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Iopened my eyes and immediately groaned in pain. I immediately recognized the pain as a hangover, but I hadn't felt this shitty since my college days. 

"What the fuck happened last night?" I asked myself as I closed my eyes and tried to calm the aching pain behind my eyes. 

I tried to think back to the night before, trying to remember what happened, but I kept drawing a blank. I hadn't started the night in any way outrageous. I just met up with a couple friends for happy hour. That was it. Except my lack of memory said otherwise. 

"Get with it, Tiffany," I told myself as I willed myself to start my day. This was not a day I could slack off or call in sick. I had an important report to finish, due by the end of the day. It would have already been done, but I was forced to wait for some last minute data. But that was normal in the marketing world. 

I stretched my body as the throbbing in my head started to wane. I figured a couple painkillers, some water, and a cup of coffee would get me on my feet without issue. I had definitely pushed through worse before, although not for a few years. 

Then I slid my hand down my body. My night shirt had ridden up during the night, but I was used to that. What I wasn't used to was having something hard in my belly-button. 

"What the fuck?" I said as I lifted the bedcovers to find a piece of jewelry in my navel. I ran my hand over it again, confirming it was a piercing. The pink jewel was attached to me. 

"I didn't get a piercing yesterday," I said aloud. Then I laughed, because it was just so absurd. "Maybe I did though." I thought about it again. The last time I'd gotten pierced was when I turned 18 and got my ears pierced. 

And it wasn't as if I had considered getting my belly-button pierced before, but that was in college and I decided it was best not to. I had been a soccer player then and I didn't want the piercing to cause issues. After that, I lost interest. 

I threw off the covers and shuffled into my bathroom to get a better look at the

new addition. Had I really gotten so drunk last night that I blacked out and got a piercing? I thought my friends and I watched out for each other better than that. 

I flicked on the bright lights and winced. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust. 

I pulled up my nightshirt and again revealed my new jewelry. It wasn't just that I was pierced there. From what I could tell, the piercing was completely healed, as if it had been there for a long time. 

"What the fuck?" I said again. It didn't make sense. How did this happen? And who gave it to me? 

It didn't actually matter. I didn't want a belly-button piercing. It wasn't a part of my style. I could just take it out and it would close up eventually. 

Removing the jewelry was a bit awkward, since I'd never dealt with a piercing there before, but I got it out eventually. I placed it on my bathroom counter and then reached into the shower stall to turn on the water. 

I let the water run for a minute as I pulled off my nightshirt and the small cotton shorts I regularly slept in. I also took a moment to pop a pain pill and chase it down with some water. Both would help me recover from my hangover. Then I hopped into the shower and started my day. 

Except nothing was as simple as it seemed. As soon as I was out of the shower and toweling off, I ran my hand across my belly and there it was again, a piece of jewelry in my belly-button. 

"What the fuck?" I cried out, desperation in my voice. I didn't understand what had happened. Did I put it back in? 

I looked down at the bathroom counter and saw the jewelry I'd taken out before getting in the shower. Then I looked up into the mirror and saw the new jewelry in my navel. It was another with a pink gem, but it was different, a more vibrant pink than the first one. 

"No fucking way," I said as I took the second piece out. I didn't understand how, but I must have put a new one in before I got in the shower. It didn't make sense, but what other explanation was there? 

I stormed back into my bedroom and started getting dressed for my day. Panties

and bra. Slacks and a blouse. I dressed professionally at the office, even when it was a Friday and standards were more relaxed. As a young female marketing specialist, I felt I didn't have as much leeway, needing to push a professional image. I was not yet in a position where I could let my work speak for itself. 

However, as I buttoned up my blouse over my still narrow waist, my hands once again found jewelry there. I looked down to find a simple pink barbell there. I would have done something about it, but I just wanted to get to work. The more time I spent worrying about it, the less I would accomplish. Besides, it wasn't anything major, so I could deal with it later, after work. 

With the jewelry in place, I finished my outfit. I turned on the coffee pot and stuck some bread in the toaster before I returned to the bathroom to add a little makeup to my face. It was nothing major, but it was an unofficial requirement for women in business. My day might have started off in a surreal state, but I was certain I could still salvage it all. 
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The moment I stepped off the elevator into the underground garage beneath my apartment building, I knew something was wrong. 

"What the fuck? What happened to my car?" 

I looked around for my old, blue Honda. It not only wasn't in my parking space, it wasn't in any of the available spaces. Had I left it out in the world someplace? 

I had no idea, not even remembering how I got home last night. 

Worse, there was a little pink convertible parked in my usual spot. The building had strict rules about parking. Guests were not allowed to park down here so someone was breaking the rules. 

And it wasn't just that this affected my ability to get to work. My friend, Denice, lived nearby and worked a few blocks from me. We carpooled together for work, because she didn't have a car. This not only screwed me, but it hurt her, too. 

I reached into my purse, planning to call Denice. We were both going to need to make alternative plans to get to work. However, as I searched for my phone, my fingers wrapped around an unfamiliar furry object. 

"What the fuck?" I asked as I pulled out the object, pulling my keys with it. It was a key fob for a car, but one that had been covered in pink fur. This day was just getting weirder and weirder. 

And that only got worse when I pressed the unlock button on the key fob. The pink convertible in my parking spot beeped and the lights flashed. 

"What the fuck?" I said as I approached the car. This was wrong. This wasn't my car. And yet I had the keys for it and I needed to get to going, for my sake and for my friend's sake. I didn't have an option. 

I opened the car door and sat down in the driver's seat. The seat was adjusted perfectly for me. So too was the steering wheel and the mirrors. "This is so weird," I said as I looked for where the key went. Instead, it was a push button start. Just having the key fob in the car was enough to let me turn it on. 

"Here goes nothing," I said as I pushed the start button. The engine roared to life

with far more power than I was used to. This was not the sort of car I would ever consider. It seemed like something a rich sugar baby would be given as a present. 

It was only a half mile to Denice's building, but rush hour had already started, slowing my drive. But that gave me time to figure out the dials and switches on the dashboard. I eventually found the radio. But the moment I turned it on, loud electronic dance music blasted from the speakers. 

"What the fuck?" I said as I started fiddling with the radio tuning. Except, no matter what I did, the only stations I could find were electronic dance music and saccharin pop music. I just wanted to listen to NPR, but I couldn't seem to get it to come in. 

I turned the radio off, deciding silence was better than whatever the hell all of that had been. I liked classic rock, almost anything from before I was born. 

Music made since then usually didn't do it for me. 

Not that I never listened to modern music. Denice was in a band, just a hobby, but her band played shows occasionally. I went to support her, even if hers was not music I really enjoyed. 

I finally pulled up in front of Denice's building. She was waiting outside for me, as she usually did on nice days. If it was raining or too cold, she would wait just inside, looking out the window next to the door. 

Except Denice didn't move toward the car as she usually did. It was only then that I realized she didn't recognize me in the pink car. I tried to find the button to lower the window so I could call out to her, but I hit the wrong one. Before I knew it, the roof was retracting into the trunk. 

"Tiffany?" Denice said, confused when she saw me. "What happened to your car?" 

I didn't have an answer, since I didn't know myself, but I had to say something. I didn't want to go five rounds with her over the oddities that had defined my morning. 

"My car wouldn't start," I lied. "This is a rental. Get in." 

"I've never seen a pink rental car before," she said as she climbed into the passenger seat. 

"Well, it is. That's why I accidentally activated the roof instead of just rolling down the window. I don't know what anything does." 

I pulled away from the curb and back into traffic. Today was especially bad, but Friday rush hours were usually the worst. 

As I drove, I suddenly realized I could ask Denice about last night. She was there. 

"Hey, about last night," I said. 

"Wasn't that wild?" Denice broke in. "I never expected that a simple happy hour would turn into a night at a carnival." 

"We went to a carnival last night?" 

"Yeah, it was one of those traveling carnivals that pop up for a few days or a week and then shut down and move on. It was your idea when we walked by it." 

I looked over and watched as an understanding spread over my friend's face. 

"You don't remember, do you?" 

"Not a thing. I didn't make a fool of myself did I? I didn't do anything foolish?" 

"Oh yeah," Denice said. I could tell right away it wasn't good. "You went to a fortune teller and she said something about you being a bimbo. It was weird. I mean, sure, you've got dirty blonde hair, but that doesn't make you a bimbo. 

Anyway, you got mad and before we knew it, you were fighting with her. I mean, you were clearly drunk, so you weren't very good at it, but you caused enough of a disturbance to get us all kicked out." 

"What the fuck?" I cursed. I usually wasn't this foul-mouthed, but my day thus far warranted it. 

"Yeah, like I said, it was crazy. Oh, hey, not to change the subject or anything, but my band finished a new demo. Do you want to hear it?" 

Considering what had happened so far this morning, I needed a change of

subject. At least it sounded like I hadn't gotten any piercings last night. I would hope Denice would have asked about that. 

"Sure," I said. I expected her to pull out her phone and play it from there. But Denice instead reached into her purse and pulled out a CD. She popped it into the CD player and the music immediately started to play. 

I expected to hear Denice's voice belting out her alternative folk music, but it stead we were greeted with slut pop. 

"Is this a joke?" I asked. It sounded like Denice, but she was cooing about getting fucked by a big hard cock to a dance beat. And it was made worse by the fact the top was down and anyone on the street could hear the music. 

"I don't know what is going on." Her cheeks turned red. 

Denice hit eject on the stereo and the music stopped. The CD popped out, but the top of the CD was pink and the text on it read "I'm a Naughty Slut by Denice Smith". 

"Don't look at me," I said. I probably should have said something about my morning, but I was too embarrassed by my experiences. I didn't even mention how the radio only seemed capable of playing dance and pop music. We rode in silence the rest of the way to work, both of us unwilling to talk about our shared experience. 
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Idropped Denise off at her office building. It was the least I could do after what happened with her attempt to share her music with me. She often walked from my building to hers, since it was only a few blocks, but I felt the need to make it up to her and she didn't complain. 

When I pulled into the office building’s underground garage to park, I was glad for it being guarded. When I parked, I couldn't find the switch to put the roof back up. It definitely felt like a blonde moment, but I hadn't had one of those in years. I could blame it on the car not being mine, right? 

"Good morning," I said in the general direction of the secretarial pool as I made my way toward my cubicle. Unfortunately, being a marketing specialist did not entitle me to an actual office. I could hope I'd get there someday. But I also always played nice with the secretaries. They were the people who really ran the company. They might not make the big decisions, but they could torpedo any hope I had of advancement. 

I sighed as I dropped into my seat in my cubicle, barely believing what had happened to me so far this morning. The piercing was weird, especially how it kept reappearing. At least the simple barbell I had in now didn't catch on my clothing. 

But it was the car that really unnerved me. Not only did it have every sign of being mine, since I had the key fob in my purse, but the way it changed Denise's music was even stranger. How was that even possible? 

I shook my head, my ponytail wagging behind me, as I cleared my thoughts. I needed to focus on finishing my report. No one seemed to care that I'd walked in a few minutes late and I wanted to keep it that way. As long as I got my work done, my boss didn't care about a few minutes here or there. He wasn't a time sheet stickler like some bosses could be. 

As soon as I stowed my purse in the bottom drawer of my desk and logged into my computer, I got straight to work. The words flowed out of me with almost supernatural speed. My report quickly filled out and I found myself even going back to sections I had already written and beefing them up with improved prose. 

It didn't take long before I believed I could have the report finished and ready to

turn in before lunch. That was how fast it all came to me. I certainly wasn't complaining. A free afternoon would give me time to catch up on emails and other more administrative tasks. I certainly wasn't complaining. 

Hitting print was extremely satisfying. "A job well done," I told myself. I got up and walked to the printer room. We had a print technician who handled most of the report binding, as well as fixing the printers and copiers when they broke, but he wasn't around. Not that I minded. I collected my report, the pages already punched with holes for binding. All I had to do was stick it in a folder and snap the binding shut. It was ready for my boss. 

"Hi, Susan," I said as I approached my boss' secretary. 

She smiled up at me from behind her desk. "Good morning, Tiffany." 

"Is he in?" I asked, holding up my report. "I've got something for him." 

"Go right in," Susan said. "He'll be so happy to have that before lunch." 

Even though I needed to have the report done before the end of the day, getting it done before lunch meant my boss could review it before the weekend and he could be better prepared for the meetings that would follow next week. 

I knocked on the office door, waiting for my boss to respond before I went in. 

"Come in," he called out, audible through the door. 

I went in to find my boss behind his desk, working at his computer. He looked up and smiled. "You've got it done?" 

"It's all done, sir," I said as I stepped forward and handed him my report. 

"Terrific. You've been doing great work, Tiffany. If this report has the same level of work, I foresee a very positive quarterly review coming up." 

For some, such a comment would have been meant as a threat. But my boss meant it as a compliment. He meant I was approaching a promotion or at least a salary bump. The company was known for rewarding people who worked hard and produced quality. 

"Thank you, sir," I said. "I worked really hard on this one. I believe you'll like this one." 

"I look forward to reading it this afternoon," he said, but then he paused, considering me for a moment. "You know, I don't think I've ever seen you wear pink before." 

"Pink?" I asked, fully confused. I always wore white blouses and dark slacks to work. It was professional. 

"Your blouse," my boss said, suddenly nervous. It was only just then that he realized he was commenting on my clothing and how that could be misconstrued. 

I looked down and barely hid my shocked expression. My blouse was indeed pink. I didn't understand. I didn't think I owned any pink work blouses. They were all white. Had this gone through the laundry with something red that bled? 

"I thought it was white when I put it on this morning," I said, trying to find an explanation. "I guess I was mistaken." 

"Don't worry about it," my boss said. "Think of this as you participating in casual Friday for once." 

"Yes, sir," I said. "I need to get back to work." 

"Go." He was terse, but to the point. 

And just like that, I was free. However, I was left shaking my head as I left his office. I didn't understand what was going on. 

"Everything okay?" Susan asked as I walked past her desk. 

I turned and looked at her, my mind trying to keep track of another oddity and respond how I normally would at the same time. That was not a kind of multitasking I was good at. 

"Yeah, I'm just having a weird day," I said. 

"A bad one?" she asked, concern showing on her face. She really was a nice

woman. 

"Maybe," I said. I shrugged. "I'll survive." 

"At least your hair looks amazing," Susan said enthusiastically. "Lighter really works for you. And those waves. You have to tell me who does your hair." 

"Um, thanks," I said, thoroughly confused. My hair? I hadn't done anything with my hair. "I'll try to find that for you. I've got to get back to work though." 

"No hurry," she said, releasing me. 

However, I did not go back to my cubicle. Instead I went to the bathroom. I had to get a look at my hair. 

"What the fuck?" I said as soon as I got a look at my reflection. The pink blouse was one thing, but my hair made no sense. It was definitely lighter in color. I was no longer dirty blonde and more in the honey blonde range. And it wasn't up in a ponytail either. It was down, flowing down my back in loose waves, much as Susan had said. 

I placed my hands on the counter and stared into my reflected face. What was happening? Was I going mad? It certainly felt like it. 

But then my mind thought back to my conversation with Denise about last night. 

The carnival. The fortune teller. The fight. I remembered none of it, but one word lodged itself in my thoughts. Bimbo. 

I left the bathroom with a new mission. I didn't understand what was happening, but I knew of someone who would. I had to find the fortune teller. She would have the answers I sought. 
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Itook an early lunch and drove to the bar where my friends and I had visited for happy hour last night. I didn't know about a carnival and no web searches gave me a clue. I had to find it the old fashioned way. 

I parked my convertible, finally finding the button to raise the roof for me. I didn't need to worry about anyone stealing it. The furry key fob locked it and I started walking, pretending that I was a little drunk and trying to figure out where I would go in such a state. 

It turned out not to be far away, only a couple of blocks. The carnival had been set up in a vacant lot, fitting a lot into a relatively small area. It was open. People were walking in. I went to follow. 

"Not you," said a deep voice as a large hand grabbed my shoulder and held me back. 

I looked up to find a large man who looked half like a security guard and half like a carnival oddity. It was little wonder he got a job here. 

"I just want to talk to the fortune teller," I said. "I'm not here to cause any trouble." 

"You were kicked out for fighting with Madame Astra last night. You might have changed your hair, but I still recognize you." 

"But..." I tried to argue, except there were no words to excuse the actions I didn't remember from last night. 

The big man stepped forward, bringing his face closer to mine. "And if you're looking for another fight, you came to the wrong place." 

"It's all right, Gerald," came a feminine voice. "Let her through. She and I have something to talk about." 

Gerald, the security guard, stepped out of my way and let me pass. I stepped toward the woman, who I assumed was the fortune teller from last night. She was dressed a bit like a Gypsy, but that was my own unfamiliarity with Gypsies, leaning into the stereotype. 

"Come, my child," Madame Astra said. "Let us talk in my tent. It will be more private there." 

I felt awkward following this woman, but I didn't feel I had a choice. She at least recognized me. I struggled to recognize me now, so I figured she was involved in all of this. 

She led me toward a tent in the corner of the carnival area. There was a fortune teller sign, but it was accompanied by a closed sign. She opened the tent flap and motioned me inside. 

The inside of the tent was stuffy with heat and the odor of incense. Part of me wondered if she was covering for something else, like a little extracurricular weed smoking. I wouldn't have put it past her getting high before starting her job. 

There was a table with several chairs around it. A glass ball, probably supposed to be a crystal ball, sat on the table. 

"Sit," she said, motioning toward one of the chairs. 

I did as she beckoned, sitting down as she sat across from me. However, she pushed the crystal ball out of the way. "We won't be needing that today. Your palm reading from last night is still fresh in my mind." 

There was a strange ethereal quality about Madame Astra, but I couldn't tell if it was legitimate or if it was just well practiced on her part. The way she sat across from me was as if we were equals. Her demeanor was not intimidating, though she certainly seemed capable of being intimidating if she wanted to be. 

"So tell me, Tiffany," she said. "I am guessing one of your friends told you about what happened last night." 

"Yes," I said, surprised. "How did you know?" 

"Last night, before you left with your friends, I wiped your memory. I figured it was best to let things begin. But I see you are more resourceful than I had thought. Here you are, already into your new life, but still asking questions." 

I didn't know what it was about Madame Astra, but I found myself trusting her, 

even though she was the root of whatever was happening to me. 

"But what is going on?" I asked. "What is happening to me?" 

"I read your palm last night, but what I found differed from the woman you have lived as for years." 

"I don't understand," I said. I had always felt normal, like this was how life was supposed to be. 

"You are meant to be a bimbo, my dear. I can sense it. I feel it." 

"No, that can't be right," I argued. "I went to college. I have a marketing job I'm good at. My boss just told me today that I'm likely up for a promotion soon." 

"You may have lived that life for now, Tiffany," Madame Astra countered. "But according to the fates, you are destined to be a bimbo. There are certain fixed points in our world, certain people who are supposed to fill specific roles. You are supposed to be a bimbo." 

"But," I tried to argue. 

"No buts. It is actually a small miracle you have made it this far without your true path presenting itself to you. However, that is not something to be proud about. It is deeply dangerous. The longer you deny your true self, the more likely you will become something you can't control." 

"What do you mean?" I asked, suddenly scared. If Madame Astra was telling me the truth and not gaslighting me, I was in serious trouble. 

"I do not know your exact future. I work in a vague gray area. But I can imagine you would end up as a trophy wife bimbo to a sociopath or even a psychopath. 

You would become trapped as his plaything, in pain and without any way to improve your situation. That is why I acted the way I did, pushing your true form on you now, before something terrible happens to you. Everything you're experiencing now is for your benefit, as hard as that may be to accept." 

I really didn't know what to say. If she was telling the truth, then my life could end up so much worse than I had ever imagined. On the other hand, if she wasn't telling the truth, I couldn't explain all the oddities in my life today. The idea of

having some sort of control over that made me feel better, but how was that supposed to help me? 

"If that's true, shouldn't I have been set on this path already?" I asked. "Isn't it too late to make a difference?" 

Madame Astra shrugged. "It depends. It will depend on how you act from here. 

But yes, the fates can only guide you. Only you can decide where you go from here. If you try to be the Tiffany of old, you'll find yourself exploited and powerless. If you embrace the new bimbo growing inside of you, then the sky is the limit for you." 

Madame Astra stood up from the table and motioned to the tent flap we had come in through. "I have told you what you need to know. Whether you believe me or not is now up to you. But I encourage you to try to see the bright side of this new life you are about to embark upon. It is for the best." 

I grumbled as I pushed myself to my feet. My stomach growled with hunger. I had yet to eat anything since breakfast. 

"Oh, yes, one more thing," Madame Astra said. "I want to give you this. I think it will make you feel better about everything." 

She pushed a small piece of paper into my hand before she opened the tent flap and almost pushed me out. 

Suddenly, I found myself blinking rapidly as my eyes tried to adjust to bright sunlight. I looked down to find she had given me a meal ticket. It looked like a meal ticket the carnival employees got, but I wasn't about to turn my nose up at free food. I had given up my usual lunch hour for this. I might as well get some sort of compensation for whatever hell I had been put through. 

I walked over to the food tent and showed the man taking the money my ticket. 

"I need a foot long special," the man called out as he took my ticket. He then lowered his voice to speak to me, "Just wait a moment and we'll have it out for you." 

I stood back and waited, not needing to move through the line as normal. I wasn't even sure if Madame Astra had given me a normal employee meal ticket. 

Not that it mattered. They were feeding me and I had learned in college not to pass up such an opportunity. 

Eventually the food arrived. And it was exactly what the man had said it was. It was a foot long sausage in a bun, covered in mustard. It came with a bag of chips, which I assumed was a couple chips and the rest air, which was normal for such small chip bags. 

I sat down at a nearby table and dug into my food. The sausage was tasty, the right amount of spice and greasy flavor mixed together. And it slipped past my lips so easily. I almost didn't want to bite into it, instead, sucking out the juices. 

Almost. I wasn't going to give head to a sausage, at least not a cooked one like this. 

"Oopsie," I suddenly said when I felt a dollop of mustard dropped from my sausage and landed on my chest. I set what was left of my foot long down and looked at the damage, worried I might have just ruined my blouse. There was no way I was going to be able to get a mustard stain out. 

However, rather than the mustard landing on my blouse, it landed on my exposed chest. I considered that fact for a moment. I remembered looking at my reflection in the bathroom back at work, after I had found out about my pink blouse and blonder hair. My blouse had been buttoned up to the neck then. That was how I always wore my blouses at work, not wanting to give anyone the wrong idea about me. 

Only now, there were several buttons left undone, revealing my upper chest and just a hint of cleavage. It was a look I might have gone for at home or on the weekends, but not at work. 

"Good thing I'm not at work right now," I said as I used a finger to wipe my chest clean. I then sucked my finger into my mouth. I sucked on my finger for nearly a minute before I realized I had someone looking at me, watching me as I cleaned my finger. 

I bit my lip in embarrassment as I released my finger from my lips and went back to eating. I didn't know what had just come over me, but I definitely didn't want to repeat myself. I quickly finished eating and then made a beeline for the exit. I needed to get back to work even though I had no idea what I was doing anymore. 

Madame Astra had explained what was happening to me, at least a little, but each time something in my life changed, I was left oblivious to it all, not expecting it, and always fearful of what could be next. If I was turning into a bimbo, what was the end product and how long would it take? I wasn't sure how long I could live with this slow and piecemeal style change. 

And yet, despite all the fear and anxiety running through me, I felt oddly calm as I returned to my car. There was a part of me that knew I should be embarrassed by driving a pink convertible, and yet, despite that, the moment I sat down in the driver's seat, I felt a sense of peace come over me that made it all better. Maybe the seat was just really comfortable. Either way, I fired up the engine and started driving back to work. I might be on my path to turning into a bimbo, but I wasn't one yet. 
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Idefinitely noticed people watching me as I walked toward my cubicle once I returned to work. I thought about putting my hair back up in a ponytail, but I realized I didn't have any hair ties available. I often kept one on my wrist and several more in my purse, but none were there when I looked. So, I left my hair down instead, figuring it wasn't a big deal if anyone stared at me. 

And they did stare. They weren't rude, but they were definitely staring at me. I was sure my hair did a lot of the attracting of attention, but my blouse didn't help matters. I wanted to do up the buttons so the neckline actually went to my neck, but there weren't buttons that high anymore. I felt like a beacon of femininity when that was the last thing I wanted, at least at work where I wanted to be taken seriously. 

As I sat down at my desk and stowed my purse away, I could at least feel better about the fact that my blouse was a pastel pink and not a bright pink or a hot pink. I wasn't sure I would be able to live down the shame if that were the case. 

I set straight to work, wanting to use my afternoon hours as efficiently as possible. Only, as soon as I started answering an email I had been putting off since yesterday, I noticed my typing speed had slowed. It had slowed a lot. And I could hear it, too. The clacking on the keyboard grew louder. 

"What the fuck?" I asked myself quietly, keeping my voice down as I cursed. I looked at my hands, trying to figure out what was going on. 

And the answer was simple. My nails were longer. They extended well past the tips of my fingers, reaching an almost glamor length. I had always kept my nails short, knowing I needed to type and otherwise work with my hands, but this was a new level. There was no way I would be able to type fast now without breaking my nails. I tried typing again. The noise came with every keystroke. 

Worst of all, they were pink. Why did it keep having to be pink? Not every bimbo slathered herself with pink. There were a lot of colors that could have worked, but, time and again, it always seemed to be pink. 

I returned to work, knowing there was nothing I could do at the moment. I had no nail clippers or nail files with me. I was sure one of the secretaries had something I could use to shorten my nails, but after what had happened with my

belly-button jewelry this morning, I knew it was probably useless to even try. 

They would just grow back. 

Even though my typing had slowed, I found other ways to be efficient. My emails grew shorter, which was probably for the best. It would save the recipients time reading them. But then my phone rang. 

I rarely received calls at my desk. My assignments came to me during meetings and occasionally via email. No one had reason to call me unless it was an emergency. 

I picked up the handset and placed it to my ear, only to have it clank into my earring. 

"Please hold for one moment," I said as I reached up to investigate. I usually wore simple studs in my ears at work, never anything attention getting. But where I had once been wearing fake diamond studs, I now wore largish hoops. 

They were certainly bigger than anything I'd ever worn before, but not so big they threatened to reach my shoulders. 

Knowing there was no way I would be able to take it out with my pierced ears and answer the phone at the same time, I smartly hit the speaker button and carried on the conversation that way. 

"Sorry about that," I said. "This is Tiffany—“

"Tiffany, it's Susan," the feminine voice said on the other end of the line. "He wants to see you immediately. I think it's about that report you turned in this morning." 

I needed a moment to collect myself. I had no idea what my boss' problem with my report could be, but the fact I was being summoned to his office could not be good. Had my efforts this morning to finish it been for nought? 

"Thank you, Susan," I said. "I'll be right there." 

I hung up and then ran my hands down my slacks, my palms damp with worried perspiration. They felt tighter than they had earlier. It was probably another change, although it might have been that I was just hyper aware, searching for new changes. 

Looking down at myself, I didn't think I looked that different, other than now wearing hoop earrings, even though I couldn't see those. My blouse was the same color, but there were now two ribbons hanging down from a knot at the bottom of the V-neck. 

I quickly made my way toward my boss's office. Susan said nothing as she nodded her head toward the already open door. 

"Close the door behind you," he said as I stepped into the office. 

I did as he ordered and then sat down across from him. I sat up straight, my hands in my lap, fidgeting, as I waited for whatever dressing down I was going to get. 

"What's this?" he asked as he dropped the binder with my report in it on his desk. 

"I believe it's my marketing report," I answered. 

"It is," he said. "But having read it, I have no idea what I just read." 

I furrowed my brow, not understanding. I had thought it was good work. The words had flowed incredibly well, like I was completely in the zone. But then it dawned on me. It had all been too easy. Was this bimbo curse thing to blame? 

Had I turned in a report filled with gibberish? However, I couldn't let on that I suspected anything. The shame was too great. 

"I don't understand, sir," I said, looking up at him with the best naive look I could manage. 

"Your conclusions were, let's just say, unique for someone like you," he said. "I never imagined you would ever suggest we use an influencer campaign like you're suggesting. Ending with saying that sex sells was definitely bold, even if it is no doubt true." 

Had I said that? I honestly didn't remember. I didn't remember writing any of my report this morning. It was too late to take it back. I just had to own it. 

"Yes, sir," I said. "I know I've been against such campaigns in the past, but given the current marketing environment, I believe this will put us in the lead when the

new product launches. We'll get more bang for our buck and certainly more positive vibes with such a campaign compared to more traditional ad spend." 

I wasn't sure if I was hitting the right buzzwords, but despite being a marketing specialist, I had never been a fan of using them. I preferred to reduce hype and use hard data for my reports. But now, I didn't see a reason not to. I was trying to save my job when I didn't have the actual numbers in front of me. 

"I happen to agree with you," my boss said. "However, I'm not the final decision maker on this. I'll set up a meeting on Monday where we can defend this decision to the executives." 

"Yes, sir," I said. 

"That is all. You can go back to work now." 

"Thank you, sir," I said as I quickly stood and left his office. I could barely believe what had just happened. It didn't make sense to me, but I wasn't going to complain. What had started as a possible fireable offense had turned into something positive. 

I gave Susan a smile and two thumbs up as I walked past her desk. She returned my smile, happy for me. 

I headed straight to the bathroom, needing a moment to myself, to breathe. I locked the door behind me, even though it was a bathroom with multiple stalls. I just needed a moment and anyone put out could always knock. 

I braced myself on the counter and looked at my reflection in the mirror. I still looked like me. Even with the change in hair, in nails, in earrings, and in my blouse, it was still me. I hadn't really changed, not deep down. I was still Tiffany. 

That hadn't changed. 

After a few minutes of self reflection, I returned to my desk. However, before I returned to work, I pulled out my phone and sent off a quick text to my friends group chat. "Weird day at work. Who wants to have some fun tonight?" I then put it away, because personal phone use at work was frowned upon. When the day was over, I would see what kind of fun my friends were up for. 
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Iwas both excited and horrified as I climbed out of the car share with my friends outside the club. I was excited, because I needed a night out with my besties, even if we had just done something similar the night before. I noted Denise hadn't joined us, but after she refused a drive home from work from me, I wasn't surprised. 

However, I was finding it harder to stop myself from giving into the pink that had invaded my life. I managed to stick with a little black dress for the night out, but I still had plenty of pink on. I switched out the barbell in my belly-button for one of the pink gems I had taken out earlier. My nails remained pink, since I wasn't prepared to repaint them. However, I found out my toes were the same color now. I had no idea when that had happened. 

With my nails pink, I couldn't very well wear another color lipstick. I felt a deep need to match. So I painted my lips pink, making them tingle a little. My earrings ended up pink as well. Large pink metal hoops hung from my ears, crashing against the side of my face anytime I turned my head. 

Even my panties were pink. I couldn't seem to help myself. 

But none of that compared to my sudden desire to post pictures and videos to social media. I took multiple selfies with my phone as I posed in front of my bathroom mirror before leaving. They all went online immediately. 

It got worse in the car. I kept pulling my phone out of the black clutch purse with pink clasps and taking videos of us chatting and giggling. We were still sober, but it didn't take much for us to get into the moment. 

Sobriety didn't last long once we got into the club. Having five young women dressed reasonably sexy want to get in allowed us to bypass the line that had formed to get in. And we were soon seated with drinks flowing. It was great. I loved it. 

We started dancing as well, even though most of the time was spent in a large booth. The club's DJ was doing his best to make our evening better and we responded with cheers and applause that turned into woos and hollers as the night wore on. And I recorded everything on my phone, constantly uploading our fun, always tagging the club and my friends. 

I found myself gravitating toward drinks that came with straws. I didn't know what it was, but I enjoyed wrapping my pink lips around the straws and sucking up the sweetened alcohol. And it both satisfied the tingle in my lips, while simultaneously making it worse. Making it stronger. 

"Give me a sexy pose," I told my friends as they got up to hit the dance floor for what was probably the third time. I jumped in front of them and made a kissy face as I snapped another selfie. I couldn't help myself. And as much as this social media and selfie behavior was new, it was a lot of fun. I could just turn my brain off and enjoy myself. 

I licked my lips as I added the latest photo to social media. I was doing that a lot tonight. There was something about my lips that I couldn't ignore. My tongue just kept darting out and running along my lips. Was it the taste of my lipstick? 

Did they feel plumper? I couldn't tell and I was afraid to go to the bathroom to find out. 

But eventually something clicked in my head. I was sure it was partially fueled by the alcohol in my system, but I had the sudden desire to replace the straws I seemed to favor with something a bit bigger. I really wanted to suck a cock. A nice big cock that I could take down my throat. And I thought about who would be willing to do it. It didn't take me long to select a likely candidate. 

I didn't know his name. All I could go off of was how he looked. He was wearing a red shirt and black slacks and stood tall over most other people in the club. I found myself staring at him for quite some time, watching him dance. 

"What the fuck?" I said to myself. "I'm going for it." 

I turned my attention to my friends. I needed to make it clear to them that I was about to get some action. "Excuse me, ladies," I said with a smirk before I made my way over to him on the dance floor. It was a minor miracle he didn't already have a collection of hotties dancing up on him, grinding their asses into him. But that absence only meant I could get involved first. 

I moved in close to him and put my hand on his stomach, feeling the firm muscle underneath his clothing. His scent hit my nose and my heart started racing. This was a perfect choice for tonight's adventure. I smiled as I felt his body react to me, but there was a question in his eyes. Was he really into it? 

"You're a brave one," he said, his voice deep. It washed over me and ignited my smoldering arousal into an all out inferno. 

"I saw you from across the club," I said. "I decided I had to get to know you." 

He was so good-looking, his piercing eyes seemed to bore into my very soul. He had a confident manner and an air of sophistication about him. I vaguely wondered if he was out of my league, but that was a lingering fear from before I had changed so much. I felt so much more confident now, bolstered by my new looks and the alcohol flowing through my veins. 

"Here I am," the man said. "What do you want to know?" 

"Mmm," I moaned. There was still time to turn back. I could just dance with him for a moment and then return to my friends. But then I licked my lips and everything I did came into focus. I was doing this. There was nothing more that I wanted right now. "I was thinking you and I could go find someplace, you know, quieter for a few minutes." 

I raised my eyebrows, giving off my most seductive look. I pursed my lips together, pushing them out more, making sure he got the idea. 

"I think that could be arranged," the man said, putting his hands on my hips. "I'm not sure I could say no to someone looking as hot and desperate as you." He moved his hips with mine, moving us closer to one another. 

Did I really look desperate? That question got stuck in my mind as I stood there, my body pressing against his as the song neared its end. But I shook that thought loose, deciding it was unimportant. So what if I came across as a little desperate. 

I was horny and I had an oral craving I needed his help with. 

As soon as the song was over, the man took me by the hand and pulled me toward the back of the club. Having been here before, I knew there were several private booths and rooms that people had a tendency to disappear into for short stints. Sex was technically not allowed, but no one actually monitored things unless someone was there for too long. But I didn't think I needed much time. I was certain I could get what I wanted in just a few minutes. 

"This one's empty," the man said. "It should be more than enough for what you have in mind." 

It was a small booth with just a curtain over the entrance. But that curtain was all I needed. I followed him in and dropped to my knees before he had even finished pulling the curtain closed. 

"Damn, you're really wanting this," the man said. "Well, I think you'll enjoy yourself with this." 

He opened his pants to reveal his large hard cock already standing tall, eager to be serviced. I grabbed the shaft in my hand, squeezing it between my fingers and massaging the tip with my thumb as I lowered my head toward his cock. 

I kissed the tip, letting my lips become accustomed to what I was about to do. 

This wasn't my first time giving a blowjob, but it wasn't something I did regularly. It had to have been years. Usually I had to really like a guy, doing it for a special occasion. But this was different. My mouth practically salivated over just the idea of taking a cock into my mouth. 

"It's bigger than I imagined," I said after the kiss. I had some worry that I might not be able to do this. 

"You say that like it's a bad thing." 

I shook my head. It wasn't. I was just going to have to try really hard, hoping my gag reflex didn't rear its ugly head. 

I suddenly realized that my hair was down and would get in the way unless I did something. I needed to tie it back. The only problem was I didn't have a hair tie. 

I checked both wrists for extras. If I had brought extras, they were probably back in my purse with my friends. 

But then an idea came to me. I reached down, beneath the hem of my dress and started pulling at my panties. I could use the elastic in my panties to tie back my hair. 

I knew I had chosen bikini cut panties when I got dressed to go out, but the panties that came off were of the thong variety. That actually worked better for me, since it meant there was less fabric. 

"Here we go," I said as I used my pink thong to tie up my hair, making sure it wouldn't get in my way. "I take this seriously." 

"I can see that you do," the man said with a chuckle as he watched me. 

I lowered my head and opened my lips, ready to accept him into my mouth. This was my big moment. 

"Oh, that's nice," the man said as I finally lowered my head completely and took him between my lips. "Mmmm, yeah. That feels damn good." 

I bobbed my head on his cock, using my tongue and my lips to their best effect. I imagined my lips were getting bigger the longer I sucked him, becoming perfect cock pillows to pleasure his hard shaft. 

And he was both hard and big. The veins of his cock had popped out and the girth of him made me stretch my lips wide to fit around him. But I was doing it. I was really doing it. My hand worked in rhythm with my lips, making sure all of his cock was pleasured at all times. 

The whole thing turned me on so much, I could barely contain my arousal. I reached beneath my dress with my spare hand and started rubbing my clit. 

Without my panties in the way, it was so easy. I was so easy. 

"Oh god, that's so good," the man said, thrusting into my mouth. "But let's see if you can take my cock down that club slut throat of yours." 

He grabbed my head and pushed me down onto his cock. I could feel his cock head pushing against the back of my throat. This was the big moment. I relaxed my throat and let it happen. 

Tears came to my eyes as he cut off my air supply with his thick cock. He pushed it into my throat, stretching me in a way I had never been stretched before. The moment he pushed my nose into his pelvis, I moved my hand to my throat, finding the bulge there, his bulge from his gigantic cock. 

"Oh yeah," he said. "You're a great cocksucker." 

The man released me, letting me pull back for a moment. I coughed for a moment as a line of drool remained connected between his cock and my lips. 

But I wasn't done yet. Neither of us had cum yet. I needed to taste his cum, to swallow down his seed. I looked up into his eyes, wanting to make sure he

understood. I wasn't finished with this experience. In fact, I wanted him more than ever. 

As soon as I had caught my breath, I dove back onto his cock, intent on getting every last drop he could give me. I went into overdrive, using my plump lips and my agile tongue to milk his cock for everything he could give me. And yes, I kept taking him back into my throat, making sure that my lips touched every inch of his cock multiple times as I continued to pleasure him. 

"I'm going to cum," the man announced. "And you better not miss it." 

He reached down and grabbed my hair, forcing me down onto his cock. He started pumping harder, thrusting deep into my mouth with each pump, getting closer to giving me his essence. 

But when his cock finally surged with cum, he pushed me back, just hard enough so that the head of his cock sat in my mouth. I sucked in earnest as he came, flooding my mouth with his hot, white seed. 

And at the same time, as he filled my mouth to overflowing, I came, too. My ministrations between my legs paid off. I was flying high as two rivulets of cum escaped the corners of my lips and slid down my chin. 

"That's right," he said. "Take it all." 

And I did. He slowed his output, giving me time to catch up, but I kept sucking, not wanting to spill another drop. 

"Fuck," I said as I finally popped off his cock, almost spent. He looked similarly drained. 

"Fuck, indeed," he said. "I haven't had a slut suck me off like that in a long time. 

You're good enough to consider charging. Maybe I'll see you around some time." 

And just like that, the man put his cock away and slipped out of the booth, the curtain flapping slightly as I was left there on my knees. 

I knew I was a mess. The tears had probably ruined my makeup. I was going to need to go to the bathroom to fix it, even though I didn't have my purse with me. 

I would somehow make do. 

But before I could even open the curtain again, I needed to clean up a little first. 

I used my fingers to push the two rivulets of cum into my mouth, sucking on my fingers as if they were little cocks themselves. The flavors of his seed were better than I could have imagined. He was salty with a little bit of musky tang mixed in. I couldn't really describe it, but I knew I was going to want more. 

I released my hair from the impromptu hair tie. I pulled the thong back on. It felt even smaller than before, like it covered even less of my body, but I was past caring about that. The bimbo magic that seemed intent on transforming my life was going to work if I wanted it to or not. I just had to keep living. That was all I could do. 

I slipped out from the booth as soon as I was confident my outfit was mostly put back together. My dress wasn't stuck and I wasn't showing off my ass or anything. 

Luckily, the bathrooms were right next to the booth and there wasn't a line. I was able to go in without issue. 

As soon as I saw my face, I knew there was a lot of work to do. My mascara had run when I teared up while deep throating that huge cock. And my pink lipstick had smeared. All I could do was wet a paper towel and clean my face. 

My lips were definitely bigger. If anyone saw me right now, they would either assume I had lip filler or they would think I got stung by a bee. But considering I couldn't control the size of my lips and the fact I actually thought they looked pretty good, I just rolled with it. 

And as I took a closer look at my eyes, it appeared my eyelashes were longer and fuller. I didn't even really need mascara to make them pop. They were doing that all on their own. I had no reason to complain about that. 

I strutted back to my friends, a knowing smile on my plump lips. I grabbed my purse and retrieved my lipstick, wanting a fresh coat on my beautiful lips. My friends were probably all too drunk to notice the change in my appearance. I might not even remember how I had left them, with promises that I was about to get some. 

Well, I did get some and now I felt sated, at least for now. As soon as my lipstick was reapplied, I grabbed what I assumed was the drink I had left behind and

wrapped my lips around the straw as I sucked down more alcohol. After the day I had experienced, this was the perfect way to relax and enjoy myself. I was thrilled. 
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My eyes fluttered open. I was looking up at the ceiling from bed, wrapped in warm covers. It was my ceiling. And I was in bed alone. My mind immediately thought back to last night. Unlike the previous night when Madame Astra erased my memory, I remembered everything. 

I licked my cocksucking lips as I remembered doing just that, using them on that sexy man with the huge cock. I never got his name or his number. There was a part of me that felt shame for having hooked up with a guy I just met, for sucking him off at the club, turning myself into one of those sluts. But I also felt pride in being able to attract a man like that, to seduce him and use my lips to get him off. 

Whatever this magic was that was transforming my life, it wasn't all bad. It brought positive feelings and experiences that I never would have had before. 

But there was always one problem. I never really had a chance to adapt to a change before the next one began. 

And waking up this morning was no different. As soon as I got my mind off of last night, I became aware of a weight on my chest. It wasn't painful, but it was distracting. The pressure reminded me of a time I worked out with my friend Amy. We'd used the bench press and I overdid it. It wasn't my arms that were sore, but my chest. It felt tight, similar to how I felt now. 

However, I knew this wasn't muscle tightness or soreness. This was something else. And knowing what my future now held, that I was turning into a bimbo, there was only one explanation. I now had breast implants. 

"What the fuck?" I said. I raised my head and looked at the way my tank top was pushed up from my chest. They weren't huge. I didn't wake up with massive tits bolted onto my slender frame. But they were certainly bigger than anything I'd ever had before. And lying on my back, they stuck straight up off my chest, giving nothing away to gravity. 

I threw back the bed covers and quickly climbed out of bed. I had to see myself in the mirror. I walked into the bathroom and my mouth opened in surprise. My breasts jiggled slightly as I moved. If it felt so odd for them to move around, but it made sense that they would be so bouncy and firm now. 

I wasn't wearing my old nightshirt and cotton shorts. Instead, I woke wearing a cropped tank top that left both the tops of my round boobs and my midriff bare. 

And instead of shorts, I wore a tiny little thong. Both were pink. Of course they were pink. 

"What the fuck?" I repeated, but this time it was less in surprise and more a statement about how good I looked. I had just gotten up after a night of partying and I still looked cute and even sexy. 

I placed my long-nailed fingers on the counter as I leaned forward, bracing myself. My arms came together and pushed my boobs together, creating an enticing view of my cleavage. I felt a pang of jealousy for a moment, forgetting that the bimbo in front of me was actually me. 

"Damn," I said as I realized my mistake. I was definitely still me, but I looked so much better, so much more feminine. "I've got to see it all." 

I ripped off my tank top and pushed the thong down my legs. My skin looked flawless. The little scars I had picked up while playing soccer seemed to have disappeared. I wasn't tan, but I didn't have even a hint of tan lines, with evenly colored skin all over. 

But it was my boobs I cared about most. They looked perfect, like two grapefruits had been hidden beneath my skin. They were perky and firm, yet somehow soft and enticing. I brought my hands up, fondling them. 

There were no scars. It took a moment for that fact to sink in. I didn't know a lot about breast implants or surgery, but I knew scarring was normal. But as far as I could tell, there were no scars. My skin remained blemish free. And while I had never considered getting implants before, I had to admit it was nice not to have any scars from them. And now that I had them, they were growing on me rather quickly. 

Part of me actually wished they were a little bigger. Now that I had them, now that I'd seen what they looked like, going bigger definitely wasn't out of the question. The idea of having properly big tits was kind of exciting. 

Once my self assessment was over, I decided it was time to get started with my day. Since I was already in the bathroom and naked, I turned on the shower and quickly got myself started. There was a part of me that wanted to play with

myself, to relieve the arousal I felt from looking at my enhanced body. But I held back, not wanting to drive myself over the edge into bimbo depravity. 

So instead, I showered quickly, trying to avoid thinking about how good it felt for the hot spray to hit my new boobs. They were definitely more sensitive, more arousing, than my formerly natural breasts. And when I got out, when I started toweling my body dry, I noticed for the first time just how many cosmetic products I now had on my bathroom counter. 

I stood there for a moment, my towel wrapped around my torso and another wrapped around my head. I looked at the array of makeup and hair care products and I realized I knew how to use each and every one of them. It wasn't just that I now owned these items, but I had gained the knowledge to use them. And now that such information was available to me, I felt compelled to use them, to make myself up, even though it was a Saturday and I had nowhere to go. 

"What the fuck?" I said as I continued to stare at the array of makeup. "I can't help myself, but it feels so nice." 

I was still getting used to having all this makeup around, but I couldn't resist using it to doll myself up. It took time, but my hands were seemingly well suited for the task, because before I knew it, my hair and makeup were styled perfectly. 

I just needed to get dressed and I could really start my day. 

Clothing seemed like it could be a problem, however. I was left wondering if, for example, my bras would still fit me. Had they changed to accommodate my new size? This was all magic, but that didn't mean it had changed everything. My body may have changed, but people's perceptions of me had not. 

Not that I needed a bra, strictly speaking. The firmness of my boobs certainly helped. I was sure they would look amazing in a bikini or corset top. Their roundness would be a feature in both instances. But as a general rule, bras were a part of my daily life. I couldn't just go without them. So where did that leave me? 

I commanded my smart speaker to play music as I walked over to the closet and opened the doors. I immediately could tell that my wardrobe had transformed as bubbly pop music played. The white work blouses were gone. I didn't even seem to own a work appropriate blouse in white anymore. There were lots of other colors, mostly pastels, a lot in pink. There was a white blouse hanging up, but I

was pretty sure my boss would fire me if I showed up in an itty bitty top that tied off beneath my boobs. It looked like something one wore to a costume party as a schoolgirl slut. 

The skirts seemed to be much shorter and less modest than they had been before. 

It helped that I had great legs, worthy of showing off, but that still didn't bode well for Monday morning when I had to return to work. I wondered how I would explain my sudden transformation. It wasn't like I'd taken time off from work for surgery. People would be left questioning the changes. And that wouldn't be fair. 

I didn't deserve to be treated differently because I suddenly had boobs. 

But the clothes weren't the only things that transformed. My undergarments were completely different too. I opened the underwear drawer and pulled out my bras. 

They were all bigger, their cups ready to hold more volume. They had also shifted in style. While before I had worn utilitarian bras, just to support what little breast tissue I had, now they all seemed designed to highlight my more impressive assets. They were lacy and sexy and seemed primarily designed to enhance my already improved cleavage. 

Plus, when it came to panties, I seemed to have a very limited choice. If I wanted something to actually cover my butt, instead of slip between my cheeks, I would have to go out and buy it. All I owned now were thongs and g-strings and the like. This was my new life. 

I sang along to the music I couldn't remember listening to before, shaking my head to the beat as I pulled on a pink thong. It felt surprisingly comfortable, considering the fact I had generally disliked them before. It felt natural, normal, as if I had been wearing thongs regularly for many years. 

But when it came to deciding on a bra, I realized I needed to select an outfit first. 

The question of whether I wanted to wear a bra remained in my head. It was a Saturday, after all. It wasn't like I needed to get completely dolled up to go to work or some other important function. 

In the end, I pulled out a tube top. It was cropped, leaving my midriff bare. I kind of liked the look. I had a flat and even toned stomach, with no hint of a belly. Some of that came from my years as an athlete. The rest was probably from the bimbo magic that now controlled my life. And it was hot pink, going with my general pink look. The color was definitely growing on me, making me

feel more feminine. 

Next came a pair of jeans I found folded up in my dresser. They looked soft and comfortable, perfect for lounging around in. I pulled them on and quickly discovered two things. One, they were far tighter than I had expected. They stretched around my legs like better cut skinny jeans. And two, they had a very low rise, sitting low on my hips. The sides of my pink thong were visible. I tried to push the thong down, but I eventually gave up. The pants were comfortable and I didn't really care if I had to answer the door looking like this. I thought I looked pretty hot, actually. 

I grabbed my phone and started snapping selfies. I looked hot enough to share online with my friends and other followers. That was the real reason I got all dolled up on a Saturday. I wanted to show off. And with my new boobs, I was sure to be a hit. 
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Between my social media posts last night while partying with my friends and the selfies I posted after getting dressed this morning, my phone suddenly became a hub of notifications. The likes and follows were out of this world. I wondered if this was what it felt like to go viral. It felt good, like the universe was sending dopamine straight into my brain, making me happy and hoping for even more. 

It had been one thing to be desired at the club. I knew I looked sexy last night, even if I didn't have the body that I did now. But having complete strangers shower me with attention was intoxicating and I already knew I wanted more. 

There was no way I was going back to just being a marketing specialist. Not after today. My job now felt like it was just a job. It no longer felt like a career. 

But as I scrolled through the notifications, there were comments from old friends, people I knew from college. These comments were not so flattering. 

They weren't mean or abusive, they were just sad, calling me a disappointment. 

"What the fuck?" I cried as I threw my phone onto the couch in my living room. 

"What right do those ugly bitches have to complain about me putting a couple sexy pics on social media?" 

It was a little late for that. They could say whatever they wanted, but it wasn't like I didn't already know that. It just hurt when the truth came out from people you considered your friends. Even if we hadn't been close in years, they'd always been important to me, like family. And it was hard to hear them talk so badly about my looks. They were clearly jealous. 

It took me some time, but I pulled myself together, determined to put their negativity out of my head. I picked my phone back up and focused on the positive comments. There were lots of men sending me heart emojis and even a few sending more explicit messages. 

Were men really getting off to pictures of me? Part of me knew I should be concerned. Respectable women did not turn themselves into masturbation material for men. And yet, despite that belief, I couldn't help but feel a spike of arousal at the idea. Somehow, the idea of men getting off to my sexy bimbo body made me hot in the most delicious of ways. My nipples hardened in response, tenting the fabric of my tube top. 

"I've got to take a pic of this," I said as I swiped to the camera on my phone. 

With my free arm, I pushed up my boobs, making sure my nipples were visible. 

Plus it helped build up my cleavage even more. I made a kissy face, puckering my plump lips. 

"Perfect," I said after seeing the result. "I can't wait until those annoying bitches see this." 

I posted the selfie with a caption that encouraged the men who now followed me. And it only took seconds before the notifications started to flow in. It felt great, knowing I had already become the talk of a small corner of the internet. 

But I also knew that every semi-lewd photo I posted would expand my reach, increasing my follower count, and make me feel even better. I was a glutton for attention. I just couldn't help it. And with a body like mine, nothing could stop me from continuing. 

The direct messages started flowing next. Most were from horny men, wanting more from me. They either wanted a chance for a date or they wanted specific photos from me. Some water topless shots. Others wanted pussy shots. And still more asked for feet pictures. And even though there was a part of me that wanted to give in and give these horny men what they wanted, I had to remember I wasn't a porn star. I wasn't a full time model. I was a marketing specialist. I had a day job that I needed to keep if I intended to keep buying slutty clothes that barely covered my sexy body. 

But in the mass of messages from horny men, there was a message that stood out. This wasn't like the others. It made no mention of what the man wanted from me. He wasn't even asking for a date. Instead, it was an offer. It was an offer to model some of his company's clothes and post about them on my social media accounts. 

I wasn't an idiot. I might be on a path toward becoming a bimbo, but I wasn't dumb. At least I wasn't dumb yet. I knew that a random dude in my DMs could be trying to scam me. So I checked out him and the company he claimed to represent. But it didn't take long for me to realize this was legit. It was exactly what I could use. Not only was there a good chance I would make good money posting these ads, but it also provided an opportunity for me to expand my own personal brand. And it didn't hurt that the company's clothes looked smoking hot on other models. 

I spent the next hour negotiating with the company representative. The clothes were from a Fashion Icon, a relatively new brand for sexy clothes for women. 

And when we started talking about money, I got even more excited. There would be seven outfits for me to model and seven posts to make, following all of the relevant rules. And that week's worth of posting would pay me twice what I made in a month as a marketing specialist. You better believe I jumped at the chance to sign the contract. 

After all of that was done, I went into my bathroom to look at my appearance again. I couldn't help it. I had to see myself. Nothing had changed, as far as I could tell. But the woman in the mirror was still different. I wasn't just Tiffany anymore. I wasn't just a sexy woman with cocksucking lips and fake boobs. I wasn't just a marketing specialist. I was now an influencer. And it felt amazing. 

"What the fuck, girl?" I said to my reflection. "You're suck a fucking hottie." 

It was all true and I was loving it. 
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The moment I woke up Sunday morning, I knew the biggest change on my body had occurred. I could feel it, the added weight on my chest. 

Waking up the day before, I had felt the small implants in my boobs. Now they were even bigger, a proper pair of bimbo tits. And without even looking at them, I knew I would love them. They were big and already sensitive enough to drive me crazy. My nipples hardened almost instantly in anticipation of the upcoming fun. 

I reached up and groped my big tits. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as the first jolt of pleasure hit me. 

"What the fuck?" I said. "That feels so good." 

And it did. It felt so fucking good. I couldn't stop myself as my right hand slid down across my taut midriff to the junction between my legs. I let out a little gasp when my fingers finally reached my clit. 

My body was on fire. My arousal had me dripping with need. And while my hand diddled my clit and teased my lower lips, my other hand continued to play with my tits, roughly groping them and playing with the little nipples that crowned them. 

"Fuck yes," I moaned. "It's so fucking good." 

As much as I was loving the pleasure of my own hand, there was a part of me that wanted more. I wanted someone else to join me in bed, to feel my big boobs in their hands and to make me come over and over again. Except that wasn't to be this morning. I had woken up alone. I didn't even have a phone number for a man who could satisfy me. That needed to change soon, but it would take time to gather such information, a list of men I could call for booty calls. It meant I was on my own for now. 

But even though I wanted more, my hands were more than capable of giving me what I needed. I shifted my body beneath the bed covers. The feeling of the silk sheets sliding across my bare and hairless skin was exquisite. Somewhere, deep inside my head, I realized that my hairlessness was another change, probably the result of laser hair removal. All that really mattered, however, was how good and

sensitive my skin felt as it rubbed against the wonderfully soft sheets, heightening my pleasure. 

And that pleasure increased as my fingers increased their activity between my legs and further teasing the wet lips of my pussy. 

"Oh fuck," I breathed. "Yes." 

I could hardly believe what was happening to me. I had never imagined this was possible. I knew the old me would have hated it. I was turning into someone I would have looked down on before. But now, I loved it. I loved the idea of men jerking themselves off to my sexy body. I loved the thought of men turning and staring as I walked down the street, strutting in a sexy and revealing outfit and sky high heels. And I loved the idea of people paying me to wear their clothes or to see more of my body. I wanted to show off in every way I could. 

"You're such a hot fucking bimbo," I told myself as I reached the edge of orgasm. 

It was almost as if my mind had completely given up trying to resist what was happening to my body and mind. Now I knew what to do, now I knew how to enjoy my life as a bimbo. And Madame Astra had been right. I did have control. 

I might not be able to control whether or not I turned into a bimbo, but I still controlled my fate. And I was doing exactly what I wanted. 

I held myself on the edge, continuing to stoke the fire within with my ministrations. My breathing turned into gasps and moans as I grew more and more desperate, my pleasure rising higher with each passing second. I couldn't stop as I kept pushing my need for relief higher and higher And when I finally let loose, my entire body shook with the powerful rush of the most intense orgasm of my life. The orgasmic pleasure flowed through me like a torrential downpour, filling me with an intensity that was unlike anything I had experienced before. I could only cry out my pleasure as it swept over me. It felt as if my entire body was shaking as the waves of release continued to ripple through my being. 

My chest heaved with exertion, my breathing heavy and ragged. The waves of ecstasy seemed never-ending as I recovered from one intense wave only to be swept into another. And the climax itself kept going and going. It went on for

what felt like forever. And yet the moment it ended, I knew something else was beginning. A feeling of complete euphoria washed over me. This was a high, completely unlike any drug experience I ever had before. 

My whole body tingled from the orgasmic rush, making me shake in delight. The pleasure was so intense I didn't even need to think about it. I just was, a horny little bimbo, stuck in bed after the best climax of my life. I just laid there, enjoying the final aftershocks. If this was what sex would always be like now, there was no doubt I would become a slut in short order. I already felt a desire for more. 

"What the fuck?" I asked myself as I finally recovered enough to get out of bed. 

I didn't understand what had just happened, but the dopey smile that remained on my lips was more than enough to tell the world of my sexual satisfaction. 

I sat up, enjoying how my big tits moved with my body. They projected off my chest, reducing the visibility below them. I knew guys would go crazy for them. 

Some women would, too. And while I had never held a single sexual interest in a woman before, I could definitely see myself having some extracurricular fun with someone. Women were so sexy. I supposed that made me bisexual, but I was a bimbo first. Maybe that explained it. 

I climbed out of bed and tiptoed across the room to my bathroom. My tits jiggled as I moved, the up and down movement of my body exaggerated by my new need to walk on my toes. It seemed another change had occurred without me noticing previously. I couldn't stand flat footed anymore. 

Shrugging off that revelation, I looked at my reflection in the mirror. Even though I had just woken up, I looked so sexy. My hair was a bit wild, but the platinum blonde coloring was beautiful. That was another change. My hair had been honey blonde yesterday and dirty blonde the day before that. 

It was hard to tell if my hips were wider. It could have just been that my waist was smaller. It almost looked like I was wearing a corset. Or maybe it was because my butt was bigger. It had a nice bubble quality to it. Hopefully the clothes I was going to be modeling showed off my ass, in addition to my tits. 

But the thought of modeling suddenly reminded me of the package that had arrived late last night. I didn't know companies made such late deliveries, but the Fashion Icon rep had been fast in getting me the clothes to model. That had to

count for something as I embarked on my new career as an influencer. 

I spent about an hour getting ready, showering and then doing my hair and makeup. I was aiming for an all around sexy look, something that I figured would match as many outfit choices as possible. It was hard to stand there naked, looking at my body in the mirror as I worked, without making sexy faces at myself. I definitely got turned on by the sight of myself. It just felt so good to be so sexy, so slutty. I loved it. 

However, I put on clothes before I started digging into the package I received last night. I pulled on a pair of faded denim shorts. They were more like underwear with how little they covered. They sat low on my hips, which seemed to be my preferred style, and they were cut so high, my ass stuck out the bottoms. 

"What the fuck?" I said with a giggle as I grabbed my bare ass cheeks. "It's so slutty. I love it." 

I paired the tiny shorts with a pink push-up bra. It was something to contain my titties as I worked around the apartment, getting ready for the upcoming photo shoot. And I slipped my feet into a pair of wedge slides with six-inch heels. 

They took the pressure off my calves and tendons and added a sexy wiggle to my walk. 

Such shoes would have been impossible to walk in a few days ago. Now they felt completely natural, as if I'd been wearing such shoes for years. I preferred them to walking barefoot. 

Once dressed, I could start sorting through the package of outfits I needed to model. As soon as I saw the piece on top, a metallic sequined top with no back, I couldn't help but smile. The Fashion Icon rep knew exactly the kind of clothes I would want to model. I could feel myself getting wet at the thought of what it was going to be like to work these clothes on camera. 

"It's time to start my new career," I said out loud as I walked into the living room to check on my camera setup. It was no surprise that a corner of the room had been taken over by lights and a tripod with a special hire background for me to pose against. 

With the camera ready to go, I returned to the bedroom to change into the first

outfit. The bra and tiny shorts came off, to be replaced with the top and skirt that went with it. I slipped into the outfit, the shiny, black skirt riding high on my hips as I wiggled my ass, my tits jiggling as well. It was a tight fit, but not too tight. It sat higher than I would have preferred, but I couldn't be choosy with how much I was getting paid. 

The top wrapped over my tits, doing nothing to support them. Not that they needed the support. That was the joy of implants. They did a remarkable job of resisting gravity. And when they did start to migrate south, that just meant it was time to go bigger. I tied the string that held it up behind my neck. There was another string that tied around my back. 

"What the fuck, girl?" I said as I took a quick selfie. "You're such a hot piece of ass." 

And that was how I felt. My body, my appearance, had taken over my life. It was all I really cared about. And I could say that confidently, because I didn't know any other way to live anymore. If I wasn't a bimbo yet, I definitely would be soon. It wasn't something I was worried about. I actually looked forward to going all the way. 

And if that was how my life had become, there were certainly worse things I could do than make money by showing off my body on camera. In fact, as I practiced posing in front of the camera, I had an idea. If I could make this kind of money as an influencer on social media, how much could I make with even sexier content? I wanted to find out. I decided I would give it a try and see how far I could push myself sexually. It wasn't as though I couldn't stop if I needed to. 

But I knew that once I started posing for real, with a paid fan site where anything was allowed, I might never want to give it up. 

That thought alone made me feel horny enough to jump on my bed and masturbate again. But I held back, stopping myself from giving into my urges. I had work to do. I decided I would only give myself sexual relief once I'd finished my modeling. Work first, play later. And if I wasn't too horny to think by then, me masturbating on my bed would make for some great pay per view content on a fan site. 

And just like that, I knew what my future held. I'd work as an influencer on my social media channels and I'd operate a paid fan site where I'd post nudes, lewds, 

and whatever depravity my bimbo mind could come up with. I honestly didn't care about my job as a marketing specialist anymore. With a body like mine, it needed to be seen, it needed to be envied, and it needed to be lusted after. And I loved imagining it all. 

10

[image: Image 13]

Despite my decision to go full influencer and online slut, I still had to go to work Monday morning. I did my hair and makeup to bimbo perfection, as I now did every day. And my outfit was no longer work appropriate, but I didn't care. It was too important to look sexy than to acquiesce to outdated dress codes. 

I wore a blue dress with a zipper down the front. The hem of the dress barely reached my thighs. It would easily slide up to reveal my pink, lacy thong if I wasn't careful. The neckline of the dress reached my sternum, making it clear I wasn't wearing a bra. My expansive cleavage was framed by a white collar that was attached to the dress, but was made to look like an additional layer. Paired with a sexy pair of sky-high heels, I looked delicious enough for my boss to fuck me, which was kind of the point of the outfit. As long as he was fucking me, he couldn't fire me for being too sexy or too much of a bimbo. 

I smiled at an old man as I stepped off the elevator in the parking garage beneath my apartment building. His mouth fell open as he stared at my body. I knew he just saw me as a sexual object, without a care for what happened in my mind. I could sense that sort of thing. But I loved it when guys thought of me that way. It made me feel all warm and fuzzy. 

As soon as I climbed into my little pink sports car, I put the top down. There was no way I was driving through the city on a nice day without putting myself on display. That felt like it would be a crime, not letting people experience my sexy bimbo body. 

Even though Denise had arranged her own transportation home on Friday, she hadn't given me any hint that she wanted to stop our carpooling. But her apartment was on my way, so it wasn't a big deal if she was cutting off contact. It would be disappointing, but not surprising. 

I turned on the radio and found myself singing along to the pop song that played. 

It might not have been my style of music before, but now I loved it. It was happy and sexy and it made me want to dance whenever I heard it. I was definitely feeling a lot of things today. My mood was high and I couldn't wait to see what the rest of my day would be like. My first influencer ad was scheduled to post and I was already spreading word about the fan site I created last night. 

Everything was coming up Tiffany. 

When I pulled up in front of Denise's apartment building, I almost didn't recognize my friend. She now had blonde highlights in her hair and wore an outfit that made her look like a sexy secretary. Her pink blouse was cut low. And her pink and gray argyle miniskirt hugged her rump nicely. She didn't have my bimbo curves, but with the big earrings, sexy outfit and heavy makeup, that didn't really matter, 

"Hey, Tiffany," she said as she carefully sat down in my low-slung convertible. 

"What the fuck?" I asked, confused by her sudden change in style. "I've got to get a pic of this for social." 

I pulled my phone from my purse and leaned over toward Denise. She leaned in close, making it easier to take a selfie with both of us. We both made kissy faces for the camera as I snapped a few pics. 

Even with my long nails, I quickly made a few edits and posted it to social media, tagging Denise, and adding a caption about two hotties headed to work. 

It was only after the post successfully went through that I pulled away from the curb and started the drive toward work. 

"So what happened?" I asked, curious what had come over my friend. She had been missing in action since I dropped her off at work. 

"It's complicated," Denise answered. "But you inspired me to be who I really want to be. I always wanted to be sexy, but I thought people would look down on me. But then I saw how you were changing and I decided to go for it." 

"Well, you look really fucking hot," I said. And it wasn't a lie. She did look amazing. Denise wasn't on my level yet, but if she had some work done, getting a proper pair of fake tits, she would be so smoking hot that we'd probably have to do some collaborations on my fan site. Hell, by then, she'd probably have her own and we could do crossover videos. 

"I also quit the band," Denise added. 

"Wait, what?" Denise's life had been all about her music before. For her to quit the band was a huge change. 

"The rest of them didn't want to try changing up our style. So I quit and I'm going to try and go solo. Want to hear some stuff I recorded this weekend?" 

"Of course," I said. 

Denise reached into her pink purse and pulled out her phone. She also pulled out a cable to connect to my car stereo. The music that came out of the speakers was completely unexpected. It was the same kind of slut pop that had played when she stuck the CD into the stereo Friday morning. 

I glanced at Denise to see what her reaction was. She was bobbing her head along to the beat, mouthing her way through the lyrics. The sound quality wasn't perfect. She had recorded this on her phone, not in a studio, but the lyrics were fire and the beat was fantastic. 

"What brought this change?" I asked after the first song. 

"I kept listening to that CD I tried to show you and it grew on me. I stopped at the salon Friday night on my way home to get these highlights. I went shopping Saturday for sexier clothes. And starting Saturday night I turned myself into a slut pop singer. The band didn't want to switch with me when we met for practice Sunday, so I ditched them. They can keep playing that boring alt folk crap and I'll be singing about getting fucked like a slut and a whore." 

Denise was actually happy with the changes she had made. There had been a part of me that worried when I turned into a bimbo this weekend. Would my friends abandon me? I was not against shifting my social life, but it was so nice to see Denise joining me as at least a slut, if not a bimbo. 

We listened to Denise's slut pop all the way to work. She even started singing along, loudly declaring herself to be a slut and a whore and every other dirty thing she had come up with for her song lyrics. And the people on the street got to hear it all. I couldn't help but smile. I loved Denise more than ever. 
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Iwas a few minutes late walking into the office, but no one seemed to mind, even though everyone looked at me as I crossed the room. I wasn't sure if that was because everyone was interested in looking at my tits or if they were surprised by my bimbo transformation. 

However, thinking back about it all, Denise hadn't questioned my new look this morning. Today, she acted like this new me was the normal me. That was a big change from a few days ago. 

Before I had a chance to reach my cubicle, my boss stepped out of his office. His eyes immediately fell on me and my cleavage. 

"Tiffany," he called out. "You're right on time for our meeting." 

I smiled, covering up the fact I completely forgot about the meeting. I was supposed to explain my report, the one I accidentally wrote about using influencers to sell products because sex sells. Now that I was an influencer, I had to agree. It was the way to go. 

"I wouldn't miss it for the world," I said. "Where is the meeting?" 

My boss led me to his conference room. He sat down at the head of the table and told me to take a seat next to him. The rest of the executives filed in over the next few minutes. 

"Well, this should be interesting," one of the executives said. 

That made me smile. I liked when people thought something I was doing was weird or strange. That meant I was pushing them outside their comfort zones when it came to sexuality and sex. And given how much of my body was on display, there was a lot of sexiness for me to share. 

"Thank you all for coming," my boss said. "As I mentioned before, this is the marketing consultant I brought in, Tiffany." 

The other executives gave me an odd look. I didn't think I had been introduced yet, though maybe they just knew my name from the papers that were filed on Friday. However, it was unclear whether they actually approved of my attire. It

was nowhere close to work appropriate. 

But then it hit me. My boss hadn't called me a marketing specialist, which I thought had been my job title. Instead, he called me a marketing consultant. That meant I was an outside contractor. Did that make me a full time influencer now? 

I had no idea. 

There was a moment where I considered the continuity error. I had authored the report that now had us sitting here. But if I were now a consultant, I couldn't have authored the report. Rather than get bogged down in the details, I let my bimbo mind take charge. It ignored the problem and just accepted it, going with the flow. There were far more important things to worry about than who authored a report. I stifled a giggle to keep from making a scene. 

My boss launched into his presentation. He used all the facts and figures from my report, espousing the belief that the company needed to shift ad spend toward influencers. He held me up as an example influencer, quoting the reach I could give them, mentioning my now impressive follower count. I beamed with pride as he held me up as a perfect candidate for the new marketing program. 

"And now I will allow Tiffany to answer your questions." 

I stood up to take my spot at the head of the table. I smoothed down my short dress and gave my tits a shuffle, making sure they popped just right. Then I looked at the executives and waited. 

"What kind of engagement can you provide?" 

I found myself momentarily speechless. This was a dream scenario a week ago, getting to give a presentation to these people. It would have meant so much for my advancement. However, I would have been beyond nervous. Yet, I felt no nervousness. That was my old life. Now I was a sexy bimbo. I had complete confidence in my body and everything just flowed from there. 

"An influencer ad can get upwards of 500 times the engagement of a regular ad," 

I said. That number just popped into my head. I had no idea if it was true, but I rolled with it anyway. "And the marvelous part about sexy influencers like myself is we have a great cross-section of the young adult population that we can reach. That is who you're targeting, right?" 

The executive who asked the question, said nothing. But everyone seemed to scribble on the note pads in front of them, taking notes. It looked like a positive response. 

"I did a little checking up on you," another executive said. "I notice you have a paid fan site where you offer nude photos and videos and even some far more crude, like you masturbating." There was a silence that dropped on the room with everyone's eyes on me. "Why would we want our brand connected to such women, such sluts?” 

I smiled, feeling more confident than ever. This person thought they could shame me by calling me a slut and sharing about my fan site. But there was one miscalculation they made about me. When it came to sex, I had no shame. 

"We're here because sex sells," I answered. "And you can't use sex to sell your products without them occasionally being associated with a naked woman. And if you think you can follow a fine line that uses women's bodies to make sales without a full embrace of those same bodies, then your campaign will inevitably fail. My sexuality is empowerment. And if you're too much of a prude to let that happen, you might as well not try selling anything at all." 

There was another silence in the room. But it quickly faded away into chuckles. 

The people from the company all seemed to approve of my response. My boss took the lead, standing up to shake my hand and thanking me for my insights. 

"Do we have agreement about how to move forward?" he asked the group. 

The executives looked between each other, looking to see if anyone had any objections. But then they all started nodding their heads together. 

"We have agreement," one of them said. 

It wasn't clear who it was, but everyone nodded at him. Then the meeting broke up and people filed out of the conference room. My boss and I stayed behind. 

Was he even still my boss? Not that it mattered anymore. I was about to connect them to a network of influencers. I realized many of my friends were now among them, including Denise. 

Once the room was clear, my boss smiled at me. "I can't believe that worked. 

And your outfit. It was perfect, the right mix of sexy and classy. Now let's go

back to my office to discuss details." 

My boss led the way. Even though I technically knew my way around the office, it was easier to let him lead. And the more I thought about it, it felt like my memories of my years spent working here were fading. It was getting easier to imagine that I had always been a bimbo. I just happened to be really good at marketing myself. 

He opened up his office door for me and closed it behind us, locking it tight. My hand immediately reached for the zipper on my dress. 

"I think it's time for you to get your return on your investment," I said as I slowly pulled down the zipper. It took my time, teasing him with the further revelations of my body. 

His breath got caught in his throat when he saw my pink bejeweled belly-button. 

I knew he'd seen the pictures of me before. It shouldn't have been a surprise to him. Was there a fetus in here that I could make money on? It was worth some experimentation to find out. 

My nipples remained covered until the zipper reached the bottom of my dress and I was able to pull the two sides back. The reveal caused a gasp to come out of his mouth. I giggled at his response, no longer needing to stifle my bimbo qualities. I could be open and honest here. And what I wanted was sex. I wanted to feel his hard cock inside of me. 

I shrugged off my dress, leaving me wearing my pink thong and my high heels. I draped my dress over the back of a chair before I turned to look at him. His eyes went wide, his face turning beet red. He looked away, his embarrassment making him uncomfortable. I hadn't realized he would be so shy. But shyness wasn't something that would stop a bimbo like me. 

"Don't worry," I said as I stepped up to him. I placed my long-nailed fingers on his face, turning his eyes back to me. His gaze started focused on my eyes, but it soon started traveling down, first to my lips and then to my tits as I pressed them into his chest. "I want you to get what you deserve." 

I wasn't sure if it was the magic that had turned me into a bimbo or if I had awakened something inside of him, but the shyness suddenly evaporated. I watched his hand move from the desk to his zipper, pulling it down, revealing

the bulge under the suit pants. 

"Fuck me," I said. "Let me give you everything." 

I didn't wait for him to make the next move, instead I stepped away from him and walked over to the desk. I grabbed the papers that had been there. I hoped they weren't important, because I pushed them to the floor. Then with the desktop clear, I positioned myself, bending at the waist and sticking my thong-clad ass out at him. 

He wasted no time in responding to my invitation. His pants came undone and fell to the ground. He stood in front of me, stroking himself while staring right at my ass. I loved having his eyes on me like this. 

He stepped up and pulled my thong down over my ass. "You won't need this here anymore." 

But instead of pulling the thong down my legs, he ripped the flimsy fabric off of me and tossed the pink lace across the room. 

My exposed slit dripped with need. The thought of a cock buried inside of me made me wetter than ever before. I was ready for him, no longer concerned about whether this was for my consultancy job or a fireable offense. It didn't matter now. All I cared about was fucking his hard cock and getting my own pleasure in the process. 

He pulled me up, turning my head , and pushing his lips to mine. His kiss turned into a hungry, desperate assault on my mouth. His tongue forced its way into my mouth, trying to get as much of my hot breath as possible. His hands wrapped around me and mauled my tits. 

I released a breathy moan as I returned his kiss. I was so glad he decided to take charge. He didn't care about my pleasure, but that only made it better. I gained pleasure knowing he was taking it from me. 

"I'm going to fuck that tight, wet pussy," he growled in my ear. 

"Yes," I moaned. "Do it." 

He pushed me back down onto the desktop. I braced myself on my elbows, but

that was not enough to stop my tits from smooshing into the cool, shiny surface. 

He took hold of my hips, positioning me. Then he slid his rock hard cock into me. 

It didn't take him long to fill me up with his fat dick. He started moving, grinding against my ass, sending waves of pleasure through me. 

"That's it. Take my cock," he whispered. "Let me give you everything." 

His thrusts got more frantic, and I found myself matching his rhythm. The desk had been made of solid wood, which was good because I could hear every tap of my nails as I scrambled for purchase as his balls slapped my clit. 

"Fuck me!" I cried out. "You're going to make me cum!" 

"That's right. Cum for me," he grunted. "Cum on my cock." 

"That's it," I cried, pushing myself into him as my orgasm rocked through me. 

I rode out my orgasm as he kept fucking me. But I was ready for more. His hands held onto my hips, not stopping him from pistoning his shaft in and out of my wet hole. I couldn't help it; I moaned. 

"Fuck me harder," I pleaded. "Harder, please." 

He pulled back slightly and thrust in deep. The feeling was unlike any other, but he knew I craved it. It had only taken a few seconds for him to start moving more deliberately, pounding in and out of my pussy. I felt every inch of him inside of me, loving the raw sexuality of our act. This wasn't sensual sex. This was animalistic fucking and it felt so good. 

"Yeah, that's it," I moaned. "Fuck me like I'm your bitch. Fuck me, like your fucking whore!" 

His voice took on a darker tone, and he growled, "Yes, bitch." 

But I could tell he wasn't in control of himself. He started to slam into me, fucking me as hard as he could, sending waves of pleasure through my body. 

"You're such a slut," he growled. "A filthy, horny little bimbo." 

I pushed back against him as he sank his cock into me again, letting his words sink in. My eyes went wide as a second orgasm washed over me, even stronger than the first. It was unlike any I had experienced before. My muscles tensed, squeezing his cock until he shot his load inside of me, filling me with his hot cum. 

He roared as he came, burying his cock deep inside me, flooding my pussy with his potent seed. As he collapsed on top of me, I found myself giggling uncontrollably at my bimbo self. This was unlike anything I had done in my past life, but it felt so normal now, like this was how my life was supposed to be now. 

I was a slutty bimbo influencer. I didn't just snap sexy pictures of myself and sell those pictures online, either directly or through advertising. I fucked the men I worked with. I would fuck the women I worked with, too. And I loved it. 

I smiled up at him, enjoying the feel of his sweaty body pressed against mine. 

My hands stroked his chest as he rolled off of me. "Thank you," I said softly. "I hope that proves just how far I'm willing to go with this new partnership." 

He pulled back and looked down at me. He had such lustful eyes. "I hope so, too," he sighed. "That's how I see it. You're an investment, one that's sure to pay dividends for us all." 

Afterward, before I bothered getting dressed, I sat in his lap as he pretended to get back to work. I quietly cooed as he casually played with my tits. This was just for fun. The sex had felt almost contractual, like it was needed to fulfill our partnership. But this was just a good way to relax, once again using my body for fun. 

But all good things must come to an end eventually. I left the ripped thong on the floor as I slipped back into my dress. It was almost a shame to cover my tits again. They liked the freedom and fresh air. But at the same time, I was excited for what might come next. I'd gotten my money's worth from my first job and I wasn't done yet. 

"I look forward to our first progress meeting," he said before I left his office. 

"Me, too, sir," I said with a happy giggle. We wouldn't just be discussing my work as an influencer. I made a note not to wear a thong next time. Maybe he and some of those sexy older executives could fuck me. 

Susan smiled at me as I walked by her desk. I waved in return, knowing I'd see her again soon. She looked fetching in her low-cut blouse. And if I wasn't mistaken, her bust seemed a bit more prominent, like she too had been given a boost. The idea of my bimbo was influencing the women around me to be sexier made me happier than ever. 

As I walked by what I vaguely remembered to be my old cubicle, I spotted a young woman, around my same age, working diligently at her computer. She wore a white blouse that hid her feminine figure. Her dirty blonde hair was pulled up in a ponytail. 

"What the fuck?" I said. But then I kept walking, not giving her another thought. 

It was good to be a bimbo. 

I squealed with glee when I returned to my little pink convertible. As soon as I was seated, I turned on the stereo and started singing along to the super sweet pop song that poured out of the speakers. The day had gotten off to a great start, with a successful meeting and then a successful fucking. And there was still so much more time to get up to some slutty bimbo fun. 

This might not have been what I originally thought my life would be like, but I had to admit, it fit me perfectly. It all felt like fate. 
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