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		Introduction

		

		New Year New You first appeared as a four-part story on my now defunct Patreon. It appeared in January and February of 2019, inspired by the hashtag #newyearnewme.

		This story does not read like many of the stories I have published before. The style I found I used on Patreon was different than my usual long-form story writing style. Specifically, New Year New You is light on dialogue. There is also a lack of graphic sex, although I can assure you that Charlotte eventually has plenty of sex. Nonetheless, I hope I have provided a gateway into the mind of Charlotte as she discovers a new version of herself and breaks out of the rut she once found herself in that is enjoyable and arousing.

		

	
		

		New Year New You

		

		Charlotte Anderson stayed off social media as much as possible. She hated how it seemed to turn people into vain idiots.

		She had done some tutoring on the side and watched a college student who was paying her $50 an hour waste the first half hour of a session trying to get the perfect selfie to post. Once the tutoring began, it was clear the student spent all their time posing for selfies and living on social media. Charlotte doubted they had even been to class in the last week.

		Yet for all of her attempts to stay off social media, there were times when certain social media movements caught her attention. Usually the hashtags that made it into Charlotte's world were related to the fight against racism and sexism.

		However, as 2018 came to a close and the national political situation made her want to be sick, Charlotte found herself smiling at the latest social media hashtag trend, #newyearnewyou.

		With no real plans for New Year's Eve or New Year's Day, Charlotte was left with plenty of time to reflect on her life, the New Year, New You hashtag metaphorically ringing in her ears.

		The truth was, Charlotte did not like her life. She was not happy. Life had become a daily grind as she fought day in and day out to get ahead, but always to find herself no better off, and sometimes even worse off in the end.

		Having never been a fan of New Year resolutions, Charlotte had never set a resolution for herself. However, knowing she needed to change something in her life, she decided to try something new for the new year.

		The only problem was Charlotte had no idea what to do. She was unhappy, but she could not readily identify any solutions. She felt as if she was barely able to keep her head above water. What could she change in her life without setting her back?

		That was where the New Year, New You app came in handy. It used complex analysis tools, of which Charlotte could barely comprehend, to determine what kinds of changes she could make in her life.

		After thoroughly reading the app's terms of service when it came to her data, Charlotte started inputting everything it asked for. There were basic things, like her height and weight. It asked for pictures, a head shot and a full body shot. The latter in a bikini or her underwear.

		The full body picture made Charlotte nervous. She had always been careful about the images she took of herself. She had never had great confidence in her body, but she also feared what might happen to her pictures if they ever made it onto the internet.

		Nonetheless, Charlotte uploaded a picture of herself in an old bikini that she had rarely worn. It still fit her just fine, but her lack of confidence wearing it showed.

		Of course, the app asked Charlotte for more information than the purely physical. It asked her to rate how she felt about hot button current events, about celebrities, about fashion. It asked her about how she consumed content, through television, magazines, books, her phone or through any other medium.

		The app even asked her to connect it to her bank accounts and credit cards. It did not want actual access to her money, just the data on how she spent it. After all, it would do neither her nor the app any good to make suggestions she could not afford.

		It took Charlotte three hours to answer all of the app's questions. Once she was done, a message appeared on the screen. "Processing your life..." A small wheel spun in the corner, indicating that the app was actually thinking.

		Reading up on the app, Charlotte knew that the processing could take days. After all, it was a lot of information to analyze. She had no idea how many other people were having their profiles analyzed at the same time.

		Despite knowing she would get a notification from the app when it had finished analyzing her life's data, Charlotte checked in on the app every day, almost afraid that it would return an error. She questioned whether the app really could improve her life. Maybe she was stuck in such a deep rut that not even the app could find a change to suggest.

		On the third day, the New Year, New You app had finished analyzing Charlotte's life. Her phone dinged and a notification popped up on the screen of her phone, telling her she had life choices to make.

		Charlotte rushed to open the app, excited to see what changes to her life the app recommended. However, she nearly laughed at the "life choices" the app suggested.

		There was a notification about a good deal on organic produce at a nearby grocery store that Charlotte rarely shopped at. The app also suggested deals on a local gym membership and made suggestions on how to shorten her commute to work.

		They were not the life altering changes Charlotte had expected. Although on deeper reflection, she had started using the app out of desperation and had not fully considered what life alterations were available.

		And as much as Charlotte wanted to scoff at the suggestions the app had made for her, she had to admit that she could be healthier. She rarely worked out and her diet, while not bad, had room for improvement. And a shorter commute would mean more time in her day to do things like go to the gym.

		And so Charlotte started following the app's advice. She joined the gym, getting a great deal that the employees at the front desk did not even know about until they looked it up in the computer. That certainly made Charlotte smile. She felt special for the first time in a long time.

		As it turned out, the app not only made suggestions on how she should spend her money, but it helped her choose a workout regimen to follow and even meals that she could make for herself that were both at her ability level, cooking-wise, and only added a small amount of time to her meal prep overall.

		It only took Charlotte a week for her to decide using the app was a good thing. She seemed to be sleeping better at night, which she had no idea had been an issue before, and she had more energy during the day. Charlotte actually caught herself smiling on a regular basis. She felt like a whole new person.

		The New Year, New You app had become a godsend for Charlotte. It seemed as if the smallest of suggestions had a monumental positive impact on her life. And to her great surprise, with the app's help, she was saving money.

		Charlotte had lived her entire life paycheck to paycheck. Any financial surprise and she had to resort to racking up credit card debt. But with the app's help, she was on track to paying off her last card and she was setting aside a little extra money each week for emergencies, or so she assumed. The app was not specific about what she was saving for.

		Three months into using the app and Charlotte found herself wondering if the app was taking her too far. She looked at herself in the mirror before going to the gym. It was a Saturday morning. A year ago, Charlotte would have still been in bed. Now she stood there dressed in a sports bra and spandex shorts with her phone in her hand.

		Charlotte had balked a little at the suggestion to take daily photos of herself to track her progress. She was not vain, nor did she feel photogenic. Yet the photos had become habit. In fact, some of the selfies she took throughout the day had started to find their way online, onto new social media accounts she opened.

		However, Charlotte's thoughts that morning were not about the photo she was about to take, but rather on her hair. The app had already suggested she grow her hair out. That saved money at the salon. But now it was suggesting something all together different. It wanted her to dye her hair blonde. The app had even found a special deal at a different salon from the one Charlotte usually used. Looking online, she saw the positive reviews of this other salon, so she booked her appointment through the app. It certainly added a sense of ease to its suggestions.

		A week later, Charlotte stood in the same position, wearing the same sports bra and shorts. The only difference was her hair. While it had once been a plain brown, it now seemed as if it brightened the room. It had been strange to look at herself in the mirror at first, but Charlotte was starting to like the new color. And her small social media audience certainly seemed to enjoy it.

		Once Charlotte had changed her hair, it became much easier to change other aspects about her appearance. It started with a trip to the piercing parlor. In all her life, she had never had her ears pierced. That quickly changed.

		Of course, the sparkling jewelry in her ears often went unseen. Charlotte continued to let her hair grow out. And she wore it down more and more, except for when she was working out. Then it was up.

		But for that same reason, Charlotte started tilting her head a little in her pictures. Doing so did make her appear a little less smart, but it did show off her earrings, something her social media followers seemed to appreciate, or so she assumed. Her follower count had begun to grow.

		There were more trips to the piercing parlor to follow. At first Charlotte had been concerned, mostly because of the pain, but she quickly got over it. What was a little temporary pain in exchange for an improved look. Her belly button was next, then her nose and then two dermal piercings in the dimples above her ass.

		However, the app was not done with suggesting piercings, all of which she had gone out and gotten immediately. Charlotte's tongue came last and it had hurt the most.

		That next week at work, Charlotte had been afraid to open her mouth. Not only was her speech impacted by the metal in her mouth, but anytime she opened her mouth everyone would be able to see the bright pink stud piercing her tongue. It was not exactly professional.

		Nonetheless, Charlotte had grown more and more proud of her appearance over the weeks. Her fitness continued to improve, shedding pounds and inches and the jewelry she had outfitted herself with made her look pretty, or so she thought. Her social media followers thought so too.

		And with her fitness gains came a need to buy new clothes. The savings Charlotte seemed to be making in other aspects of her life disappeared under the burden of buying new clothes. Or at least to a large degree. She still had a separate bank account she was funneling money into each month, but its rate of growth had slowed with her need to not only buy better fitting clothes, but more fashionable ones as well.

		Charlotte had not cared for fashion, but she found her interest growing as her fitter body became more and more evident. She also found herself enjoying showing off her new jewelry. Outside of work, it became more and more common for Charlotte to wear a cropped top to show off not only the piercing in her belly button, but the two dermal piercings on her lower back as well.

		And as Charlotte was finding out more and more, the piercings tended to become irritated when she wore high waisted pants and skirts. That led to her preferring low waisted styles that both highlighted her ass and made it more likely she would be showing at least a little of her midriff on most occasions.

		After reinventing her wardrobe, Charlotte felt as if her life started to settle down a little. She was growing used to her new clothes and the attention her new style brought her, both online and out on the street.

		However, the reality was a little different. Charlotte had grown so used to the app making suggestions for her, she almost did not notice them. She simply followed them.

		Most of the suggestions were about makeup. Charlotte had rarely worn much, never finding it important for herself or her job. However, in addition to spending her free time at the gym, losing those last few stubborn pounds, she spent her time learning new makeup techniques, expanding her application abilities and testing new colors and products.

		Of course, the New Year, New You app was a huge help in that regard, making suggestions of brands and colors that both looked great and avoided breaking the bank. But the truth was, it became harder and harder for Charlotte to allow herself to be seen without a fully made up face. Why look plain when she could actually look good? Or at least that was Charlotte's rationalization to herself.

		It did not take long for Charlotte's social media following to jump into the thousands. Her daily picture, or sometimes more often than that, seemed to gain her more followers each day.

		And her following in the real world seemed to be growing too. Charlotte found herself on the receiving end of more and more compliments, as well as several requests for dates, and one marriage proposal.

		The latter Charlotte laughed off, but she accepted the dates. It had felt like ages since she had last been on a date and all of a sudden she had men lining up to take her out. The normally shy Charlotte would have turned them all down, but with the app's encouragement, she accepted the invitations and did her best to enjoy herself.

		Not that those first dates went particularly well. Charlotte found them men taking her out were far more interested in taking her home for the night than they were in the conversation she could provide.

		The first date seemed to be going well enough. The man had seemed like a perfect gentleman, even walking her up to her front door and kissing her. She had thought it was a good-bye kiss, but it seemed the man had expected the kiss to be the start of something more intimate and an invitation from her to go inside.

		Charlotte did feel bad after. She did question herself whether she had led him on. She was not sure. The app did not seem like it could help much in that regards. She had changed so much about herself, but almost all of it physical. How could the app really change who she was inside?

		However, the New Year, New You app did have hidden ways to change its users. For Charlotte, it suggested masturbation. When she first read that suggestion, she laughed out loud, thinking it all absurd. Yet, despite her own inexperience in such matters, she did wonder if learning more about her sexual side might be good for her.

		And as it turned out, the app was right. Charlotte had never felt such pleasure before, especially from her own hands. It seemed whenever the app sensed she had some free time, it pushed her to masturbate. It even knew the perfect toys to help get the job done.

		But then one day, while Charlotte was in the middle of an intense masturbation session, the app beeped at her and told her to stop. She sat there, a vibrator buzzing less than inch from her clit, confused. Why should she stop?

		As much as Charlotte wanted to ignore the command, she had grown far too used to doing as the app said. Frustrated and horny, she stopped.

		And as frustrating as that first time was, it turned out to only grow worse. Over the course of the next week, Charlotte did not cum. Each and every time she masturbated, the app forced her to stop before she could climax.

		When Charlotte's next date came along, she was a horny mess. She flirted with the man mercilessly, making it clear what she wanted, what she needed. They skipped dessert and it was not long before Charlotte found herself wearing only a pair of heels as the man fucked her hard. Charlotte came, again and again.

		Charlotte learned her lesson that night. She no longer needed the app to tell her to stop masturbating before she reached the edge. She did it naturally, her subconscious understanding the heights a man could send her to when she was properly prepared.

		The more Charlotte edged, the more her thoughts seemed to turn to sex. She found herself day dreaming during meetings at work, imagining what it would feel like for her boss to bend her over the conference table and fuck her from behind in front of her colleagues. She considered those pleasant day dreams, even if having them did make her appear rather scatterbrained.

		More and more her colleagues seemed to make passing comments about dumb blondes. Charlotte blushed at the thought they really meant her. She had been acting ditzy lately, but no one seemed to have actually complained about her work.

		At least Charlotte's social media followers seemed to appreciate the new flirtier her. The photos she posted were more risqué, never pushing actual boundaries, but definitely showing a more sexual side of herself. And if Charlotte had any complaints about her new way of conducting herself online, the swell in her followers convinced her otherwise.

		Then one day everything changed. Charlotte looked at her phone, flabbergasted. The app had booked her a consultation appointment with a plastic surgeon for the possibility of breast implants.

		Charlotte tried to fight it. This, she was certain, was too much. The app had been a godsend in helping her break out of her rut, but surgically altering her body seemed like a step too far.

		However, as the appointment approached, Charlotte found herself wondering what the harm would be over at least going through with the consultation. Even she had to admit she wondered what it would be like to have a more ample bust. It did not help that her weight loss had also impacted the size of her breasts. She looked better than ever, but her cleavage seemed lacking compared to her internalized ideal.

		The surgeon, Dr. Smith, seemed both professional and talented, based off of Charlotte's limited research. His reviews were good, as were the after pictures from some of his clients.

		It helped that Charlotte's boob fund, for that was what she started to think of her extra bank account as, was starting to grow in size again. She might actually be able to afford having a little work done.

		"Thinking of getting a boob job," Charlotte wrote on a social media post the day before her consultation appointment. "What do you guys think?"

		There were a few comments telling her that she was beautiful the way she was, but the rest were overwhelmingly positive about the idea of getting implants. Between the app's suggestions, her now constant arousal, and the opinions of her many fans, Charlotte decided to give it a try. It was only a consultation, after all.

		Except that was not entirely true as it turned out. The app had been working behind Charlotte's back, sending Dr. Smith photos she had taken of herself, including a few nude ones that she had uploaded into the app to keep it up to date. The app had even gone so far as to suggest size, profile, and surgery type.

		When Charlotte arrived for her consultation, it turned out to only be a formality in advance of her scheduled surgery that afternoon. She should have walked away. Deep down, she knew that. Yet, when it came down to it, she agreed to the surgery, telling herself it was what she really wanted.

		There was some truth to that. Charlotte did want it, in a way. But she had grown so used to letting the app make decisions for her, she had lost a will of her own, a means to fight for her own path. She had been sucked in by the attention she received and had grown complacent in simply following the suggestions of the New Year, New You app.

		Charlotte was quickly wheeled into surgery from her short consultation appointment. From there she was put under while still not entirely sure what was going to happen. With everything occurring at such a fast pace, she never got the chance to fully understand everything that she faced. She was not even sure how big Dr. Smith was going to make her.

		When Charlotte awoke, she was inundated by a massive weight on her chest. She raised her head as much as she felt able to find her chest covered in bandages and much bigger than she could ever remember. It did not help that the pain killers in her system made it hard to think.

		Eventually Dr. Smith and a woman on his nursing staff came into Charlotte's recovery room and talked her through everything. Dr. Smith explained her recovery plan and the nurse helped demonstrate some of the exercises and massages she would need to perform regularly to make sure her breasts healed properly.

		Charlotte was in no state to argue with the clinic staff, let alone disagree with the situation she found herself in. She could only accept everything as it came to her. As such, Charlotte now had to accept that she had breast implants. And large implants at that.

		Dr. Smith kept Charlotte in the recovery room at the clinic until the end of the day. When it was time for her to leave, the clinic arranged her transportation, even going so far as to have her car driven home for her as well.

		As Charlotte flitted in and out of sleep in the evening and through the night, the one thought that seemed capable of fighting its way through her drug-addled mind was the worry about work. She would need to call in sick, but she could not do that forever. Eventually, she would need to face her coworkers with her new breasts.

		The morning after the surgery, Charlotte gained enough lucidity to call in sick before she returned to her barely aware state again. She then slept straight through until lunch.

		It was her rumbling stomach that finally woke her. Charlotte stumbled out of bed and into her kitchen, looking for something simple she could eat without disrupting her stomach too much.

		It still felt as if a pile of rocks had been stacked on Charlotte's chest. Even when standing upright, Charlotte felt as if it was a struggle to breathe. The short walk to the kitchen left her nearly winded, forcing her to lean against the counter and catch her breath.

		Toast. That was all Charlotte could manage for her first meal. It did not help that the pain from surgery was beginning to grow. The painkillers were wearing off. However, she vowed to avoid taking another dose at all cost.

		After beginning to satisfy her stomach, Charlotte returned to her bedroom. She caught sight of herself in a mirror. It was the first time she had seen her image. Her only experience with her new assets thus far had been looking down and being confronted by what she could only assume was boob.

		Charlotte looked awful. She had not showered, her hair was a mess, her breasts were wrapped up in a surgical bra. Yet all it took was Charlotte standing a little taller, straightening her back and pushing her chest out a little, to see how good she could look with her expanded bust. She would have to start beating guys off with a stick as they asked her out for dates.

		"Fuck," Charlotte said as a new hunger developed inside of her. It had been more than a day since she last played with her pussy. It was aching for more playtime.

		"Exercises first," Charlotte bargained with herself as she remembered her aftercare instructions. Playtime would be her reward.

		The rest of the day, Charlotte worked herself into a rhythm. She would perform a set of exercises and massages for her new breasts. Then she would masturbate. She did not cum. That was reserved for actual sex. And given her instructions, it would likely be a while before she could do that. She needed to rest and recover.

		Of course, that meant by the time Charlotte finally drifted off to sleep that night, she was a horny mess. The presence of her phone made it hard not to break down and text one of the men she had been seeing for a booty call. She only just avoided stooping to such a level, partly knowing how bad she looked.

		Charlotte called in sick the rest of the week as she recovered. Day by day, the pain receded, as did the bruising and swelling. The first time Charlotte got to take a shower, she nearly lost herself in cleaning what she was more and more often calling her tits. They were big and they were round and she still struggled to comprehend that they were a part of her.

		By the time the weekend came around, Charlotte had reached a point where she was beginning to go through her wardrobe looking for tops that still fit. She could only wear old baggy t-shirt for so long. They worked great for night shirts, but they were nothing Charlotte felt willing to go out in.

		Some items, ones that had been tight across the chest before, were out. In some cases, they physically could not be pulled down over her now sizable chest. Others only fit if she did not mind showing a large amount of cleavage. Not that Charlotte minded, per se, but a top that showed a large portion of her bra did not pass the work appropriateness test.

		The third category of tops were ones that somehow still fit as they should. They tended to be some of her more recent purchases. The added stretch her tits put the tops under did cause them to ride up a bit more than before, but Charlotte could not find it in her to complain. They looked fantastic on her.

		Of course, the week that turned into a vacation while Charlotte recovered from surgery had to end eventually. When Sunday rolled around, she felt like an anxious mess.

		"What am I supposed to do tomorrow?" Charlotte kept asking herself. She had no answer. She knew people would stare at her at work. How could they not? She calls in sick for a week and when she returns she has big tits. How could she explain herself?

		Finally Charlotte turned to the only place she knew she could find an answer: the New Year, New You app.

		"Don't worry about anything," the app told her.

		Could it be that simple? Just don't worry?

		Charlotte strutted into the office Monday morning. The app told her not to worry and she was doing her best job to do exactly that, not worry.

		Every eye was on Charlotte as she walked through the office. She had found a tasteful and barely work appropriate blouse to wear with her new assets. It was impossible to hide the size of her new tits. They preceded her everywhere she went. Men and women both found themselves talking to her tits rather than to her face.

		As much as the added attention might have been problematic, Charlotte found she actually enjoyed it. She avoided thinking about what people thought when they saw her, she just appreciated them for looking.

		While only a small portion of the office staff saw her on her way into the building, word about the reason for her absence the week before had clearly begun to spread. Her coworkers, especially her male coworkers, kept finding reasons to stop by and ask her questions.

		Charlotte quickly discovered the answers she gave did not actually matter. The questions were merely pretense to hopefully get a good look at her new tits.

		To help things along, she even pushed the boundaries of office appropriateness by undoing a few extra buttons on her blouse while she sat at her desk. It gave her visitors something to see and it let her tits breathe a bit more.

		Between the effort to catch up on her work and the constant interruptions of men visiting her, Charlotte was not nearly as productive as she usually would have been. It was hard to get started on new work when there was so much old work to complete.

		Despite the annoying drudgery of her actual work, Charlotte very much enjoyed her first day back at the office. And it all came down to not worrying.

		At first, Charlotte focused on not worrying about what her coworkers would think about her new breasts. But as the day wore on, she found herself applying the New Year, New You app's instructions not to worry to other aspects of her day.

		Normally after missing so many days of work, Charlotte would have been a wreck trying to get caught up. Instead, if she stopped worrying about how fast she got her work done, she felt much better. And her work rate improved. Or at least it would have if she had not been consistently interrupted.

		Of course, the added male attention did nothing to help the pent up arousal from a week's worth of climaxless masturbating. Her edging routine had left her frequently weak in the knees and having man after man wanting to look down her top did not help matters. Their looks made her want to beg them to lift her onto her desk and fuck her.

		However, Charlotte did not worry about that either. Yes, she wanted it. She wanted it bad. But she knew better than to let guys fuck her on the job. Although if a guy wanted to, in her condition, she would both accept and then not worry about it. That was how she was going to roll from then on.

		As the rest of the week wore on, Charlotte found herself adapting to her new life with big tits. It had been a good thing she learned how to properly type when she was a kid, because she would be stuck if she had to look at her computer keyboard all the time. She could barely see it over the top of her tits. Her mistake rate went up a little, but nothing a combination of autocorrect and spell check could not pick up.

		As the week wore on, Charlotte also became more bold in her use of social media. At first, the pictures she had posted with her new tits had been fully clothed and covered. She had still felt a little shame in them, what with getting surgery out of vanity. However, with each passing day, Charlotte found herself more and more willing to show more of her breasts to complete strangers.

		It started after work on Monday. She had buttoned up her blouse again, not wanting to show off to her bosses. While she was just in her work clothes, her larger bust got plenty of attention in likes and comments.

		If anything, that emboldened her for the rest of the next day when she posted a picture of herself with those top buttons undone. The valley of cleavage she showed was more than she ever could have done before. And again, the attention she received for it was almost completely positive.

		With each passing day, Charlotte found herself posting more and more revealing pictures. There was the halter top with a low neckline that did little to fully contain her new tits. Then there was the bikini picture. Finally, to finish off the week, Charlotte posted a picture of herself hiding the nipples of her bare breasts with her arm.

		That last picture practically broke her phone with the notifications ringing one after another for almost two hours. At that point, Charlotte finally just had to turn her phone to silent, as the noise was giving her a headache. Still, with each ring and buzz, Charlotte's smile got just a little bit wider.

		As the days post surgery turned into weeks, Charlotte found herself getting back into a groove, partly thanks to her worry free attitude. She eventually stopped worrying about not being professional enough at work. Not that she wore club wear to the office, but she found she could push the boundaries a bit with shorter skirts, higher heels and more cleavage bearing tops.

		The day Dr. Smith gave Charlotte the okay to completely return to her old routines, she practically cried. She had turned herself into a ball of lust following the surgery. Charlotte desperately needed release.

		Her first date with her new tits barely could be classified as a date. It was a hookup, with Charlotte pulling the guy inside when he came to pick her up. She rode him to multiple orgasms. He certainly did not seem to mind skipping dinner for that.

		But it was more than just cumming over and over again. Charlotte had never experienced anything so strong. She came like a freight train, her entire body convulsing in orgasmic pleasure. What was more, each successive orgasm seemed to fell even better.

		The New Year, New You app became an even bigger part of Charlotte's life in that time as well. It did more than just make suggestions. Like with her surgery, it just made the decisions for her. It told Charlotte when her next hair appointment was. It told her when her next manicure and pedicure was. It even arranged all the details. All Charlotte had to do was show up and let the staff do their thing.

		Deep down, Charlotte was aware that she had given something up, an independence and will to be who they wanted to be. And Charlotte would have been concerned but for two things. She had stopped worrying entirely, figuring life would work itself out for the best and she was simply enjoying life too much to want her independence returned to her.

		When the New Year, New You app told Charlotte to stop thinking for herself, there was no fight left in her. She did exactly what she was told. She stopped thinking.

		Had Charlotte still had a means to think about what the app was telling her to do, she have understood not thinking for herself was merely an extension of not worrying. She would have seen that the app was making her worth purely physical. Her purpose in life was to look sexy and to provide pleasure for others.

		Luckily, Charlotte did not need to do much thinking in her job anymore. She had been transferred to the secretarial pool. She spent much of her time greeting people entering the building. Not thinking for herself had almost no effect on her job performance.

		Of course, the job change unfortunately came with a decrease in pay. But the New Year, New You app seemed fully capable of finding Charlotte new sources of income. She worked the local conventions on the weekends as a promo girl. All she had to do was look pretty. It turned out to be a great way to meet guys too.

		By the year's end, Charlotte's life had changed completely. She was no longer the shy woman who was stuck in a rut. She was a sexy and always happy bimbo whose life revolved around sex. At least that was what the New Year, New You app told her. It had to be true.
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