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		“I ’ve got a new assignment for you, Ms. Roset.”

		Katrina had known those words were likely to come. She had been working her way up the ladder at Thatcher Cosmetics. A research and development specialist, she had her hand in almost every new release the company had launched since she joined the company. And now that Cooper Wilton was in charge of her department, she was certain her role would change.

		“Of course, Mr. Wilton,” Katrina responded. She knew it was best not to try and dissuade her new boss from whatever plan he was thinking up for her. He was her third boss since she had become a lead researcher of special projects. Basically, Katrina was the one person trusted enough to figure out if a product concept was viable. It also meant she largely worked alone, the company trusting her and generally trying to limit corporate espionage against them.

		“The consensus on the board is we’ve maximized our market share in cosmetics and it’s time to diversify into scents, especially perfume. Your new job is to figure out a line of scents we can sell. You’re going to have a large budget on this for supplies. Order whatever you need.”

		“Right away, Mr. Wilton.” Despite her agreement, which she had little control over, Katrina cringed internally over the fact her last few months of research would now get shelved as she moved onto a new project. However, it was not as if her work was wasted. Katrina understood how the business worked. She had joined Thatcher Cosmetics out of college and had learned how the business operated since then.

		And just because her current work was being shelved did not mean it was dead. Other teams could pick it up later. Or, if the perfume research did not pan out as expected, she could be back to her earlier work in a few months. The board was fickle and they did not like to see their money wasted. Then again, she had never had such a large budget to work from before. Mr. Wilton had not been specific about numbers, but she was clearly being given more freedom than before. She hoped that meant she had reached another level of trust.

		As soon as Mr. Wilton left, Katrina started the process of packing up all of her previous research. She used the company intranet to request movers to pack up and send the physical parts of her research to the storage facility at the top of the building. When Katrina first started at Thatcher Cosmetics, she was surprised the storage facility was not in the basement. That seemed like the logical place for it. However, the fear of corporate espionage was so great that storing everything on an upper floor of an already tall building was actually safer.

		The hardest part for Katrina was pulling the hard drives from her computers. She had already backed them up on the company servers, but the physical hard drives also needed to get placed into storage. The act of pulling them was not hard, but it gave her a sense of finality to the project that always troubled her. This was the end, even if there was about to be a new beginning.

		As soon as Katrina’s part in closing down her research was complete, she turned her attention to perfume. There was a lot that Katrina needed to learn, and in a hurry. She was not a perfume wearer. She never used the stuff. She did not even like using soap and hair products with scents. Then again, she was not much of a cosmetics user either. Most days she left her face bare. It was only when she had a major social event or when she was giving a presentation outside of the company that she wore makeup. But in some ways, that had made her a better researcher, because she could come at it from an outsider’s perspective. She had no preconceived notions that got in her way.

		Even as movers collected all of her past research, boxing it up and labeling everything to be filed away in storage, Katrina sat at her computer, taking notes about perfume. It was like a crash course. She needed to learn everything, from why women wore perfume, where they placed it on their bodies, and what kinds of scents were most popular. Katrina also put in an order for the major perfume scents, including the most famous of all, Chanel No. 5.

		Mr. Wilton observed Katrina’s efficiency and smiled. He was looking forward to what she came up with, already having heard great things about Katrina’s abilities when it came to product development. She would almost certainly lay the groundwork for a whole new line of business. And once her work was handed out to the other teams that would continue her work, refining it so that it could be marketed to women around the world, he would move her onto another project. He knew Katrina was the catalyst for greatness.
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		Katrina had been holed up in her lab for a week, awash in the various chemicals that were used in the production of perfume. She had identified most of the contents of the major brands, giving her a baseline of how other companies made their products. She had also ordered a multitude of other chemicals that she thought might work well to create the right perfume scent.

		Her lab had smelled before due to her work, but the floral scents that now dominated her lab were unprecedented in their strength. And it had gotten to the point where Katrina hardly noticed it anymore. The ever-present scent of the air had become her new normal. Even her clothing had picked up the scent, making sure it went everywhere with her.

		Katrina had tried to apologize when she was out and about, in line to get coffee, shopping at the grocery store after work, or even in the company cafeteria where she ate lunch every day. After all, no one liked to be around the woman who used too much perfume. And to almost everyone she interacted with, Katrina was now that woman. People wrinkled their noses at her when she walked by. The one consolation was she smelled good. It was just too much.

		However, something changed for Katrina as the week wore on. Her mental outlook had started to shift. It wasn’t clear at first. Katrina had set her grocery bags on the kitchen table, intent on putting away the groceries so they did not spoil. Except as she looked at the table, she found herself wondering if it was the right height.

		It started with a tape measure. Katrina got out a tape measure and measured the height of the table. But the number she got from it did not tell her the information she was looking for. The question was not whether it was the right height in general, but whether it was the right height for a specific purpose. Was it the right height to get fucked on?

		Katrina’s cheeks flushed red as she realized what she had just been considering. It was not that Katrina was a prude, but she usually considered herself relatively A-sexual. She could go long periods of time without an orgasm. Her dating life had been sporadic at best as well. And those relationships rarely actually led to sex. That was one reason her relationships had been so sporadic. Sex was never something she considered until after the relationship had run its course.

		However, Katrina just could not let it go. She had to have an answer to her question, no matter how embarrassing the thought was. She moved all the grocery bags to the kitchen counter, clearing everything off the table so she had space to work. Then she leaned over the table, laying her upper body across it face down. Her jeans tightened across her ass as she laid there, her feet forced up onto the toes.

		The answer was yes. The table was about the right height for sex.

		And it was only after answering that question that Katrina was able to return to her previous task of unloading the groceries and putting them away.

		“You wanted to see me, Mr. Wilton?” Katrina said after knocking on her boss’ door. She stood in the doorway, dressed as normal, but still smelling strongly of the perfumes she had been experimenting with.

		But as Katrina stood there, looking at her boss, she had a hard time focusing on him as her boss. Instead, she felt a stirring inside of her that had been growing throughout the week. It was arousal. And it was not just arousal for her boss, although he was pretty handsome. He was only a few years older than him, a high flyer when it came to rising in the corporate management ranks. It was possible that made her feelings worse, but at that moment, as Katrina looked at her boss, she simply saw him as a cock.

		Katrina tried to ignore this new realization as she was invited into her boss’ office. She sat down in front of his desk, across from him. She could not see his crotch, although her tongue automatically popped out and licked her lips at the thought that his cock might be getting hard. Her pussy was definitely getting wet. She had already taken to bringing a spare pair of panties with her to work, since she was soaking through them by lunch time. She might need to start bringing more. And more panties meant going shopping.

		However, the strangest part of Katrina’s thoughts about her boss was that she hoped he saw her as a pussy that was ready for him to fuck. That was her purpose. She was just a hole for him to stick his cock into. It was her purpose. The whole work thing was just to pass the time between getting fucked.

		The conversation was not a memorable one. The moment Katrina had left Mr. Wilton’s office, she had forgotten what she had told him. She supposed she had given him an oral progress update. But the thought of giving him oral only reminded her that she had more holes available than just her pussy. Whatever the outcome of the meeting, Mr. Wilton seemed pleased. He also seemed intent on calling each other by their first names. He was Cooper and she was Katrina. Or was that her insistence? She could not remember.

		“I need to get laid,” Katrina told herself when she returned to her lab to continue working. But before he started again, she changed her panties. Yes, she was going to need to start bringing more than an extra pair with her to work if she expected to keep them dry.

		Katrina never considered that soaking through multiple pairs of panties per day due to arousal and wetness was not normal. She also did not see a problem in how she had measured every surface in her lab for whether they were the right height to get fucked on. No, she was completely oblivious to her situation, even more so considering she was stewing in a room full of chemicals for eight hours per day, and even longer considering the way the scents clung to her body and clothes.

		When the workday was finally over, Katrina had already devised her plan. It was Friday, which meant it was a good night for going out and finding a man. She had never considered a one-night stand before, but desperate times called for desperate measures. Even as she found it hard to admit that something was wrong with her, Katrina knew she needed to get herself squared away. And getting fucked seemed like the simplest way to getting everything squared away, mentally and physically.

		Knowing she reeked of perfume, Katrina went home and took a shower. That normally would have completely removed the perfume odors from her body, but the scents had seeped into her pores, making it impossible to completely remove. However, when she did go out, she was able to do so smelling relatively normally, even if she maintained a perfume scent on her body. It almost felt permanent, but it was a comfort to still have it there, even if in smaller amounts.

		Katrina took her time getting ready. Her unused vanity was filled with unused makeup products from Thatcher Cosmetics. She got it all for free. She had even been the initial researcher for many of the products. And most nights she would give herself a dash of lipstick and maybe a little mascara if she was going out. Tonight, however, it was completely different. Katrina found herself covering her face, giving her a whole new appearance. She looked sexy. That was the goal.

		And Katrina definitely looked sexy when she donned her little black dress. She had worn it once before, several years earlier. It still fit perfectly. Katrina had always kept herself in reasonably good shape and it showed in how little her body had changed since her body stopped developing. Katrina was almost assured of a good night given how she looked.

		The wine bar proved to be the perfect spot for a classy woman like Katrina wanting to engage in a hookup. She simply sat at the bar, enjoying a glass of a light red, nothing too heavy for her to start, and watched the other people, looking for her man of the hour.

		Katrina had never done something like this before. She had never gone to a bar with the intent of meeting someone. And since this was a new experience for her, that might have been why she did not consciously realize that she was far more focused on the men’s crotches than she was their other features. Sure, handsomeness might have been something she considered eventually, but first and foremost, she was interested in what they were packing between their legs. The men were simply cocks to potentially fuck her.

		“I saw you staring. Can I buy you a drink?”

		Katrina had not realized she had been staring at the well-dressed man who had suddenly approached her. But from what she could tell, he had a large package. At least it looked that way with the way his pants fit him. If he was padding his crotch when all this came to a head, she would be really pissed.

		“Sure,” Katrina answered, not tearing her eyes away from the man of the hour.

		The man ordered her another glass and they sat together, talking briefly. However, no matter what Katrina did, she could not pay attention to what he said. All she could think about was the throbbing cock between his legs and how she wanted that cock inside of her. She needed it.

		After several minutes of jilted conversation, since it was clear that Katrina was not in the mood to hold up her end, she made her move. “Look, I’m looking for something specific. Why don’t you come join me in the bathroom for a few minutes and we can see if you measure up?”

		There were very few men who would say no to that. Katrina downed the rest of her wine and then carefully led him toward the back of the bar. The bathrooms were unisex, so there was no worry about going in the wrong one. And as soon as the pair were in the bathroom, alone with the door closed and locked, Katrina sank down to her knees so she could see the man’s cock up close.

		With deft fingers trained in the use of test tubes and pipettes, Katrina pulled the man’s cock out and it was exactly what she had been hoping for. It was big. It was really big.

		Katrina’s lips were wrapped around his shaft before she even managed to think about what she was doing. Her actions did not fully feel her own, but that was because she was relying on a level of instinct she had never known existed before. But it was glorious. The taste, the smell, the feeling were all better than anything she could have imagined. And it only got better when the man grunted and filled her mouth with cum. Katrina swallowed it all down, relishing the flavors as they danced across her tongue.

		It was Katrina’s first blowjob, but she was already aware that it would not be her last. It was that good. Every sensation left her feeling warm and aroused. But that arousal meant she and this man were not done for the evening.

		“You’re coming home with me,” Katrina announced. “I need more of your cock.”

		The man, who still remained nameless in Katrina’s mind, was not about to argue. He might have shown up at the bar for a few glasses of wine and good conversation turned into so much more. They both ended up having better nights than originally planned. Katrina was certain she was going to wear him out, but that was going to be half the fun. Sex now lived at the forefront of her mind, always affecting her thoughts and goals.
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		Katrina’s one night stand turned into two. She and Rob—his name turned out to be Rob—spent all of Saturday in her apartment, fucking in every imaginable way. Katrina had more than doubled the amount of sex she had ever had in the span of 36 hours. It was insane, but Katrina loved it. She sucked his cock, she got fucked in the pussy, and she even let him stick his cock in her ass. She could not remember having a better weekend.

		And her fun weekend did not end after Rob finally went home. Katrina was naked and standing in front of her closet, trying to decide what to wear for the day. Her clothes, most of them work appropriate, now seemed so drab and boring. Even her little black dress looked a little plain to her.

		In all her life, Katrina had never cared much for fashion or trends. That was something that other people cared about. It was for image conscious people. Katrina was not like that. Except, now she was beginning to wonder if she should be. Unhappy with the clothing available to her in her closet, Katrina decided it was time to do a little shopping.

		And Katrina did a lot of shopping. It turned out there were so many fun and sexy styles that she had ignored before now. It helped, too, that Katrina had a good body for such things. It was not difficult to find clothes that fit her in what were the trendiest styles.

		However, it was not enough to just appear on trend. For whatever reason, Katrina needed to look sexy. And there was nothing sexier than showing off her body. After all, she worked hard to stay fit and trim. She deserved to show off all that hard work, especially when it was more likely to get her the cock she desperately needed.

		Cock had become a definite need in Katrina’s life. Halfway through her shopping excursion at the mall saw her proposition and seduce one of the store clerks. He looked like he was packing based on the sizable tent in his trousers. Not only did he bend her over a box of clothes in the back, nailing her hard from behind, making her scream out in orgasmic ecstasy in the process, but he gave her his employee discount too. Katrina added several extra outfits to her buy pile after he made the offer.

		Despite the difficulty in completely washing away the perfume scent from her body and clothes, after two days at home, Katrina found herself wishing she had more of it around her. The scent had faded away and with it her comfort in her new behavior was starting to wane. This was not the kind of person she was. She was not a sex-craved slut. She had always thought of herself as a nice normal woman, the kind of woman that would be approved by all. But just because her comfort had lessened did not mean her new proclivities had.

		No, Katrina had been permanently transformed. Her mind had become sex-obsessed. Her body was always aroused. She had never realized multiple orgasms were possible, but now it seemed almost assured. And the desire for another, even just after cumming hard, was impossible to deny. She was a horny slut and there was nothing she could do to change that.

		But returning to the lab Monday morning provided relief. The familiar scent was all around her now and her comfort in the new slutty Katrina had returned. This was who she wanted to be. This was who she was meant to be. Katrina had experienced a sexual awakening and there was no going back. And she was certain to enjoy this new life for herself to the fullest, even if it meant getting a little less work done each day while she attended to her new needs.

		The gangly intern in his senior year of college had been a good man to run into on her break. His cock was a little narrow, but it was longer than anything she had ever taken on before, finding places inside of her that she did not know existed before. The man she ran into in the copy room was also a good fuck, although that had been a more impromptu tryst than one she had specifically planned for. And that was all before lunch.

		It helped that Katrina was dressing a little differently than she had before. The fitted, blue blouse she wore helped to highlight her narrow waist and it showed off a good amount of cleavage. Not that she had much to show off, but a pushup bra certainly helped give the impression that she had more to offer than she really did. The marvels of modern lingerie science were truly impressive.

		New, however, was the skirt and heels. Katrina knew it was not recommended to wear heels in the lab, although they were not specifically banned. However, there was no way she was about to wear flat shoes with her skirt. The stockings solidified her decision. Luckily, the whole package, especially when wearing her white lab coat, gave her a sexy or naughty librarian look that she enjoyed.

		Cooper was nowhere to be seen that day, much to Katrina’s annoyance. She still remembered her dreams from the night before of her sexily seducing her boss, getting him to fuck her over his desk, either with her face down against the polished wood or her on her back with her high heels pointing toward the ceiling. Both were a great way to spend a progress meeting. That was actually the reason she had worn stockings instead of pantyhose. She wanted nothing to get in the way of her ripping off her panties and getting fucked hard in the pussy.

		“Ugh,” Katrina complained as the workday wound down. She did not know what it was, but her bra, a new one she had just bought, was starting to pinch. It was true she was not used to wearing pushup bras, but this was different.

		However, Katrina put up with it until she shut everything down for the day. It was only as she stopped in the restroom on the way out of the building that Katrina removed the offending bra. She immediately experienced relief as the pain went away immediately. “Much better,” she sighed before leaving to go home.

		It was not until Tuesday morning, however, that Katrina fully realized what had happened to her. None of her bras fit anymore. Her breasts had actually grown. And it was no small growth spurt. In the span of hours she had experienced growth that normally would have taken months or even years. She had started out as a B-cup. Now she had no idea how big she was.

		Not that Katrina minded having a bigger bust. There was a part of her that actually liked the thought of having more on display. Her cleavage was real now and not just created when wearing the right kind of bra. Therefore, rather than call in sick and go to the doctor or stop at a lingerie store on the way to work, Katrina simply went without a bra when she went to work. And as far as she could figure, it was the best decision she had ever made.

		Katrina had no trouble finding male attention as she worked. Even though she worked alone in her lab, she found plenty of good reasons to leave and meet with her male coworkers. The women were of interest too, but she sensed that most of them were not interested in what she was selling. And there was no doubt that Katrina was selling her body, although not in the literal sense. Men were not paying her for sex, but she certainly handed that out for free along with fantastic views of her body.

		The button-up blouse she wore was unbuttoned to just below the swell of her boobs, making it clear she was not wearing a bra. Her hard nipples poked at the thin fabric, making it obvious just how turned on she was. That was a constant now. Even after cumming hard, where she was screaming out in erotic ecstasy, she was still hot and horny, ready to go again. The bottom of the blouse was tied together at the front, just a little above the waistline of her skirt, giving a little view of her trim midriff.

		And there was no question that Katrina would be wearing a skirt again. She had never liked wearing skirts before, but now she understood just how well they showed off her legs, especially with her heels. She personally vowed to wear skirts as often as possible. Plus, skirts made it easy to participate in an impromptu fuck. All she had to do was roll the skirt up and roll her panties down. It was a win-win as far as she was concerned.

		Wednesday saw another increase in Katrina’s breasts, but now also an increase in the size of her ass. She was already pushing into the bubble butt territory, which most women would have been scared of such sudden growth. Not Katrina. She examined her body in the mirror in the morning, having just gotten out of the shower. She had kicked her man of the night out already, saying she needed to get ready for work. That was true, but she also wanted to have a few minutes alone to fully enjoy the continued transformation of her body.

		“I’m such a fucking hottie,” Katrina told her reflection before she turned and smacked her own ass, enjoying the way it jiggled and shook under the contact. The sting from the slap had felt good too, further turning Katrina on. Not that she needed help in getting aroused anymore. Her baseline felt closer to what she would have described as being horny a few weeks ago.

		Getting into work, Katrina was disappointed to see that Cooper was still not back in the office. She really wanted to have a progress meeting with him. The more men she fucked around the office the more she knew she was possibly missing out on the most impressive cock in the department. But she pressed on, continuing to work with the perfume chemicals. Other than her frequent sex breaks, her work continued unaltered.

		However, Katrina was unaware that it was the chemicals she worked with on a daily basis that was causing her mind and body to change. Not that she would have stopped if she knew. The positive feedback loop, the endorphin rush she got from all the sex, from the fashionable clothing, and the general feeling of being sexy and aroused, was more than she could hope to overcome. Besides, even if she somehow managed to go cold turkey, the changes that had happened to her would not go away. This was the new her, whether she wanted it or not. Luckily, Katrina was very happy.

		And that happiness only increased as the week wore on. By the time the weekend arrived, Katrina was a busty slut. Her tits, for they were definitely tits now at their new and large size, had completely changed the way she presented herself to the world. It was a simple Saturday afternoon and she was, for the moment, without a cock in the house. She needed time to clean up after hosting a new man each night since Rob stayed for a two-night stand.

		Katrina’s long-sleeve top hugged her tits, but only just reached her rib cage below. And whenever she leaned back, the fabric moved away from her body and revealed an appetizing view of under boob. The cotton shorts she wore were cute, especially the way they sat low on her hips and pulled into the crack of her ass. Katrina was not wearing underwear. She did not really feel like she needed it with this outfit.

		But Katrina’s body growth was more than just her tits and ass growing, both of which she was ecstatic about. Her hair had somehow gotten longer and blonder. She had started out with dirty blonde hair, but now it had lightened further and become more voluminous. She was having to teach herself how to handle longer hair, although she loved putting it into a ponytail for when she gave a guy a blowjob. There was just something extra sexy about that action. It was a commitment to make sure his view was unobscured.

		Speaking of blowjobs, Katrina’s lips had developed as well. They had grown out and plumped up, giving her a natural pout. They were a set of lips that served a singular purpose. Sure, she could still eat and talk normally, but that was not the reason she liked their new size. It was all about the blowjobs. And she was handing those out like candy. Katrina definitely had an oral fixation now, one that could only be satisfied with a hard shaft pumping between her lips.

		“Cooper is going to have such a surprise when I see him Monday,” Katrina randomly said as her thoughts shifted to her boss. He had been gone all week, on a business trip that ran long. But he was for certain going to be back Monday and Katrina could not wait to show him everything about her that had changed. She had already picked out her outfit for the day. It was definitely not going to be professional, but she was pretty certain that did not matter anymore. With a body like hers, only the prudish women were going to complain and Katrina could not care less about what they thought of her.
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		“Katrina, what happened to you?”

		Cooper stood in the doorway of Katrina’s lab, dumbfounded at the sight in front of him. Katrina continued to work away as normal, but she looked almost nothing like the woman she had been before. Cooper had missed all the changes to her body, now seeing her in a completely transformed state. But even Katrina’s coworkers who had been able to see her—and fuck her—whilst the changes were ongoing were still shocked to see it all in full.

		Katrina simply smiled up at her boss, turning her body so he could get a better view of her tits. She now thought of them as her best feature, which was why she wore a loc-cut top to highlight their size. It was a top that could not be worn with a bra, but even though her growth had finally stopped, she did not feel the need to buy new bras. The braless look, especially with such perky tits, was her preferred style.

		“I think I look really sexy like this,” Katrina responded, her voice laced with lust. “Don’t you agree?”

		There was only one possible answer to Katrina’s question. It was a resounding yes. Cooper’s cock was hard in his pants and it wanted nothing more than to push itself somewhere inside the sexy body of Katrina over and over again until it surged with cum. And then it wanted to do it all over again. Cooper, on the other hand, was a little more wary of the sudden change in his employee. However, he was not willing to go so far as to send her to the company doctor or therapist, because she seemed far too happy with the changes for anything to be wrong with her.

		“I see Little Cooper agrees,” Katrina said as she looked at her boss’ crotch. Her eyes became fixated there, unwilling to move to the other parts of his body. Her mouth watered at the thought of finally getting to give her boss a blowjob. It seemed like the sort of thing she was supposed to do, not for the job security, although that was a definite plus, but because she had sucked what felt like every other man on the floor and Cooper was the only one left she needed to taste.

		However, Cooper was able to hold off. He still felt strange about the situation, although there was only the employer-employee relationship that was keeping him from taking up Katrina on her unspecified offer. Instead, he told her to carry on and then he retreated to his office where he quietly rubbed one out, unable to get the vision of Katrina out of his head.

		Other than the disappointment of not getting to suck or fuck her boss, Katrina went about her day as usual. She spent most of her time working, toiling away at creating a new perfume formula that was certain to make the company even richer. She would likely see a sizable bonus in her end of year paycheck, but otherwise, she knew she was toiling away for the shareholders. Still, it made her happy, especially when she took breaks to not so secretly get fucked in unused conference rooms and storage closets.

		But as the day wore on, Katrina started to feel the onset of a headache. She had experienced migraines in the past and immediately moved to take one of the pills she kept with her for such instances. And for the most part, that seemed to work. The migraine never formed. Instead, it remained a low-grade headache that stuck with her until she finally shut down for the day. By the time Katrina made it home, the headache was gone and all concerns about it had passed as well.

		When Tuesday arrived, Katrina had forgotten about her headache the day before, but she faced a new problem. She had forgotten how to log into her computer. She sat at her desk for over an hour, trying to figure out what to do, but with nothing coming to her. It was not until her first sex break of the morning that she got the idea of what to do.

		“So I forgot how to log into my computer,” Katrina casually mentioned to the IT intern she had just fucked. She could feel his cum leaking out of her pussy. Part of her wanted to clean it up, but another part of her wanted to let it run down her legs as proof of what she had just done. She was not just a slut, but an exhibitionist too.

		“Did you try contacting the IT department to reset your password?”

		Katrina stood there for a moment with a pensive look on her face. Deep down, she knew she should have known that. Even deeper down she knew she should never have forgotten her password or how to log onto her computer.

		“Could you tell me what my password is?” Katrina asked, not really wanting to find the number for the IT department and then wait for them to fix the problem. She had work to do.

		“They don’t let me handle security stuff like that. I mostly just repair hardware under the careful supervision of my boss.”

		Katrina pouted, but she did not see a way to avoid making the call. But rather than be sad for long, she smiled and followed the interns instructions. He definitely sounded smart, or at least smarter than her.

		That fact should have bothered Katrina. She was almost always the smartest person in a room. Now, she did not feel that way. Part of her wondered if it was all the sex she had been having, as if cum had leaked into her brain and short circuited a bunch of her brain cells. However, that explanation did not make sense, even to her. But she still did not suspect that her brain fog was a symptom of one of the chemicals she was breathing in her lab all the time.

		A phone call and a blowjob later, Katrina was back at work, although operating at a much slower pace than she had before. There were so many more distractions than she remembered there being, beyond the near constant need and desire for sex. If something bright or shiny flitted across her computer screen, she was completely lost, her eyes going blank as she just sat there, distracted.

		It did not get any better when she left work that day either. Katrina spotted a jewelry store on the way home and for some reason convinced herself that she needed to stop. Her reasoning was simple. He liked bright and shiny things and what better way to make that a constant in her life than to wear bright and shiny jewelry.

		The shop clerk licked his lips when he saw Katrina walk in. She looked like a bimbo who was ready to spend money. She especially looked like one of those rich trophy wives who would hand over a credit card without even thinking about the cost. He knew he was going to make a big commission on her.

		And he did. Katrina walked out of the shop that evening decked out in new jewelry, flashy earrings, thick necklaces, a choker, multiple bracelets and even a belly chain. The amount of bling was too much, but Katrina simply could not help herself. On top of what she wore, there was the bag of other pieces she had bought, maxing out her credit card without another thought, just like the clerk had expected. Katrina had no idea how she was ultimately going to pay for everything that she just bought, but she did not care either.

		Returning to work the next day only led to more cognitive decline. It was not that Katrina was dumb now, although that would be hard to disprove, it was that she no longer cared about anything beyond fashion and sex. She tried to work, but more and more she just sat there, leaning over a batch of perfume, breathing in the vapors and enjoying as the fog in her mind continued to thicken.

		“We need to talk,” Cooper told her at the end of the week.

		Katrina smiled, knowing this was her end of the week progress report. This was when she was finally going to suck and fuck her boss. If there was any doubt about what Katrina had become over the course of the last three weeks, the pendant hanging from her neck made it clear. “Bimbo.” That was what the pendant said. And it was not just a label, but it was a commitment. This was who Katrina was now.

		“Sure, Coop,”Katrina said, shortening her boss’ name. She was not sure if he would like that or not, but she had to figure he might go for some sort of pet name. She might not know the real names of most of the men she had fucked, but she had nicknames for all of them to help keep them all straight. There were so many men to keep track of too. Katrina did not want to forget them or leave anyone out in her unofficial weekly rotation.

		Cooper grimaced slightly at her name for him, but he did not say anything. The truth was, he did not know what he wanted to say to the finest researcher Thatcher Cosmetics had ever seen, because she was no longer living up to her moniker. She was a bimbo, as her necklace confirmed. And although she was incredibly sexy and Cooper wanted nothing more than to fuck what was left of her brains out, he still needed to find a place for her and figure out what the hell happened to her.

		Cooper led Katrina to his office and shut the door after she followed him inside. She was already sitting in one of the chairs as he moved behind his desk, rearranging his pants before he sat down. His cock was rock hard.

		“So what happened to you?” Cooper asked. He had to start at the beginning. He only hoped that Katrina knew as well.

		“Um, I turned into a bimbo and stuff,” Katrina answered, sounding less than sure about herself. Then again, answering questions was no longer her strong suit. She was only good for a couple purposes, having become more like a sex doll than a person. At least she still had a personality, although even that was very limited.

		“Was this a choice you made or did something happen to you?”

		Katrina sat there for a moment, thinking. She placed a finger at the edge of her mouth, giving her an even more brainless appearance.

		“Maybe it was all that yummy smelling perfume,” Katrina offered. Little did she realize that she had just hit the nail on the head and struck the jackpot.

		Cooper’s eyes lit up as he picked up the phone and called his boss. Katrina just sat there, still smiling, confident that everything would work out in her favor. After all, she was a bimbo now. Bimbos were lucky, because sex could fix anything.

		“I need Katrina Roset’s lab locked down and her current project files on the server transferred to my computer immediately. We’ve either got the biggest breakthrough in company history or a huge breach of security.”

		Cooper had enough clout in the company to have his words acted on immediately. Katrina’s lab was immediately locked and her access had been revoked. Her computer was also locked down and the files she kept backed up on the company servers were sent to Cooper’s computer, ready for him to read in depth. He was pretty sure he had just discovered the formula that would completely change the world. Really, it was Katrina who discovered it, but she was too far gone to fully understand what had happened.

		However, all that could be taken care of later. Cooper had more important things to take care of. There was a bimbo in his office that needed a good fucking. He was not sure if it was a reward for her good work or not, but all he knew was she deserved it and his cock was straining against the confines of his pants.

		“Come over here and ride me,” Cooper commanded.

		“Ooh, yeah, Coop,” Katrina replied as she pushed herself to her feet. She swayed sexily around the desk as Cooper hurriedly freed his cock. He was rock hard and ready for Katrina to work her bimbo magic on him.

		In her time since becoming a complete and total slut, Katrina had seen many cocks. She had seen big ones and small ones, long ones and short ones, but in all her time, she had never seen a cock quite as big as Cooper’s. His length and girth was more than her bimbo mind could comprehend. Not that such a thing would stop her. She was a slut for cock and there was no way she was going to pass up the biggest cock she had ever seen.

		As Katrina approached, she lifted her skirt up over her hips, her ass freed from its own tight confines, jiggling in response to that sudden freedom. She was not wearing panties, although it was unknown if she simply did not wear any when she came to work that morning or if she lost them after fucking one of her coworkers. Not that it mattered. She was a bimbo no and such things were expected of her. Then again, her panty supply was severely cut down considering little of what she owned could fit over her fleshy backside.

		Cooper helped her climb up onto his lap before she pressed her plump lips against his lips, her tongue darting into his mouth. It was a kiss unlike any he had ever had before as he kissed Katrina back with gusto. She melted into his body, pressing his erect cock between them.

		But it was not a kiss that could last. There were more important matters to attend to and Katrina struggled to concentrate on more than one thing at a time. A hot kiss was grand, but she could not let her mind wander from the cock that was now the center of her world.

		Cooper helped lift Katrina up so that she could sink down onto him, his huge shaft entering her and filling her to the brim. He fit, but just barely, his full length disappearing inside of her.

		“Oh fuck,” Katrina moaned as she was filled unlike any other time in her life. Her sexual awakening had led her to fucking more guys than most people could count, and certainly not her, but this was better than every other encounter she had yet experienced. And it had barely even started.

		With Katrina on top, she started bouncing on Cooper’s cock, bucking and grinding against him as he cock penetrated her fully. Her actions left his hands available to free her tits from her tiny cropped top. The fleshy orbs spilled out and left Cooper with two soft melons to play with as his cock received the envelopment of a lifetime.

		“You’re the best fucking woman I’ve ever been with,” Cooper groaned before he lowered his head and brought a hard nipple to his lips.

		Katrina moaned and cooed at the added sensation. She was already fast approaching her first orgasm of the encounter and Cooper’s actions were sure to send her over the edge. But Cooper had never experienced such pleasure before and he was fast approaching his own orgasm.

		However, before either of those things could happen, Cooper felt a surge of adrenaline shoot through him. He stood up from the chair, bringing Katrina with him. He then shoved her ass against the edge of the desk and began to thrust into her. This was Katrina’s moment to get fucked on the desk, but her long-nailed fingers grasped Cooper’s back, holding him close as he continued to work between her legs.

		And then it happened. Cooper’s shaft twitched in a way that told Katrina that he was about to cum. Not that she was about to tell him to stop. She wanted his seed. She needed it. And when it began to surge through his cock, Katrina started to cum too. Her body convulsed in his arms as a cascade of pleasure rang through her body. It was an orgasm unlike any other and it firmly cemented her future as a bimbo. There was no going back. Even if she wanted to be a smart and intelligent researcher again, her fate was sealed. Katrina was a bimbo now and forever.

		It took both partners time to compose themselves, recovering from the onslaught of pleasure that coursed through their bodies, lighting their nerves alight with erotic energy. But when they were done, it came time to figure out the future. Katrina could not remain in her previous post. She could no longer perform her previous job functions. She could barely perform any job function. But Cooper would find a way.

		Then it came to him. Katrina Roset would need to be let go. However, he had been given permission to hire an assistant. And he did not see a problem with hiring Nina Rose, a notorious bimbo, to take up the post. With a heads up to his superiors, as well as lending Nina out, Cooper figured he could make it work. Everyone would be happy.

		Cooper tried to explain this to the bimbo before him, but he could tell that there was a limited amount of understanding in her eyes. She was a bimbo after all. But she seemed to understand the gist of his idea.

		“So I’m Nina now?”

		“That’s right. Nina Rose is my bimbo assistant. How does that sound?”

		“I’ll do it as long as I get to suck your cock next.”

		Cooper could not help but laugh. Nina giggled along with him, not understanding what was so funny, but not caring either. She was just happy. She was always happy. And she had a feeling that Cooper would take care of all those nasty little details that hurt her bimbo brain. That way she could be the best bimbo she could be. That was all that mattered to her now.
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