really sparkly jewelry, earrings, bracelets, necklaces, the works. And at least she has finally accepted that my name is Sparkles now. She started calling me that over the break and even addressed my presents with the name. It was nice of her. Who knows? After four years, I might not even change my name back. We’ll see. But it’s definitely growing on me, even if people think I’m some dumb bimbo or stripper when they don’t know me.”

		“It looks to me like you have significantly altered your wardrobe, if this is an example of what you wear now.”

		“Yeah, I decided to increase the sexiness of my outfits. I’m a girl who likes to party and I wanted my style to reflect that. It means more dresses, more skirts, tighter clothes, lower necklines, higher hems. I even bought a bunch of crop tops to show off my new belly-button piercing. I decided to tone it down for our meeting, but I can’t argue with the fact that guys like to look at my body and I like the feeling I get when they look. I don’t even have much in the way of cleavage, but I love it when a guy just talks to my boobs the whole time. It’s hot and it makes me even hotter.”

		“I hope this isn’t getting in the way of your schoolwork.”

		“Um, it might be a little. My mom wasn’t very happy when my grades came through over the break. ‘You’ve always been an A student,’ she told me. I guess she didn’t like seeing so many Cs on my grade report. I’m not worried. This is a new semester and a new chance to make improvements. I learned a lot last semester and now that the days are getting longer again, I feel that this will be a great semester for me. I might not get all As right away, but I’m sure I’ll do better than the Cs I got last semester.”

		“Do you feel that your name has anything to do with your grades?”

		“I don’t think so. Sure, my professors didn’t think too highly of me back when classes started, but once they got to know me and what I was capable of, they stopped looking down on me. Of course, I let my grades slip toward the end. Anna had the same problem. We were just partying too much.”

		“Do you plan to cut back on the partying this semester?”

		“I mean, I could do that, but I figured I’d try to cut back in other areas first. I just don’t think I can go more than a few days without a good party and hookup. So the plan is to cut out the dead time. That means less chit chat with the girls in the dorm. It means if I have five minutes between lunch and my next class, I pull out the books and do a little studying. I want to pack my days with studying so I can spend my nights being the sparkly party girl the guys know me as.”

		“I’m not sure I see that strategy being successful, but I won’t get in your way of attempting it. Maybe you will be one of the rare exceptions.”

		“Look, if you’re just going to complain about all of my choices like my mom does, I don’t want to be here. I have to take that kind of stuff from her, but I don’t need to take it from you.”

		“I’m sorry, Sparkles. I didn’t mean to offend you. You’re right. I’m not here to judge or give you advice. I’m just here to listen to you and take notes for the research project.”

		“I accept your apology. You’re a nice woman, Doc, but sometimes you seem a little judgmental. But I guess we all have our vices we need to work on.”

		“Speaking of vices, my superiors are curious about one thing. Last time you mentioned it was difficult to be home for Thanksgiving break, because you did not have access to men. This break was longer. How did you manage to cope?”

		“Oh, that’s easy. I mean, yes, at first it was hard. I was practically climbing the walls at first. I even bought another vibrator, just to try and make it thought, but it wasn’t helping. But then I realized I knew a bunch of guys who could help me. So I tracked down some of the guys who interested me on social media and reached out. A couple responded that they were in town, on their own breaks from college like me. And so just like that, my problem was solved. I got what I needed and they had a good time.”

		“You certainly take your new proclivities seriously.”

		“I do, don’t I? I’m just figuring out what I like. And so far, it turns out that I like partying and I like sex. And I did both on New Year’s Eve.”

		“Oh, did you go to a party and count down to midnight?”

		“Um, I went to a party, but I was in the middle of getting fucked when midnight struck. To be honest, I can’t think of a better way of ringing in the new year than with a cock in me. New Year, New Me.”

		“As long as you’re enjoying yourself. That’s all the questions I have for you. As always, feel free to ask me anything you want to. I’m here for you as much as I am to record your thoughts and feelings for the research project.”

		“Thanks, Doc, but I’m doing just fine right now. If we’re good, I’ve got a party to go finish getting ready for. There are supposed to be some cute guys there and I want to look my best.”

		“Um, yeah, we’re done. Have fun tonight.”

		

		February

		

		“Hi, Doc. It’s good to see you.”

		“My, you certainly seem happy today. Having a good day?”

		“Every day is a good day now. That party I was getting ready for after our last meeting, well, I met a guy. After we hooked up, he asked me out for real. I didn’t think I was going to go the boyfriend-girlfriend route, but he makes me feel so good. And it’s not just the sex, which is absolutely amazing. He’s just a really nice guy. I don’t know how our paths hadn’t crossed before. Then again, I’m a first year and he’s a senior, so it’s not like we would have any classes together.”

		“That’s great that you’ve met someone. I’m glad to see you settling down a little. To be honest, I was getting a little worried about you. It seemed like you were getting a little extreme in your actions. Sure, the work hard and party hard lifestyle can work for a little while, but it eventually catches up with you.”

		“Sure, Doc, I get that. Although, if anything, I’m having more sex now than before. Glen and I just can’t get enough of each other. And it helps that he likes how I dress. Even though I was already dressed for it, most guys do a double take when they find out my name. I mean, how many people do you know who are named Sparkles like me? I can’t think of any. But Glen didn’t even bat an eye when I introduced myself. He just smiled and put his arm around my shoulder as he guided me away from the party.”

		“What does Glen do? What is he studying?”

		“He’s studying economics and finance. He’s already got a job lined up for when he graduates. He’s really smart, he’s got a good job lined up, and he’s got a cock that I can’t quit.”

		“Yes, well, he certainly seems like he has potential.”

		“I’ve had boyfriends before, but none like him. He’s so commanding and manly. And for the first time ever, I’ll have a boyfriend on Valentine’s Day. He’s already dropping little hints about what I should expect. He’s going all out for us. It’s really sweet of him.”

		“And he treats you well? You mentioned he’s commanding. He doesn’t make you do things you’re uncomfortable with?”

		“Not at all. I mean, sometimes he makes a suggestion that pushes my boundaries a little, but there’s no force there. He waits until I’m ready. And I want to be ready for him. He mentioned something about anal last week. I had never considered sex that way before, but before I knew it I was researching it. And sex research is hard. There’s so much porn on the internet that it’s really easy to get distracted. And I definitely got distracted. I probably came three times from masturbating to some of the porn I found before I something I could actually learn from. I’ve been practicing since then, using lube and dildos and butt plugs. I’m actually wearing a plug right now. It’s a pink princess plug. I like it because of how sparkly it is.”

		“Yes, you have certainly taken to your name well. I mean, your whole appearance is very sparkly. Your earrings, necklace, bracelets and belly-button ring are all very sparkly. And your top has sequins on it.”

		“Glen likes it when I dress to show off like this. He loves calling me by my name, telling me to do little things. And I like it too. I feel all squishy inside when he tells me to do stuff. He kind of talks down to me, treating me like I’m not as capable. When we went out to dinner last Friday, he even ordered for me. I never even opened my menu. And you know what? I loved it. I know I was annoyed by the way people treated my like I was dumb and stuff before, but when Glen does it, I love it. It turns me on so much.”

		“Are you sure this relationship is healthy? I have my concerns.”

		“We’re both consenting adults, Doc. Glen knows I’m not a bimbo, but to be honest, it’s kind of nice being treated as one. Most people look down on bimbos, not thinking about the care that goes into being one. Glen gets that. And anyway, it’s just a little game that we play. It’s not like I’m giving up my studies. I’m just having a little fun.”

		“And your studies are going all right? You are performing better this semester?”

		“Um, maybe. I haven’t really been paying attention to my grades. I’ve been kind of busy with Glen. But if I fall a little behind, I’m sure I’ll be able to catch back up. Except maybe not in Professor Ball’s class. I think he has it out for me. He’s always scowling in my direction. I don’t think he likes the way I dress in his class.”

		“How do you dress in his class?”

		“Well, see, his class is kind of early in the morning, which might explain why he’s so grumpy anyway, but sometimes I don’t make it back to my dorm room before class so I show up wearing whatever I wore when I met up with Glen. Last time, I think I had this almost sheer dress and really high heels. I had to borrow paper from another student so I could take notes. I forgot my notebook and didn’t have time to go back to my room to get it. And it might not have helped that I was flushed from Glen fucking me hard that morning. We only just finished in time for me to get to class.”

		“At least you were there. I suppose that’s all that one can hope for.”

		“It’s not like his lectures are that important. I think Professor Ball just likes to hear himself talk. I could probably skip his class and still pass, just do the reading and show up for the tests and write the papers. You know what, I think I’m going to do that.”

		“I wouldn’t recommend it, but I already know you’ll ignore my advice. So let’s call it there. I’ll see you in another month. Enjoy Valentine’s Day with Glen.”

		“Thanks, Doc. I plan to.”

		

		March

		

		“Hiya, Doc.”

		“Sparkles, good morning. You seem extra chipper today.”

		“I’m feeling super good. I just came from Glen’s. He has a house just off campus. I spent the weekend at his place. It was great to just check out and not have to worry about school for a few days.”

		“You didn’t have any homework? Aren’t midterms coming up?”

		“I just mean I took a personal break from it. I needed some time without all those numbers and facts getting all swirled up in my head. It was Glen’s idea. He saw how stressed it was making me. He was like, ‘Sparkles, you need to take a break from all that hard thinking you’ve been trying to do.’ That sounded good to me. It was a lot of fun. And when Glen and I weren’t busy in the bedroom, like when he was making dinner or when he was out at the store buying beer for him and his housemates, he asked me to give the guys lap dances.”

		“Lap dances?”

		“It’s just a bit of fun, since my name is the kind of name a stripper might have. And they’d all seen me prancing around the house in my underwear and other skimpy clothes already, so it was only fair to give them something fun in return. But I can definitely say we did not follow strip club rules. They had me so hot that by the time Glen came back from the store, I was begging him to fuck me. I even offered up my ass I was so horny.”

		“That’s probably a bit more than I need to know. Let’s go back to Valentine’s Day. You were really excited about that the last time we spoke.”

		“Oh, yeah, Valentine’s Day was the bomb. It started out super romantic with us going out to dinner. Glen ordered for me like he always does now. I just have to sit there and look pretty. I love it. It was sweet and lovely, but Glen also knows I like to party, so after dinner he took me clubbing. I had such a good time. College house parties are fun, but real nightclubs are even better. Glen even rented a back room for the two of us to escape into when I got horny. We fucked three different times at the club. It was so much fun.”

		“I’m glad you are enjoying yourself. How is school coming along?”

		“Ugh. I don’t really want to talk about it. There’s so much I’ve got to do. It’s not fair that they make us work this hard. I mean, there are so many facts and figures to learn. And then I actually have to, you know, analyze them. Why can’t they just focus on the college experience and not be so annoying about the schoolwork. Professor Ball is the worst of them. He openly sneers at me whenever I attend his class. Admittedly, I only go about once per week, just enough to make sure I know when the tests are. I still plan on passing all my classes, but I’m going to wait until after spring break to make my big push. I just need to focus on my relationship with Glen right now. That’s what’s important at the moment.”

		“As long as you have a plan and think you know what you’re doing, I suppose that’s good.”

		“Oh, before I forget, the research project either pays in scholarship money or in cash. Is it possible to get a combination? I was wondering if I could cash out a semester now?”

		“Planning a big purchase?”

		“I’m not ready to say yet. I want to know if it’s possible first. I figure if everything works out, I can work summers to pay for my last semester. Or I can get Glen to pay for it if we’re still together then.”

		“I’ll look into it for you. I should hear back by the end of the week. Is that soon enough for you?”

		“Definitely. I just need to know by spring break, but I figured I should ask while I’m here.”

		“Is there anything else you want to know? I have nothing more I need to ask.”

		“Nope, I’m good. I’ll see you in a month.”

		“Yes, see you after spring break.”

		

		April

		

		“Hiya, Doc. Like the new me?”

		“What did you do to yourself?”

		“I got a boob job. You know that money I was asking about last time? It was so I could buy myself a proper pair of tits. I got them the first week of break. I used the second week to focus on recovery. They’re still healing, but the bruising is finally going away. Don’t they look great?”

		“But why? I don’t understand. Why would you give up a semester of school to get a breast augmentation?”

		“Everyone already treats me like some dumb bimbo, so I figured, why not enjoy myself? Glen is super excited about them. I’ve been sending him pictures everyday, showing him how they’ve been healing. He even sent me a cum tribute, a picture of his cum on a printed out picture of my new boobs. It was really hot. Even though I wasn’t supposed to do anything physical, I couldn’t help but masturbate. After almost two weeks without, I came so hard. It was almost as good as when Glen fucks me.”

		“But why would you want to make your breasts bigger? Just because everyone knows you as Sparkles doesn’t mean you have to completely look the part.”

		“I wanted this. I was probably always a little disappointed in the size of my breasts. But these last few months have been like me breaking out of my cocoon and emerging as a beautiful butterfly. And now I’m a beautiful boobie butterfly.”

		“Have they been hard to adapt to?”

		“I mean, sure. It’s not easy going from almost flat to really big and stuff. I can’t even see my feet when I’m standing and I look straight down. I have to position my plate farther away. I even have to push the computer keyboard farther away so I can see it when I’m typing. And I keep running into stuff. I forget that I’ve got tits now and I open a cabinet into them or something like that.”

		“Yes, I can imagine. But what about your mother? Does she approve?”

		“My mom gave up trying to control me, I think. She was nice and helped me with my recovery, but she wasn’t the doting mother I used to know. I definitely heard her mutter a few choice words under her breath at various points, like slut and bimbo.”

		“And that doesn’t bother you?”

		“Doc, I am a slut and I look like a bimbo. I might as well roll with it and enjoy it.”

		“I guess so. This all just seems so fast. It’s only been a couple months and it seems like you’ve completely upended your life, all because of a name change.”

		“Who knows. I might have chosen this life for myself anyway. I might have met Glen and discovered that I like the way it feels to be treated like a bimbo. I’m still smart. I’m still capable. I just have multiple interests. But it’s so much more fun to be sparkly and sexy than it is to be boring and stuck in the library every night.”

		“I suppose that is one way to think about it. You mentioned the library. How have your classes been?”

		“Um, I haven’t looked at my midterm grades yet. I was kind of occupied with my surgery and the recovery. I expect I passed them. Except for maybe Professor Ball’s midterm . I think he wrote that test specifically to fuck with me. It’s like he only asked questions about the stuff I didn’t completely understand, like he glossed over the stuff I had actually learned. I don’t even know how he did it. How did he know the stuff I was good at the stuff I wasn’t? So I probably failed that one. I’ve still got time. I can turn things around. I’ve got almost two months left to make it better. I’ll show Professor Ball that he’s just an ass and that I’m smarter than I look.”

		“At least you seem determined. That is commendable.”

		“Totally.”

		“Technically, that’s all the questions I am supposed to ask you for the project, but I have to ask something for myself. Obviously you went and had the breast augmentation. And you are certainly not shy about showing them off. I mean, that is a very low neckline and you are wearing one of those cropped tops you seem to like. How have other students reacted to them?”

		“The guys can’t stop staring. I bet there’s a bunch of rumors going around about me. I’ve only been on campus for less than 24 hours and people are already talking. I hear the whispers when I walk across campus. Not that I listen to what they’re saying. And the guys definitely look. The girls turn away, but I’ve caught them sneaking peaks when they don’t think I’m looking. When they do look my way though, the girls are usually sneering. They know I got my tits done. But they think they know me. Only Anna understands. Actually, she’s thinking about getting hers done too. I even offered to help pay for them. We could be tittie sisters. That would be kind of hot.”

		“It sounds like the reaction has been negative.”

		“Only the girls are bitches about it. The guys are great. The nerdy ones are all goo-goo eyes over them. The jocks are a bit more collected, but they still stare slack-jawed more often than not. But guys or girls, I love the attention. Everyone on campus knows who I am now. ‘Who’s that?’ ‘Oh, that’s Sparkles, the bimbo.’ It’s great.”

		“I guess I’ll have to take your word for it. That’s all I have for you right now. Next month is our last meeting of the school year. I bet you’ll be glad to get that over with.”

		“It’s okay, Doc. I like talking to you. You help me get out my feelings so I can decide how much of a bimbo I want to be.”

		“Oh, I hadn’t thought of it that way. Well, I need to get ready for my next appointment. I’ll see you in May.”

		“Bye, Doc.”

		

		May

		

		“Like, hiya, Doc. I’m super happy to see you.”

		“Wow, Sparkles, that is quite a dress you’re wearing.”

		“You like it? I wasn’t, like, sure about the leopard print, but Glen really likes that kind of thing. And the dress is great for showing off my big titties. I just love to show them off and to prance around like a little bimbo. It makes me horny. And it makes Glen horny to see me like this. And when Glen gets horny, I get fucked, which is great.”

		“But, I mean, that’s not exactly school appropriate. Don’t your professors get mad? What about Professor Ball?”

		“They get plenty mad, but they can’t touch me. I’m already, like, on academic probation. Turns out I failed all my midterms. There’s, like, no hope to pass any of my classes anymore. Which is why I’m dropping out.”

		“Wait, what? You’re dropping out of school? What about your desire to be an architect?”

		“Psh, that’s boring stuff. Have you ever heard of, like, a bimbo architect? Besides, Glen asked me to move with him for his new job. We’re gonna have so much more sex since we’ll be living together and I can focus on what I’m best at, which is looking hot and sexy.”

		“But you’re giving everything up for that? You could be amazing at whatever you choose and instead you choose to be some guy’s bimbo?”

		“I’m not choosing to be, like, some guy’s bimbo. I’m choosing to be Glen’s bimbo. He’s super smart and he’s gonna be really rich too. He’s already talking about putting a ring on my finger, making sure I don’t stray. Like I could do that. Glen’s cock is the only cock for me. I mean, sure, I offered to suck Professor’s Ball’s cock to let me pass his class, but that was Glen’s idea. And Professor Ball turned me down. I wonder if he doesn’t like girls. Oh well, his loss. Glen says I give great head, so he’s the one missing out, not me.”

		“So you have no regrets?”

		“Nope. No regrets. I love being Glen’s bimbo. With him around I don’t have to do any of that terrible thinking. I can just be dumb and giggly and sparkly. No worries, no anxiety, no school. It’s great. More girls should consider going bimbo. It’s just really fun.”

		“What does your mother think of this development?”

		“She was mad at first, but when I told her what Glen’s starting salary will be, she changed her tune pretty quick. So she’s really happy for me. Anna is really happy for me too. She, like, started dating a friend of Glen. He’s a senior too and is moving for a job. She’s not as sure what she’s gonna do and stuff, but I would bet she follows him. I’ve seen the way she is after he fucks her. There’s no way she can give that up. The two of us are like addicts. And once we find a cock that gives us what we need, we can’t get enough of it.”

		“That is a strange way of looking at the situation, but I can’t fault you for it. I assume you will want to cash out the rest of your tuition payments, since you won’t be attending school after this semester, assuming you stick with the bimbo shtick and don’t go back to school.”

		“That would be great. Glen wants to put the money in, like, a special account thingie so it can grow bigger and pay for all my other enhancements. He calls it my bimbo fund.”

		“I will notify the project coordinator. It should be pretty easy to do. You still have two and a half years of tuition money available to you, so that will be a pretty big sum. And remember, you have to keep the name Sparkles for the full four years, as you agreed.”

		“Um, yeah, I’m not changing my name ever. I love being Sparkles. It’s better than my old stupid name, whatever it was. I’m just gonna be Sparkles for the rest of my life. It’s gonna be great.”

		“You do you, I guess.”

		“Speaking of doing, Doc. Glen said I should, like, thank you for everything you’ve done for me. He said I should come up with something to give you. I’m not good at thinking about that stuff anymore, so he suggested I might be able to use my tongue. You know, I’m really good at blowjobs, but I can lick pussy too. I’ve done that a few times with Anna. I always make her scream.”

		“…”

		“Um, Doc?”

		“Get on your knees and crawl over here. It’s a good thing I’m wearing a skirt today.”

		“Yay. You’re, like, the best, Doc. You’re gonna totally love this. Thanks a ton.”
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