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		“E nchanted Desires?” I said as I walked down the street on my way home from work. I had watched this storefront for weeks. It had been a left-handed store before the store went out of business. Or maybe they moved to another location. As a right-handed person, I had never gone inside. The storefront had sat vacant for what felt like months before the windows got boarded up and construction signs were put up everywhere. But now it was open and the store was called Enchanted Desires.

		I glanced at my watch and saw it was still early enough where I wasn’t concerned about missing my train. There would be another along shortly. I was at no risk of getting stranded downtown. I might not have ever explored the left-handed store, but this Enchanted Desires certainly caught my eye. Not that I could tell what kind of store it was. At least I was pretty sure it wasn’t a sex shop. Then again, I would figure that out really quickly if I went inside and could walk right back out again.

		“Welcome to Enchanted Desires,” the woman behind the counter said as soon as I wanted in.

		It took me a moment for my eyes to adjust to the low light levels. All of the store’s light seemed to be coming in through the large storefront window. It made me wonder if the store lighting had been finished yet. Not that it mattered. Sometimes stores needed to open before everything was completed. That’s how business worked sometimes.

		“Hi,” I said. I felt stupid saying the one word, but I didn’t know what else to say. I felt awkward wandering in under the watchful eyes of the woman, possibly the owner. I was just curious. I didn’t intend to buy anything.

		“Can I help you find anything?” the woman asked. As I looked at her, I felt her black top was far too low cut to be appropriate for operating a store that was open to all ages.

		“Um, I saw you were open and figured I would browse a little,” I answered. “Is that okay?”

		“Of course, my dear,” the woman said warmly. “Browse as long as you like.”

		I stepped deeper into the store, away from the woman, and began to peruse the shelves. Walking down an aisle, taking me out of the woman’s line of sight, I stopped and looked at what this little shop actually had for sale.

		“Powdered dragon’s tongue?” I said, reading the label of a set of jars with a green powder inside. I stuck out my tongue, conjuring some gross image of using an air fryer with animal tongues. I chose to ignore the dragon part.

		However, the more and more I looked, the whole shop seemed to be full of multiple oddities like that. Everything seemed to have a morbid connection, not to mention a fantastical element that did not compute for me. For a brief moment I wondered if this was a shop to supply LARPers or something like that, but that didn’t make much sense to me. I didn’t think they went in for all the powders and salves that this store seemed to carry. It left the question of who would buy this stuff?

		“I don’t believe this aisle has anything you would be interested in,” the woman said, suddenly appearing at the end of the aisle I was hiding in. “To be honest, I don’t think any of my physical products are right for you.”

		I could not help but look at the woman’s cleavage. She had large breasts. They were very large and obviously on display in her low-cut dress, for it was now obviously a dress. It looked very much like one of the sexy witch costumes one saw at Halloween. However, it was about as far from Halloween as I could imagine. This was how this woman dressed normally. It was not a costume.

		“What is right for me?” I asked, not sure what else I should say. I had never been good with other people. I had always lacked confidence. It had been that way my whole life. I had done well enough in school, but social interactions had always flummoxed me. It was even worse when I realized I liked boys. I just couldn’t talk to them. I had several male friends growing up, but as soon as I realized there was romantic potential between us, real or imagined, I shut up like a clam and that was the end of it. The only reason I’ve gotten to where I am, with a good job and a place of my own, was by luck. That was the only explanation for it.

		“You are in need of a spell, Tricia,” the woman said. “You need a spell to improve your confidence.”

		I stood there, mouth agape, trying to figure out how this woman had read me so well. And how had she known my name? Obviously, I didn’t believe in the spell part. Magic was just fantasy. It wasn’t real. But how had she so quickly read me and determined that I lacked confidence?

		I looked down to see myself in my ill-fitting business suit. The pants were too short, leaving my ankles bare and my jacket was too big, making me appear smaller than I really was. I had my blouse buttoned up to my neck. I would have been perfectly modest in olden days, except for the ankles of course. Not that I could control that at the moment.

		“How do you know my name?” I finally asked.

		“It is written in your aura,” the woman answered, as if that explained anything.

		“And why do you think I lack confidence?” I asked.

		“I know things,” the woman answered. “I’m a witch.”

		“You’re a witch?” I asked, not believing her.

		“But I’m not just any witch. I’m a sexy witch.”

		It all started to make senes. This woman was insane. If it weren’t for the oddities on the shelves, I would have guessed she was only posing as the shopkeeper. I would have guessed the real owner was tied up in the back and this woman was pretending to take their place. But that scenario did not explain the powdered dragon tongue. It did not explain how I had clearly stepped into a shop for the occult.

		Then again, the woman was dressed as a sexy witch. The low-cut dress was more than enough to make the clear. If she was a witch, which I doubted, she was indeed a sexy witch.

		“So what if I lack confidence?” I asked, deciding it best to ignore the part about her claiming to be a witch. It was just easier that way.

		“I can help you improve your confidence,” the woman claimed. “I can sell you a spell that will notably help build your confidence, but help your sex life too.”

		Once again, I was left aghast at how she had so easily pegged me. Yes, I lacked confidence. And yes, my sex life was non-existent. But how did she know that? The confidence part I could assume came from the way I carried myself. My hunched shoulders and bowed head could be a big hint to someone who paid attention. But my sex life? How could she know that?

		“What’s the scam here?” I asked. “Am I supposed to sell you my soul or something?”

		The woman laughed at my question. “Nothing so sinister. I accept money. Even a witch has to pay rent and put food on her table.”

		I knew I should have just walked out of the store. It would have been easy to turn this woman down on her offer. I could have walked out and gone on with my day as I had originally planned. I was already regretting stepping inside the little shop in the first place.

		Yet, as much as it rationally made sense to walk away, I couldn’t help but feel that this woman really could offer me something to improve my life. I was tired of letting myself get walked over all the time, both at work and in my personal life. I felt compelled to at least hear her out.

		“What’s your offer?” I asked.

		“Normally something like this would cost a lot of money, but let’s just say that I see you as a hard luck case who needs the help more than I need the money. Let’s say $50 and you can go about your life with newfound confidence. I’m sure you’ll be happy with the results.”

		I stood there, contemplating the woman’s offer. That was a lot of money to waste on potentially nothing. But if the results were what the woman promised, $50 was a steal. There was no way she could turn down that opportunity.

		“Okay, let’s say I agree to this deal,” I said. “How does this work?”

		“You pay me, I perform the spell, you go on your way as a more confident woman. That’s all it takes. And before you ask, yes I take credit cards. I may operate in the world of the occult, but I’m not an idiot when it comes to modern business practices.”

		I broke out in a peel of laughter, unable to hold back. It wasn’t the whole spell or witch bit that was funny. It was the idea about her correctly guessing that I wanted to pay with my credit card and her defending the fact she accepted plastic at all.

		“Come on up to the counter and we can get started,” the woman offered as my laughter died down.

		I followed the woman back toward the front of the store where we had first met. To be honest, she seemed like a nice woman, even if she was completely crazy. Kindness went a long ways. Even as socially inept as I could sometimes be, I recognized kindness when I saw it.

		I handed over my credit card and the woman rung me up as expected. After handing back my card, she pulled out a small bowl with several herbs in it. She ground them down with a pestle and then pulled out a match.

		“As soon as I light the contents of the bowl, I want you to get close and breathe deeply. It should only take a couple breaths for the spell to take effect. After that, you can go.”

		I nodded my head, unsure of what exactly the woman was about to have me inhale. There was a chance she was drugging me, but I found myself trusting her enough to avoid such a conclusion. She seemed genuine in her intention.

		Up until this point, I had gone along with the woman believing she might be crazy, but she might also be able to help me. Any idea that she was crazy went out the window as soon as she lit the match. Rather than scrape it across a rough service, like the side of the matchbox, the match spontaneously lit in her fingers. All it took was her to look at it for a split second and it was alight with orange flame.

		I gasped at seeing her conjuring trick. Maybe she really was a witch. It was a growing possibility.

		The woman lowered the lit match into the bowl, setting the contents afire. They smoked and smoldered, much like incense.

		“Hurry now,” the woman beckoned me.

		I lowered my head toward the counter, bringing my nose directly over the bowl. I breathed in deeply. The smoke was sweet and flowery, not at all what I was expecting. But it smelled good, making it easier for me to take another. And then another.

		“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” the woman said, pulling the small bowl away from me. “Three is enough. Too much and you’ll get unintended side effects.”

		“Side effects?” I asked as I stood up straight again. Although I could not hide my disappointment of the woman stopping me from continuing to breathe in the sweet smelling smoke.

		“Breast growth is a common one,” the woman answered. “Also, sometimes people get a bit ditzy if they go overboard on it.”

		“Oh,” I said, beginning to worry.

		“Nothing to be concerned about,” the woman said. “I stopped you before you breathed in too much.”

		“Good,” I said. “But, um, how long is it supposed to take effect?” I did not feel any more confident than I did before all this.

		“Not long,” the woman said. “But you have to be in the right situation for it to work. I’m sure it will pop up eventually. You’ll see.”

		“Um, thanks, I guess,” I said as I started to back away from the counter.

		“I’m sure I’ll see you around,” the woman said as she waved good-bye. “Have a nice day and enjoy your newfound confidence when it appears.”

		I returned the woman’s wave, but could not help but feel that I had been scammed out of my money as I left the shop. Then again, I had already reasoned with myself that it had been worth a try. And, at the very least, the woman could work magic, even if it was some basic sleight of hand with the match. I could only hope she was indeed on the level and not sitting back in her shop laughing at me and how easy of a mark I had made.

		However, there was nothing I could do about that now. My only option was to go on with my day and hope that I came away from this experience with increased confidence. So that was what I did.
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		Despite my difficulties in social situations, I did have a few friends. I just had no male friends, since I couldn’t seem to talk to them without making a complete and utter fool of myself. And it was the following morning, a Saturday, that I realized I had forgotten about a planned trip to a nearby lake my friends were planning. I was expected to be there.

		“You’re still coming, right?” Susan said as she called me early Saturday morning, waking me from my sleep.

		“The lake?” I said, still groggy with sleep. “Is that this weekend?”

		“Yes, Tricia,” Susan said. “Can you be ready in an hour? Rachel and I will swing by and pick you up.”

		“An hour?” I asked, still trying to grapple with the situation. “Um, sure, I guess I can be ready in an hour.”

		“Great. See you soon.”

		Susan hung up and left me sitting up in bed, barely able to see through my bleary eyes. I let out a long sigh. A weekend at the lake was not exactly how I had hoped to spend my weekend. I usually preferred to spend my free time curled up under a blanket reading a good book. That was much easier than going out into the world and dealing with people.

		However, I could not sit there forever. I had things to do.

		I climbed out of bed and shuffled into the bathroom to start the shower. As I ran the water to heat it up, I pulled off my pajamas. The woman from yesterday entered my mind. I found myself looking at my reflection, taking special note of my breasts. They did not seem bigger. I could only hope they stayed that way. I did not need to experience a second puberty in adulthood.

		The spray of the hot water managed to soothe my mind, pushing away the bad thoughts I had feared. It was all just a scam. I was out $50. That wasn’t that bad in the grand scheme of things. Life would go on.

		It was not until I started packing for the trip to the lake that I first noticed something strange. I’ll admit, I owned a bikini. I had never worn it, but I owned one. It had been a gift from Susan several years ago when we went on our first trip to the lake together. I hadn’t worn it then, or since, but I had held onto it, unwilling to throw away a gift from my best friend, even if we were not that close in the grand scheme of things.

		My normal lake trip attire included shorts and a t-shirt. If I was feeling extra brave or if it was exceptionally warm, the t-shirt would get replaced with a tank top, but those occasions were rare. I generally refused to get in the water. When I did, I wore athletic shorts and some sort of top. A one-piece bathing suit, which I didn’t actually own, was generally too revealing for my tastes. I simply did not like putting my body on display like that.

		However, as I threw clothes and other items I might need into my suitcase, I included my bikini. In fact, I put it right on top, making it easy to get to as soon as we arrived at the lake. I couldn’t explain why I packed it. I never had before. But there it was, nonetheless, a yellow bikini with pink polka dots. It was small, beyond revealing for my tastes. I never would have been caught dead wearing it as far as I was concerned. And yet I included it anyway.

		It was exactly an hour, to the minute, since Susan called that she and Rachel pulled up outside my house. I had just finished my packing. As I walked out to their car, my hair was still wet from my shower.

		“You made it,” Rachel said as I climbed into the backseat with my suitcase in tow. Between the two of them, I guessed the trunk was full. It was easier just to keep my suitcase with me in the backseat.

		“I made it,” I said.

		“Rachel didn’t believe me when I said you’d forgotten about our lake weekend,” Susan said from the passenger seat.

		“Sorry,” I responded. “It’s been a weird week, I guess.” I decided against sharing the details of my run in with the sexy witch or her occult shop. To be honest, there was a part of me that thought the whole encounter was a dream. It certainly would have made more sense.

		The drive to the lake took about an hour. Rachel’s family owned a cabin on the lake that we were able to use occasionally. This happened to be one of those weekends. It was often a nice chance to relax and get away from the bustle of the city for a couple days. And looking at the cloudless sky, it looked like it would be a warm day. That would be perfect for sitting out and enjoying the sun as much as possible.

		When we pulled up to the cabin, we were greeted by a group of rowdy men in the next-door cabin. Our cabin was part of a small cluster that was centered around a shared dock.

		“Great,” I said as I sank lower in my seat, not wanting to be spotted. However, three women pulling up in a car was hard to miss. Even with me sitting low in the backseat, Rachel and Susan were much more comfortable with the opposite sex.

		As soon as Rachel parked the car and we started to unload, the wolf whistles from the neighboring cabin started.

		“Look at that,” one of the men called out to his buddies. There was a beer in his hand already. It wasn’t even noon yet. “We got ourselves some pretty ladies for neighbors.”

		I shook my head as I grabbed my suitcase and hurried up the front steps of the cabin. Of course I had to wait for Rachel to actually unlock the door before I could go inside. At least the men weren’t overly crude, but the day was still young. And from the looks of it, they had plenty of beer to consume before the day was through. They would surely be drunk by the end of the day.

		“Just ignore them,” Rachel said as she unlocked the door. “As soon as we get settled, let’s go down to the dock. My dad bought a boat this year and we can spend some quiet time out on the water.”

		I wasn’t exactly keen on the idea of going out in a boat, but Rachel’s idea was better than sitting around the cabin and having to listen to our neighbors laugh and joke all day as they got drunk.

		“Sure,” I said. “Let me just change into something I can get wet in.”

		Having been to the cabin before, I knew where I would be sleeping. Rachel always took the master bedroom and Susan and I were left to share the bunk room. It was a simple arrangement and one that I was perfectly comfortable with.

		I set my suitcase down on my usual bed and opened it, finding the bikini I had packed sitting on top. I grumbled to myself, wondering why I had even bothered to bring it. I never wore it. And just beneath it was my more normal lake outfit, a pair of running shorts and a tank-top. It was already warm enough to warrant an outfit with bare shoulders.

		However, rather than grab the shorts and tank top, I grabbed the bikini and then walked across the hall to the bathroom to change. When Susan bought me the bikini, I had thanked her for it, but never wore it. I had not even tried it on. To my dismay, it actually still had its tags. But as I found myself standing in the bathroom holding the bikini, I realized what I was about to do. I had the choice to wear my normal lake outfit. I was choosing to wear the bikini. I didn’t know why I made this choice. All I knew was I was making it. I was choosing the bikini over my normal outfits.

		“Well,” I said as I surveyed my appearance several minutes later. It had taken me that long to figure out the straps and to make everything even. I had no experience with a tie-side bikini, let alone any bikini. I was operating in new territory. “I guess I look pretty good. It might be several years late, but Susan has pretty good taste as far as bikinis are concerned.”

		The bikini was small. The triangle cups covered my small breasts well. The bottom sat low on my hips. It was a good thing that I kept myself trimmed down there already. I had never had so much skin displayed outside of taking showers before. It was scary, but also empowering. I actually looked good. And, dare I say it, I looked sexy. I had never felt that way before.

		Walking out of the bathroom, I held my head high. If I was going to wear a bikini for the first time in my life, I might as well own it.

		“Tricia,” Susan said as I returned to the bunk room. “Wow. I never thought I’d see you wear that. You look really good in it.”

		“Thanks,” I said, blushing at the compliment. “I don’t know what came over me, but I threw it in when I was packing and I guess I’m finally ready to be someone who will wear a bikini occasionally.”

		“Then it looks like I’ll have to join you,” she said as she pulled out a bikini of her own. It was black and a bit bigger than mine. But Susan was a bigger woman than me. She had a classic hourglass shape with wide hips and a sizable bust. Her breasts needed far more support than mine did and her choice of bikinis always reflected that.

		I might have been the first of the three of us to don a bikini, but within half an hour of our arrival, we were all wearing them as we walked down to the dock. I had managed to find it in myself to wrap my towel around my shoulders. I didn’t know how wet I would get, so bringing a towel along seemed prudent. Not that the towel was big enough to then cover my butt, but there was nothing I could do about that.

		The world whistles returned as soon as we stepped out of the cabin. “Why don’t you girls come over and say hello?” one of the men called out. “We’ve got something we think you’ll like.”

		Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the man doing the yelling miming running his hand up and down a large invisible cylinder. It took me a moment to realize he was talking about his dick.

		“Ugh,” Susan said. “Can they be any worse?”

		“I know, right?” Rachel answered.

		I didn’t say anything. That was normal. When it came to conversations about men, I usually remained silent. That had come to be expected when we were together. Both Susan and Rachel understood that men made me uncomfortable, even if they could not understand what it was about them that always set me off. However, as we walked down to the dock, I kept shooting quick glances toward the men. As much as they scared the hell out of me, I felt a strange pull toward them that I couldn’t understand.

		Thankfully, once our neighbors for the weekend were out of sight, they were also out of mind. Rachel had the most boating experience, so she led the way, giving us orders as we got the boat ready to sail. Not that it was a sailboat. That was too complicated for us. It was a simple river or lake cruiser. Had we been interested, we could have gone water skiing, but none of us were that adventurous. Instead, once we were out in the middle of the lake, we cut the engine and climbed out onto the front of the boat where it was flat to catch some rays.

		Laying out there, I had to admit it was nice. The three of us chatted about whatever entered our minds. I was always the quietest, but even I spoke up occasionally. It was nice to just be present in the moment and not have to worry about anything in the past or the future. Although, I knew deep down that if I had not worn my bikini, I probably would not have joined them for the gab session. I probably would have brought a book along for the ride and sat in the back of the boat, in the shade, reading. Not that I didn’t want to read. Books were great. I just wouldn’t have been as present with my friends if I had stuck with my normal routine.

		It was a great day. Even when we returned to the cabin later that day, our rowdy neighbors could not dampen our mood. We sat around the dining table in the cabin, with a view of the lake below, drinking a bottle of wine and playing board games. This was much more my speed. Although I noticed that I hadn’t ever actually changed out of my bikini. I had thrown on an oversized t-shirt that was almost long enough to be a dress, falling just below the curve of my butt, assuming it didn’t keep riding up. But it kept my legs bare, which was unusual for me. I normally would have at least worn a pair of shorts. I had once again chosen to change my normal pattern of behavior.

		As it started to get dark, a knock came at the cabin door.

		“It’s probably those fuckers next door,” Rachel said as she got up to answer the door. She had changed into an outfit similar to what I normally would have worn at this point.

		“Hey,” said the guy at the door. From the looks of it, it was the guy who had mimed having a big cock. He held a beer bottle in his hand and swayed back and forth, unable to fully keep himself balanced. He was drunk.

		“What do you want?” Rachel asked, curt in her response. If the man noticed her attitude, he didn’t show it.

		“Do you wanna come have a drink with us?” the guy asked, barely able to enunciate his words. “We gots lots of beer.”

		Sitting and watching all this from a distance, I was suddenly thankful that I had not been the one to answer the door. Somehow, I felt that if given the choice, as Rachel just had been, I would have joined him and his buddies for a drink. How I knew that, I couldn’t answer. It just felt right. Joining him and his buddies felt like it was the sexy thing to do, just like wearing a bikini to go boating was the sexy thing to do. It wasn’t necessary, but it felt right. Luckily, I wasn’t the one being asked. It was Rachel and she was ready to make her feelings known.

		“Fuck off,” Rachel said. “I know the owner of your cabin and I’m sure he’ll want to know how all you have been acting like pigs today. Don’t think you will be coming back to the lake again in future once I give my report.”

		I couldn’t be sure how much the guy at the door actually understood what Rachel had just said to him, but he at least got the gist of her meaning from the attitude she displayed toward him. She wasn’t going to put up with his bullshit.

		“Now get off my property before I call the cops,” Rachel added as soon as it became clear that the guy was going to start waffling and trying to persuade them to join him for a second time.

		“Okay, okay,” the guy said. “You don’t have to be a bitch about it.”

		Rachel slammed the door and walked back over to our game. She picked up the wine bottle and took a long pull from it, ignoring her almost full glass already sitting on the table.

		“Fuck that guy,” Rachel said. “Now let’s get back to our game.”

		I smiled as everything returned to normal, quickly forgetting how easily I would have been persuaded to join our neighbors for the weekend for a drink, or three.
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		After spending a weekend at the lake with Rachel and Susan, I started to find my confidence improving. The fact I was able to wear a bikini out in public, even if the lake was generally pretty quiet, was a huge achievement for me. And it left me wondering what other changes I should make in my life. After all, if wearing a bikini at the lake was enough to raise my confidence somewhat, I had to wonder what other choices I could make in that regard.

		And it quickly became apparent to me that it was my wardrobe that needed a face lift. How could I call myself confident if I was still dressed like I didn’t have any? Half the time I looked like a slob, wearing ill-fitting clothes that often made me look like a whale when the exact opposite should have been true. Because I was no whale. I had nothing I needed to cover up. I just wanted to look good and, dare I say it, a little sexy.

		With that decision made, I started Operation Wardrobe. There was no way I could afford to replace every item I had in my closet in a single shopping trip. I didn’t have the time or the money for such a move. But what I could do was start upgrading my wardrobe as soon as I was able. And that started with Monday night after work. It was one of the rare days where I drove to the office. Parking was expensive, but I didn’t want to waste time commuting home only to hop in my car and drive to the mall. I needed to cut down all that commute time.

		Sunday night, after returning home from the lake, I started looking through my closet, trying to decide what I needed to do first. It would probably all get replaced eventually, but I needed to be targeted in how I started. Replacing everything without a plan was just going to overwhelm me. I needed to be specific in how I started.

		I considered starting with my work outfits. I spent a lot of my time at work and that seemed like a smart place to start, but my anxiety kicked into gear as soon as I realized I might need to start answering questions about my change in style. Everyone at work was used to seeing me in a certain light and I wasn’t sure that I was ready for such a big leap. I know, the idea of me replacing my wardrobe to be more confident, but being unable to because I wasn’t confident enough to own the changes was not lost on me. I just knew I needed to take baby steps. This was not like ripping a bandaid off or jumping into a cold pool. I needed to go slow, giving me time to adapt.

		So I started with underwear. That seemed simple enough. If I wanted to be confident in myself and how I looked, it made sense to start at the beginning. The first clothes I put on every morning was underwear. It was the base on which everything else built upon. And the truth was, my underwear was starting to wear thin. I needed to replace it anyway.

		Normally I would have done my underwear shopping at the department store. It was just easier that way. However, as soon as I walked into the mall, I found myself turning right instead of left. To the left was the department store. To the right was a lingerie shop I had seen many times in past visits, but never actually considered before. I figured if I didn’t like what I saw, I could always go back to the department store.

		However, as soon as I stepped inside the lingerie shop, I knew there was no way I would ever return to the department store for underwear. It was a choice I needed to make.

		“Can I help you?” the clerk asked. She was a bottle blonde with extra curly hair. Her hot pink bra showed through her thin blouse. And if that wasn’t enough, the tops of the cups poked up above the neckline, making it doubly clear that her bra was indeed bright pink.

		“Um, yeah,” I said, trying to avoid looking at her exposed cleavage. “I’m in need of new bras. Do you do fittings?”

		“Sure thing,” the woman said with a smile. “If you’ll step into the back with me, I can get you sized right up.”

		It didn’t take long for the woman to take my measurements. I had heard enough propaganda telling me that most women wear the wrong size bras that I figured I might as well get fitted again. Not that I was big enough for it to really matter. I had always been a bit skinny, including in the chest. But getting the professional help meant I wouldn’t be left floundering around, guessing at what styles were best for me. It was better having an expert advise me.

		“If you want, I can go collect a few different styles in your size for you to choose from,” the woman offered.

		“Sure, that would be nice.”

		“Just wait here and I’ll be back in a jiffy.”

		After the woman left me alone in the dressing room, I found myself wondering what it would be like to dress like the clerk. She clearly had some measure of confidence in herself. There was a certain brazen sexuality about her that I found intriguing. Not that me showing up at work with my bra popping out of my top would be acceptable. Nor would it be good for me to wear a hot pink bra that could so easily be seen through my blouse. There were limits to what I could get away with, even if I wanted to push my personal boundaries to mimic the clerk’s style.

		It was only a minute before the woman returned. She handed me several bras over the top of the dressing room door. Now that she had completed her work, she left me to change alone.

		The options the clerk had brought me were surprising. She did not bring me bras like the ones I normally wore. Those were functional, but admittedly not very stylish. All the options I was given were cute and colorful. Some were covered in lace. Others were more solid in construction. All were surprisingly comfortable. But the bra that most caught my eye when I wore it was a yellow pushup bra. It reminded me of my bikini. And it definitely made me look like I had bigger breasts, which I found somewhat desirable. I had never cared much how my breasts were received before, but the idea of having a little more seemed appealing. Maybe I had started to get jealous of Susan and the various tops she could wear, highlighting her breasts and cleavage. Either way, I had made my decision.

		“Did you like any of those?” the clerk asked as I returned from the dressing room, now fully dressed.

		“I like this one,” I said, holding up the yellow pushup bra. “Do you have it in other colors too?”

		“Of course,” the clerk answered. “That is a popular style and we have it in multiple colors. Even black and plain white if you feel the need.”

		I did feel the need. The clerk showed me to the bras in question, taking the others from me to be returned to the racks. It seemed strange that I was willing to buy a whole new supply of bras and that all of them were pushup bras, but I felt that deep down, this was what I needed to do. I needed to choose a sexier style and this was an easy way to do it.

		However, as soon as I was greeted with the many colors of bras I had to choose from, I also discovered that these bras included matching panties. As soon as I saw that, I knew I had made the right decision. I had never cared about matching my underwear before, but now it was all I could think about. The idea of not matching bothered me, making me feel almost physically ill. There was no way that my bra and panties would ever not match again. I was determined of that.

		There was just one problem. The matching panties were not in a style that I had ever considered. They were thongs. And not just any thongs, but they were small, low rising thongs with little actual material. Wearing them meant I would need to do more than just trim my pubic hair. I would have to get rid of all of it.

		“The things we do for fashion,” I said as I started pulling matching sets off the racks and placing them into my basket. The fact I had never worn a thong in my life did not even faze me. I had a simple choice. I either bought the bras and the matching panties, or I didn’t. And there was no way I could not buy the bras. That meant the thong panties came too. That was just how it was going to be.

		I didn’t even look at the price that flashed up at the register when the clerk rang up my purchase. She was a little surprised at the volume that I had bought, but I guessed she had seen people buy far more scandalous underwear before. My pushup bras and thong panties didn’t bother her in the slightest. Although I think she did give a little smirk when she rang up the pink set. Thinking about it, she might have been wearing the same bra—in a different size, of course. It made me wonder if she was wearing the matching panties too.

		I could have been done there. I could have gone home knowing that Operation Wardrobe was well underway and that I would be returning soon to make further upgrades. However, I found myself wandering the mall, looking at store mannequins, trying to decide what style best worked for me. That was, of course, after I stopped off at the bathroom to change into a new bra and thong.

		I ended up going with the hot pink number. It made me feel oddly sexy and it looked great against my now slightly tanned skin. Spending a bunch of time sunning myself at the lake had darkened my skin from the almost pasty white I had so long endured. The pink contrasted nicely with the darker skin.

		The thong was a new experience. It felt strange, especially with how low on my hips it sat. I would definitely need to do something about my pubic hair, but for the moment, I just had to live with it. Not that anyone would notice while I was walking around. I was wearing my work clothes still, a button-up blouse and a pair of black slacks. It was professional, although looking closely, I could spot just a hint of the hot pink showing through. Just not as much as the clerk at the lingerie store had shown.

		As I walked through the mall, I was not stopping to buy anything more. I was just browsing, looking for what I thought my new style should be. That was the key. I didn’t even know what kinds of clothes I wanted to wear in the future. I already knew my next step was to replace my personal wardrobe. I needed to find tops and bottoms that fit with the confident and sexy aura I wanted to project.

		And then I saw it. The mannequin in question wore a tight pair of jeans that sat low on its hips. For a top, it wore a cropped tank top, leaving several inches of bare skin around its midriff. It was attractive, it was sporty, it was sexy. Someone who wore something like that had to be confident in their body. They had to be confident in a lot of things.

		Even though I promised myself I wouldn’t buy anymore, I found myself walking into the store to get a better look at the styles available. I wanted to see more. I needed to see more. I chose to give into those needs. I chose to explore the woman I was going to project into the world.
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		It took me a month to revamp my wardrobe. Every week I bought a little more, replacing something I used to wear. Going out for drinks with Rachel and Susan, something they always invited me to do but that I always turned down, became an almost regular thing. And I had certainly found my new style.

		It seemed that I had two rules when I dressed for casual days out and about. One, my pants, shorts, and skirts always sat on my hips. I didn’t like the mom jeans look that some of the higher waisted offerings provided. If I wanted to wear mom jeans I would become a mom. That wasn’t on my horizon anytime soon. Maybe someday, but not now.

		Two, I wore slightly cropped tops whenever I could get away with it. I was even thinking about getting my belly-button pierced. There was just something about a bare midriff, even if only a narrow band of flesh was visible, that made me feel sexy. Then again, it helped that I was naturally skinny. I didn’t need to worry about my weight. I was a stick and that meant I could wear certain styles that other women couldn’t.

		However, once I found my personal style, I found it difficult not to let it affect my professional style as well. There was no way my bosses would allow me to walk around the office wearing cropped tops and low rise slacks. However, I still made several important changes in my wardrobe for work. First, my blouses became more fitted. I also started wearing other tops, like sweaters, that were completely work appropriate, even if the way the top rubbed against my belly that made me feel sexy. I liked the sweaters because I could be more daring in the color of bra that I wore. No one would know that I was wearing a hot pink or yellow bra underneath my sweater. They would not show through.

		Another change I made was I started gravitating toward skirts at work. They were professional and somewhat expected of women. Me showing up wearing a black skirt that fell to just below my knee with a pair of short heels might have thrown a few people for a loop, but only because it was me wearing them and not someone else. But once my coworkers remembered that I was indeed a woman, they forgot all about the fact I was wearing a skirt or heels.

		The problem was I had come to expect certain reactions from the people who I interacted with. I had grown accustomed to the shop clerks at the grocery store to either look at my chest or to look at my midriff. They rarely looked me in the eye anymore. And as strange as that might have been, those reactions made me feel good. They made me feel sexy. And it turned out that I liked feeling sexy, even if I was still only warming up to men.

		At work, I didn’t get those reactions. I got the professional interactions that I had always received. As good as I knew I looked in my office attire, it didn’t push my buttons like my casual outfits did. Even the knowledge that I was wearing a tiny thong under my skirt didn’t help alleviate the issue. I felt like I was stuck.

		I should have just lived with the fact that I could feel as sexy at work as I did everywhere else. It was a simple task. I needed to dress appropriately for the office and all would be fine. No one took any issue with my work. I always performed well on my quarterly reviews. I worked hard and I was rewarded for that hard work with a decent salary and benefits.

		But it simply wasn’t enough. I made the choice to push the boundaries. I made the choice to add a bit of sexiness to my work wardrobe.

		It started with me shortening my skirts. When no one noticed how my skirts had slipped above my knees on a regular basis, I bought ones that were even shorter. I also started using fewer of the buttons on my blouses, showing off more of my upper chest. And with the aid of the pushup bras I now wore religiously, I actually had some cleavage to showcase.

		However, those changes weren’t what did me in. It was when I decided to wear a bright red bra and thong, a new set that differed from my initial collection. My blouse was a bit short and snug. It looked great when I dressed myself that morning, but by the time I arrived at work, it had ridden up a bit. It wasn’t long enough to tuck in, so suddenly I was showing a bit of skin at my hips. Worse, because of the way it had bunched up, the tops of my red bra cups could be seen above my neckline. And on top of that, the red was bold enough to show through my blouse.

		Admittedly, all of those things might have been fixable. All I needed to do was pull down my blouse a bit and put on a jacket, which I had available to me. What finally did me in was my skirt. It was short to start with and as I rode up to the office in the elevator, I gently tugged on it to make it a bit more office acceptable. But by doing so, I pulled it down lower on my hips, revealing the straps of my red thong.

		I walked right by my boss on the way to my desk. His eyes followed me. It was the kind of look I had come to enjoy. I didn’t even think that his gaze was a bad thing, that he was judging me.

		“Tricia,” my boss said, making me stop in my tracks and turn around to look at him. He stood about 15 feet away, giving him plenty of time to react to my wardrobe choice. “Come to my office. We need to talk.”

		“Sure, Brian,” I said, not knowing what this was all about. At that moment, I was unaware of how I looked.

		Had I made it to my desk without Brian seeing me, I would have immediately fixed my outfit. I knew where the line was and I would have seen that I had crossed it. But I had been caught before I had the chance to fix it.

		I followed Brian into his office. He shut the door and then walked behind his desk, sitting down.

		“Remain standing,” he said as I moved to sit in one of the chairs in front of his desk.

		“Um, sure,” I said, standing upright.

		“Just to make it clear, before this conversation begins in earnest,” Brian said, “you’re fired.”

		“What?” I nearly shouted. “What for?”

		Brian held his hand up to silence me. Despite my newfound confidence in most things, I still could not find it in me to argue with my boss, even after he just fired me.

		“I want you to look at yourself. This is how you walked in today. Is this how a professional woman dresses?”

		I looked down and immediately saw all that had gone wrong. It wasn’t hard to spot. The fact I didn’t even notice any of the issues along the way could easily be attributed to the fact that I dressed rather similarly at home. Even Rachel and Susan had begun to question me about my sudden change in style. They eventually adjusted to it, but not before asking me some hard questions about men and drugs. Not that I had anything to do with either of them. I didn’t use drugs and, despite how I chose to dress, I was still a virgin.

		“No, sir,” I said as I looked down at the floor. I couldn’t stand to look him in the eyes. I felt completely ashamed. This wasn’t supposed to be how I dressed at work. I had let my new proclivities control me too much. I had given into newfound desires and failed to catch the fact I was breaking the rules.

		“Do you have an excuse for yourself?” Brian asked. “I mean, it doesn’t really matter. You’re fired no matter what you say, but if you’ve got something to say, let’s hear it.”

		“I don’t,” I said. “It was an accident. I didn’t mean to show up looking like this. It was an accident.”

		“I suppose that’s as good an answer as any. Tricia, you do good work, but I can’t have you dressed like this when you’re working for me. It puts a bad light on the company. We work with high profile clients, even if you don’t have any interactions with them, if they see you or even if someone with a camera sees you coming into the building dressed like that, it could mean bad news for everyone here. That’s why I have to let you go.”

		My brain raced to try and come up with something to say. I had to do something to try and keep my job. Brian was a reasonable man. If only I could get him to see my rationale for the way I was dressed. As my mind worked, I straightened my blouse, although that did not completely disguise the fact that my thong was still peeking up over the top of my skirt.

		I was fired. That much had been made clear to me. But that also meant I had nothing to lose. Nothing I did now, assuming I didn’t get violent, could be used against me. They couldn’t do anything more than fire me. I supposed they could escort me from the building, but that was minor compared to the fact I had just been fired.

		However, then it dawned on me. My boss was a man. The way I had been dressing had definitely drawn the male gaze. I could imagine Brian looking at me that way, just as many other men had looked at me. If I was going to save my job, I might have to be willing to go all the way.

		Right then I made my choice. I wanted to keep my job and I would do anything to reach that aim. Nothing about my professionalism would work for me right now. I had to choose something sexy.

		“Brian,” I said softly, trying to sound sexual. “You don’t need to fire me if you don’t want to. I’m sure I can prove to you that I can be a good girl and follow the rules from now on. Maybe I could show you how good I can be.”

		I stepped forward and Brian said nothing. I started to move around his desk, swaying my hips as I walked. Still, he said nothing.

		Suddenly I found myself on my knees in front of him. He had pulled his desk chair back and turned to face me. Looking straight ahead, I saw the bulge in his pants. It dawned on me why he sat down during our conversation. His cock was hard.

		“Can I,” I started to say, but my words got caught in my throat. I couldn’t believe I was about to make this offer, but I didn’t know what else I could do. “Can I suck your cock?”

		Brian nodded his head and that was all the encouragement I needed. My hands moved quickly, but shakily, as I unzipped his pants. Brian’s cock sprung free. I had never seen one so close up. There was no way it would fit all the way in my mouth, but I decided I would do my best.

		With no skill at all, I took Brian’s cock between my lips and started to suck. I did everything I could think of to help get him off. Some things worked, others didn’t. I was sloppy and I knew it, but after a few minutes Brian rewarded me with a load of cum in my mouth.

		I wanted to gag at the taste at first, but I fought against that reaction. I wanted to keep this as sexy for him as possible. I was doing this to save my job. That’s what mattered.

		After he was done, after I had swallowed all of his jism, I sat back on my heels and looked up at him, hopeful that I had saved my job.

		“You’re going to need to practice that in the future if you expect to use sex to save your job,” Brian said coldly. “But as I said at the start, you’re fired. There was nothing you could have done to save your job. Thanks for trying though. Now get out before I have to call security.”

		I had failed. I said nothing as I left Brian’s office. I went straight to my desk and started collecting my personal belongings. I fought back against the tears that were on the verge of flowing. I was not going to cry. Not even a blowjob was enough to save my job.

		Less than half an hour later I was walking out of the building. I had a hard time feeling regret. I was more upset that the blowjob plan hadn’t worked. Not because I was ashamed, but because I figured if I was better at it, I might have managed to keep my job, even if it meant going over Brian’s head.

		However, at the same time, I knew that something was wrong with me. Something had changed. And I knew who and what was responsible. I needed to pay a visit to the sexy witch at Enchanted Desires.
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		“W hat the hell did you do to me?” I practically screamed as I walked through the doors of Enchanted Desires.

		The sexy witch stood behind the counter. The store was empty of customers. It looked just like it had when I first met her.

		“Tricia,” the witch said, her face lighting up with a big smile. “So good to see you again. You’re looking more confident these days. I must say, you never would have worn something like that when I first met you.”

		“I just got fired for wearing this,” I yelled. I wanted nothing more than to throw something at her and wipe that big grin off her face. What right did she have to smile at my misfortune?

		“Oh, well, yes, I can see how the thong over the top of the skirt look might cause you problems,” she said calmly. “But I’m sure you’ll bounce back. Lots of people are hiring.”

		As the witch continued to speak in a calm voice, I found myself becoming more calm too. I was still angry, but it was harder to summon that anger against her. Between what had happened to me, both good and bad, as well as my inability to lash out at the woman, I knew she was a witch. Everything she had done and said had come true.

		“But that’s not the point,” I countered. “I liked my job. I was good at it. But ever since you cast that spell on me and had me breathe in that incense or whatever, I keep dressing sexier and sexier. I can’t stop myself. If I’m given the choice of wearing something sensible or something revealing, I always choose revealing. So again, I want to know what the hell you did to me.”

		The woman stood there blinking at me, as if I was dumb. I knew I wasn’t dumb. I guess she just didn’t think I was capable of asking such a question.

		“It’s quite simple,” she finally said. “The spell I cast on you boosts your confidence through your sexual side. When given the option, you will always choose the sexiest option. And if you think about it, the spell makes total sense coming from me. After all, I am a sexy witch.”

		“Fuck,” I said as the witch’s words started to make sense. My actions of the past few weeks made so much sense in this new light, going all the way back to the lake and wearing the bikini. I had the choice and thus chose the sexier option. “But why did I suck off my boss earlier to try and save my job?”

		“I assume you did it because you considered different ways you might be able to salvage your job and the blowjob was the sexiest option,” the witch answered. “But I am only guessing. Magic is complex and variable. It never words the same way twice. In most things, I can control the details, but me casting one spell and then sending you off into the world at large is not something I can fully predict.”

		“Is there some way you can take the spell back?” I asked, realizing for the first time that I might be stuck this way for the rest of my life. The only way I would be able to survive without going down the sexy rabbit hole would be to wall myself off from the world and become a hermit.

		“That I can’t do,” the witch said, shaking her head. “But I wouldn’t worry too much about it. The spell will wear off eventually. Again, I can’t say exactly when. It could be in a week or a year. But I doubt it would be much more than a year.”

		“I should go to the cops about you,” I said, realizing there was nothing else I could do. If the witch was right, I would just need to wait out the spell. The only problem was I needed the money. I didn’t exactly have much money saved away. I had some retirement funds I could tap into if I grew especially desperate, but I had already spent most of my emergency fund on Operation Wardrobe. Overall, that had been a great success. I just screwed up this one time and went to the office dressed too sexy for my boss. However, I also knew I would probably continue to push the envelope and if I didn’t get fired today, it would have happened eventually. I just wished the blowjob had gone over better. Now, the whole thing felt humiliating, mostly because it hadn’t worked. If it had, it would have been hot. But it didn’t work, so I was left out in the cold.

		“You could do that,” the witch said. “You wouldn’t be the first person to make that threat. But let me just remind you that you will be claiming that I put a spell on you. While that is true, you will have to convince the cops of that fact. And let me just say, that you showing up at the police station, dressed as you now are, claiming a witch put a spell on you to make you all sexy probably will just get you laughed out of the building, assuming you don’t end up talking to a corrupt cop who somehow persuades you to show him your cock sucking skills first.”

		“Ugh,” I said. “You’re right. No one will believe me.”

		“But like I said, the spell should wear off soon enough. Then you will be free of the effects, but you will still have the confidence your new sexy side has built up.”

		“Fine,” I said as I turned to leave. I didn’t care about the witch enough to say good-bye. I still wasn’t happy about the situation she had put me in, but it had become clear that she wasn’t going to help me. There was no spell she could use to counteract the effects. I would just have to wait them out. And, I really needed to focus on finding a job. At this point, I would take almost any job. I just needed some positive cash flow as I got back on my feet.

		I ignored the stares my outfit got me as I rode the train home. I hadn’t bothered to fix my outfit. I didn’t care. The truth was, it felt good. And my mind was too focused on figuring out what my job prospects were to think about anything else.

		In fact, I was so focused on my situation that I missed my stop. I was two additional stops past where I usually got off before I realized I needed to exit the train and backtrack to get home.

		Stepping off the train, I found myself in a part of town I almost always avoided. It wasn’t exactly seedy, but there was a solid block of bars that always set me on edge. Not wanting to miss my stop for a second time, or even have to pay to get back on the train again, I decided to walk home. It wasn’t that far. And after the morning I had just experienced, I figured a walk would do me good, even if I did look like an office worker who was moonlighting as a stripper or escort.

		Two blocks past the bar row, I came across a building I hadn’t noticed before. It was made of dark brick and set back from the street a bit. A driveway led toward the back, where there was a promise of parking. However, it was the big help wanted sign that caught my attention. But then I looked up at the sign on top of the building. “Razzle Dazzle,” I read out loud. It took me a moment to realize this was a strip club.

		“Shit,” I said as I suddenly realized the predicament I was in. If I always chose the sexiest option I was given, then the yes or no on whether I wanted to work in a strip club would result in an obvious yes. Working at a strip club, regardless of the job I held, was infinitely sexier than not working at a strip club.

		However, before I could even finish my analysis of the situation, it seemed I had already made up my mind. I was opening the door and stepping inside the club.

		The light was dim when I first walked in. It was still morning, so I didn’t even expect the place to be open, but it was. There was a lone dancer up on stage. That was where almost all of the lights came from. The stage lights illuminated a dancer as three older gentlemen sat in front of her, tossing money onto the stage in between taking pulls from their beers.

		“Can I help you?”

		I looked up to find myself standing beside a tall and burly man. Despite his size, he had a gentleness about him that I found oddly appealing.

		“I saw the help wanted sign outside,” I answered.

		“I’m Cliff,” the man said. “I own this place. Why don’t you come in and we can talk about where you think you’d best fit at Razzle Dazzle?”

		Cliff led me toward a table near the bar and motioned for me to sit down. The bench seat was soft and welcoming. Other than the poor lighting and the girl dancing up on the stage, I could almost pretend this wasn’t actually a strip club.

		“What’s your name?” Cliff asked as he sat across from me.

		“Tricia,” I answered.

		“And what kind of skills do you have?”

		“Well, I’ve been working in an office setting for the past couple years, but I’ve fallen on a bit of hard luck. I was wondering if you have any waitressing openings or anything like that?”

		I decided not to lie, but also not to tell the whole truth either. If he asked directly, I would explain everything, but I had a feeling that Cliff cared less about my work skills and was more concerned about what I looked like. Waitressing skills, or whatever else he had in mind for me, could be taught. I could not change my height or anything crazy like that.

		“Sure,” Cliff said. “We’re just launching, so I’m hiring in almost every area. If you want to be a waitress, you’re hired.”

		“I am, just like that?” I asked. “You mean you don’t want to see references or anything like that?”

		“Nah,” Cliff answered. “I’m a good judge of character. You weren’t looking to steal from me, were you?”

		“Steal? Of course not. I would never.”

		“See? Like I said, I know what I’m looking for and you seem like the reliable sort. But I have to wonder if you might be wasting your real talents on waitressing.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked.

		“I mean, look at yourself,” Cliff answered.

		I looked down and saw my breasts in their push-up bra. I saw my short skirt. I looked like I always looked. I wasn’t seeing what he was seeing.

		“The waitress job is yours if you want it, but I really think you’re better suited for the stage. It’s your choice. Consider yourself hired, but you get to choose the job. You can wait on customers and serve food and drinks every night or you can get up on stage, dance, and make real money. It’s your choice.”

		I started out excited at already having secured a job, but as Cliff continued speaking, my heart dropped. He was offering me a job as a stripper. He was giving me the choice. And of course, given the situation I now found myself in, there was only one option that I could take.

		“I choose dancing,” I said with magic induced confidence.

		Cliff smiled. “I like a woman who knows what she wants. You probably came in here wanting to be a stripper the whole time. You were just using the waitress bit as a ruse. But don’t worry. I don’t care. Like I said, I’m a good judge of character and I trust you. I’ll have Brandi show you the ropes when she gets in. She should be here any minute now. I brought her over from my other strip club to anchor the new one here.”

		“Should I just wait around in the meantime?” I asked.

		Cliff shrugged his shoulders. “Sure, I guess. Actually, we need to come up with a name for you.”

		“A name? But I already have a name. It’s Tricia.”

		Cliff laughed. “You’ve got a lot to learn about this business. You need a stripper name. No one cares about some chick named Tricia. The men and women who come in here want their strippers to have sexy names. I know. I think you should be called Treasure. That’s a perfect name, and it’s similar enough to your real one where you’ll probably answer to it without thinking.”

		“Sure,” I said. “Treasure sounds good to me.” And it did.
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		“T reasure, get your ass in here,” came Cliff’s loud voice. He was sitting in his office. Unlike that first time we met, most of our chats actually took place in his office. He liked to keep up to date with all of his employees, but especially us dancers.

		Stripping was not something I had ever considered for myself before, but there were definitely aspects of it that I had come to enjoy. The dancing was actually kind of fun and the hoots and hollers I got when I did my set were nice too. I generally couldn’t see most of the people in the audience due to the bright lights, but I had come to enjoy the stares I got from the guys who sat up front. But my favorite part about the whole job was the money. I made great tips, especially considering I was working fewer hours each week than I had with my old job.

		However, there was still the stigma of being a stripper. Susan and Rachel just shook their heads whenever I had to leave a happy hour outing early or simply had to turn down an invitation all together. I would just tell them I had to work or at most that I had to go dance. But they knew what I meant. There was no hiding the truth from them.

		Not that I was hiding the truth from anyone given the way I regularly dressed. Since I didn’t have a regular job to worry about, I scrapped my business outfits and replaced them with even sexier versions of my everyday clothing. It was not unusual for someone to know what color underwear I was wearing just by watching me walk down the street. They could either see part of my bra or part of my thong.

		That was, assuming I was wearing underwear. Some of the new styles I had adopted—variations of what I had seen other women at the club wear or more modest versions of my stripper costumes—were not the sort of outfits one could always wear underwear with. Sometimes it was because of large cut outs where the underwear would show through. That was especially true with some of the skirts I wore. With tops, it was less important, but I was not going to wear a regular push-up bra with a halter top or tube top. That just looked tacky.

		My choice of footwear had shifted as well. Brandi had been a big help in getting me started. She taught me basic dance routines I could use and also showed me how to dress for my new job. I had already adjusted to wearing high heels, but the heels for stripping were something else entirely. The platform soles were extra thick, sometimes putting me on pedestals that increased my height almost a foot. It was absolutely insane. Yet, those same shoes started to find their way into my everyday rotation. Walking down the street, they certainly made me stand out, even if I had been wearing an entirely appropriate outfit, but I never did. There was always more skin showing than most people deemed appropriate. And I was fine with that. It felt good and it felt sexy.

		Sexy was the guide I used in my life now. And the truth was, I was more confident and happier than I had ever been before. I was sure the spell had something to do with that, but at this point, I had learned to deal with it. There was nothing I could do to stop it so I might as well enjoy myself as much as possible.

		“Please tell me the rumors about those clubs aren’t true,” Susan said one day as we met for happy hour. “You don’t really, you know, provide happy endings at the end of lap dances.”

		I shrugged my shoulders. “Some girls do, I’m sure. I don’t. Just because I like to dance on stage doesn’t mean I’m a whore. I’m still a virgin. I just know more than the average virgin, I guess.”

		Rachel couldn’t help but laugh at my answer. “Our shy little friend who went off and became a stripper still hasn’t gotten laid. That’s almost too hard to believe, but coming from our little Treasure, I can actually believe it.”

		Admittedly, it was becoming harder and harder to converse with my friends. They had always been used to them doing the bulk of the talking, since I would sit back with my shyness and just listen. Now that I was more confident, I found myself speaking up more, but the topics I liked to talk about were different from what they talked about. I hadn’t paid much attention to current events. Why read a paper when looking at a fetish magazine is sexier? There were lots of old habits that had fallen by the wayside as I picked up new interests, all centered around being sexier.

		And the fact that I was still a virgin was a surprise to most of my coworkers. For many of them, they were hardened sex goddesses. In comparison, I was very much vanilla, but I was learning. I could at least appear to be just like the rest of them.

		That was why I had made a few small alterations since becoming a dancer. First was the belly-button piercing. I wanted it anyway, but now I had more of a reason to do it. I also added in a tongue piercing, just to fit in better with the other girls. I had to admit, seeing a little bit of pink whenever I opened my mouth, looked sexy. Not that I had actually put it to use in any real sense. I was not using the private rooms for anything more than lap dances.

		I also visited the salon and had my hair dyed. I considered going darker to contrast against the blonde strippers who I worked with, but having seen their tips, I decided it was better to fit in than to stand out. I couldn’t comment on whether blondes had more fun, but they definitely got bigger tips at Razzle Dazzle. But that could have just been the clientele. There were no guarantees about these things. Each club had its own atmosphere that attracted different sorts of people. I had never worked at another club and could not begin to guess what types of people frequented other clubs. I just knew that going blonde had been a big boost to my earnings.

		“What’s up, Cliffy?” I said as I stood in the doorway to his office. I wore a glittering gold push-up bra and a matching thong with my tall heels, having just finished up a stint working the floor. “I was just about to get changed for the night.”

		It was late. I had worked a double shift, filling in for a coworker who was recovering from a boob job. I knew if I kept at it, that would probably be a part of my future too, but I was trying to avoid thinking about it. As soon as an opportunity presented itself to me, I was certain I would jump at the chance. I wanted to hold off as long as possible.

		However, Cliff was not alone in his office. Sitting across from him in one of the worn vinyl chairs—vinyl cleaned up better, I assumed—was another man. He wore glasses and a collared shirt. He looked far too put together to be one of Cliff’s friends. Cliff was more of a polo shirt wearer. A popped collar was optional.

		“This is Dr. Bennington,” Cliff said. “He’s a plastic surgeon and he’s offering discounts to all of the Razzle Dazzle dancers. Since you were one of the first new strippers I hired, I figured I would give you a chance to be the first to avail yourself of his services.”

		And just like that, I knew I was going to be getting fake tits. There was simply no way around it now. The difference between being completely natural and having big augmented tits was a simple matter of sexiness. The bigger the tits, the sexier the woman, or something like that. It was complicated, but I knew it to be true.

		“I’d love that,” I said as I entered Cliff’s office and sat down in the other chair. I crossed my legs and sat upright, pushing out my meager chest.

		“Terrific,” Cliff said as he got up from behind his desk. “Why don’t you two take a moment and get to know each other? I’ll be back in a little bit.”

		I hadn’t realized what Cliff was setting me up for until he had already left the room. By then, it was too late.

		“I’m sure you help lots of girls like me,” I said as I licked my lips, unable to stop myself.

		“Enough to pay the bills,” the doctor replied. “I saw you dancing earlier. You move really well, but you lack a few of the more standard curves of the business.”

		I shrugged my shoulders. “I can’t help it. I am who I am.”

		“That’s where I come in, my dear. I can help give you the body that every man out there would cream his pants to be with. I can make you the hottest stripper Razzle Dazzle will ever see.”

		I could feel myself getting wet as Dr. Bennington described my future. I couldn’t help it. Whatever he wanted to do to me, I would say yes. I wanted what he wanted. He had such sexy ideas. I wanted, no needed, them all.

		“The breast augmentation would just be the beginning. There’s facial work to be done and of course, we can’t forget your ass. You will be truly magnificent when I am done with you. But first, I need to know you’re serious about this. I need you to earn your discount.”

		As I slid onto my knees, Dr. Bennington opened his pants and freed his cock. I hadn’t sucked another cock since Brian’s the day he fired me. But I had watched enough porn and read enough articles on blowjobs to have a much better idea of what I needed to do. I had even practiced a few times on a dildo. And now that practice was about to pay off.

		Cliff slipped back into the office as I had my head buried in Dr. Bennington’s lap. I bobbed up and down, letting his cock push back into my throat as I tried not to gag. I heard Cliff move around the room, but I kept my focus entirely on Dr. Bennington and his pleasure.

		“Oh, yes,” Dr. Bennington groaned as I pushed him ever closer to orgasm. “You really are a treasure. It’s the perfect name for you.”

		“And she’ll be an even bigger Treasure once you’re done with her, right Doc?”

		“Much bigger,” Dr. Bennington repeated.

		However, when the moment came for Dr. Bennington to cum, he pushed me back and held me by my hair, keeping me a few inches from his cock. With his free hand, he stroked himself until he came, shooting his seed all over my face. It was my first facial. It was weird, but hot. And I had no doubt that he thought it was sexy or he wouldn’t have done it.

		“There we go,” Dr. Bennington said as he flicked the last few drops from the end of his cock onto my chest. “She takes a great facial.”

		When it was clear that I had served my purpose, I pushed myself back up to my chair. However, when my hand moved up to wipe some of the cum from my face, Dr. Bennington grabbed my hand and stopped me.

		“Leave it like that,” he said. “I like seeing you like that.”

		I looked toward Cliff who had returned to his desk. “You heard the man. I wouldn’t want to upset the man who has your future in his hands.”

		And so I set my hands in my lap while the two men discussed my upcoming surgeries and pulled out the paperwork for me to sign. It was all happening fast, but it was hard to worry about that when I knew a new level of sexiness awaited me.
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		Iloved all the work that Dr. Bennington performed on me. It was weird giving up so much autonomy as he drew all over my body, planning all the ways he could make improvements. But in the end, it really was for the best.

		Of course, there were downsides to all the surgical work I had done. At the top of the list was a falling out with Susan and Rachel. They just didn’t understand why I was doing it. I had long ago given up the idea of telling them about the witch and the spell she had cast on me. It was just easier to cut my losses, since they had become more of a drag on me than I had even realized. As soon as I gave up on trying to dress down for our happy hours and whatnot, I found myself much happier. Standard clothes felt awkward now. If I wasn’t showing off multiple parts of my body, I felt like I was doing something wrong.

		Not that I didn’t have friends anymore. The only difference was my new friends were my stripper colleagues. We gossiped in the changing rooms, joked about various topics, but there was a certain sexual side to our banter that I enjoyed. The way we all talked, no one would have guessed that I was still a virgin.

		Admittedly, I was thinking about taking matters into my own hands and changing that fact. The problem was figuring out what man I wanted to be my first. Of course, all that had to be put on hold while I recuperated from surgery. Dr. Bennington was very clear on the fact that I was not to engage in anything that raised my heart rate for at least a month. That was hard. I couldn’t even masturbate, which I had used as a good way to pass the time between shifts sometimes.

		By the end of my convalescence I was running low on funds, which made it all more difficult. I made good money as a stripper, but I had been a little loose with how I spent it. I wasn’t saving it like I should have been. Not that I wasn’t saving money, but even after Dr. Bennington’s discount, the surgery was still expensive. And then I had to deal with the double whammy of not working for a month and having to buy new clothes. Many of my old clothes simply didn’t fit anymore.

		But that was to be expected. Dr. Bennington had done quite a number on me. He had given me breast implants, giving me a proper pair of tits for the first time in my life. I felt they were perfect on my slender frame. They were big enough to be noticed, but not so big that they severely impacted my movements. They would take a little while to get used to while dancing, but I figured I would adapt within a week.

		Then there was my butt. I didn’t have much fat on me, but Dr. Bennington managed to find enough to fill me up back there. And considering how much bigger my chest was, it only made sense to give me a boost in the caboose as well. Most of my pants and shorts didn’t fit anymore. I couldn’t button them with my bigger and rounder ass. Not that I minded. I just didn’t button them if I wore them around the house or at the club. And when I was at the club, guys seemed to like it. Just walking across the floor toward the back to get changed for a shift could see a guy stick a few bills down my pants. I certainly didn’t mind the free money.

		However, that wasn’t all that Dr. Bennington did. He completely restructured my face. He sculpted my nose, and moved my jaw. He made my eyes appear bigger, more doll-like and he balanced all of that with a set of lips that could only have one purpose. I had to focus to actually close my lips all the way. They always seemed to remain parted unless I forced them to close.

		All in all, I was almost unrecognizable after the surgery. At first that was because of the swelling. It took a full month for it all to go down. And once it did, again, I was unrecognizable. But the results were worth it. I would have traded all that pain and hassle to do it all over again if I needed to.

		My first night back at the club, Cliff turned my return into a special show. “After a month away making herself even more of a treasure, please welcome back to the stage, Treasure,” came the announcement. I stepped out on stage to the loudest reception I had ever received. It was glorious and it immediately became clear that all the enhancements Dr. Bennington had performed on me were well worth it. I raked it in that night, and continued to see much larger tips thereafter. It was amazing and I loved every moment of it.

		My confidence and my outward sexuality had never been higher. All it took was me pursing my lips and giving a come hither motion and I could get many guys to follow me into a private booth for a dance. I could almost pick the men, rather than them pick me. But something else changed when I returned. I started regularly handing out blowjobs in the private rooms. I didn’t even think about it until I was on my third or fourth man of the night, his cock in my mouth. This was a new behavior, but it felt right. It felt sexy. I had become so used to the spell pushing me to do sexy things that I had come to expect it and didn’t give it a second thought.

		I was even sucking off Cliff on the regular. I often ended my shifts in his office, on my knees, sometimes even under his desk, sucking away, while he talked to one of the other dancers. Sometimes they knew I was there, other times they didn’t. It was more fun when they didn’t know I was there.

		I still hadn’t fucked a guy yet, even though I had more than my fair share of offers. As much as I wanted to experience real sex with a man, I got the impression I was waiting for the right man. After all, unlike my coworkers, I hadn’t given myself up to a man before I started stripping. For me, I had it all backwards. But that right man would come along eventually. I was sure of it.

		“Treasure,” Cliff called out as I pranced by his office on my way to the changing room. “Get your cute ass in here.”

		I poked my head into his office, expecting him to want his blowjob. Usually we waited until I was in street clothes, but occasionally he liked getting one while I was decked out in my stripper outfits. Sometimes he even had me play with myself as I blew him. That was always fun.

		However, there was another man in Cliff’s office with him. He was dressed well, wearing a suit and clutching a briefcase on his lap. It was hard to tell, but he looked hot. I got the sense that he was muscular and fit underneath his tailored suit. It fit him perfectly, giving the impression that he was not only fit, but also wealthy.

		“What can I do for you?” I asked, feeling slightly nervous. The last time Cliff introduced me to someone like this, it was Dr. Bennington. While I enjoyed everything the doctor had done for me, I was not prepared to dive down another rabbit hole. I was still getting used to my enhancements. There were times I didn’t even recognize myself when I looked in the mirror.

		“This is Lionel Caruthers,” Cliff said. “Mr. Caruthers, this is Treasure, or I should say Tricia.”

		It was weird hearing my real name. Everyone just called me Treasure. And since I had dropped Susan and Rachel as friends, I had no one from my old life to remind me that I was Tricia. I had even signed a few checks with Treasure, forgetting it wasn’t my real name. Not that anyone ever seemed to mind. Then again, the bank tellers were probably too busy staring at my tits to really notice.

		“Treasure is preferable,” Mr. Caruthers said. “But that will all depend on what the response to my proposal is.”

		“You’re proposal?” I asked, completely unaware of what was on offer.

		“Treasure, take a seat,” Cliff said. “This is going to take some explaining.”

		I did as I was beckoned, sitting down and trying to appear as demure as I could, despite the fact I wore a gold bra and thong with tall glittering gold heels on my feet. The gold was a common part of my routine. After all, I was called Treasure. It only made sense to play up on that fact.

		“Mr. Caruthers is looking for a special companion,” Cliff started to explain. “This would be a full time gig, so it would mean giving up your job here as a stripper. But it would also mean no longer having anything to worry about in life ever again.”

		“I’m not sure I understand,” I said, still feeling lost. I had a hard time imagining I would give up my job dancing and stripping so soon. Sure, I knew I couldn’t last in the business forever, but I knew I had years ahead of me, especially as I avoided drinking on the job and didn’t do any drugs whatsoever. Compared to some of my coworkers, I was a complete teetotaler.

		“I think it best that I explain,” Mr. Caruthers said before turning to face me. “I am looking to have a mistress. We would sign a contract ironing out all the details. You would know everything that is expected of you, should you choose to join me. In exchange for making yourself available to me, I would pay for everything for you, room and board, clothing, travel, pretty much everything you can imagine.”

		“You are looking to have a kept woman?” I said. “Why me?”

		“The answers to your questions are simple enough. First, yes. You would be my kept woman. And do not worry about me keeping you hidden away. I will expect you to attend many functions at my side. Again, should you choose to join me. As to why you, there are various reasons. Admittedly, I never thought I would be making this proposal to a woman who performs exotic dancing for a living, but you are different from any other stripper I have ever seen. There is a wholesome quality about you that I cannot get out of my mind. Maybe it’s the doll-like face. I don’t know. But from what I can tell, beyond the surgical work you’ve had done, you only have your ears, tongue, and belly-button pierced and you have no tattoos. Given everything I had seen of you, I am interested in making you mine, so to speak.”

		“I, um, uh, wow,” I said, unable to find the words to properly respond. I never expected anything like this before.

		“This is a big opportunity,” Cliff added. “Normally I wouldn’t push my top grossing dancer out, but I would automatically jump at this if I were in your shoes. You’ll never have to worry about money ever again.”

		“That is correct,” Mr. Caruthers agreed. “I will set it all up so that you have your own trust fund. Money will be added to your account on a regular basis. And when I die, a part of my fortune will be added to the trust that should sustain for the rest of your life. Obviously, we will go through all those particulars if you decide to move forward with my proposal.”

		As much as this whole offer intrigued me, there were still some issues for me. One, I didn’t know anything about this Mr. Caruthers. Two, there was no way I could continue to pretend that I wasn’t a virgin anymore.

		“Um, you should know, since I assume sexual duties will be expected of me, although I’m sure not specified in the contract, that I’m, um, a virgin.”

		Cliff’s mouth opened in shock as he looked at me with confusion. “That can’t be.”

		“I mean, I’ve given plenty of blowjobs,” I said. “But I’ve never had regular sex with a man. And I’m not saying you aren’t worthy, Mr. Caruthers, but I have been holding out for a worthy man. Maybe you’re that man, I don’t know. I just thought I should put that out there and make it clear that I’m not as experienced as you might think I am.”

		“That’s perfectly fine,” Mr. Caruthers responded. “Because there’s one last thing I would ask of you should we ink the deal. I would ask you to at least act like a bimbo. I would ask that you focus on being feminine and pleasing when you are in my presence and little else. There are primers and videos I can give you to help you figure out what I mean, if you need it.”

		I had a choice to make. I knew that. And I knew what the spell would have me do. Being a kept woman for a wealthy man was definitely sexier than being a stripper. From that perspective, I should have been automatically agreeing to the proposal. Instead, I found myself waffling on it. I felt no pressure. Had the spell finally worn off? If it had, it sure chose a weird time to do it. In so many ways, I wanted its guidance again. It was easier to just do what the spell told me. Now I had to actually make the decision for myself.
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		“O h, Lionel,” I moaned as he pistoned in and out of my pussy. I couldn’t believe how good it felt to get fucked by him. He could take me anywhere at any time and I was always wet and ready for him.

		Just now, he had me pinned up against the wall of glass that overlooked the ocean in the penthouse condo he had bought for me, as he fucked me from behind. I felt like a sex doll in his big strong hands. Usually we were more discreet, but I had teased him to the point where he couldn’t hold back any longer. Actually, that was kind of the idea. I was just itching for something rough and exposing.

		Despite my life as a kept bimbo, I missed the exhibitionism I felt while stripping. It was times like this that I got my fix, placing my naked body on display for all to see, should they look up and manage to spot me. I was pretty sure there were people on the beach below watching. Not that they would recognize either of us.

		“Here it comes, Treasure,” Lionel said as he passed his point of no return. It was something I was not intimately familiar with. I could predict when he was going to cum with surprising accuracy.

		“Do it,” I begged him. “Cum in your bimbo’s pussy. Fill her up nice and tight with your seed.”

		And Lionel did exactly that, flooding my womb with his cum. That set off my own orgasm. I cried out as I came, my body spasming as he held me against the window, pressing my big tits into the cold surface. My head flooded with endorphins, making me feel like everything was right with the world. This was how I was supposed to be.

		After the first time Lionel fucked me, I honestly questioned why I had waited for so long. It was amazing. Masturbation was a poor substitute to Lionel’s cock fucking my pussy.

		As soon as Lionel was done, he stepped back and I immediately turned around and dropped to my knees, taking his cock into my mouth and cleaning him. Sometimes he would get hard enough where I would get a second load. Other times he would remain soft and just put his cock away after I had finished cleaning him with my tongue.

		The decision to become Lionel’s bimbo mistress had not been easy. I even hired a lawyer to look over the contract, trying to decide what I should do. His proposal was intriguing, as it would mean I didn’t have to work anymore. Sure, I still had to keep myself fit and entertained, but not having to worry about getting enough tips to fund my lifestyle was a huge weight off my shoulders.

		The hardest part, actually, was deciding if I wanted to play the part of his perfect little bimbo. But the more I thought about it, I wasn’t that far away to start with. After going all in on stripping with my surgeries, I had largely given up my more intelligent endeavors. I was clueless about what was going on in the world. And I did enjoy keeping up with fashion trends and learning more about sex. Dr. Bennington had given me a body designed for sex and I had a lot of fun getting dressed up with the sole intention of turning Lionel on.

		Of course, I had to come to terms with the fact that I would have to have sex with a man I barely knew, but Lionel had proven himself to be just the kind of man I would have given myself to anyway. And from the sound of it, his wife was completely on board with our relationship. Apparently, Lionel’s bimbo fetish was not something she was willing to work with. They still love each other, but I had become Lionel’s outlet for the things he can’t have with his wife. And I was all for it.

		Once I realized I was most of the way there already, I didn’t hesitate to sign the contract. And I had to say, my life was never better. I felt sexy and confident all the time now. And when people asked me things I didn’t know, which still happened despite the fact I made myself out to look like an airhead most of the time, I just giggled and told the truth. “I don’t know.” It was one of my favorite things to say.

		Part of me hoped I ran into Susan and Rachel again someday. They’ll probably be disappointed in all the choices I’ve made, but I just wanted them to know that I’m happy. And I hoped they were happy too. That’s what being a bimbo is all about. It’s about being happy. And being my sexy self without a care in the world made me happiest of all.

		But what I was most looking forward to was Lionel taking me to the Bahamas for a conference he was scheduled to attend. He had already bought me the dress for the opening night. After that, I figured I would be spending most of my time wearing various bikinis. To imagine that was how all this started. I still owned that little yellow bikini with the pink polka dots. It’s the only thing I still own from before. It doesn’t fit me anymore, but I still like to hold onto it. Wearing it that first time made me feel sexy. It’s my goal as Lionel’s bimbo to always feel sexy for the rest of my life, no matter what. And Lionel is all for it. I love my bimbo life.
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