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	Gotta get here eventually. Ramona sighed, her folded arms tightening. Wanna go home now. Sick of this stupid waiting.

Having car problems sucked, but at least she lived in a city that actually had good public transportation. The young woman had just left a club and was sitting at the bus stop a few blocks over. She would've stayed longer, but the last bus was coming soon and she couldn't miss it.

	Well, at least, that's what she thought. She had been waiting for almost ten minutes, but nothing showed. Not even a regular car had passed her. Checking the bus schedule on her phone showed she hadn't come at the wrong time either. Probably could've stayed longer with this crap.

	Her leather boot tapped the concrete, slowly picking up speed as her irritation grew. Maybe I shoulda hitched a ride with Jen when she left. The light from the lamppost above flickered briefly. Ugh. So many things I coulda done differently. She sighed and mumbled. At least, it's quiet.

	“HIYA!” Ramona’s heart nearly skipped a beat as a loud, high-pitched voice blared into her ear from behind. She nearly jumped out of her seat, whipping her head around to see who suddenly showed up.

	Her shock continued. First, she got a face full of breasts. Two large, snow-white, globe-ish breasts tucked into a skimpy, yellow & pink-striped dress with a yellow & white polka-dotted bra poking out. Looking up, she saw a large, spherical pink nose that positively glowed underneath the street light.

	And finally looking past all of it, Ramona saw a clown staring at her with the biggest grin. She had pink lips, blue ovals beneath her eyes that seemed like freckles, pink irises that gleamed, yellow & pink striped bobcut hair, and a big polkadot bow on her head.

	Her shiny white teeth twinkled as she spoke, “You waitin’ for the bus, hehe? Me too!” She popped over the bench and plopped herself down beside her. Her cushy butt made a silly BLOOP sound when she did.

	Ramona stared and stared. Is… is this for real?

	“Sooooooooo, I'm Jiggles Belle ‘cause I jiggle a lot and I'm, like, a French beauty!” The clown girl giggled, pushing out her chest, which indeed jiggled and even wobbled like Jell-O. “Hyuk, who's moi's sitting partner for the evening?”

	It was for real. All of her shock dissipated. In its place, something else stirred. I hate goddamn clowns!

	Ramona hated everything about the weird individuals. It wasn't that she found them creepy like others did. In fact, the creep factor should've been a plus to her. It was their bright visuals, garish clothing, upbeat attitudes, goofy behavior, and more though that really got under her skin. All of it was too… kiddie and immature for her.

	The sugary vibes and energy positively flowing off of “Jiggles Belle” in particular was uncomfortable. She was just too sweet, bubbly, and friendly-looking for a punk like her. Plus, her enormous bust was beyond ridiculous.

	Everything was just plain bad to Ramona. She turned away from her.

	And found herself facing Jiggles again, who was now sitting on her other side. “Coooome on!” the clown giggled, “Are ya gonna make me guess, hyuk? Ooooh, I loooove guessing games, hee-hee! Let me think… hmmm… you're Rae-Rae, right?”

	Ramona twitched. “Piss off, you freak!”

	She turned again, but there was Jiggles Belle once more. This time, her eyes were bigger and tears were streaming down her face. “Sniffle! You big meanie! That's just rude, ya know! What's ma-making you such a grumpy gus, hyuk-hyuk?”

	The punk's gloved hands tightened on her knees. “Why?! Because you're an eyesore! All of those goddamn colors are a nightmare to look at! You won't leave me alone!” Her eyes went down to that chest. “And you're clearly overcompensating for something with those fake tits!”

	Just like that, the waterworks cut off, and a bright smile returned to Jiggles. The clown giggled, wiggling in her seat. “Fake? Oh you silly goose, you! These girls are totes real, teehee!

	“Hyuk-hyuk, I mean, “fake”?” She placed her hands on either side of her breasts. “Would fake chesticles do this?” She pressed her mounds together, smooshing them like oversized marshmallows.

	HOOOOOOOOOOOOONK! A loud, cartoonish bike horn of a sound echoed right out of her cleavage. Ramona nearly jumped off the bench in pure shock. What the hell was that?!

	N-no… there's gotta be a trick or something. Ramona rubbed her head, careful not to mess up her short, spiked black hair. This clown is just screwing with me.

	With an exhausted groan, Ramona rambled at the unwelcome visitor. “Just… just stop talking to me you overinflated, white Barbie clown doll!” Ramona's head drooped, hands covering it. “Uuuuugh… just what I need after everything.”

	“Hmm?” Jiggles scooted closer, bending over to look her in the face. “Is somebody having a bad day, hun?”

	“Yes.” The answer was flat and simple, a layer of spite dripping from it. “Just leave me alone already.”

	Jiggles leaned back, stroking her chin. “Hmmmmmmm, hyuk-huck! That's no good! No one should be gloomy or having a bad day anywhere! Though, since I can't be everywhere helping everyone, I'll just help cheer you up, tehehe!”

	“Please don't.” Ramona sat up and glared at her. “The best thing you can do is just to go away and leave me alone, you stupid-”

	“Nah-ah!” Jiggles slapped a finger on Ramona's lips, instantly quieting her. “That will not do one bit, heh.” She reached behind her back. “You just relax and let your sweet Jiggles take care of everything!”

	The clown pulled something out. It was hairy, fluffy, and multi-color, the sight of which made Ramona's stomach churn. It was a puffy rainbow wig, larger than either of their heads.

	It was beyond gaudy, almost offensive to the eye as far as the punk was concerned. “Oh, hell no! You keep that away from-”

	It was too late. Moving at speeds she wasn't expecting, Jiggles quickly plopped the wig down onto her head. She shoved it right over her long hair, somehow tucking in some of her bangs in a single motion. Not all of her hair went in, most of the locks in the back still going down past her shoulders.

	“STOP THAT!” Ramona smacked Jiggles’ hands away and growled. “I told you not to do that, you dumb clown!” She reached and grabbed the wig. “This… this… stupid… ARRRGH!”

	She pulled and pulled, yanking and jerking her arms back as hard as she could. It wasn't bulging. It almost felt like it was glued on.

	“Why isn't it coming off?” Ramona groaned.

	“Oh silly billy! Why would your hair come off?” Jiggles giggled, waving her hand dismissively, “That's not how hair works, hyuck-hyuk!”

	“This isn't my hair, you doofus!” Ramona reached around and pulled on some of her long black hair that stuck out from under the wig. “THIS is my hair!”

	Her black locks suddenly were sucked right out of her hand, whipping and slipping underneath the wig. “What the hell?!” she stammered, “What just happened?!”

	She grabbed onto the wig and yanked again. However, a sharp pain rang out through her. Her fingers slipped deeper into the wig, moving through it like it was… real. It hit her then. The puffiness of the rainbow wig didn't feel so synthetic anymore.

	Her hands traced down the side of the wig to the base and felt around. She couldn't find the end. It was real. It was her hair now.

	This… this can't be happening. Her hands fell to her lap. What did she do to me?! My hair it's all… “Da hell is this?!”

	Looking at her hands, there was something seriously wrong. Her stylish black nail polish, dark as obsidian, was missing! In its place, there were new colors. Every fingernail had a different color or shade to it, just like her rainbow wig.

	“Oh no… oh no no no!” She groaned, lifting her hands up for a closer look, “Why are they so gaudy!?”

	“I loooove it!” Jiggles exclaimed, “You pull it off so well!” She lifted her own hands up, showing off her arm-length yellow & pink striped gloves. “If I wasn't soooo attached to these, I totally get my nails done like that too, hyuk!”

	“That's not the point and you know… wha?” Ramona pointed a finger at her accusedly, but realized something new was wrong. She wore black leather, fingerless gloves only a few moments ago. Now, they were soft and cottony, the color a gray white. They stretched further down her arms like Jiggles’ did, gaining red stripes to them.

	“Oooooh, this ain't right!” The punkish girl moaned, “Why am I wearing such keeeeewt gloves now?” She flinched. What did I just s-

	“Agree, tehehe!” Jiggles clapped, leaning in. “You pull those gloves off soooo well! Maybe I should get a pair too? Then I can have stylin’ nails too, hehe.”

	Ramona's rage bubbled over. “Listen you!” She pointed again, jabbing the clown on the nose. Hooonk. The punk twitched but continued. “You're doing something to me, and I want you to… to…”

	From the tip of her fingertip where she poked, her skin went pale. Paler and paler until it was white as snow. It was a white like Jiggles and just as glossy and rubbery too.

	Ramona's jaw dropped, watching as the pale washed down her finger, disappearing beneath her glove before appearing on the other fingers. She could feel it beneath her glove and then on the other, the rubbery texture of her skin rubbing against the cotton of her handwear.

	Eventually, the white flowed out of her gloves and onto her forearms. It disappeared again beneath her black, sleeveless jacket. Whhhy? Why me? Why is this-

	“Awwww!” Jiggles gasped, slapping her hands against her cheeks. “Like, white is sooo you, tehehe! You pull it off totes well!”

	“Yah think, Jiggles?” Ramona giggled back, a hand to her lips, “Thanksies!”

	Internally, she could only cringe. Why do I keep talking like that?! This isn't me at all! She looked at her white skin. Well, at least all that, like, nasty hair and blemishes are g… stop that me! Don't… She twitched. Don't give an inch.

	“Sooooo, like, what's next, Jiggy?” squeaked Ramona, moving closer. Her mind shivered at the eagerness, though, a certain curiosity was starting to brew.

	“Easy, hyuk! Look down!” Jiggles pointed down towards the ground, Ramona eagerly looking. Her glossy white skin had come out of her skirt, flowing down to her feet. She watched as it poured straight into her tall, black boots.

	Her boots suddenly wobbled and warped, inflating and deflating. They stretched forward several inches as the toe caps inflated. The soles thickened and inflated, adding extra height to the footwear. The material grew dense and redder, completing their change into red platform boots.

	“Super stylin’!” Ramona exclaimed.

	Not! Her inner voice huffed. Why would anyone want to wear these stupid, rad boots? Sure, I could totes rock these girls and look, like, stylish when I'm clubbin’, but… but… She bit her bottom lip. I… I didn't mean that… right? I didn't mean… but I…

	Need to change focus! She turned her attention away from her boots to anything else. Her eyes fell onto her cleavage in her corset-esque top. It was white, like almost every inch of her skin. It was spreading up to her neck and towards her head, the last uncovered spot.

	She looked at her barbed, vine-ish style tattoos that ran around her collarbone. She felt a touch of relief that they had remained. However, the moment she thought that was the moment they faded away, leaving her bare.

	Oh come on… those cost a lot. Ramona cringed, biting her bottom lip. I liked those… but did they fit? She flinched. She liked her tattoos a lot, but thinking about them with how she was turning out? No, they, like, totally didn't fit my boots!

	Heeeeey, wait a minute! She looked at her red boots and then at the rest of her clothes, pouting. “I got such keeewt boots, but don't I, like, totally need a kewt dress to go with them?”

Part of her hated what she was saying, but it was a part that was getting quieter and quieter by the second as it mumbled, I don't wanna kewt dress to go with kewt shoes, no matter how kewt and pretty it makes me!

	“Totally, yeah! Hehe, you deserve a kewt dress! Annnnnd, looks like you're getting one!” Jiggles squeaked, pointing at the black top.

	Suddenly, all of Ramona's clothing, except her boots and gloves, came together. Leather skirt attached to her low-cut top. All of their material turned cottony like her gloves had. The leather jacket and bra sunk into the crop top, exposing her shoulders. The new dress clung to her form tightly as it turned bubblegum pink, the skirt portion raising to midway up her thighs.

	“Wowzers!” Ramona giggled, her cheeks blushing. “It looks sooo good on me, hyuck!”/It looks good on me! She couldn't believe how much pink worked for her! She was all about dark colors and blacks before, but there was something so lovely and pretty about pink!

	“Pink is so you, just like white and red!” Jiggles exclaimed, clapping.

	“I knnnooooow!” Ramona smiled. She looked at her and then back at herself. She stared at Jiggles one more time and back at her… plain body. “Buuuuuuuut, ya know, there's something lacking, hyuk! I dunno what, but there is somethin’!”

	N-no… there's nothing wrong… there is something wrong? I don't know anymore… I just feel silly. Heh, “silly”, tehehe! Her inner voice sounded so light and airy now, it almost made her want to giggle more than she already was.

	“Hmmm, lacking?” The clown looked her up and down, scratching her chin. “OH! Hyuck, I know what you're missing! Duuuuuuh!” She grabbed Ramona's nose. Before the former punk could react, Jiggles squeezed her honker.

	Honk. Jiggles let go of the nose as it swelled into a small, red ball. Ramona's eyes swirled as her body shook from the honk. Her breasts and rear jiggled, getting just a little bit bigger.

	Whoooooa… that felt good! She shook her head and looked down. Oooooo, more cleavage! She grinned, shaking her chest. Her new C-cups bounced a little for her. “Niiice, hyuk! Can I gettum bigger?”

	“Pffffft, course you can get bigger, hyuck!” Jiggles laughed, her breasts bouncing and shaking with her. She pointed at her own nose, grinning mischievously, “All you gotta do is just squ-EEEEZE!”

	Ramona nodded and grabbed her nose. Honk. Her breasts swelled another cup-size. Honk! Her butt inflated, her dress digging in more and highlighting its shape. HONK!

	HONKHONKHONKHONKHONK! Soooo funny fun! Hehehehehe, looooove it! Her eyes were swirling as white enveloped her face. I loooove it sooo muchy much, hyuck! Her lips puffed up, a bright pink sheen coming to them. I love everything!

	I LOVE BEING A CLOWN! HOOOOOOOONNNNNNNKKK! Everything ballooned. Her nose hit the size of an orange, blocking part of her vision. Her breasts hit the same head-size that Jiggles had, her butt super bubbly and jutting out away from her body.

	Ramona slumped in her seat, panting. “Wowzers!” She shook her head, making a rattling noise. “Hyuck! That was soooo, hehe, funny fun-fun!”

	“And you're funny fun-fun too!” Jiggles winked. Ramona looked at herself. Well, she tries to at least. Her nose and huge knockers made it difficult to see most of her.

She got the gist of it though. She didn't look like the “respectable” punk that was. She was now… how did she put it? An overinflated, white Barbie clown doll? She was just like that, but even more! She was a silly porn parody of a clown just like Jiggles.

	“Awww yeah! Suuuuuweeeeet, hehehe!” Ramona giggled, her breasts jiggling with her. “I totally am!”

	Her clown pal smiled. “So, you feeling any better?”

	“Ah-huh, totally better!” Ramona grinned. “Thanks Jiggles, hyuk!” The two gave each other a big hug, their breasts squishing together.

HOOOOOOONK! “Wowie, tehehe!” Ramona looked at her bewbs, giving them a big feel. “My melons do that too now!”

	“Yeah they do!” Jiggles smiled, tapping her chin. “Sooooo, back to before: name guessing! I'm guessin’... your name is Ra-Ra Poofy?”

	Something in Ramona shifted. That name… it's poooifect! Her heart fluttered with joy as she eagerly leaned in, grabbing Jiggles’ hands tightly. “Yah! That's toooootally me! I'm Ra-Ra Poofy! You got it, hehehe. You're one smart cookie!”

	“Awww, thank yee!” Jiggles giggled. “I am pretty smar-”

	There was a low groan, the sound of something heavy turning a corner. The two looked down the road. The city bus was rolling up at long last.

	Ra-Ra snorted. Oh sure! Noooowwwww, ya show up, you meanie! Oh well! Hehe, I'm totally feeling better now, so it's all good!

	The bus stopped in front of them, the door opening. “All bor-” The bus driver called out to the two duo, but stopped when he saw them. He had such the silliest, confused-looking face on that it made the duo laugh.

	“Time to get going!” Ra-Ra chimed.

	“Yep!” The two clowns got up and headed over to the bus. Foooump. The two tried to get on at the same time, but their large mammaries got caught up on the door's side. They grumbled and pushed until POP! They managed to break through and get aboard.

	“Ahhhhh, bus pass?” the driver managed to utter, his eyes rapidly going between them.

	“Oh sure, right here!” Jiggles reached into her cleavage and pulled out the pass. Ra-Ra looked down at her breasts curiously and reached in. She hit upon something familiar and pulled it out, showing her own pass. She was sure it was in her pocket before, but what did she care? She had a new compartment now!

	After settling things with the driver, the two took a seat in the back. BLOOP! They sighed and leaned against each other. “What a day, heheh!” Ra-Ra yawned, stretching her arms, “I'm soooo headin’ home and restin’! Partyin’ is, like, sooo exhausting, hyuk!”

	“I getcha!” Jiggles yawned and stretched as well, though putting an arm around her. “I'm, like, soooo tired too. I wanna go home and sleep… but it's soooo far away.” Her eyes sparkled. “Oh! You're probably closer! Wanna have a sleepover?”

	“Ooooooh, hyuk! Sleepovers are fun, especially with pals like you, hehe!” Ra-Ra nodded, hugging her. Hooonk. “I love to have you over!” Jiggles giggled and hugged back. Hoooonk.

	“You're the best, Jiggles!” Ra-Ra sighed, “I feel sooooo much better now that we're friends! Thanks for everything, including the hair!” She shook her afro, letting it bounce like her breasts did.

	“No problem!” Her friend winked. “Anything for a pal that needs a bit more bright colors in their life, hyuk!”


THE END

