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		“Y ou wanted to see me, Mr. Tusack?” Blair asked as she stood in the open doorway to the office of the Chief Financial Officer of Thatcher Cosmetics. Her knees were almost shaking. Never in her life did she expect to be reporting to an executive level of employee in such a large company.

		Naturally mild-mannered, Blair mostly kept to herself. She kept her head down and focused on the numbers. As an accountant, the numbers never lied. They were something she had always been able to trust. However, social interactions, especially those with people she knew could fire her without the slightest provocation, were something she struggled with. And it was the mousy woman who now found herself standing in front of a boss who was multiple rungs higher on the corporate ladder.

		“Yes, Ms. Faulks,” Mr. Tusack said, his lips turned up into a smile. “Please come in and sit down.” He motioned toward one of the chairs in front of his desk as he leaned back in his own chair, taking in Blair’s features.

		Not that Blair noticed the way Mr. Tusack looked at her. She was not someone who consciously thought about such things. She just hoped that this was not the end of her career at Thatcher Cosmetics. She was not someone who cared about makeup, but her accounting job was a good one and she was well paid for her work. She just hoped that she had not fallen on the bad side of the CFO.

		Galen Tusack could be an exacting man. He expected a great deal from his employees, but he also helped to inspire them to do those great things. Of all the C-level executives with the company, Mr. Tusack was the youngest, although he still fell squarely in the middle age bracket. Not that he looked it. His strength and energy were obvious.

		But that comparable youth came with a vitality that made him one of the most effective executives in the company. His job was secure, especially with all the hype around the new perfume line. It was his financial wizardry that had made the rapid expansion into perfume possible.

		Blair stepped into the office fully and sat down in one of the offered chairs. She smoothed down her slacks once she was sitting. She then nervously started to pick at a piece of fizz that only she could see. Every impression about her was that she was smart, yet homely. Blair never was the going out type. And even in the office she preferred to keep to herself, working alone instead of with a team.

		When it became Mr. Tusack’s turn to choose someone specific to work with, he went through every employee file that was within the financial hierarchy. There were a lot of great candidates for his plan, but in the end, he chose Blair. She had the right amount of potential, not to mention she could easily be removed from her current projects and assigned elsewhere if necessary. She was perfect, because no one would ask questions if she suddenly disappeared. Not that she would actually disappear, but if Mr. Tusack had his way, her accounting days would be numbered.

		“I’ll cut straight to the chase,” Mr. Tusack said. “I’m reshuffling a few departments and personnel. You are now going to report directly to me. I want you monitoring the accounts for the new perfume line.”

		“Yes, of course, sir,” Blair automatically replied. It took time for her new orders to sink in, needing to get past her nervousness and anxiety first.

		“This is big for you,” Mr. Tusack continued. “I have a feeling we’re going to be working very closely in the future.”

		He had chosen his words carefully, although there was no guarantee that his plan would work. Mr. Tusack had chosen Blair, not only for her potential as an accountant, but also for the potential he saw in her body. Despite hiding her features behind plain slacks and ill-fitting blouses, Blair stood out as someone who, with a little encouragement, could be a complete knockout. She just never considered such a possibility. All that, however, was going to change.

		“I look forward to that, sir,” Blair said. This news was still sinking in, but she was growing excited. She could not care less about working with the CFO directly, but the opportunity to oversee the finances of an entire division, especially all by herself, was more than a dream come true. This was her nirvana. This was the future she had always hoped for and never imagined would actually come to fruition.

		“Please, call me Galen now that we will be working so close together. I expect us to remain professional, but we can call each other by our first names I hope.”

		“Of course, sir. I mean, Galen. Of course you can call me Blair.”

		Galen’s smile grew wider. This was going better than he had even planned. There was just one more thing he needed to do. He was certain Blair would not like it, but he did not particularly care what she liked or disliked. It only mattered that she complied.

		“There’s just one more thing,” Galen pressed. “The board is considering requiring employees to use our products regularly. As a test case scenario, I will be requiring that you wear our new perfume line while in the office.”

		Blair’s eyes widened in shock. She loved the rest of the offer, but she usually hated perfumes. They always made her break out and even have trouble breathing. Walking into a department store in the mall was the worst, making her question whether she could make it to the back of the store where she always inevitably needed to go when shopping.

		“I’m allergic to most perfumes,” Blair countered, hoping that would be enough to get her out of using any.

		“Just your luck then,” Galen said, not letting the issue go. “It’s my understanding that our new perfume line is completely hypoallergenic. You won’t need to worry about a thing.”

		Galen opened a drawer to his desk and pulled out a gorgeous bottle of perfume. The glass was beautifully designed. There had been a lot of thought that had gone into this new product.

		“Why don’t you try a little bit, just to see?” Galen continued. “If you have a reaction, I’ll make sure you never have to wear it again.”

		This time it was Galen who was worried. If Blair was actually allergic to the new product, his grand plan would fall apart. But having seen what the perfume had done to the other women who had used it, he crossed his fingers, hoping that all would be well.

		“I can try a little,” Blair agreed.

		She reached across the desk and took the perfume bottle. She then spritzed a tiny amount onto her inner wrist, figuring that was a relatively safe spot to try it. The skin there was delicate enough to certainly react if there was a problem, but without significantly impacting her ability to get on with her day.

		It was Blair who appeared dumbfounded when she felt nothing from her wrist. There was no redness or itching. Maybe Galen was right. Maybe this was one of the few perfumes she could actually wear. Despite usually not caring about such things, this one instance helped make Blair feel better about herself, like she fit in better with other people, especially other women. She was less of an outsider.

		“See, no problems. As I said, you are expected to wear the perfume, free of charge to you, every day at the office. Whenever you need more, let me know and I’ll get you another bottle.”

		Blair was not sure what had just happened, but the hairs on the back of her neck stood on end. Something was going on, but she could not pinpoint what the specific issue was. Nonetheless, her senses were tingling and she had no idea why. At least the perfume smelled nice. That was a definite bonus to the whole situation. The scent was a good one, something that Blair would eventually get used to, but in the meantime, she would be able to enjoy it.

		“Very well,” Blair said before she spritzed a bit more on, making sure that she got both wrists as well as the small area of exposed skin above her neckline.

		“You’re dismissed. I’ll have my secretary arrange our next meeting. I look forward to working with you, Blair.”

		“The same, Galen.”

		As Blair got up to leave, she smiled to herself, believing that she had just made a major advancement. A pay increase or title change had not been negotiated, but she had a feeling that those sorts of things would come from HR, not the CFO. And even if she did not get a bump out of it, her new work would still look good to another employer if she ever decided to leave Thatcher Cosmetics.

		Galen was smiling too, but for a far different reason. All he knew was he was going to enjoy the next several weeks, assuming everything went to plan. But only time would tell. He just knew he could not wait for the special perfume to begin its work.
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		Blair grumbled the first day she began work reporting directly to Galen. It was not that she had an issue with him or the work she was performing. Those things she actually loved. It was the strange requirement that she wear the perfume. She hated the way the scent hung in the air around her. She felt as if she was a walking billboard for the staff.

		And in a way, that was the reasoning she figured was behind her new requirement. Not that anyone would see Blair as an influencer when it came to beauty and perfume. She did not look the part, nor did she act it either. She was a plain Jane working in a field that attracted the most beautiful women she could imagine.

		“Is there any way I can get out of wearing the perfume?” Blair asked her new boss when she spotted him walking by her cubicle. She had to hope there could be some leeway.

		“It’s a directive I can’t rescind for anyone,” Galen answered, giving the answer Blair knew she would get deep down. “If it’s a problem, I’m sure you’ll forget about it soon enough. Once you adjust, it will be like you don’t even notice it.”

		“I can hope,” Blair responded, not wanting to tell off her boss for something that was ultimately a minor issue. And besides, if she did not adjust to the presence of the perfume, she could always quit. She was certain she could find another job. It might not pay as well and it might not give her the same level of responsibility she now held, but she would be perfume free.

		However, as the week wore on, Blair stopped even thinking about the perfume. She applied it each morning and then added a little extra in the afternoon to make sure the scent was always present, just in case Galen happened to walk by and perform a check. But she barely even noticed it anymore. As Galen had suggested, it had become her new normal. She had adjusted to its presence.

		But when the weekend finally arrived, Blair found herself in a predicament. Her grand plan was to lay around her apartment all day and relax. The problem was, no matter what she tried, she could not actually relax. Something felt off. It felt wrong.

		“It’s that damn perfume,” Blair told herself as she finally pulled herself up off the couch where she had been trying to watch a documentary about dinosaurs. She was the sort of person who loved learning new things and this particular documentary just happened to catch her eye.

		Blair stalked into her bathroom where she grabbed the bottle of perfume and gave herself a couple spritzes, making sure the scent fully wrapped around her. The moment the perfume reached her nose, her whole body seemed to relax. She had not even realized how tense she had been before. She could finally go back to the couch and fully relax.

		Only when she did return to the couch, the draw of dinosaurs was gone. Instead, she flipped over to a romantic comedy movie that quickly drew her in. Before she knew it, Blair was laughing and almost crying, fully enjoying the sappy plot. It certainly did not hurt that the male lead was especially handsome. Blair, who rarely cared about romantic or sexual relationships sat there and imagined that it was her standing in the female lead’s place, trying to attract the man.

		Blair did not masturbate often, but Saturday was one of those days where she felt an overwhelming need. Her arousal had spiked and she needed relief. And for the first time in her life, one orgasm was not enough. She sat back on her couch, her comfortable shorts around her ankles, her fingers pushed beneath the waistband of her panties, rubbing away as she sought relief from her arousal. It would have been quite a sight if she did not live alone.

		By the time Monday morning rolled around, Blair had cum more times over the weekend than she could count. There was a part of her that was bothered by this radical shift in behavior. However, that part of her had already been doused in the perfume, leaving her aroused and unable to truly care about how much she had spent most of her weekend masturbating and watching trashy movies and television.

		But it was not just Blair’s concerns about masturbation that had changed when she got ready for work. Her interest in sex in general had started to change. Where before she wanted to look professional and generally blend into the background, Blair now found herself wanting to stand out and appear even a little bit sexy. It was as if a whole new world had opened up to the accountant and she had every intention to change her life for the better.

		First and foremost, that started with how she dressed for work. She started by replacing her normal slacks for a skirt. That also meant wearing hosiery. The pantyhose she had planned to wear had a run, so she resorted to a pair of stay-up stockings that she found in her drawer. Blair could not remember when she had been given them, knowing she never would have bought stockings for herself before. Luckily, the lace tops remained hidden beneath the skirt, even when she sat down.

		Blair also made a few other changes in her work outfit. Heels were high on that list. She felt she needed to wear heels with her skirt. Wearing flats simply did not compute in her mind. A skirt required heels. And when it came to her blouse, she did not even realize she had left several extra buttons undone. Not that she was showing off an incredible amount of cleavage. She did not have much cleavage to show off, but it was a definite deviation from the norm.

		“Good morning, Blair,” Galen greeted her when she arrived at the office. The extra time spent getting ready, choosing a new outfit and even applying a bit more makeup than usual, had left her running behind schedule. She was still on time, but rather than having the time to eat breakfast at home, she now found herself passing by the break room and grabbing a croissant to munch on. It was not the healthiest option for her, but she needed something in her stomach if she was going to make it all the way until lunch.

		“Good morning,” Blair responded, blushing slightly at the extra attention she received from her boss. It was the sort of thing she had not expected, but once she had it, she decided she rather enjoyed it.

		Blair had never thought of herself as a sexual person, but her weekend had awakened something in her that she could not begin to describe. All she knew was that for the first time in her life, she felt a certain amount of sexiness and it was better than she had ever imagined it would be. Blair was no beginning to understand why some women decided to forgo higher education and instead focus on their appearance. It felt good. It felt really good.

		It also felt good when Blair ducked into the bathroom during her lunch break to quickly finger herself. She had felt her arousal building all morning, especially after Galen’s visit to her cubicle. And there was no way she was going to be able to continue working efficiently and accurately with her lingering arousal. Luckily, no one else came in while she took care of her needs and she managed to bite her lip rather than cry out when her much sought after orgasm finally reached her.

		Each day that week, Blair found herself needing sexual relief more and more. The lunchtime masturbation was not just something she needed to do to maintain her productivity, she had started to look forward to those moments. They had become a highlight of her day, only matched with returning home for a second round as soon as she finished with her work for the day.

		But it was not just Blair’s arousal that was changing. So too was her sense of style. Each day that week she arrived at work wearing a little more makeup. Her skirts were getting shorter too. Her Monday skirt had fallen just below her knee. By the end of the week, the hemline now hinted at the lace tops of her stockings when she sat down. Every time she looked down into her lap and saw the small bands of lace, she bit her lip, her arousal spiking.

		However, it was not just Blair’s outfits that changed. There was more to it than that. Even the way she thought was starting to change. Blair had always been rather clinical in the way she described her body. She had a vagina and breasts. But by the end of the week, her internal dialogue had shifted to her pussy and tits. Not that she had much in the way of tits, but she still inwardly used that terminology. There were even a few instances when she was right on the cusp of orgasm that she thought of her pussy as her cunt. It was only later that she realized what she had done, but even then, she had a hard time worrying about it.

		“It’s not a big deal,” she told herself over and over again, every time she was surprised by the change in her language.

		But the simple truth was that Blair was changing. Her life was becoming more sexualized, even if she had yet to actually do the deed with a man. Somehow, she suspected that she was just waiting for the right man to come along. Once that happened, Blair was certain she would give in and enjoy everything that happened with him, whoever he might be.
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		“Why won’t you fit?”

		Blair was on her fourth bra of the morning and none of them were fitting properly. They all felt too tight around her tits. Not that she felt particularly bigger, but the proof was in her ill-fitting undergarments.

		It did not help that Blair’s panties did not fit well either, but a too-tight pair of panties was less of a struggle as a pinching bra that simply failed in its purpose of comfortable support.

		Blair had already applied her morning spritz of the perfume Galen had provided to her. She was actually now using so much of it, she was going to have to ask him for more soon. The aroma was every present around her. Whenever Blair felt as if the fragrance was starting to dwindle, she applied more, making sure she was always topped up and smelling wonderful.

		Not that Blair understood what the exact fragrance was that followed her everywhere she went. All she knew was that it made her feel good about herself. And that was all that really mattered. She did not care what other people thought of her. It was all about how she thought of herself. And Blair had no doubts that she generally liked what she saw when she looked in the mirror. And she smelled good too.

		“Fine, I won’t wear a bra today.” Blair finally relented, realizing she was fighting a losing battle. And it was not as if she needed a bra for constant support. Whatever had caused her to retain a little extra weight in her tits would probably pass. Or at least that was what she told herself. It definitely was not her time of the month, but the human body could be weird sometimes.

		Once Blair arrived at the office, the day started like a normal Monday as far as she could figure. She sat down in her cubicle and got straight to work. Her white blouse hugged her tits nicely and the cleavage generated gave her a boost in confidence. As far as Blair was concerned, she could take on the world. That was how good she felt, thanks to the combination of her now favorite scent gracing her nose and the sexy outfit she had selected.

		Blair’s weekend had included a little shopping. Her primary focus had been improving the selection of items she could wear on her lower half. Specifically, Blair bought stockings and high heels, along with a few skirts that caught her eye. Her current outfit included those new items. The gray skirt was definitely the shortest skirt she had worn to the office yet, but since there was no formal dress code, Blair was unconcerned about whether she was dressed professionally or not.

		The gray stockings had wide lace tops that were definitely visible beneath her skirt when she sat down. They were visible when standing too, but Blair spent so little time standing at work, that was not what mattered. She vaguely understood that her preference in style had changed, but given how good she felt about her appearance now, she was hard pressed to care about those changes.

		And more than anything, Blair was starting to enjoy the effect her outfits had on the men in the office. When Galen stopped by her cubicle to check in with her that morning, his eyes struggled to remain focused on her face. His gaze roamed across her body, always searching out the next level of sexiness that Blair now constantly exuded in the way she carried herself and dressed.

		Not that Blair even tried to look her boss in the eye. Her gaze was fixated elsewhere, specifically his crotch. As much as she tried to remain focused on what Galen said, her mind was filled with images of cocks, wondering which of the many images best represented his cock. Somehow Blair could guess that Galen was a big man when it came to his cock. And just imagining his size was enough to get her juices flowing. She wanted her boss’ cock. She wanted to feel him in her mouth, in her pussy, and even in her ass. She wanted nothing more than for him to take her back to his office and fuck her as hard as he could.

		Once Galen left Blair’s cubicle, leaving her actually wondering what they had just talked about, she quickly excused herself to use the bathroom. It was earlier than she usually took her first play break, but there was no way she could stand to continue working while she felt this turned on. Her whole body felt like it was on fire. The need to cum was an all-consuming need and nothing else mattered until she found relief.

		One nice thing about stockings was they did not get in the way. Pantyhose required being pulled down and were one extra layer between Blair’s fingers and her pussy.

		“Oh, yes,” Blair moaned, losing herself to the pleasure that flowed through her body as she stroked herself. The pleasure only increased when her first finger entered her. Before she knew it, she was completely lost to the pleasurable sensations shooting through her body. It did not matter that someone else walked into the bathroom while she was quietly moaning to herself. There was nothing they could do to stop her.

		Luckily, the other person, who surely understood what Blair was doing, was nowhere to be seen when Blair exited her stall and quickly washed her hands. Nor were they hanging around the bathroom door when Blair walked out. She had been caught, but without any repercussions. Blair vowed to be more careful in the future, but when lunchtime rolled around and Blair made another trip to get herself off, she had completely forgotten about remaining discreet. If she continued as she was, Blair would gain a reputation.

		Somehow, Blair managed to avoid going out and finding a man for a one night stand. Miraculously, even as her libido continued to rise, her fingers were able to keep her satisfied enough to avoid doing something she would regret. However, that did not mean there were no further changes. The more Blair kept herself enveloped with the sweet aroma of the perfume, the more her life changed. And it was not just that she had sexualized her life. Her body was changing too.

		“These are definitely tits,” Blair told her reflection one morning as she got ready for work. She stood there, nude, holding her tits in her hands, almost like she was presenting them to the mirror. They had been less than handfuls to start, but they were growing fast enough to be far more than that now. It was not as if Blair was able to watch their growth in real time, but it was clear that they were getting bigger every day.

		That could have been a cause for concern. After all, Blair was old enough where she should not be expecting a growth spurt, especially one that seemed to act like a second puberty. And if the changes had not been so appealing to her, she would have immediately visited with her doctor to find out what was wrong with her. But Blair thought it stilly to complain about what she viewed as positive changes.

		“Doctor, you have to help me. I’m getting sexier.”

		It sounded like a bad intro to a porn film. Then again, Blair was finding herself watching far more porn than she used to. Before all of this, her nights were spent watching documentaries and other high-minded programming. Now she had passed by the simplistic dramas, the soap operas, and the reality television for porn. Every night after returning from the office, Blair sat herself down on her couch and pulled up videos of people having sex. She would then mindlessly masturbate as she watched, only cumming when the women on screen did.

		“How are things going, Blair?” Galen asked during one of their progress meetings.

		She was in her fourth week of wearing the new perfume at work, and on her second bottle, although at the rate she was constantly applying it, she would need another soon. Her stock was getting low and there was no way she would make it through the weekend at her current rate of use.

		Last week, Blair had been able to pass off her growth spurt as retaining water, although in very specific areas of her body. Now, it was clear that her body was changing far more dramatically. Her breasts just kept getting bigger. So too had her ass. It stretched her skirts to the point that she was actually worried she might split a seam while sitting down or bending over. But there were also Blair’s lips. They had plumped up nicely, making it look like she had gotten lip fillers, when she had never done anything of the sort.

		Blair had to admit that the whole body changing package had left her feeling sexier and more confident about herself than she had ever felt before, but it also had a few negative side effects. People looked at her differently. They treated her like she was dumb, when she had in fact retained all of her intelligence throughout the transformation she had undergone. Her work was just as good. It was better even, since her frequent masturbation breaks had forced her to be more efficient with her time.

		But just because she had become more efficient in her accounting work did not mean that she was happy about the way people were treating her. The men frequently stopping by her cubicle to ask questions were nice. Blair even played a little dumb, enjoying the way the men flirted with her. And she certainly enjoyed the compliments she got from them. It was the women who were the problem. They looked at her with disapproval and generally acted catty toward her. They were slut shaming her and she did not even think she was a slut.

		Yes, Blair recognized that her wardrobe preferences had shifted. Sex was almost constantly on her mind, in one way or another. Even while she was working, the idea of sex and being sexy sat right on the edge of her consciousness, a constant reminder that she was turning into possibly the hottest woman in the building. And that was a title she definitely enjoyed, regardless of the fact it was not actually true. However, Blair never made it up to the Research and Development floors to get the full picture.

		“They’re good,” Blair answered. She found herself almost over-pronouncing her words to avoid the natural lisp she had developed from her plumper lips. It did not help that she had to really focus to close her lips all the way. They naturally parted in a key-hole pout. Luckily, a lot of guys found that look sexy. So did Blair when she spent time in front of the mirror applying her makeup. “Everything is, you know, going well.”

		Blair did not have much to say to her boss. He was able to read her reports. The new perfume line was going to cost a lot of money, but the numbers all checked out. If they had a successful launch, scents and fragrances could become a big hit for the company. Blair knew that even if she left Thatcher Cosmetics, she would start buying the perfume that had become the single biggest constant in her life beyond her frequent masturbation breaks and porn viewing at home.

		“That’s great to hear,” Galen said. He could not help but notice how Blair’s eyes never left his crotch. He watched everything that had happened to her with fascination. He had selected Blair for this role for a reason, but she was turning out even better than he could have imagined. Her breasts looked absolutely delicious in the low-cut sweater she had decided to wear to work. He could tell she was not wearing a bra. Not that he thought she needed one. Her super-sized tits were buoyant and showed no hint of sag. If he did not know better, he would have assumed they were implants, such was their perkiness and projection.

		“I’m going to need more perfume though,” Blair added. “I can’t get enough of the stuff.”

		“I’ll have some sent to your desk as soon as possible. And given your hard work these past four weeks, I’ll make sure you have something extra along with it, just to show my appreciation of all you do for me.”

		As Blair listened to Galen’s words, she could swear she saw his cock twitch. It was the first time she wondered if there was a possibility that Galen might be the man for her. She was constantly horny, but she had yet to give in and actually have sex with a man. She was no virgin, but it had been a long time since she last had sex. And with how much she now thought about sex, she knew she could not hold out for much longer. Her body had needs and maybe Galen was the man to truly give her what she needed.

		Blair returned to her desk after making a pitstop in the bathroom. She was pretty sure that several people in the office knew what she got up to on her bathroom breaks, but no one had confronted her about it yet. They might have told Galen, but he had not mentioned anything to her, so she assumed her current fun breaks, as she thought of them, were acceptable.

		Waiting on her desk was a new bottle of perfume as well as an aromatic candle that promised to contain the same fragrance as the perfume. Blair was beyond excited to try it all out. She really could not get enough of the scent, embracing the comforting aroma that made her life so much better and sexier.
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		Blair sank down into the hot water of her bath, enjoying how it immediately took her tension away. The soft music playing in the background helped as well, but it was the scented candle that did the most. It had been the extra gift from her boss and it smelled exactly like her perfume, only it was even more concentrated.

		It was wonderful not to have to think about numbers or accounting anymore. It was the weekend and Blair intended to spend every moment she could not thinking about work. As far as she was concerned, it was about to be the perfect weekend. The only thing that could have made it possibly better was to have a man to finally and properly fuck her. Blair did not know who her best option was, but she needed a good fucking soon. It was not just sex anymore. It was all about getting fucked.

		Blair reached up and ran her hands across her ample chest, letting out a long, low moan as her arousal spiked from the contact. It took less and less to turn her on now. Her tits were so big now, almost as big as her head, which she could barely believe. But they felt so good and looked so sexy that she showed no concern about the massive growth spurt. And she definitely knew Galen enjoyed looking at her exposed cleavage at work. Yes, his eyes roamed across her whole body, but they spent most of their time focused on her tits.

		She had already decided that she was not going to worry about bras anymore, except for sports bras when she exercised. The constant jiggle when she walked was almost addicting. And when her swaying hips were added in, a byproduct of her expanded ass and penchant for high heels, Blair felt like sex on legs these days. It was a wonderful feeling.

		Blair stopped at a store on her way home from work to pick up soap for a bubble bath. As she perused the aisle, another man came up to her and asked, “How much for a blowjob?”

		Blair was a little shocked at the man’s forwardness. That was not at all what she had expected as an interaction with the stranger. But his question highlighted how much her lips had plumped up, making it clear that they were best suited for blowjobs.

		At the time, Blair had let out a giggle, not otherwise responding to the strange man or his proposition. She grabbed the bubble bath bottle she wanted off the shelf and hurried away. Now, however, Blair found the idea of sucking off a stranger to be hot.

		Soon she was lost in a fantasy where she was too dumb to complete a task and had to ask a man to do it for her. But it was not just that she needed help, it was that she offered him a blowjob as compensation for doing her work for her.

		“I’m too dumb to know how to do that, but I’ll, like, give you the bestest blowjob ever if you do it for me.”

		Blair was not sure if those words had actually escaped her plump lips or if they had only rattled around in her head. Either way, it was not long before one of her hands left her big tits and traveled south across her taut belly until it reached her pussy. Once that happened, the only sounds escaping from her mouth were the soft moans of a woman who was in the throes of self-play. And all the while, the candle burned beside her, filling the room with its aromatic scent, accelerating her transformation into a whole new woman.

		Blair remained in the bathtub until her fingers were wrinkly and the water had finally chilled her. But as she stood up and let the water sluice off her body, it felt like she was leaving more than just the water behind in the tub. Her thoughts seemed to almost drain out of her mind, remaining behind in the water as she stepped free.

		After that point, Blair was an entirely different person. There had been a constant worry in the back of her mind that her improved body and sexy demeanor was wrong, that something bad had happened to her. But those worries were gone. Blair had no more worries at all. Her brain was no longer able to create such thoughts and feelings. Her anxiety and nervousness had been washed away, to be replaced with the sexy confidence of a bimbo.

		After drying herself off with a warm fluffy towel, Blair carried the still burning candle into the living room of her apartment where she placed it on the coffee table in front of her as she sat down nude on the couch and turned on the television. Porn started to immediately play and Blair spent the rest of her evening watching and enjoying herself, all while the last vestiges of the candle worked on Blair’s mind, turning her into the bimbo she would be forevermore.

		When Blair returned to the office Monday morning, she looked almost nothing like the accountant she had once been. She shimmied and shook as she walked in a pair of gaudy platform heels. The silver metallic mesh dress barely covered her body and made it look like she was headed to a nightclub instead of an office building.

		As Blair stepped off the elevator, she drew the attention of every eye on the floor. Men and women stopped what they were doing and stood up to see her over their cubicle walls. Blair had not meant to show up at the office late, but it was over an hour after she was supposed to report. It meant her entrance was noticed, however, and that only served to fuel Blair’s new bimbo motivation to be seen as the center of attention.

		In reality, Blair simply no longer had it in her to be on time. She spent her morning trying to decide what to wear, putting on makeup, as well as her trusty perfume. By the time that was all done, as well as after several much needed orgasms, Blair was finally ready for her day.

		Half of the office did not recognize the brunette bimbo as she made her way from the elevator to her cubicle. The coworkers who did recognize her were either astonished at what had happened to her, not understanding how she had changed, or they were just disgusted with her, unable to comprehend how she could turn herself into a slut as she had.

		Blair sat down at her desk, but she did not move a muscle to actually perform any work. Math was now beyond her. And that was assuming she could remember her computer password. No, she simply sat there, posing herself to look as sexy as possible for when someone finally needed her. Luckily, Blair’s wait was not long.

		“Blair, please come to my office,” Galen said. He tried hard not to stare at the bimbo before him. It had been torture for him to watch as his prized accountant had succumbed to the perfume. He had almost just left her be, giving her the gift of a sexy body and a sexy mind to top it off. However, seeing Blair’s transformation had driven him to push the process a step further. He wanted the entire package. He did not just want a sexy accountant. He wanted a sexy bimbo. He wanted his own sexy bimbo. It was his turn, after all.

		Blair did not say anything as she rose from her chair and followed Galen into his office. She swung her expansive ass from side to side, giving the rest of the floor a terrific view. Her dress barely covered her curves and left most of her back completely bare. If she had remained at her desk for much longer, her posing would have eventually revealed the fact she was not wearing panties. And with the deep neckline and backless dress, it was clear she was not wearing a bra either.

		Galen motioned for Blair to sit in one of the chairs in front of his desk. Not wanting to disappoint a man she had fantasized about for the past several weeks, she did as he asked, sitting in the chair, keeping her knees together and generally trying to look as innocent as possible. Given how much of her tits were on display, innocence was not exactly a look she could pull off, but it was still cute.

		Rather than sit behind his desk, Galen perched himself on the edge of his desk, much closer to Blair and keeping his crotch near her eye level. She licked her plump lips as she salivated over the thought of her lips wrapping around his shaft, his grabbing hold of her hair and pushing his cock deep into her throat. And after she had swallowed all of his cum, she would happily work him back to hardness so he could fuck her in the pussy.

		“I think it’s clear that I can’t have you working as an accountant anymore,” Galen said. Blair certainly did not argue. He was right. She could barely count to 10 and that would have required her using her fingers at this point. Even reading was hard for her now. “But I want to give you the chance to do something else. I’ve always wanted a bimbo trophy wife. I think you’d make a great—“

		“Yes,” Blair interrupted. The moment she heard him reference a bimbo trophy wife, she knew that was her best future. Galen was a strong and handsome man. And he was wealthy. Not only did he deserve to have a trophy wife, but she could be that person. She would gladly exchange her working ways for the benefits of being a kept woman. She was already a bimbo, thanks to the perfume and the candle. Now she would have a man to take care of all the details of her life that she could no longer be counted on to manage.

		“You’re sure?” Galen asked. This was a big decision. He understood that. “You realize that by making you use that perfume and then giving you the candle, I turned you into a bimbo, right?”

		Blair fluttered her eyes at her boss and future husband, not particularly caring about the details of how she ended up this way. All she knew was she was happy as a bimbo. She was no longer burdened with thoughts or negative feelings. She had become a bundle of sexy happiness and that was all she ever wanted to be now.

		“Being a bimbo is great,” Blair finally responded. “I love it. And I’ll love being your bimbo trophy wife. Now how to you want to fuck me?”

		Without waiting for a response, Blair dropped to her knees and moved toward Galen. She then reached up with deft fingers and freed his cock from the confines of his pants. She hoped he would fuck her, but she figured it would not hurt to make her intentions clear by putting her dick sucking lips to use.

		The moment Blair had her lips wrapped around Galen’s cock, she felt as if the whole world suddenly made sense. This was what she was supposed to be doing. This was who she was supposed to be. The perfume and candle might have made all of this possible, but they had only opened her up to the true Blair. She had never been meant to be an accountant. That had been a deviation from her true purpose. But now that Blair was a bimbo, she could live her best bimbo life. And that meant sucking cock and being the best dumb, big-titted slut that she could be.

		Galen was already hard, but his cock grew even bigger as Blair worked her lips and tongue along his shaft. And before she knew it, she was fully enjoying herself, feeling fulfilled in a way she never had before. This was her true purpose and she loved it.

		However, Galen was not interested in just a blowjob. Blair instinctually did great work in that department and he fully intended to enjoy her mouth frequently in the future, but he had other ideas for how to enjoy the bimbo before him. He gently pushed her head away from his cock, leaving her to look up at him with longing. She really hated to be parted from his cock, but he had other ideas about how she could enjoy it.

		In one quick motion, Galen picked Blair up off the floor and placed her on the edge of his desk. Then he lifted her dress up off her body, revealing her big tits and bubble butt in all their bimbo glory. She really did look like the perfect bimbo in his eyes and he had every intention of showering her in gifts of jewelry and sexy clothes so that she could always look her bimbo best.

		But this moment was not about jewelry or gifts. It was about fucking. And that was exactly what Galen did. Her pussy was already at the perfect height and her legs were already spread, waiting for the best gift he could give her. The moment he thrust his hard cock deep inside Blair’s pussy, her whole world came crashing down around her. She had thought she knew what pleasure was, but this was better than anything she had ever experienced before. Whatever intelligence had remained was obliterated by the wave of overwhelming pleasure that blasted through her mind. There was nothing left but a live sex doll.

		Despite that pleasure, however, Blair had not yet cum. For that, she was forced to wait for her man. But she did everything she could to urge him along. She wrapped her legs around him and met each of his thrusts, enhancing the speed and strength of his actions. And they were movements that paid off when Galen finally reached his point of no return. Blair was intimately aware that he was ready to cum, his cock twitching inside of her.

		A moment later and the couple were cumming together, their bodies entwined as they shared the blissful state of orgasm for the first time. It was a moment like no other, but as Blair held onto her man with all of her strength, she knew this was only the beginning. She was a happy and sexy bimbo now and she was certain Galen would protect and care for her. And in return, she would always make sure that each and every one of his needs was taken care of too. That was the partnership she had agreed upon in becoming a bimbo trophy wife.
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