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      Lauren rubbed her eyes, taking care not to smudge her mascara. It was nine o’clock Friday night and she was the last one at the office, again, but that’s what you had to do to make partner by thirty-five. Stacked to her right on the desk was a pile of legal briefings that she hadn’t gotten to yet, and in front of her, on her computer screen, was a mile-long court decision about the intricacies of compound interest when applied to international banking. The words blurred together on the screen, and she leaned her head on one hand.

      When was the last time I went out on a Friday? She thought to herself. When was the last time I went out and got drunk, had a really good time?

      Her schedule these days was pretty rigorous: wake up at 5 a.m., boot camp from 5:30 to 6:30, showered and at the office by 7:30. She was rarely home before 9pm. Weekends she got a break, sometimes not coming in until 9 or even 9:30.

      I have no life, she thought. Maybe I should stop somewhere and get a drink on the way home.

      Out of habit, she flipped open her planner, and there it was, in red, on Saturday night:

      JUDGE HOLDEN’S WOMEN IN LAW COCKTAIL PARTY.

      Lauren took a quick mental inventory of her closet: all black and gray pantsuits, plus one red pencil skirt she was afraid to wear to work in case it was deemed “inappropriate.”

      Maybe something on her way home would be open, and she could grab some little black dress and then be home in time to watch a rerun of Friends on Netflix.

      And, if her Friday night went as usual, she’d drink some wine and then find some porn where the girl had blond hair and enormous knockers. Occasionally she thought about what her life would be like if that was her — maybe those girls wouldn’t be rich and powerful at forty-five, but at least they were doing their twenties right. At least they got laid. Besides, turning off her brain and thinking about nothing but sex seemed so… relaxing.

      

      She drove down Main Street slowly, hoping for something to be open. The place was hopping with bars, all the young professionals who lived in this part of town out for the night, drinking away their workweeks. She’d nearly given up on finding somewhere to find a dress when she noticed one boutique, the lights on and the door open, pale pink lettering in the window: Cheesecake Boutique.

      A dumb name, but the place looked as good as anything. She parallel parked right outside and walked inside.

      “Hello,” said the sales woman. She was dressed nicely, in a blazer and a pencil skirt, though Lauren couldn’t help but notice her body, a perfect hourglass shape. The jacket must have been well-tailored, because her bust was absolutely enormous, and her butt was a perfect, perky bubble. Lauren had never seen someone with such Barbie-like proportions in real life before — nor had she seen someone with such long, white-blond hair.

      “Hi,” said Lauren. “I’m looking for a cocktail dress, just something simple and black.”

      “Sure,” said the woman, and began leading her toward a rack of dark, professional-looking clothes. “Got a party?”

      Lauren didn’t know why, but something about the woman’s helpful, perky demeanor made her want to open up. “I’ve got this tedious cocktail party with a pervy old judge who sponsors a ‘young women in law’ group,” she said. “So it’s got to be attractive but not slutty, because if you’re dowdy you’re an unprofessional frump, and if you’re sexy you’re an unprofessional airhead.”

      The woman nodded. “That sounds tough,” she said. “There’s such a double standard for women in the workplace. Are you just coming from the office?”

      “Yes,” sighed Lauren.

      The saleswoman tilted her head to one side and looked at Lauren for a long moment. “I think I know exactly what you need,” she said. “Come with me.”

      Lauren had thought that exactly what she needed was a tasteful black cocktail dress, but she didn’t argue.

      The woman opened a door, and suddenly, Lauren was surrounded by an entire room of bright colors, sparkles, shiny dresses. She lifted one in her hand. It seemed like it was smaller than a dish towel, and even flimsier. If she tugged at it, it would probably tear right off of her.

      Whoever wore this stuff probably got laid all the time, no problem, instead of pretending that her vibrator was her hot coworker. The fabric slid through her fingers like water.

      “It’s not really what I was looking for,” she said.

      “I know,” the saleswoman said. “But you seemed like you needed a little fun, like you needed to feel sexy, just for a little while. Go ahead, try something on. No hard sell.”

      Lauren looked at the woman again. She probably looked great in all this short, tight, shiny stuff. May as well try something.

      “How about this,” she said, holding up a gold dress. It looked like it laced all the way up the sides, leaving an exposed strip of flesh all the way up her body, from thigh to torso.

      “Perfect,” said the woman.

      Lauren stepped into the curtained-off dressing room, took off her pantsuit, and stepped into the dress, still wearing her bra and panties. There was no mirror inside, but even so, she could tell it didn’t look very good on her. It was meant for someone far bustier, with more junk in her trunk — someone like the saleswoman, for example. She sighed and started to take it off, not feeling any sexier at all.

      “Come on out!” The saleswoman chirped.

      “It doesn’t really fit,” she said.

      “Let me be the judge of that,” the woman said, sliding back the curtain. “Hm, I think we can make some adjustments.”

      I’m still not buying this, thought Lauren. Her nipples began itching, and she fought the urge to scratch them, here in front of this nice lady. Where would I wear something like this?

      She walked forward into the room, where there was a three-sided mirror a few feet away. Now the itching had spread to her entire breasts, a weird, tingling sensation, making her squirm inside the dress. And now her bra was uncomfortable, like it was suddenly constraining her.

      “I think it’s too tight,” she said. Then she looked down, and her mouth dropped open: through the dress, she could see her breasts bulging around the now-insufficient cups of her bra, straining at the straps.

      Before she could say anything else, the hooks on the back of her bra gave way, and the whole thing snapped off. Lauren was having a hard time processing what was going on: she had boobs now? And her bra was off, but still stuck to her because of the dress?

      She flailed her arms a little, trying to get the remains of her bra off of her, but found that she couldn’t quite figure it out.

      “Here, let me help,” the saleswoman said. She gently took Lauren’s bra off through the arm holes of the dress, and right away Lauren felt better.

      “Thank—“ she began, and then looked down again. She couldn’t finish her sentence: her breasts had ballooned, perfect and round and perky. She couldn’t see her feet!

      Lauren panicked. “Where are my feet?!” she asked the woman. She kicked one forward, and there, for one blessed moment, it was, her sensible black pump sticking out past the spheres on the front of her chest.

      “Shh, dear, you’ve still got feet,” the woman said, soothingly. “You just can’t see them right now.”

      Lauren tried to calm herself. She looked at her new breasts. That was what they were, right? The dress had boobs in it, and now they were hers?

      It didn’t quite track, logic-wise, if she really thought about it, but Lauren was finding that thinking was harder and harder.

      “You should take your panties off, too,” the woman said. “You’ve got lines.”

      Without questioning it, Lauren wriggled out of her tan granny panties, leaving them on the floor of the dressing room.

      “Want to see what you look like?” the woman asked. She took Lauren by the hand and let her out, into the shop, where a three-way mirror waited for her.

      In it was a blond woman, wearing the sluttiest dress Lauren had ever seen on an actual person. Her bright pink lips looked plumped and she had the same proportions as the saleswoman: huge tits, little waist, perky bubble butt.

      “Where’s me?” asked Lauren, not seeing a sensibly-dressed, dark-haired lawyer anywhere. Then she gasped. When she’d said that, so had that bimbo in the mirror!

      “Hello?” she said, and so did the woman in the mirror. She reached out one hand, and so did the other woman — and then she touched the mirror, and it was just cold glass.

      “That’s me!” she said, her mouth slightly open, eyes round with wonder. She blinked. “How did it—what did—“ she trailed off, touching her blond, curled hair, playing with it, tossing it around. Then she poked her inflated lips, and finally, her gaze wandered down to the deep-V neck of the dress, the sheer material sticking to her every curve, nipples prominent, at least half of each breast revealed.

      Lauren rubbed her nipples gently through the shiny fabric and immediately gasped. Just that slight touch brought a flood of warmth to her pussy, and it began to ache. She made a little noise and rubbed harder, now eliciting a full-throated moan from herself.

      The saleswoman cleared her throat. “You can see the back in this mirror as well,” she said, placing her hands on Lauren’s shoulders and turning her, ever so gently.

      The dress ended right below her ass cheeks, each one a perfect bubble, and the lacing up the sides made it obvious that she wasn’t wearing panties or a bra. She ran her her hands over her ass, relishing the feeling, looking at her new self.

      “I’m so sexy,” she said, still looking at herself in the mirror. “What now?”

      “There’s a bar on this block,” the saleswoman said. “Some of the high-powered types like to drink there on Friday nights.”

      “Like lawyers?” The word rang a bell for Lauren, but she couldn’t quite figure out why. It was something important? Something to do with her? Both her hands had drifted back to her tits, pinching her highly-visible nipples, rubbing their immense roundness through the shiny gold fabric.

      “I think there’s a lot of lawyers there, yeah,” the woman said.

      Lauren blinked at her. “Are they hot?” she asked.

      The saleswoman just nodded. “Many of our clients head there immediately after their purchase.

      Lauren looked at herself in the mirror again and shook her tits back and forth, giggling and clapping.

      

      The bar was dark inside, the sort of place that was supposed to feel expensive. Lauren walked in and blinked, letting her eyes adjust to the light, looking around, still trying to figure out what exactly she was doing there.

      Well, she wanted to find some men, first of all. Even after she’d stopped playing with herself, her arousal had only mounted and now her whole pussy was pounding with every heartbeat, and she wanted nothing more than to put a big cock in it.

      Mmmm, cock, she thought.

      As she stood there, blinking, looking around, trying desperately to remember what she was supposed to do at a bar, a man wearing a suit came up to her.

      “Hello, Miss,” he said, congenially.

      “Hi!” Lauren said.

      “Could I buy you a drink?”

      “I’d love one!” she said. That was what you were supposed to do at a bar: get drinks!

      “What can I get you?” he asked. He took her elbow gently and led her to the bar, drawing stares from every other man in the place. Out of the corner of her eye, Lauren noticed a few other woman, all wearing tiny, short dresses that looked a lot like hers. She didn’t think much of it, though.

      “A drink,” she said.

      “What kind?” he asked, patiently.

      Lauren looked over at the bar, at all the confusing bottles and lights, the little bowls of cherries and lime and lemons.

      “Something with a cherry,” she finally said.

      The man turned to the bartender and ordered for her, though she didn’t pay attention to what he said. Instead she looked at the man: handsome and older, his hair just graying at the temples. As he paid the bartender, she saw a flash of a Rolex.

      He handed her the drink: something pink, and, as requested, with a cherry in it. She took a sip.

      “Delicious,” she said.

      “Would you care to join us?” he asked. Without waiting for her to answer, he put one hand on the small of her back and led her over to two other men, sitting in leather chairs around a small table, off in a corner of the room, almost a booth. Even though heads turned as Lauren walked through the quiet, dark room, no one was paying any attention to her by the time she got there.

      And anyway, each
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