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“C ome on, Tricia. Come to the spa with me. It’ll be fun.” 

Those were the words Bianca tried to use to get Tricia to join her at the salon and spa. Bianca had won a full day, all-inclusive, pass for two at a local spa through a radio call-in show. It was the sort of thing that was automatically up Bianca’s alley. Between the two friends, she was the fashionable one. 

Bianca always looked perfect, wearing the name-brand clothing that was in style at the time, always being up on every fashion trend. But that had always been a passion of hers. She liked to look fashionable and she had a good eye for it. 

On the other hand, Tricia considered herself to be a bit of a lost cause. She had never shown any interest in fashion trends and the few times she had tried, it had turned out poorly, with Tricia badly misjudging what was popular, ending up not only missing the mark, but also the era. 

“I don’t know,” Tricia said, trying to get out of Bianca’s offer. It was not that she disliked the idea of spending a day being pampered, but she was certain the people working there would look down on her for not being fashionable or looking remotely pretty. If Tricia had one thing going for her, it was that she looked reasonably cute. But cute and pretty were two different things in Tricia’s mind. It was why Bianca’s natural beauty and interest in fashion made her popular with men and why Tricia remained a wallflower, almost entirely ignored by the opposite sex. 

“Look,” Bianca said, her tone caring, “I know you’re not into shopping and makeup like me. But it’s just a spa. They’ll pamper you and maybe give you a haircut at the end of the day. And it’s all free. Trust me. You’ll feel so good at the end of the day. Besides, you’ll get to spend the whole day with your best friend. 

That can’t be too bad.” 

Tricia bit her lip as she wrestled with the idea. But Bianca had successfully made her case. There was no good reason to turn down her friend’s offer. Besides, it was all free. 

“Okay, I’ll go.” 

“You’re the best,” Bianca squealed as she wrapped Tricia up into a hug. Tricia

was happy that her friend was happy, but she could not keep herself from wondering what she had just gotten herself into as the breath was squeezed out of her. 

However, it was only four days later that Tricia got to find out. They both took a day off from their boring office jobs, ones they held simply because they were young and still relatively recently out of college. But even Tricia had to admit that the spa was relaxing. It felt as if all the tension she had ever built up over her adult life was now seeping out of her. It really was marvelous. 

“Oh no,” Bianca suddenly said as she looked at her phone. They were both soaking in a hot tub with gentle music playing in the background. “My upstairs neighbor had an accident and water spilled into my apartment. I need to get going.” 

Bianca was out of the tub as quick as could be, drying herself off and reaching for her clothing that hung up on a wall nearby. 

“Do you need me to come with you?” Tricia asked as she moved to get out of the tub herself. She wanted to be supportive of her friend, although she had to admit she was having a good time at the spa. It was only nerving lunchtime and they still had a full afternoon ahead of them. 

“There’s nothing you can do,” Bianca said. “Stay and enjoy yourself. At least one of us should get to use the whole offer.” 

“Good luck,” Tricia said before she sank back down into the hot water. 

“Thanks.” And then just like that, Bianca was gone, leaving Tricia to enjoy the rest of the day on her own. 

The full day at the spa and salon included a short break for lunch. Tricia nibbled on a sandwich as she considered what else she wanted to do. Thus far, she and Bianca had more or less had free use of the facility, getting to choose what they wanted to do and in what order. But the afternoon was generally designed to focus more on the salon aspect. Tricia planned to have her hair trimmed, but beyond that, she was at a loss for how to spend the rest of the day. 

That was until Tricia met Cherry. She was Tricia’s assigned stylist for the day. 

The moment Tricia saw her, she somehow knew this was a woman she could

trust. It was hard to explain exactly why. Cherry had a look that closely mimicked Bianca in that she was clearly fashion conscious and put a lot of effort into her appearance. Maybe it was that similarity, coupled with how relaxed Tricia felt, but she just had a sense that she could trust Cherry. 

“I was thinking of just getting a trim,” Tricia said after Cherry asked if she had any ideas of what she wanted done. “I don’t usually do much with my hair.” 

Cherry smiled. “Oh, honey, we can do so much more than just give your hair a trim. This is a full service salon. You should at least sample some of what we can do for you. Think of this as an opportunity to try something you wouldn’t usually do.” 

Tricia found Cherry’s smile to be infectious. She smiled and found herself nodding along to the suggestions. Yes, this was an opportunity to break out of her shell. Tricia had no doubt that she had a shell. She used it to keep the forces of the outside world that she did not understand at bay. Only Bianca had ever managed to penetrate it, and only barely. 

“Do you have any suggestions?” Tricia asked. As much as she was up for something new, she had no ideas of her own about what she should consider. It was all a mystery to her. 

“First, I was thinking a spray tan would be good. It would add a little color to your complexion. And if we’re going darker, I recommend a change in hair color. Blonde with tan skin looks amazing.” At that comment, Cherry swished her own blonde hair around, throwing it over her shoulder. 

Tricia watched with fascination. She had never considered tanning, even if it was a spray tan, or changing her hair color, but she had to admit, the combination did look good on Cherry. 

“Okay, but I only want temporary dye,” Tricia said. “If I like it, I can go more permanent, but I don’t want to be stuck with blonde hair if I don’t like it.” 

“Sweetie,” Cherry said, trying to be kind, “that’s not how going lighter works. If you go blonde, we’ll have to bleach your hair first. But I guarantee you’ll love the look.” 

Tricia wanted to say no. She wanted to actually run away and go home, but she

found her feet unwilling to move. Deep down, she knew she needed this. She needed Cherry to push her out of her rut and to force her to try something new. 

“Okay, let’s do it.” 

Tricia ended up spending the entire afternoon at the salon. She not only received the spray tan, giving her whole body a glow that it had never had before, as well as a complete lack of tan lines, but she got a full-body wax, a manicure and pedicure, complete with acrylic nails, and a hair dying process that took her from a mousy brown to a platinum blonde. The one thing she skipped out on, mostly because of the time required, was hair extensions. Somehow Cherry had persuaded her to skip the actual hair cut and to instead aim for growing her hair out. 

But that was not all. The last hour of her time at the salon involved Cherry helping Tricia pick out a new outfit at the clothing boutique next-door. Tricia had originally balked at the idea of spending money on the new outfit, but once Cherry got her to at least try on a few new outfits, Tricia found herself almost addicted to the idea. The hour went by in a flash with Tricia taking mirror selfies in each of the outfits that Cherry picked out. 

What surprised Tricia was not how trendy the outfits were, but how revealing they were. Everything was tight, hugging her already fit body, and often low-cut or simply short. And with each outfit Cherry insisted she try on, they seemed to only become more and more revealing. By the time Tricia was done, her outfit choices were surprisingly skimpy. But as much as Tricia found herself wanting to be more modest, she could not deny that the more revealing outfits not only looked good, but they turned her on too. 

The final outfit Tricia picked out, a slinky gray-black dress that really could not be worn with underwear and a pair of high-heeled sandals that left her wondering how women walked in anything much higher, was not the most revealing of the outfits she had tried on. Many of them had included cropped tops that left her midriff bare or even a few that were almost entirely backless. 

Tricia loved how they looked on her, but even she was not ready for that. 

“It was wonderful working with you,” Cherry said at the end, with Tricia wearing her new dress and heels. She felt naked, even though the dress left her modesty completely intact. “And when you’re ready, give me a call. I have some

ideas of how to take you to the next level.” 

Tricia did not know what to say to that. She doubted there would be a return trip, other than to touch up her roots, assuming she decided to remain blonde. But regardless of how she felt about the whole change in style and appearance, Tricia still gave Cherry a hug, thanking her for all the help. 

When Tricia got home that evening, there was a smile on her pink painted lips. 

Cherry had insisted on giving her a makeup makeover and Tricia had been unable to say no. She saw the text on her phone from Bianca, asking how the rest of the day went, but Tricia had something else to take care of first. 

The arousal that had built up while trying on all of those different outfits had not gone away. The heat in her core had not subsided. She needed to take care of it before she considered responding to Bianca’s text or even making herself dinner. 

Tricia’s arousal was of the sort that it messed with her head a little, making simple actions more thought intensive. 

Without removing any of her new clothes, Tricia went to her bedroom and pulled out her vibrating wand, her preferred toy when she felt the need to cum, and sat back on her bed. She found herself facing the mirror and staring at her reflection. 

The woman she saw looking back at her was so different. If Tricia did not know it was her reflection, she would have assumed it was someone else, someone from a movie or magazine, someone trendy and fashionable. 

And as Tricia pulled up the hem of her dress, which had not needed to move much considering how short it was, she placed the head of the vibrating wand against her clit and stared at her reflection. The moment the vibrations shot through her, she let out a long moan. “Fuck yes,” she added as the pleasure started to flow through her body. And the whole time she stared at her reflection, drinking in the tan skin, the blonde hair, the heavily made up face, and the slutty looking dress. Even before she came, she knew she was addicted. The only question was what she was addicted to. 

It was a few days before Tricia saw Bianca again. The water damage at her apartment had kept her busy outside of work. And they worked on opposite sides of the city, so it was not possible for the pair of them to grab lunch together. But after that first night, masturbating to her own reflection, Tricia decided it was time to make a change. She loved her new look and she wanted to not just keep

it, but to expand it. 

Her first step was to return to the boutique where she had bought her dress and heels so that she could buy some of the other outfits Cherry had picked out for her. They were not work appropriate, but they could still be worn the rest of the time. And Tricia was really starting to enjoy the stares she got from people as she walked and wiggled down the street wearing short skirts and high heels. The men all turned to look at her, but the women were more varied. Some reacted like the men, watching her legs or her tanned midriff, but others looked at her with contempt. In a weird way, Tricia liked the looks of contempt even more. 

But the real driver was how Tricia felt whenever she caught sight of her reflection. It did not matter if it was in the mirror at home or if it was just catching a glimpse of herself reflected in a shop window. Every time, she found herself getting aroused. And then each and every night she went home and used her vibrator to full effect, giving herself orgasm after orgasm as she enjoyed the sight of her own body dressed up like a blonde slut. 

“Wow, that’s a new look,” Bianca said as the pair met for a weekend lunch. “I see you took full advantage of the salon.” Bianca meant Tricia’s hair, which remained blonde, along with the tan. However, it took Bianca a moment to notice how differently her friend was dressed. The cropped vest top and short skirt were a new look for Tricia, at least in Bianca’s eyes. “And that outfit is killer. I’m surprised I’m asking, but where did you get it?” 

Tricia smiled and sat down at the table. “Yeah, I figured I might as well take full advantage of the free day, so I did. Cherry, the stylist they assigned to me, helped me rework my image a little. I’m still getting used to it, but I’m really starting to like it.” 

“Hey, I’m just happy to see you happy.” 

The pair talked as normal for the rest of the lunch. Bianca went into full detail about her apartment and the water damage. Thankfully, her belongings were not damaged, but the carpet would need replacing, which would just cause more headaches down the road. The one thing that Bianca never asked and that Tricia never volunteered was why Tricia had made such a dramatic change to her appearance. The tan and blonde hair were simple changes, but the change in the style of her clothes was definitely a big step. The fact was, Tricia was not willing

to admit that she kept up the fashion changes because she was giving herself massive orgasms every night. That was too much information. 

“Maybe we could go shopping next weekend?” Tricia proposed before the end of their lunch. For the first time in her life, she not only enjoyed shopping, but she had something in common with Bianca when it came to fashion. 

“Yeah, sure, that sounds like fun,” Bianca answered. “Let’s work out the details when we get closer.” 

The pair parted with a hug and a promise to meet again. Tricia was almost giddy. 

However, she also knew she was not done yet. She had gotten a taste, but she wanted more. Cherry had told her to return when she was ready. At most, Tricia assumed she would return to get her roots touched up, but now she was thinking that was not soon enough. Tricia wanted more and she did not want to wait. 

Tricia was not expecting to be able to visit the salon again so soon, but it turned out that Cherry had a cancellation for that coming Monday and Tricia was not about to waste the opportunity. She had to pay this time and Cherry’s services were not cheap, but Tricia did not care. The money was worth it. She had lost track of how much money she was spending, but she had always taken care of those details. She had a lot of money in savings, even if she had only been working for a short time. She spent so little usually that the bulk of her paycheck every month went into savings. Now that savings had a purpose. 

“You’re looking fab, girl,” Cherry said when she greeted Tricia Monday morning. 

“Thanks, you too.” 

Tricia had taken the day off from work, using one of her accumulated sick days. 

It was not the sort of thing she did unless she was actually sick, which was rare. 

But there was no way that she was going to miss out on this appointment and it was too late to ask for paid time off. A sick day was easier on such short notice and no doctor’s note was needed unless the sick time was going to stretch out to a week. 

Tricia decided to wear one of the outfits Cherry had helped her pick out but that she did not buy with on that first trip to the boutique. It included a pinstripe short-sleeve blazer with nothing except a bra underneath and a solid colored skirt

in a matching color. And of course, she wore heels. Every time she wore a dress or a skirt, she now wore heels. They made her legs look spectacular and her butt almost as good. Plus, it made her taller and stand out more. Standing out was suddenly important to the fledgling fashionista. 

“I want to go to the next level,” Tricia said when she sat down to discuss what they should do. “I don’t know what that means, but I want it. I need it.” 

Cherry smiled, knowing that something had awakened inside of Tricia. It was something that Cherry recognized from other women who had come through the salon and spa in her time working there. And she had been happy to help guide them into becoming the women they were meant to be. Tricia had that spark and it was Cherry’s job to turn that spark into a raging inferno of femininity and sexiness. 

“Let’s talk about the different stages,” Cherry said as she started to sketch out the possibilities for Tricia. “There’s stage one where we keep going with what you’ve already started. We can add extensions to your hair and do a few piercings. From there, we’re mostly looking at wardrobe changes.” 

Tricia nodded along. All of those things made sense. And yet, she was looking for something more. She definitely planned to have all of those things done, the hair extensions and the piercings and more shopping, but that was not enough for her. 

“Stage two is where we start on some physical enhancements,” Cherry continued. “Some things we can do here, like lip filler and Botox. But other things, like breast augmentations require a surgeon. We have a clinic we partner with if you decide to go that route. The idea is that we take everything about you physically and turn it up to eleven.” 

Tricia had no idea that this was the path that she was on, but the moment Cherry mentioned some of the physical enhancements, she knew they were really on the table, they were a possibility. Before all of this, Tricia would have been adamantly against breast implants or lip filler or any other form of cosmetic surgery unless it was to repair something following an accident. Now, everything was different. The idea of filling out her tops more and being able to show a generous amount of cleavage was definitely a turn on. 

“And then there’s stage three,” Cherry explained. “This is the high level stuff, 

although it can be started at any point. The idea is to change the way you think and behave through simple modifications to your daily life. There’s nothing drastic or scary, but with concerted effort, you can become a whole new person.” 

Tricia’s mind whirled at the description of the third stage. It only took her a moment to realize she was already doing a version of that on her own. The staring at her body in her tight and revealing outfits and masturbating was teaching her body to like what it saw, to drive home the idea that she should be wearing short skirts and midriff-baring tops. It was driving her to be more like she now presented herself. And hearing all of that, she knew a simple truth. She wanted more. She wanted to go all the way. 

“Let’s do it all,” Tricia said as a smile formed on her lips. She was already imagining what they would look like with filler in them, plumping them up until she always had a sexy pout. 

Tricia spent her morning in the salon chair, getting her extensions. It was a long process, but with each passing moment, she became happier with her decision. 

And as Cherry worked with her hair, she watched as another staff member of the salon prepared a tray with both piecing materials and the medical aspects of her upcoming transformation, lip filler and Botox. 

Tricia was still young, but Cherry had explained the benefits of the early use of Botox when they planned out what she would have done today. And now Tricia was completely on board. She trusted Cherry completely to help remake her image. Together, they were going to turn her into a pinnacle of feminine beauty, or whatever Tricia’s new sense of style dictated as the pinnacle of feminine beauty. It was subjective, but as long as Tricia was happy, that was what mattered. 

Once Tricia’s hair was complete, it was time for the piercings and filler. They started with the piercings. Tricia had not expected to get them, but she was relieved when the pain was minimal, mostly a dull ache once the initial shock of pain hit her. And before she knew it she was sporting a stud in her tongue and a barbell through her belly-button. Both pieces of jewelry were pink, matching her nails. 

Tricia could barely talk after piercing her tongue, but that did not matter. She had already approved the rest of the procedures. She sat back and let the staff

perform their jobs, first adding filler to her lips. She closed her eyes and let them take charge. She had no idea what look they were planning to give her. She had no idea how much was needed to have an effect. The result, however, was one that would have horrified her only a few weeks ago, before she started to realize who she really was. 

Tricia’s lips pushed out away from her face with a projection that made it clear that they were fake. They also had enough volume to give every man a hard-on if he imagined her lips wrapped around his cock. They were plump pleasure pillows that further degraded her ability to speak, but she was not worried about that. She just cared about how good they looked. And once the bruising went down, they truly would look amazing. 

The last steps of Tricia’s morning makeover involved Botox. Her face was already mostly smooth, with a few laugh lines and the smallest hints of crows feet at the edges of her eyes. But the expertly applied injections would smooth out those lines and help to set her face so that a vacant expression would be her resting look. Not that Tricia understood that at the moment, but she would see it soon enough. 

But that was not all of Tricia’s stay at the salon. Her afternoon included meeting with a plastic surgeon, taking advantage of another unexpected opening in their schedule. Tricia was glad to see that the recommended surgeon was a woman. 

As much as she was enjoying the changes to her body and style, she still felt a little uneasy at times. But knowing that Dr. Tamara Wilson would be the one handling her eventual surgery comforted her. 

Not that the gender of the surgeon mattered in this case. Tricia managed to say just enough and use her long-nailed fingers to point to make it clear the kind of look she wanted. But it was the doctor who guided her toward larger and more attention getting models of implants. By the time everything was decided on, Tricia found herself looking at an example of large and round breasts that she had previously been against. Now, however, she was both excited and aroused at the thought of her having such breasts. 

The surgery was still weeks away, so all of that would have to wait. The rest of Tricia’s day was spent back with Cherry. The stylist did most of the talking, giving Tricia’s swollen tongue and bruised lips a break. Tricia had no idea how she was going to be able to work tomorrow. She wondered if she should take

another sick day. Although everyone at the office would figure out what happened the moment she returned. The changes that she had made already were substantial. 

“Stage three is all about changing the way you think and act,” Cherry explained as Tricia listened intently. “And it’s clear to anyone with half a brain that you are becoming a more feminine and sexual woman. All we want to do is enhance that. But to make it stick, there are some changes you will need to make to your life.” 

Tricia nodded along, absorbing everything Cherry had to tell her. She planned to implement everything that Cherry told her. 

“First up is we need to focus your brain on what’s important. That means you really shouldn’t be reading anything. I don’t know what your job is like, but that should be the only place you are reading anything more than street signs and the occasional social media post.” 

Tricia sat there and tried to imagine what her life would be like without books and newspapers. But she realized the truth was that other than the rare instance where she read a trashy romance novel, most of what she read each day for supposed pleasure only made her angry. Removing that negative influence on her life would be a huge boost. 

“And then there’s television. I’d recommend cutting back on that as well. The news should definitely be out. Going to the movies sometimes is fine, but again, think about the kind of movie you’re planning to watch. Is it something that will make you think? That should be avoided. And I’m not saying you shouldn’t think, but a beautiful woman like yourself should be focused on important things like looking like a hot babe and maybe about the next guy who you’re gonna fuck.” 

Thus far, Cherry had yet to use such language, so her sudden use of the word fuck shocked Tricia a little. But at the same time, it also served to further arouse her. She could feel a wetness in her panties. That was happening more and more lately. However, Tricia could not view it as a bad thing. She loved the feeling of arousal. She loved feeling horny and wet. 

“The goal over the coming weeks is that you should become confident in the fact that you’re a beautiful and sexual woman. Anything that gets in the way of that

should be cast aside. It’s possible that some people might call you a bimbo, especially after you get your tits, but you should embrace it. Be the bimbo. It’s all the rage now. But where people are embracing the bimbo title, you should ratchet it up as far as you can go.” 

Tricia could barely speak, but she managed to squeak out a simple work. “Yes.” 

When Tricia arrived home late that afternoon, she found a great way to take her mind off the dull ache from her lips, tongue and belly-button. She cleaned her apartment. But this was not a vacuum cleaner and feather duster kind of cleaning. This was clearing off book shelves and generally cleaning her life of everything that she had once considered intellectual. She even canceled her streaming services. The temptation to watch a documentary was too high. Tricia had no idea what she would replace all of that with, but she was excited to find out. 

The whole process was freeing and Tricia slept remarkably well that night. But when she woke up the next morning, she was faced with a conundrum. She had already decided to go into work. There was no use in holding off any longer, although she still struggled to speak as her tongue remained swollen. The trouble came in what she would wear. Tricia had nearly transformed her personal wardrobe, but her work clothes remained little changed. Worse, her belly-button piercing needed space to breathe. She could not wear her usual high waisted slacks. They would rub in all the wrong ways. 

“This will have to do,” Tricia told herself as she pulled on a black skirt that would have been a little too short for the office until she pulled it down to sit on her hips. That gave her the space to keep her navel happy. The button-up white blouse was barely long enough to tuck in, but she wore it loose enough where she hoped it would not rub her the wrong way. 

Usually Tricia wore pantyhose when she wore a skirt to the office, but today she forgot. Smooth and bare legs made her feel sexier than wearing stockings or pantyhose. And that was where her mind was already leading her. No matter what she did, she would attract a little attention, if not by her lips and heavy lisp when speaking, then by her slightly altered outfit. She did not even notice that she put on her tallest black heels. They would make her stand out too. 

Tricia spent most of her time at work holed up in her cubicle, diligently working, 

but otherwise staying away from the rest of her colleagues as much as possible. 

That remained true when she showed up that morning. She felt every pair of eyes on her as she walked in, a little late because of her difficulty in finding appropriate clothing to wear, but not so late that she would get into trouble. 

Everyone who saw her knew why she had been out. It was plain on their faces, just as it was on her own. Her lips gave her away. If only they understood what she was doing. 

However, Tricia did not start her morning by trying to catch up on the work she missed the day before. No, she spent the first hour of her day much as she had the evening before, cleansing her space of anything intellectual that she did not need for her work. The computer manual stayed, but she managed to put that all the way at the bottom of a drawer, as far out of sight as could be. However, some of the textbooks she kept there from college, books she occasionally referenced in her work, went straight into the garbage. She had no use for them anymore. 

Reading was out. 

Once the cleansing process was complete, Tricia started in on her daily work. It was slow going though. Tricia was constantly on the lookout for doing something too intellectual. She much more preferred the tasks that required little mental effort, the repetitive tasks that she could do with her mind completely elsewhere. Even though this was only her second day of living a low-thought lifestyle, she was still making progress and enjoying herself. 

But as much as she had made adjustments to her work routine, there was still something bothering her. The way her blouse rubbed against her belly-button was uncomfortable. In the end, she did the work inappropriate thing by pulling her blouse free from her skirt and unbuttoning the bottom buttons, allowing her midriff to breathe and to prevent any more uncomfortable rubbing. 

And that worked. Tricia was able to type away at her computer, filling in forms and keeping various spreadsheets updated with information that came across her desk. It was not an exciting job, but it paid the bills. But when Tricia got up to take her lunch break, she forgot all about how she was dressed. Her office rarely met with clients on site, but when she walked by her boss on her way out to get lunch, his eyes opened wide as he took in her look. 

“Tricia.” 

Tricia stopped and turned around to see her boss watching her. “Yes, Mr. 

Smith?” 

“I don’t care what you do when you’re in your cubicle, but that is not an appropriate way to dress when walking through this office.” 

Tricia looked at him somewhat quizzically. But then she looked down and spotted his issue. 

“I’m sorry, sir,” Tricia said as she buttoned her blouse. “I won’t let it happen again.” 

“See that you don’t.” 

Tricia turned and continued out of the office for her lunch break. However, as much as she disliked being admonished by her boss like that, her panties were wet with her arousal. Getting called out for dressing too sexy for the conservative office environment she worked in turned her on more than she ever realized was possible. 

After eating a quick meal out, Tricia returned to the office sooner than even she expected. Her destination was not her cubicle, however. It was the bathroom so that she could quietly get herself off. At home she used a vibrator, but that would make too much noise. Instead she used her fingers, imagining herself in Mr. 

Smith’s office, on her knees, and sucking him off with her inflated lips. She was certain it would feel good, both to him and to her. 

Tricia had never given a blowjob before, but now that the idea was in her head, she could not get it out. And right then she knew how she was going to be spending her evening. It was too soon to actually put her new lips to work, mostly because her tongue piercing needed time to heal, but she could still perform some research. There would be no reading, but that would not stop her from watching a little porn to learn technique. It would make her sexier. That was her goal. 

And as it turned out, that was how Tricia spent most of her evenings for the rest of the week. If she was not staring at her own reflection, getting off on her own image, she was watching how other sexy woman did it, learning blowjob techniques and then even sex techniques. Tricia had never been someone who watched porn, but she was hooked. By the end of the week, she was itching to

try out what she had learned in real life. It was time to not just look sexy, but it was time to become a slut. 

However, by the time the weekend rolled around, Tricia was facing her shopping trip with Bianca instead. Tricia planned her outfit to be both sexy and easy to get into and out of, knowing she would be trying on clothes for much of the day, although Tricia planned to avoid buying tops or dresses, as hard as that would be, knowing that her measurements would not remain the same for long. 

“Wow,” was the first thing Bianca said when she spotted Tricia. “I hardly recognize you.” 

Tricia giggled a little at the comment. She would not have recognized herself if she had not been present and aware through all of it. But there was no doubt that Tricia felt good about her new style. And the looks she got from other people, especially men, were enough to give her all the support she needed to know that this was the right path for her. This was what she wanted. 

“I like it,” Tricia said, shrugging her shoulders. “For the first time in my life, I feel like I’m living my life the way it was meant to be lived. I didn’t even know that was a problem before or what it could feel like, but I’m loving it.” 

“As long as you’re happy,” Bianca said. She cared for her friend and wanted to be happy for her. However, it was a big change. It did not take long for Bianca to realize that not only had Tricia had her lips plumped up, but she also had her tongue pierced. She still had a lisp, although it was not as strong as it had been earlier in the week. And given the fact that Tricia was wearing a cropped top that showed off her tanned midriff, it was clear that her belly-button had been pierced as well. “Now let’s get shopping.” 

The pair made their way through the mall, stopping at various different shops. If Bianca noticed that her friend seemed to mostly be interested in skirts and shoes, she did not say anything. However, there were other topics than just the clothes they were trying on to talk about. 

“What did you think of the debate this week?” Bianca asked. Tricia had historically been someone who followed politics closely. Bianca knew that and usually tried to engage with her friend on that level. 

“Debate?” Tricia asked, completely confused. It was not just that her attempts to

disengage from reading and other information sources had kept her in the recent dark, her mind seemed to have actively cleaned house, removing associations to the subjects that no longer mattered. Politics was one of those subjects. Tricia could remember caring about politics at one point, but now she just could not be bothered. And in some strange way, no longer being encumbered by such things felt freeing. Tricia was free to be her sexy self, completely separate from the broader world and it felt amazing. 

“The political debate, remember?” Bianca pressed. 

“Yeah, I stopped caring about that,” Tricia answered. She then looked around, trying to find something she was interested in. “Ooh, what do you think of this skirt? Should I try it on?” 

By the end of the day, Tricia had several bags full of new clothes and Bianca was wondering if their friendship had reached an end. She used to be the fashionable one. She still was, actually. Tricia’s sense of style seemed to range from sexy to downright slutty. There was no modesty left in her style. Bianca understood that one could be both modest and sexy, but that was not Tricia’s way anymore. She put her body on display and not only lived with the consequences, she reveled in them. 

After spending a solid hour sorting through her purchases at home, finding ways to fit them into her closet, which meant taking out some of her older clothes that she no longer had any interest in wearing anymore, Tricia decided it was finally time to act on some of her stronger impulses and fantasies. She could not take another night at home, watching porn. It was time to be the porn. 

For the night’s outfit, no bra or panties would be worn. The former would completely ruin the look Tricia was going for, having purchased one dress that she simply could not pass up while shopping with Bianca. The hope was that the dress would also fit her after her boob job, although in a different way. The green dress hugged her hips and had a massive opening across her middle. The upper part of her dress was more like two wide straps that connected just below her neck, before wrapping around the back. It was completely slutty and Tricia loved it. 

But once dressed, there was still a problem. Tricia was all dressed up without knowing where to go. She had not thought out this plan of hers. Thankfully, she

still had enough operable brain cells to figure out that as long as she managed to get downtown, she would find a club or bar to visit. Her sexy looks would get her in the door and then all she had to do was find the right man. After that, she was certain it would be easy. 

And it was just that easy. Before Tricia knew it, she was dancing at a downtown club, the bouncer letting her in without standing in line. She had downed a couple drinks that men had paid for. She was feeling great. And then she saw the man she knew she would be going home with. Tricia had no idea how she knew he was the one, but she was not going to argue with her gut feelings. Those were her best allies now. 

“Hey, stud,” Tricia said as she danced up beside him. 

“Fuck, you’re a hottie,” the man said, his voice deep and sexy. Then again, he was sexy. He had a strong jaw, wide shoulders, and plenty of muscle. “What’s your name?” 

“Tricia,” she answered, but it was hard to hear over the heavy bass from the DJ. 

“Trixie? I like that name. Let me buy you a drink.” 

Less than two hours later, Tricia or Trixie, as the man kept calling her, was back at his penthouse apartment. They started in the living room with Tricia riding him. They eventually made it to the bedroom where they fucked like rabbits late into the night, doing it in every way imaginable. Tricia came over and over again on his big cock. Her lessons from the porn videos she had been watching were a huge boost too. The man, Mark was his name, was loving it, constantly complimenting Tricia on how great of a slut she was. It was a perfect night. 

Tricia’s life went on as it had for the past week. Her days were spent getting more and more aroused as sexy fantasies permeated her mind. With fewer thoughts getting in the way, her sexual fantasies became more prevalent, requiring her to take more frequent trips to the restroom to relieve herself. Her nights were often spent going out when she could manage it, meeting men who seemed to relish in fucking her brains out. She always found it harder to think after getting fucked. She was even introducing herself as Trixie now. 

However, her lifestyle was definitely starting to get in the way of her work. Her outfits were becoming sexier, her skirts shorter, her heels higher, and her tops

tighter. The men in the office seemed to always have an eye out for her. And Tricia was no longer hiding in her cubicle. She looked for every reason she could muster to get up and walk around, swaying her hips back and forth and generally causing a scene. But there was a good reason why she wanted to walk the hallways of the office building instead of work. Each day became more and more of a struggle to remember how to do her work. Her brain was rewiring itself, making the dumb and sexy Trixie more and more of the norm. 

When it finally came time for her breast augmentation, as the doctor insisted it be called, Tricia completely forgot to ask for time off. She decided to call in sick instead. It was just easier that way. 

“Welcome, Tricia,” Dr. Wilson said as Tricia sat down for her final pre-operation meeting. If all went well, she would be under the knife in about an hour. 

Tricia tried to smile, but her face struggled to move. The Botox had fully set, leaving her face feeling tight, but wonderfully vacant looking. More and more, the men she hooked up with called her dumb. It was not just because she now giggled like a bimbo whenever she was asked a question she could not answer, which was often, but it was also because her face looked stupid. Stupid was sexy, or so Tricia liked to think. 

“Like, thanks, Doc,” Tricia said. She had watched enough porn featuring bimbos to get an idea for how they spoke. Such additions had fit seamlessly into her speech. 

“As we discussed a few weeks ago, you want to go as big as we can manage on the first operation, is that right?” 

“Um, yeah,” Tricia said, trying to think back that far. Her head felt fuzzy, her new pathways no longer as efficient at recalling old memories, even from a few weeks ago. She had become a woman who lived in the present. The past and the future were barely unimportant constructs. They got in the way of simply enjoying the present. “And I want them to be as round as possible.” 

Dr. Wilson began explaining the details about the different implant types, but Tricia largely tuned it out. She had been doing that more and more lately. 

Anytime a conversation started to go over her head, talking about something she did not understand, her natural tendency was to stop listening. It was another way to keep herself unencumbered by those pesky thoughts. So while the doctor

spoke, Tricia sat there, pushing her meager chest out, looking as sexy as possible. 

Either the doctor gave up on explaining the details of the operation and the implants she planned to use or she finished and felt satisfied with Tricia’s responses. What mattered was Tricia was given paperwork to sign, which she did not read, and then she was led into the pre-op room where a nurse helped her get ready for the surgery. It was all happening and Tricia could not be happier. 

When Tricia woke up, she raised her head to find the two mounds sticking up off her chest. It felt like there was a large rock resting there, but she smiled inwardly, knowing that she was getting closer and closer to being complete. She loved waking up and finding herself more and more of the sexy bimbo she was on the path to becoming. 

Tricia kept calling in sick for the rest of the week. She was supposed to get a doctor’s note by the end of the week, but she kept forgetting. Besides, it was not like she was out of the office because she was actually sick. She was recovering from elective surgery and no doctor’s note would cover for her. Luckily, she had amassed enough sick time to cover her, but she knew her boss would not be happy when she returned. 

Spending the week recovering was hard for the self-made bimbo. She got bored easily and it was difficult to spend all of her time watching porn. She was supposed to keep her heart rate down and even edging was enough to get her heart pumping. She did a little, just because there was nothing else to do, but she could only spend so much of her time like that. 

By the end of the week, Tricia was able to do a little shopping. Her tits were still recovering. She called them tits now. At their new size, she could hardly call them breasts anymore. They were more silicone than natural tissue. But that was how Tricia liked them. They were big and round, sticking off her thin frame without the need for a bra. She still wore the post-op bra, wanting her tits to heal properly, but by the end of the week she was spending short amounts of time without it and she loved how they projected off her chest. 

But it was the following Monday when it all happened. Tricia stepped into the office building, her tits preceding her. She wore a tight button-up blouse that could not actually be buttoned over her tits. She had bought a lacy red bra for the

occasion, an F-cup which left her positively giddy. The top was thin enough where the red showed through, but that was the least of her concerns. Tricia’s skirt was short, barely covering her ass, and her legs were bare, ending in a pair of six-inch stiletto pumps. With her long blonde hair and plump lips, Tricia looked like a sexy secretary. Truth be told, she would have preferred that to her actual job. 

“Tricia, in my office right now,” Mr. Smith practically yelled. 

Tricia followed him into his office. She carefully shut the door behind her before she walked over to join him behind his desk. Mr. Smith was taken aback by her forwardness, having expected her to sit in one of the chairs across the desk from him. Instead, Tricia dropped to her knees in front of him and used her long-nailed fingers to deftly free his hardening cock from his pants. 

Without even thinking about what she was doing, Tricia wrapped her plump lips around his shaft and began to suck for all she was worth, putting every technique she had learned from the porn videos she watched to give the best blowjob she could imagine. 

Mr. Smith would have called her out, but his brain was now working at the same level that Tricia’s was. The pleasure was more than he had ever imagined. His hands reached out, running his fingers through Tricia’s hair, guiding her head as she took his cock deep into her throat. That was not something she had learned specifically from porn, but she had practiced with a jelly dildo during her week of recovery. 

When Mr. Smith came, he let out a loud grunt as his cock surged with cum. 

Tricia drank it all down, enjoying the flavor as his cum flowed across her tongue. 

“Yummy,” Tricia said after she finally released her boss’ cock with an audible pop. 

“I was going to fire you,” Mr. Smith admitted, but the determination in his voice was gone. He no longer had the heart to throw such a sexy woman out. “But maybe I don’t have to do that. Maybe I can give you a different job. You could be the personal assistant to the management staff.” 

It only took Tricia a moment to consider the offer. She knew all the managers at the office were men. Beyond that, she was just happy to still have a job, although

she had a feeling that Trixie would be pretty popular at the strip club. Not that having a job at the office would keep her from working a few weekend shifts. 

“As long as you call me Trixie, you, like, have a deal.” 

“Deal,” Mr. Smith said, his eyes filled with lust for the new office slut. 

Trixie gracefully rose to her feet, happy with this turn of events. She had no idea why she had not tried any of this sooner. As far as she was concerned, this was the best of all possibilities. She got to be a dumb and sexy bimbo and fuck at work. That gave her everything she could have ever wanted. 

It only took a moment of looking around the office before Trixie positioned herself on the desk, sitting back with her ass on the edge and spreading her legs. 

Her short skirt rode up, revealing her lack of panties. She giggled, her face unmoving. There was a doll-like quality to her face and her vapid expression. 

But it was a look that only served to turn her boss on, encouraging his cock to get hard for a second time, recovering in record time. 

“Now how long until you’re ready to fuck me?” 

In that moment, whatever remained of Tricia was gone. She was Trixie now. 

And all Trixie cared about was looking sexy and fucking. She was dumb and horny, with enhanced tits and plumped up lips, with nothing of consequence happening under her head of platinum blonde locks. She was a bimbo now. It was all she wanted to be and all she would be forever more. It was a bimbo awakening and she was all the happier for it. 
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