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      Subliminal Society started as a caption I wrote on Tumblr. The caption was only six paragraphs long and could never appear in book form without some serious expansion.

      I have now done just that. What started as a planned short story quickly grew into something much larger and more significant, becoming a nice sized novella.

      The original caption is still on Tumblr and can be read on both of my Tumblr pages. Links to those sites can be found in the About the Author section at the end of the book. The caption also lived on my Patreon page, before the entire page was emptied of content.

      With those six original paragraphs now represented by more than 23,000 words, I have worked to maintain the same feelings of the first version, while giving the new book a life of its own.
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      Janet perused the music store, sorting through the vinyl records. It was the only way she ever listened to music anymore. She was a firm believer that sound quality was better on vinyl than any other medium. CDs, digital downloads, and streaming simply did not compare.

      She was lucky that vinyl had come back into fashion from all the hipsters. New bands were releasing music that way, which meant Janet could listen to more than the styles of music that played on oldies radio stations. As much as she loved the classics, it was nice to listen to something fresh and new.

      “Hmm,” Janet said to herself as she sorted through the records. “I’ve never heard of Subliminal Society before.”

      Janet picked up the record album and examined the cover. The album was called Style and it featured a scantily clad, but certainly fashionable, woman on the cover.

      “She certainly does have style,” Janet commented to herself. “I don’t know anyone who would want to dress like that though.”

      In comparison to the blonde woman on the cover, wearing a short skirt and a cropped top with a low neckline, along with high heels, Janet wore loose corduroy pants, a bulky sweater, and flat canvas shoes. Still, the cover art said little about what kind of band Subliminal Society was. She had seen worse covers on albums that were simply amazing to listen to.

      And with that understanding, Janet took the record up to the counter and bought it.

      “I haven’t heard this band yet,” the music store clerk said as he rung up the purchase. “Do you know anything about them?”

      Janet was a regular at the music store. She visited every Friday looking through the latest hall. New shipments arrived Thursday and the staff put out the new supply Friday morning. Janet timed her arrival so she could be the first customer to look through the new records.

      “I’ve never heard them before,” Janet answered. “I’ll let you know what I think when I’m back next week.”

      “Fantastic,” the clerk said. “I hope you enjoy it.”

      Janet left the music store with a smile on her face and her new Subliminal Society album tucked under her arm. She could not wait to get home and try it out on her record player. She already had a bottle of wine in mind for her to open. It was going to be a good day.

      The subway ride was frustrating. It was crowded and people kept jostling her as Janet tried to protect her new purchase. She almost wondered if she should have walked home. It only would have been a few extra blocks, but with the threat of rain, she did not want to chance it. Now, however, Janet was beginning to regret that decision. The last thing she wanted was to damage her new record.

      Janet looked around at the other people on the subway car. They looked much like she did, wrapped up despite it being spring. The weather had not magically turned warmer when the calendars signified the end of winter and the beginning of the new season. The long range forecast was good, but at the moment, it was still too cold for Janet’s liking.

      “Home at last,” Janet sighed as soon as she was back in her apartment. She leaned back against the closed door and let her body relax. This was where she belonged.

      Janet wasted no time in playing her new record. She opened the lid on her record player and slid Style from its protective sleeve. Janet breathed deeply, inviting the subtle smells of the cardboard and vinyl into her nose. She loved that smell.

      After a moment to enjoy her olfactory sense, Janet placed the record in the player and then moved the needle to begin playing. After a brief pause, the music began.

      Janet had no idea what to expect from the record. She had never heard of Subliminal Society before, but it was her policy to buy every new album released on vinyl. It was her way of supporting the artists, but also encouraging other musical groups to release music that way. It was a win-win as far as she was concerned.

      As the music began to play, an eclectic mix of pop, folk, rock, hip-hop, and several other styles blasted through her speakers, a mishmash that Janet could not successfully explain. As the music played throughout her small apartment, she retreated to the kitchen where she opened the waiting bottle of wine. It was admittedly early in the day to be drinking, but this was one of Janet’s days off from work. She had four days off before her next shift as a nurse at the clinic.

      With a glass of wine in hand, Janet returned to the living room to listen to the record better. She sat down on the couch and read the backside of the cover. She always read the backs of record covers. This time, she found herself bobbing her head to the beat of the music, her body fully engaged.

      Time seemed to fly by as Janet listened to the front side of the record. When that finished, she got up briefly to flip the record over. The music continued and she returned to her seat on the couch. However, this time, Janet did not bother trying to occupy her mind. She let the music carry her away, letting her mind get lost in the waves and eddies of the melody, letting her shoulders twitch to the beat of the drums.

      “That was amazing,” Janet said at the end of the first playing. She could not believe she had never heard of Subliminal Society before. They were honestly the best musical group she had ever heard. After resetting the record to start afresh, Janet pulled up the Subliminal Society webpage to see if they had any live shows coming up that she could attend. If they were this good recorded, she could only imagine what they would be like live.

      Janet was left disappointed. There were no upcoming tour dates. The band was actively promoting their album in Europe, but would not make it to North America for at least a year.

      Not that Janet displayed her disappointment in any physical way. In fact, after a few minutes, she had forgotten all about it. The music wrapped around her and carried her off and away. It enveloped her mind, leaving her happy and relaxed without a care in the world.

      That feeling lasted until someone started banging on the wall. “Turn it down,” her neighbor shouted. “I don’t want to listen to that music anymore.”

      Janet looked up at the clock to see it was early evening. She had spent the entire day listening to the album on repeat. She did not even remember turning the record over after her first full listen.

      “Sorry,” Janet shouted back once she plugged her headphones in. She knew her neighbor could hear her. The walls in the building were thin, leaving little to any privacy between neighbors. She would consider moving, but there were no cheap apartments available within reasonable distance of the music store. That, coupled with her proximity to the clinic where she worked, left her wanting to stay in the neighborhood. The only problem was she could not afford a more expensive apartment and she was already getting a great deal on rent. Moving could mean doubling her rent and she simply did not have that kind of money.

      Janet could have stopped listening to the record once her neighbor began to complain. She could have turned off the record player and gone to the kitchen to begin making herself dinner. Instead, she put the headphones over her ears and let herself be once more drawn into the warm embrace of Subliminal Society. Nothing else mattered as evening transformed into night.

      And Janet did not stop listening to the record after that night. As soon as she woke up Saturday morning, she went to her record player and started it up. It was a continuous soundtrack to her day, repeating the album over and over again, only pausing to flip sides. Side A, then Side B, then Side A again, back and forth, over and over again, hour after hour.

      She was addicted. There was no other way to describe it. Janet could not stop herself from listening. Her life had a new soundtrack and it was Style by Subliminal Society.

      By the time that Janet returned to the clinic for her 12-hour shift on Tuesday, she no longer needed to listen to the record to hear the music playing in her head. She still did so when she was home, playing the record again and again. Every free moment Janet had at work left her running one of the songs from the album through her head. One after another, Janet played each song in her mind, only pausing when she had to actively think about her job and responsibilities.

      To say that Janet was distracted during work at the clinic would have been an understatement. She could barely stay focused on her tasks as the music ran through her head.

      “Janet, Mrs. Carrey wants to see you when you have a moment,” one of Janet’s coworkers informed her on Thursday. It was the equivalent of her Friday. It was only a three-day workweek for the clinic nurse and music aficionado.

      “Oh, thanks, Melissa,” Janet replied. “Do you mind taking over here for me. Mr. Jacobs here came in for his flu shot.”

      “Sure, no problem,” Melissa answered, slightly annoyed. She had been about to go on break. But she did not want to get Janet in any trouble. The nurses needed to look out for each other. “Always glad to help. But hurry back. I was about to go on break.”

      “You’re a doll,” Janet said. “I won’t keep you waiting.”

      Janet rushed off toward Mrs. Carrey’s office. She was the clinic administrator. As a nurse, getting called into her office was either a really good thing or a really bad thing. There was no in-between.

      It was only moments later when Janet knocked on Mrs. Carrey’s office door. She still wore her scrubs, not having time to change since she wanted to be prompt.

      Janet normally would have been scared, or at least worried. Getting called up to see the clinic administrator was an uncommon occurrence. She had never actually met the woman before. The hiring manager who hired Janet was the highest up the ladder she had personally met. It was more important to Janet and to the clinic itself that she focus on the patients, not the administrators.

      However, with the music of Subliminal Society still running through her head, she had a hard time finding anything worth worrying about. Fear seemed even more distant. The music both comforted her and emboldened her.

      “Take a seat please,” Mrs. Carrey said as soon as Janet had appeared. “We need to have a talk.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Janet said. It felt like there was a lump in her throat. It made it hard to swallow.

      “I have had reports that you have been distracted lately,” Mrs. Carrey said. “The doctors are telling me you have been slow to respond, like you are spending all you time daydreaming. I’ve heard reports from nurses that you are taking extra long breaks in the break room where you are humming to yourself. Is there anything you want to tell me to explain this strange and unacceptable behavior?”

      Janet’s mind began to race. Had she really been doing that? Had she really shirked her nursing duties as she let Subliminal Society play through her head? That was not something that could continue if she wanted to keep her job. She needed to stop listening to the album. She needed to go cold turkey.

      “I’m terribly sorry,” Janet said. “I’ll be sure not to let it happen again. I can promise you that. I will be a model employee from now on.”

      “That’s good,” Mrs. Carrey said. “I’ll be honest, I was beginning to wonder if you had been stealing drugs. I guess I can’t rule that out yet, but just know that I will have my eye on you. I will hold you to your promise. I can guarantee it.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Janet said. “I promise. And no drugs. I never would have considered that. Now if you don’t mind, I left another nurse to cover for me while I came here to speak with you. Can I return to relieve them?”

      “Go,” Mrs. Carrey said.

      And just like that, Janet left the room. She pushed herself out of her chair and quickly made for the exit. As soon as Mrs. Carrey’s office door was closed behind Janet, she let out a deep breath. That had been a close one. She did not want to risk that sort of meeting again anytime soon. She needed to get ahold of her self.  She could beat this.

      Of course, by the time Janet’s shift was over, her earlier promise seemed like a distant memory. She hummed quietly to herself as she made her way home.

      She was a block from her apartment when she saw a store front that caught her eye. Janet was never someone who felt attracted to sales displays and other advertising forms. That was what made this all the more obvious.

      “You have got to be kidding,” Janet told her reflection in the storefront glass as she peered inside to see a mannequin wearing a tight pair of shorts and a tight tank top. It was the sort of thing Janet figured young women wore. Janet was still young, but she was not that young. There was no way she could get away with wearing such an outfit. She did not even know why she was attracted to it.

      “You’ll look good in it if you try it on,” a voice inside Janet said. She had never felt such a disconnect between what she knew to be right and how she felt, because the truth was, there was something about that outfit that left her wanting to put it on. She needed to wear it.

      Janet sighed, knowing she would be making the trip into the changing room to try it on. It seemed inevitable.

      And that was exactly what happened. Only it did not end there. Janet found herself on a little shopping spree, buying clothes she had never imagined herself wearing before.

      Janet had a nice body. She worked out and ate well. She managed to keep her stress at the clinic at a minimum. The result was she had a body that many women would envy. Not that she bothered to show it off. She had always stuck to loose clothing, hiding her fit body beneath multiple layers. No one knew what Janet really looked like, not even her coworkers, who could watch her change in and out of her scrubs every day.

      However, the clothes Janet found herself adding to her “to buy” pile included short skirts and shorts, tight pants that were nearly impossible to get into or out of, fitted blouses, low-cut tank tops, even a few corset tops that pushed up her meager breasts and left a belt of taut flesh visible between the hem and the waist of whatever bottoms she wore.

      It was completely unlike her. Luckily, Janet had a lot of space on her credit cards. She might struggle to pay off her cards in full at the end of the month, but she could still continue to buy necessities for herself, like food, or pay her bills, like the electric utility bill.

      When Janet got home, her arms over laden with heavy bags full of clothes, she had no idea what to do with it all. Even if her closet had been empty, which it was not, she would have struggled to fit it all inside. It was as if she had bought an entirely new wardrobe. Worse, it was a wardrobe she had no intention of wearing.

      That was, until Janet put on her favorite album on the record player. With the sweet melodies of Subliminal Society flowing through her small apartment, Janet suddenly found the concept of cleaning out her closet to make way for the new additions to be not just a terrific idea, but one that desperately needed doing.

      Time flew by as Janet worked at reorganizing her closet. She listened through the album, both sides, twice before the thought of eating dinner had even crossed her mind. And by that point, it was almost too late to try and make dinner.

      “I could go out,” Janet said to herself. She looked down to see she had one last dress to put away. Janet had no memory of buying it. It was simply black, make of a stretchy material that was certain to hug her thin body to best effect.

      As much as she wanted to believe she was trying to decide, deep down she knew the decision had already been made. She was going to wear the little black dress and she was going to go out for dinner.

      Of course it took an hour for Janet to actually get ready. She had forgotten about her needed to wear makeup that matched her dress. That took the majority of the time as she prepared herself to be seen outside. The thought of going out without wearing makeup suddenly felt completely foreign and wrong. Never mind the fact Janet never wore any to work. But that was work. This was more like a special occasion. Although the only occasion Janet could think of celebrating was her shopping spree. That would have to do until she thought of something better.

      Janet found herself browsing the record selection at the music store again on Friday. Standing there as she looked over the new albums on display, nothing jumped out at her. At the very least, nothing seemed like it would compare to Subliminal Society.

      The band was perfect as far as she could tell. Every note was expertly played and placed in the music. There was not a single element missing on any of the tracks from the album. The music was perfect.

      “Nothing interesting today,” Janet said as she headed for the door. “I’ll see you next week.”

      The music shop clerk waved good-bye, but said nothing. He was too caught up in looking at the way Janet’s ass undulated from side to side as she wore a pair of short denim shorts with the cuffs rolled up to make them even shorter. He had never seen her wear such an outfit before, but he liked it. He wished more women entered the store dressed like that. It would certainly make his day better.

      Normally, Janet would have gone straight home. This time, however, she got held up at a boutique that sold shoes. Janet was not the sort of woman who cared about footwear. She believed the brain was what matters and her brain preferred wearing flat shoes.

      However, it seemed that there was no arguing with herself. Just as she had the night before, Janet went on a small shopping spree. This time, however, the only items on Janet’s list were shoes. They were varied across color and style, but they all had one thing in common. They all had high heels. And it seemed the higher the heel, the more Janet wanted them.

      She even bought heels to wear around at home. Cork wedge slides seemed like the perfect way to keep comfortable while still looking her best at home. Suddenly that was important to her.

      This was all a big change for Janet. Her home attire consisted of a baggy sweatshirt and an old pair of well broken in jeans. She often left her shoes by the front door—in an effort to keep her home cleaner—choosing to go barefoot or wear socks at home. Those days were over.

      Returning home, Janet could only imagine what her credit cards now looked like. She would definitely have trouble paying off the balance at the end of the month. The volume of her purchases was what truly amazed her. Janet had never owned more than a few pairs of shoes at one time. There was no need to have a closet full.

      But Janet seemed incapable of telling herself no while out shopping. The store clerk had to help her out to her car with all of the pairs of shoes she bought. He had to make two trips. Janet figured she could go several weeks without wearing the same shoes twice.

      Following her three-day week, Janet only had three days off before her next shift at the clinic. When she returned to work on Monday, she walked like she was a whole new woman.

      “Look at you,” Melissa said as the pair met in the changing room at the start of the shift. “You have a hot date tonight? Or maybe last night?”

      Janet looked down at her body, analyzing her outfit. She looked good. She looked really good, hot even. The salmon halter top left her shoulders bare and hugged her body, showing a decent amount of cleavage, such as it was, as well as about two inches of skin between the bottom of the top and the top of her jeans.

      Those jeans were also part of her new wardrobe. They were tight and did something spectacular to the shape of her ass. Even with the thickness of the denim, Janet had opted to wear a thong as she was afraid of the lines of her panties showing through.

      Of course, the whole package was made by Janet’s heels. They were black, to match the black of her pants. The shoes lifted her heels at least four inches off the ground, creating a pleasing curve for her legs as they rose to meet her ass. The straps across her toes and around her ankle featured metal studs to give them flash.

      “Thanks,” Janet said. “I’m trying something new.”

      “I’ll say,” Melissa said, still flabbergasted by her coworkers sudden change in style. Usually she wore much more comfortable clothes to and from work. “Did you remember your trainers?”

      It was normal for Janet to wear trainers or walking shoes at the clinic. She was on her feet too much to wear anything else. It was common for her to take those shoes home for the weekend to make sure they were properly cleaned.

      Janet looked in her locker and then in the small purse she had brought with her. Her locker only had a clean pair of scrubs to wear. Her purse was too small to fit one shoe, let alone both.

      “Um, I guess I forgot them,” Janet said, confused. It was unlike her to forget something so important. But as she thought back to her time off, she remembered replacing all of her trainers in her closet with high heels. She honestly did not remember what she did with the shoes she took out.

      “Your feet are going to be killing you by tonight,” Melissa said. She did not say, “Serves you right,” but she was thinking it. “Maybe you can race home on your lunch break to grab them.”

      Janet waited for Melissa to leave the changing room before she finished changing herself. She quickly realized she had forgotten more than just her shoes. She was not wearing a bra either. Nor was wearing a thong beneath her pant scrubs exactly comfortable.

      “Stupid, stupid, stupid,” Janet scolded herself as she clicked and clacked down the hallway toward her station. She felt like an idiot wearing heels with her scrubs as she got to work. Unfortunately, there was nothing she could do about it.

      The clinic got slammed that day. They were slammed all week with an influx of patients. The waiting room always seemed packed.

      That meant Janet did not make it home at lunch to change her shoes. She barely got to take a break at all. She was moving from room to room, patient to patient, in a nonstop tour of nursing. All the while, her heels clicked on the linoleum floor.

      Unfortunately, Janet’s shoe issues did not go away. When she returned home Monday, she could not find her trainers. Every pair of shoes without a heel had simply disappeared. As fas as she could guess, she had thrown them in the garbage. And the garbage had already been picked up, so there was no going back to dig them out.

      At least Janet had a partial solution. She was going to be stuck wearing heels, but she could at least wear a pair of high-heeled workout shoes she had purchased. Janet had no idea why she bought them when she did. She simply saw them and had to have them. Presumably, they were for working out at the gym, even with the raised heel.

      The only problem was Janet suddenly could not find herself able to wear the trainers with anything other than workout clothes. And even that seemed limited to sports bras and either tight booty shorts or even tighter yoga pants. None of those were exactly appropriate to wear to work.

      But Janet persisted. She could not just quit. She needed to go to work. It helped that the Subliminal Society album was on constant play. At home, she listened to the album on repeat all night. When out, it ran through her head as if she were listening to it at home. Despite her issues with her sudden change in style, Janet knew she could rely on Subliminal Society to calm her and make everything better.

      However, by the time Thursday came along, Janet knew there was going to be trouble. Her ability to focus at work had not improved and her choice of shoes left her mincing around. She always seemed to be running behind schedule. The busyness of the clinic only made it worse.

      “Mrs. Carrey wants to see you again,” Melissa shared in passing as the two nurses hurried about. Melissa moved much faster due to her much more functional footwear. “She doesn’t look happy.”

      “Fudge,” Janet said. Her heart rate shot up as she realized what this meant. Janet feared for her job. Despite last week’s warning, she had not shown any improvement. In fact, she was doing a worse job than ever. The patients seemed to like her, but she knew she was too slow. It was not her fault high heels slowed her down. But she knew it was her fault that she kept wearing such difficult footwear.

      “Fingers crossed,” Melissa said.

      “Thanks. Here’s hoping I don’t get fired.”

      Those hopes were dashed. Janet got fired. Mrs. Carrey had no interest in listening to excuses. She simply told Janet that her performance was not good enough and that she could go home. Janet’s shift was not even over yet. Her weekend was about to get a little longer.
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      The soothing melodies of Subliminal Society was not even enough to calm Janet when she returned home Thursday afternoon. After changing into her home attire, which consisted of lingerie with a shear robe over it and her wedge slides on her feet, Janet sat down and began updating her resume.

      Sleep was fleeting that night, leaving her tired and surly Friday morning. She nearly considered skipping her weekly trip to the music store to try and sleep more, but she knew she needed to get out of the house. She needed to replace the stylus on her record player too. She was on her last one and it was starting to wear. That was not helped by her near constant playing of Style.

      Janet took her time getting ready to go out. Without a job to structure her life, she found herself taking more time in arranging her appearance.

      Despite feeling sorry for herself, Janet wanted to look her best. “If I look good, I’ll feel good,” Janet told herself as she looked through her closet for the perfect outfit. She did not know where she had heard the line, but she hoped it would be true. Losing her job sucked, but she did not need to feel too sorry for herself. Even though it had only been a day, she needed to put herself back out there and enjoy life a little.

      Janet opted for a bit of a rocker theme for her outfit. She wore fishnet stockings under a short leather skirt. She opted for a corset style top and a cropped leather jacket. All of the clothing items were new. For shoes, she went with high-heeled ankle boots. Everything was black.

      “Wow,” the music store clerk said when Janet entered. He had been expecting her, as he did every Friday, but never dressed as she now was. “Going to a concert later?”

      “Me?” Janet said. She looked around to see she and the clerk were the only two people in the store. “No, I just wanted…”

      Janet trailed off, not sure what to say.

      “I’m sorry if this in inappropriate, but you look amazing. I’ve never seen you dress up like this.”

      Janet paused and looked down at her outfit. Dressed up? She did not see herself as dressed up. She was just simply dressed. The rocker theme just seemed to fit her trip to the music store. As much as she struggled to dress for her former role as a nurse, Janet found it much easier to dress for a trip to the music store.

      “Thanks,” Janet said with a smile. “I’m glad you like it. It’s new.”

      The clerk left Janet alone. He knew what she was there for and had long ago learned not to get between her and her music. She made a bee-line for the records.

      The bell on the door jingled as soon as Janet reached the records. She looked up to see a well dressed man walk in. He wore a white shirt and khaki pants with brown loafers, but there was something about the way the man comported himself that told Janet he was a doctor. After working alongside them for years, she could easily spot them in a crowd.

      Janet otherwise ignored the man as she turned her attention to the records. She wished they had been sorted by when they had come into the store. It would have made her life easier, but they were in alphabetical order by the artist’s name. Standard stuff. Unfortunately, that meant Janet had to sort through all the records looking for new material.

      Janet had reached the M’s when she felt a presence beside her.

      “There they are,” the man said. “I knew they had to have records around here someplace.”

      Right away Janet’s attention was pulled away from the vinyl records in front of her and to the man standing beside her.

      “I’m sorry,” the man said. “I don’t mean to intrude. My office manager is leaving and I wanted to get her a present. I already bought her a record player. Now I just need to find her some music to play on it.”

      Janet had never heard such words from anyone else before. She knew others like her must exist, but she had come to terms with the fact she would never meet them outside of discussion forums online. She was immediately smitten.

      “What kind of music does she like?” Janet found herself asking. “Maybe I can help?”

      “I don’t really know,” the man answered truthfully. “My cosmetic surgery clinic has been so busy recently, I haven’t had the chance to talk to her much about those sorts of things. But I figured since vinyl is starting to make a comeback, I should help spread the word and help people go back to the good old days.”

      Janet looked the man up and down. He did not appear that old. In fact, she would have been surprised if his practice was more than a couple years old. She had never considered plastic surgery before, both for herself or as a specialty. It all seemed so creepy and vain.

      But as Janet stood there, she had an idea. She skipped to the S’s to look for more copies of her favorite record. And just like that, there was another copy of Style.

      “Here,” Janet said, picking up the record and holding it out toward the man. “I bought this two weeks ago. It’s an eclectic mix of genres, but I can’t stop listening to it.”

      The man took the record and looked it over.

      “Interesting cover,” the man said. “But you said it’s good. That seals it for me. My name’s Mike Hunnicutt.”

      “Janet.”

      She suddenly became shy and found herself turning slightly from side to side while holding her hands down by her waist.

      “I don’t know how to thank you,” Steve said. “Here, take my card. If you can think of anything, let me know.”

      Janet took the offered card and watched as the man made his way to the counter and checked out. Her eyes did not leave him until after the bell on the door had finished ringing after his exit.

      She looked down at the card. Unless he was lying about his position, he was indeed a doctor—a surgeon in fact—with his own practice. Janet pulled her eyes away from the card, pocketing it, and back toward the records.

      “There’s a new one,” Janet whispered. She reached out her hands slowly and pulled out the record from the display.

      It was another Subliminal Society record. This was called Plastic. Janet could not believe it. She had not expected a new album so soon. But here it was. And it would be hers.

      Janet rushed home after buying Plastic. She walked home, not wanting to jostle the record on the subway. Her heels were the only impediment, but she did not care. The shoes were too important to her outfit to consider wearing something else.

      And as slow as her heels forced her to walk, even when in a rush, Janet knew they did delicious things to her stride. Her ass swayed with each step she took. Her small breasts jiggled and bounced, creating an eye-catching display should anyone care to look.

      But those looks were unimportant, at least at the moment. Janet had more important things on her mind. Specifically, she needed to get home to begin listening to the new album.

      “That’s much better,” Janet said once she was home and had begun to play Plastic in her record player. The music sounded out, reverberating throughout the room, but concentrating inside her body.

      Despite never having heard the music on the record before, Janet felt as if she had finally found an old friend. There was a comfort in the music that she could not begin to describe, but it was what she needed, more than anything now that she was without a job.

      Janet played the entire album straight through as she sat on the couch, listening attentively. She only got up to flip the record over to play the second side. Nothing else could distract her from her music.

      “Wow,” Janet said after the album was over. “That was the best music I’ve ever heard.”

      And it was true. The music of Plastic had put Style to shame. It was infinitely better. Janet almost wondered if she could ever go back to listening to Style again when Plastic was so much better. Maybe she could only for nostalgia’s sake.

      After that first listen, Janet sat there for a moment in silence, letting her thoughts collect before she began to play the record again.

      “The card,” Janet said as she jumped up. “Dr. Hunnicutt. That’s the solution.”

      Janet rummaged through her jacket, looking for the business card. This was a perfect idea. She had a medical background as a nurse. Dr. Hunnicutt was possibly in need of a new office manager. At the very least, he had an interest in vinyl. She had to call him.

      “Hello, this is Dr. Mike Hunnicutt,” came the familiar voice on the phone. “How can I help you?”

      Janet was confused for a moment. She had been expecting to talk to a secretary first. That was how these sorts of things worked. Then she remembered the whole reason for Dr. Hunnicutt visiting the music store in the first place. He was buying a gift for his departing office manager.

      “Hi,” Janet said, unsure of herself. “This is Janet. We met a few hours ago at the music store.”

      “Oh, yes, Janet,” Dr. Hunnicutt said cheerfully. “I must admit, I wasn’t expecting to hear from you quite this soon.”

      “Yes,” Janet said. “I hadn’t expected to be calling you this soon, but I had an idea.”

      “Yes?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked. “I’m all ears.”

      “You said your office manager is leaving. I was wondering if you have found a replacement for her yet?”

      “Honestly, not yet,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “I’ve been debating whether I should hire an outside agency to assign someone or not.”

      “If it’s not too bold,” Janet said, “I would like to put my name forward as a possibility. I was a nurse at a clinic until recently, so I have medical training. Admittedly, I haven’t done much office work, but I can’t imagine it could be that hard. I am already familiar with medical ethics and privacy, so I wouldn’t require any training on that front.”

      “Wow,” Dr. Hunnicutt said with surprise. He had not expected a candidate to fall into his lap so quickly and easily. Then again, he knew better than to hire the first person to drop into his lap. He would need to check into Janet first, making sure she was who she said she was.

      “Why don’t you come down to my office for an interview,” Dr. Hunnicutt continued. “I have a clear schedule this afternoon if you have the time. If you have an updated resume, that would be great, but I understand if that’s not possible on such short turn-around.”

      “I’ll be there in an hour,” Janet said, seizing the opportunity. She had never desired to work in a cosmetic surgery clinic before, but she felt like her mind was changing on that front.

      “Terrific,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “I will see you then.”

      An hour turned out to be a little optimistic, but Dr. Hunnicutt did not seem to mind that she was 15 minutes late. He did not even glance at his watch when she stepped into the waiting room.

      The Janet that arrived at Dr. Hunnicutt’s office looked very different from the Janet who met him at the music store. Before she had favored a leather look that made her look like a rock chick. Now she looked much more professional, wearing a white blouse tucked into the longest skirt she seemed to own now, which still did not reach her knees.  Her fashion had changed so much in recent weeks, she was still adjusting.

      And like before, Janet wore a tall pair of heels, a black pair that fit her overall professional look. She always wore heels now. It was an unspoken rule. And she was glad she did.

      Dr. Hunnicutt stood up from behind the desk in the waiting room. The screen had some kind of schedule on it. Janet figured it was his surgery schedule for the next week, but that was only a guess. She was sure she would learn if she got the job.

      “Hello,” Dr. Hunnicutt said in greeting. He rose to his feet and held out his hand. “Good to meet you again. It seems fortuitous that we met.”

      Janet reached out her hand and shook his gently. “It certainly seems so. I can only hope I live up to your expectations. I brought a resume. I was updating it last night. I figured I should be honest about being let go yesterday.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt hesitated for a moment. That was not news he wanted to hear.

      “Can I ask what reason they gave?”

      “They said I was distracted,” Janet answered. Again, truthfulness seemed the best option. “And they probably didn’t like that I sometimes wore heels at work, although not completely on purpose. I forgot my regular shoes and only had a pair of heels to wear Monday.”

      “Hmm,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “Well, I want to thank you for being honest with me. As of yet, none of what you have told me would preclude me from hiring you. Let’s go to my office and we can sit down and talk properly.”

      Janet followed the doctor into his office. As soon as she stepped through the door she recognized that she was not at her former clinic anymore. The doctors’ offices there had been spartan. The walls usually held the various diplomas and awards the doctors had earned, but the rest of the walls were filled with medically related posters, like a vaccination schedule or a tutorial about washing hands.

      Dr. Hunnicutt’s office had the diplomas and whatnot hanging on the wall behind his desk. The rest of the room was decorated with paintings and other art. If it were not for the tray on a side table with two breast implants sitting on it, Janet never would have known Dr. Hunnicutt was actually a doctor, let alone a plastic surgeon.

      Janet took a seat across from the doctor. He looked much more relaxed now that he was in his own office and not at the computer in the waiting room. His job was to be the surgeon, not the secretary. And despite the former being much more difficult and requiring more training than the latter, he looked much more at ease with what he was familiar with.

      “Do you have any experience working with files?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked. “We use a computer system, but also have hard copies of certain documents.”

      The doctor asked several questions along these lines and Janet answered them to the best of her ability. If she did not know something, she said it. If she had no experience at something, she said that too.

      “Janet,” Dr. Hunnicutt said after he had depleted his list of questions. “I don’t know what it is about you, but I believe you might just be perfect for this job. The filing system you can learn as you go. But the medical knowledge you have makes you eminently qualified. And since you need a job right now, it only makes sense to hire you, at least for the time being. I can understand if you continue looking elsewhere in the meantime. I won’t hold it against you if you leave shortly.”

      Janet smiled to herself. A part of her wanted to ask the question, “What will you hold against me?” But she held her tongue. She was not sure why, but she felt something new and different about Dr. Hunnicutt. He was attractive, there was no doubt about that. And she noticed a lack of a ring on his finger, meaning he was not married. Why that mattered, Janet could not be sure, but she had a feeling their relationship would be more than strictly professional.

      “Anyway, if you want the job, it’s yours,” Dr. Hunnicutt continued. “And if so, we should probably iron out some things like pay and benefits.”

      “Yes, I want the job,” Janet answered. “I’ll take it.”

      Janet’s face became tinged with red. She just realized by being so eager, she was giving away her bargaining power. But still, as long as the pay was decent, she was all in. Everything else would just be gravy as far as she was concerned.

      The pair continued to talk. Dr. Hunnicutt laid out the pay and benefits package his former office manager had earned. Janet was looking at a pay cut, but a small one. Her benefits were much better. She would lose her sometimes four-day weekends, but she would be on a more normal work schedule. Her healthcare would be better, and entirely paid for by the practice. Her sick leave was better too. Basically, there were no limits. As long as she arranged for the leave in advance, barring emergencies of course, she was free to take as much leave as she needed.

      Then there were the other perks of working at a cosmetic surgery clinic. Janet had never considered having plastic surgery performed on her. She had never felt the need. But Dr. Hunnicutt offered her any work she wanted done. The only cost to her would be the drugs. And those would be at wholesale prices.

      The interview ended with another handshake and an agreement for Janet to report to work Monday morning. She left with a smile on her face and a reason to celebrate.

      That celebration started with another listen to Plastic. The moment Janet arrived home, she went straight to the record player and turned on the music. She stood there for a moment, letting the harmonies and melodies wash over her. They gave her an energy that, when mixed with her happiness, led her to dance around the room.

      “I got the job, I got the job, I got the job,” Janet sang to herself to the tune of the song that played.

      Normally, such an occasion as a new job would have led Janet to spending a night out on the town. A night of drinking and dancing with friends to celebrate was just what she normally wanted to do.

      That was not the case this time. The music was too important. Someday, once the album had been fully imprinted on her brain, just like Style had been, Janet would be able to go out and spend time anywhere, confident she could recall her favorite music at any time for any reason, good and bad.

      Janet was reminded of college, when she would spend her weekend studying rather than partying as many of her classmates had done. This time, rather than study an academic subject like biology or chemistry, she was studying the music, learning every ebb and flow of the sound, learning the lyrics as they poured out from the speakers and directly into her.

      The celebration went long into the night. Janet played the album on repeat, switching to her headphones after her neighbor complained about the noise. There was no way she would turn the music off for anyone. She needed to continue listening.

      Janet slept late Saturday morning. Plastic was starting to run through her head without the actual music playing, just like Style had, but she was still a ways off from having it become the new soundtrack to her life. She needed to listen to it more until it had been burned into her mind.

      As soon as Janet woke up, she turned on the music as she started her weekend. However, as the music played, she started to wonder something. Janet never paid much attention to her hair. Since upgrading her fashion sense and style, she had been styling her hair differently. She took the time with it every day to make it look better, but now the rich brown locks seemed to be missing something.

      “Blonde,” Janet finally said. It was an epiphany. It was time to give up her old hair and embrace something new. It was time to dye her hair blonde, the lighter the better, although Janet was not sure why. All she knew was she needed to visit a salon as soon as possible.

      It was two hours later when Janet found herself at the hair salon. As soon as she had set her mind on dying her hair, Janet began making phone calls. Luckily, the salon she usually patronized had a spot open for her, although it was with a different stylist than she usually saw.

      Janet could have waited. She did not need to have her hair dyed immediately. There was no rush. But Janet did not feel that way. Instead, it felt like a compulsion. She needed to dye her hair. Why? She did not know. Nor did she want to find out.

      The process was longer than Janet had figured it would take. The stylist worked carefully to strip Janet’s hair of its previous rich color. Then a toner was added to give it the proper look and sheen.

      Once the stylist had finished, Janet looked at her reflection with awe. The face, the body, it was clearly her, but her hair disguised that fact. It was so strikingly different and Janet loved it. The new color would require some time for adjustment, however. But Janet was sure it would be worth it.

      When Janet arrived Monday morning at Dr. Hunnicutt’s office for her first day on the job, the doctor was forced to do a double take at the sight of her.

      “Your hair wasn’t that color on Friday was it?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked.

      Janet giggled as she fluffed her hair to make it more prominent. “You like? I wanted to try something different and I thought this would be a nice change to go along with a change of careers.”

      The doctor never noticed she did not answer his question directly. But the truth was, Dr. Hunnicutt did like Janet’s new hair color. He had always been partial to blondes. It was part of the way he was wired. Despite population statistics saying otherwise, Dr. Hunnicutt had informally  observed that many of his patients were blondes, although he was certain many of them were not natural blondes. Not that he cared about that distinction. In fact, Dr. Hunnicutt often liked the less realistic colors, of which platinum blonde seemed to be among.

      “You look absolutely fetching, my dear,” Dr. Hunnicutt said, trying to avoid saying anything that could be construed as harassment. He had never behaved inappropriately before and had no plans to in the future, but there was always a risk of poor communication with new hires. Janet might not understand the intentions behind his actions.

      Janet blushed and looked down. “Thank you, sir,” she said. She had wanted to look good on her first day of work, but now that she had actually been complimented about her appearance, she felt shy.

      The first hour of work proved to be difficult for both Janet and the doctor. They spent that time helping Janet learn the office systems like the scheduler and the phones. Dr. Hunnicutt would lean over Janet as he introduced her to the computer system, trying in vain to hide his erection. Her blonde hair and fit body were affecting him more than he wanted to let on.

      For Janet’s part, she was painfully aware of Dr. Hunnicutt’s reaction to her body. She wanted nothing more than to reach out and touch him, starting with his arm, then his face, growing bolder before she opened his pants to release his cock.

      Janet could just imagine her sliding to her knees to suck off her boss. The idea had come from nowhere. These were not thoughts Janet normally considered. She was no slut, even if her sense of style had changed in recent weeks.

      “Work first,” Janet had to remind herself after the doctor finished his instructions. “Body later.” The latter had been an acceptance that she would need to find some relief eventually. Whether that relief came during her lunch hour or if it came when she was home and could masturbate to the music of Plastic did not matter. What did matter was she needed to focus. She needed to focus on her work and on the music playing in her head.

      Luckily, the work was good for Janet. It gave her something to do. The work was easy, but required just enough mental energy to keep her occupied. The rest of her brain cells could listen to the music playing in her head.

      “How did it go today?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked as he was wrapping up for the day. He had completed several consultations with patients, but had a surgery free day. That would change Tuesday, with two surgeries on the schedule already.

      “I think it went smoothly,” Janet said. It had not taken long for her to learn the scheduling system. She had not tried to schedule consultations at the same time as surgeries. All in all, it had been a successful and productive day.

      “That’s great to hear,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “You have no idea how much it means to have someone I can trust sitting in that chair. You are a real lifesaver.”

      “Thank you, Doctor,” Janet said. “I will see you tomorrow. Have a good night.”

      Janet left the office that evening, but she did not go straight home, as much as she would have liked that. The thought of relaxing all evening with a glass or two of wine while listening to Subliminal Society was a strong motivator.

      However, it had been a lunchtime text from Melissa that had Janet leaving work to visit a nearby restaurant for happy hour.

      “Oh my god,” Melissa said the moment Janet slipped into the booth across from her. “Your hair. What did you do to it?”

      It had only been two days since Janet had impulsively elected to dye her hair blonde, but other than Dr. Hunnicutt’s reaction in the morning, she had almost forgotten it had changed. The color seemed so much more natural on her than her old hair.

      “I dyed it on Saturday,” Janet said. “I had just gotten a new job and wanted to celebrate.”

      “With a new hair color?” Melissa asked, confused. She had never seen Janet act this way before. She had never shown any inclination to caring about her hair.

      Janet shrugged her shoulders. “Why not? Anyway, I really like it. I think I’m going to keep it.”

      “You look great regardless.”

      After celebrating her new job with a new hair color, Janet had gone out and completed another big shopping spree. This time she was on the hunt for office work appropriate attire. She could still wear her other clothes on a casual basis, but she needed to maintain some semblance of professionalism at Dr. Hunnicutt’s practice. And she could still keep the sexy edge she had adopted, just slightly toned down. At least she did not need to cover up everyday with scrubs. That part of her life was over, as far as she was concerned.

      “Thanks,” Janet said. “And I feel great. Life is so much better now. I’m actually glad I got fired.”

      The pair spent the evening chatting, drinking and eating. They went way past the end of happy hour, but neither of them cared. It was a chance to both catch up after a crazy few days, but also become better friends, for they were no longer coworkers and could adopt a more friendly relationship.

      Despite that, Janet was thankful to arrive home at the end of the night. It was late, but she needed to listen to Plastic at least once before she went to bed. She never would have been able to sleep otherwise.

      The week went on as scheduled. Janet continued to learn her new job, making few mistakes along the way. The ones she did make were easy to fix and caused no irreparable harm. A simple apology was all that was needed when it came to Dr. Hunnicutt’s clients.

      However, by Friday morning, Janet was becoming fidgety. She needed something. She needed something from Dr. Hunnicutt. Never in her life had she considered having any work done to her body. It was her who made her body do work. That was still true now, with how she worked out so frequently, but with one caveat.

      “Dr. Hunnicutt?” Janet said at the start of her lunch break. She stood in the open doorway to his office.

      “What can I do for you, my dear?” Dr. Hunnicutt responded cheerfully. It had only been a week, but he had come to enjoy Janet’s presence in the office. She always brightened his day.

      “I’ve been thinking about using one of my benefits,” Janet said, her voice barely louder than a whisper. She was nervous about what she was about to ask.

      “Oh?” the doctor said. “Thinking about adding to your beauty? Take a seat and let’s talk.”

      Janet shuffled into the office and took a seat. Her heels were especially high today, making walking a little more difficult than she had imagined. Not that Janet would have worn something else. She planned to get used to them eventually, preferably sooner rather than later.

      “I was wondering about lip fillers,” Janet said, a little louder this time. She sat in the same seat in which Dr. Hunnicutt had offered her the job a week before. Knowing how well that conversation had gone, she felt emboldened.

      The doctor’s eyes lit up at Janet’s request. He loved the look of plump lips on a beautiful woman. He was already imagining Janet with lips that were just a little too big to be natural. That was his ideal. Big enough to make it clear work had been done, but not big enough so that an observer could automatically assume work had been done. It was a fine line, but Dr. Hunnicutt rarely got to push for it. He had to serve the desires of his clients.

      “We can definitely do that,” the doctor finally said. “And I’m happy to answer any questions you might have about them.”

      The pair discussed various options. Dr. Hunnicutt even brought out some pictures for Janet to look at, comparisons of different ways the fillers could be applied and the different amounts.

      “You know,” Dr. Hunnicutt said as Janet leafed through a photo album of some of the doctor’s work, “I have the fillers in stock. We can use them at the end for he day if you’d like.”

      “Um,” Janet said as she contemplated Dr. Hunnicutt’s offer at the same time she considered a photo she particularly liked.

      “But you don’t have to today. I’m just making the offer. We can do it another time, or not at all if you’d prefer.”

      “Wait,” Janet said. She suddenly felt pressured. No, she wanted this. She did not need the doctor talking her out of it. “I like these.” Janet pointed to the photo album page in front of her. “And today would be great. Assuming that works.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt smiled as he saw the lips Janet had chosen. Those were his favorites. And her face was a near identical match to the woman in the photo. Her nose was different, longer, bigger, but her mouth, jaw, and cheeks were almost exactly the same.

      “Absolutely,” the doctor said. “I’ll come get you at the end of the day. I’m sure you will be happy.”

      “Thank you, Doctor,” Janet said before she fled the office. She rushed out, not wanting herself to back out. She was still torn about the whole thing.

      The problem was, the idea of having her lips plumped up with filler was something very new to her. It had come to her while she was taking a bath the night before. Plastic was playing in the background. Even if it had not been, Janet would have been humming it. The music had become a regular fixture in her life. Every waking moment either had it playing on her record player or playing in her head from memory.

      All of a sudden, as Janet sat back in her warm bath, a glass of wine in her hand, relaxing, she realized she needed plumper lips. This was not a desire. It was a need.

      Janet had tossed and turned all night. Her sleep came fleetingly. She nearly called in sick that morning, but she dragged herself to work with a mission. She needed to ask Dr. Hunnicutt to give her lip fillers.

      With the conversation out of the way and an agreement set, Janet needed to get out of the office for a while. It was her lunch break after all, but the thought of spending another minute in the office at the moment seemed to set her on edge.

      “I’m going for a walk,” she told herself as she picked up her jacket and her purse from behind her desk before walking out of the office. Moments later she was on the street walking as fast as her feet would carry her. “At least I’m getting practice in these heels,” Janet told herself as she walked.

      Before she knew it, Janet found herself standing in front of the music store. With her new work hours, she normally would have needed to give up on her Friday trip to look at the new records. But now that she was there, she figured she had nothing to lose. Might as well stop in now. If she waited until after work, she might not have time. Janet did not know how long her lip filling procedure would last.

      The familiar bell rang as Janet stepped inside the store. Other than the clerk behind the counter, the store was empty.

      “There’s my favorite customer,” the man said in greeting. “I was beginning to wonder if you were going to be a no-show today. You’re later than usual.”

      Janet smiled at the clerk. Despite being a regular customer, she did not actually know his name. And after so long, she was too embarrassed to ask now. After all this time, she should have known it.

      “I got a new job,” Janet explained. “No more Friday’s off. I’m actually on my lunch break right now.”

      “Good for you,” the clerk said. “I’m still glad to see you though. The new vinyls are where they always are.”

      “Thanks.”

      Janet made a bee-line toward the vinyl section. Despite her interest to see if there were more albums by Subliminal Society, she did not skip ahead. She started with the A’s and worked her way through the alphabet.

      There was little that was new. Some weeks brought lots of new records, some weeks brought few. And it was possible someone else had already been to the store and looted the new records. Janet’s lunchtime visit was later than usual. Someone could have beaten her to the new stuff.

      Still, Janet went through her routine. She looked at every vinyl record, just to make sure it was something she already had.

      “Ooh, here’s a new one,” Janet said as she pulled out a record. “Well, not a new one, but a new to the store one.”

      It was a Rush album, one Janet did not have. She pulled it out to buy, although she had no idea when she would listen to it. Plastic was the only record in her rotation right now. But the Rush album would be a nice addition to her collection. It would get listened to eventually, she was sure of it.

      In fact, as Janet continued looking through the records, there were two Rush albums. An idea came to her in the moment. She pulled the second album out and continued looking.

      Minutes later, she was at the front of the store to purchase the two records. She was disappointed not to see a new Subliminal Society album, but she was not surprised. Plastic had been a surprise. She doubted they would release a second surprise album like that when they were still touring on Style.

      “Two copies?” the clerk asked as he rang up Janet’s purchase.

      “One’s a gift for my new boss,” Janet said. “I actually met him here at the store last week. He likes vinyl. I know this is a good album. I just hope he likes it.”

      “It’s a classic,” the clerk said. “I’m sure he will.”

      “Thanks,” Janet said. “I’ll see you next week. I think this is going to have to be standard, me coming on my Friday lunch break.”

      “Looking forward to it,” the clerk said before the familiar bell sounded on Janet’s exit.

      Work that afternoon seemed to go by both quickly and agonizingly slowly. The work itself was easy and a nice distraction, but Janet kept checking the clock to see when the workday was over.

      The actual end of the workday could vary from day to day. In her first week, Janet had left the office as early as 3:30 and as late as 5:00. It all depended on Dr. Hunnicutt’s schedule. If he left for the day, she was allowed to leave too, all without a pay cut. That was another perk she had come to learn about.

      Janet checked the schedule for the eighth time that afternoon, checking again when his day was scheduled to be over. There was a consolation at 3:30. After that, there was nothing scheduled, but that did not mean Dr. Hunnicutt was free. He had paperwork and other responsibilities that did not always show up on the schedule.

      Janet had said good-bye to the woman that was Dr. Hunnicutt’s 3:30 consultation. She was apparently interested in a breast augmentation. From her limited experience, it was a short consultation. Janet had yet to figure out if that was a good thing or a bad thing.

      It was only a minute later that the phone rang. It was the internal line.

      “Hello, this is Janet,” she said, answering the phone. She was certain it was the doctor, but he had a nursing staff to consider as well. There were a handful of people who could be calling her on the internal line.

      “I’m ready for you,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “I’ve got everything set up in Room 3. Come join me when you’re ready.”

      “Yes, Doctor,” Janet said before she practically leaped out of her chair. She started for the door before remembering her present. It seemed the least she could do for her boss giving her free lip filler. She was vaguely aware of the costs. He and his business were eating that cost for her. After the moment’s delay to retrieve the album, Janet rushed down the hallway.

      Janet paused as she reached the door to Room 3. The door was shut, giving her a moment to compose herself before she met with her boss. She stood up straight and tucked the record album under her arm and then opened the door.

      “Welcome,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. He was smiling. Janet liked his smile. Seeing it made her feel like she was pleasing him. And that in turn made her want to please him all the more. At the very least he was a man who liked his job. But he seemed to like her, which was a huge relief. After being supervised by Mrs. Carrey at the clinic, it was nice to have a boss who actually liked her, or people in general. Janet would not have been surprised if Mrs. Carrey had not even liked Mr. Carrey.

      “I bought this for you on my lunch break,” Janet said, holding out the record album. “It’s my way of saying thanks. I hope you like it. You said you liked vinyl, but I don’t know if you like Rush.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt looked into Janet’s eyes. Tears were beginning to form. “I’m a big classic rock fan,” he said. “Thank you. And I don’t have this album on vinyl, so this is perfect. I’ll be sure to listen to it at home tonight.”

      Janet’s lower lip trembled. She was close to crying too.

      “Now, enough of music and kindness,” Dr. Hunnicutt said, standing up straight and taking charge. “It’s time to plump up those lips of yours, my dear. I guarantee you’ll like them as much as you like music on vinyl.”

      Janet was not sure that could be true, but she sure hoped so. The doctor motioned for her to take a seat in the chair in the center of the room. This was far outside of Janet’s domain. She worked in the waiting room and the adjacent file room. There was nothing beyond Dr. Hunnicutt’s office that pertained directly to Janet’s work. This was the first time she had seen any of the exam rooms, even though she was likely as affective a nurse as any of the nurses on staff. The difference was her job was fully client facing and did not require her nursing skills.

      The doctor set aside the record album and donned his gloves. He then finished preparing the tray with the filler so that it would be at hand when he began.

      Janet sat down warily. She was still not sure if she was making the right choice or not. There was a nagging voice in her head that she was crazy for doing this. But that voice was no fun to listen to. It was easier to let the music from Plastic play in her head. That was much more pleasant and it helped to hold the ugly voice at bay.

      “What is that song you’re humming?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked. “I don’t think I’ve heard it before.”

      “It’s by Subliminal Society,” Janet answered.

      “That’s the band you helped me select the departing gift for my old office manager, right?”

      “That’s the one. But this song is from their second album. It came out just last week. You bought the first album.”

      “Ah,” the doctor said. “I should tell you that you have good taste. My former office manager’s husband wrote to me to say she has been listening to the album almost nonstop. She can’t get enough of it.”

      “I’m the same way,” Janet admitted. “I love their music.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt chuckled. “Well, you and I have something in common. We both enjoy our music on vinyl. But now it’s time to give your lips a little boost. What do you say?”

      “Let’s do it.”

      Janet sat back and followed the doctor’s instructions. They had agreed upon her target look already. Now it was time for him to use his skills to give her that look, if not permanently, at least until she needed another round of fillers.

      The pinpricks in her lips hurt, but were manageable. The pain from having her ears pierced was worse. So too was getting her annual flu shot. But then again, Janet had never had Subliminal Society playing in her head during those past events.

      “There we go,” Dr. Hunnicutt announced. He had injected both her bottom and upper lips. The pain was fading and in their place was an odd numbness. “The sensation should return in a couple hours. And they will come down in size in a day or two. By the time you return on Monday, they should be perfect.”

      The doctor held up a mirror for Janet to get a look at her new lips for the first time. They were bigger than she had imagined, but that was mostly from the swelling. They stuck out from her face nicely, not in a swollen mass, but just enough to give them a natural pout projected away from her face. They were the kinds of lips she saw in magazines.

      “Wow,” Janet said, her speech slightly slurred.

      “It will take a little while before your pronunciation returns to normal. Nothing to worry about. Your brain just needs to learn how to speak with your additions. You’re a smart woman. It shouldn’t take you long.”

      Janet continued to stare at her reflection. She had never really imagined she could look like she now did. And she loved it.

      “Thank you, Dr. Hunnicutt,” Janet said, speaking slowly to better enunciate the words.

      “You’re more than welcome, my dear. Now go home and enjoy your weekend. I’ll see you and your new lips on Monday.”

      “Yes, Doctor,” Janet said before she pushed herself up out of the chair and returned to her desk. Once there, she efficiently worked to shut down the computer and gather her things for the trip home.

      By the time Monday rolled around, Janet was even more in love with her lips. They were perfect. They were big enough to make people question whether she had work done, but not so big that they would assume it. She had spent much of her weekend listening to Plastic while standing in front of the mirror and making faces, testing how to make her new lips look even better.

      The one thing she could not get out of her head was the idea of her lips wrapped around a cock. And it was not just any cock. It was Dr. Hunnicutt’s cock. Not that Janet had any idea what it looked like, but she could imagine. And in her mind, he was big, his girth enough to really make her work. But that would also serve to better highlight the lips that he had given her. He had made them and it seemed only right that he get to use them. That, at least, was the fantasy.

      The day would be over. Dr. Hunnicutt was in his office. Janet would be filling him in on any schedule changes for the next day. He would slide his chair back away from his desk. She would come around and kneel before him. His cock would already be free, standing up from his lap, already hard from the sight of her sexy body and her cock sucking lips.

      And Janet would use them for exactly what they were intended. She would lick and suck to her hearts content, focused solely on one thing: Dr. Hunnicutt’s pleasure. She would work hard to give them all the pleasure possible from the lips he had given her. She would look up and stare into his eyes. He would look down on her, focused on how her plump lips were wrapped around his cock, as they should be. This was her place.

      When the doctor finally came, he would fill Janet’s mouth to overflowing before pulling his cock from her mouth and continuing to cum on her face, painting her with his seed. This was what she was meant for.

      Janet had cum to that fantasy more times than she could count since returning home on Friday. By the time she arrived to work on Monday, just the sight of her boss was enough to make her lick her lips in expectation. She so wanted to make that fantasy a reality, even if it was completely inappropriate and wrong.

      “You have to fight it,” Janet told herself as soon as she was alone. “You are not the doctor’s on call cock sucker.”

      “Did you say something?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked, poking his head around the corner.

      “Nothing important,” Janet said. “I was just talking to myself.”

      “Not a problem. I just wanted to make sure you weren’t calling for me.”

      Janet took a deep breath and then sighed. That had been close. It had been too close.

      Not that Janet had much time to dwell on her fantasies or how they involved her boss. Monday was a busy day with a schedule packed with consultations. Janet had started to find that the more consultations the doctor had in a day, the busier she would be. After all, if they decided to go through with whatever procedure that was desired, she would be the one to schedule it. Not to mention the fact that it was her responsibility to check the potential clients in when they arrived and to alert the nursing staff that the next person had arrived.

      So it was a thankful Janet that walked out of the office later that day with the opportunity to socialize. She had scheduled another happy hour with Melissa, figuring this could become a regular thing. Melissa made for a great friend.

      “You’re really turning things up,” Melissa said when she arrived at their table. “First your hair, now your lips. You look great, but you’re really changing up your look.”

      “Thanks,” Janet said, happy for the compliment. To be honest, she had forgotten about her lips. She had been so busy at work that she never seemed to have time to think about them. And her brain had already adapted to her new facial dimensions. Her speech was back to normal.

      “How are you?” Janet continued, wanting to turn the conversation toward her friend. Friendships were a two-way street. As much as Janet was happy to talk about her new lips, hair and style, she wanted to show she cared about Melissa too. Their Monday happy hours could not always focus on whatever Janet had done to herself most recently.

      “I’m good,” Melissa said. “Work has been tough since you left. Mrs. Carrey is being an even bigger bitch than usual. To be honest, I think you’re lucky you got out when you did. I’m going to start updating my resume this weekend, just in case.”

      Janet reached out and placed her hand on Melissa’s. “I’m sure you’ll pull through this. You’re a good nurse. Don’t let that bitch get you down.”

      “Thanks,” Melissa said appreciatively. “You don’t know how much that means to me to hear you say it.”

      The rest of happy hour was much more pleasant. Melissa had a lot of questions about Janet’s job, now that Janet had been in it for a week and had learned much of what she would be required to do. And Janet was happy to answer.

      When the conversation circled around to Janet’s lips again, she was in a much better mood about sharing. Then again, the two vodka sodas she had consumed may have helped in that regard. The wheels had been greased.

      “I don’t know what it was,” Janet admitted. “I just had this urge to get it done. It’s one of the benefits Dr. Hunnicutt gives his staff. I was taking a relaxing bath last week and it just came to me. It was something that I felt compelled to do. I’ve been practicing my pouty faces all weekend.”

      “Let me see one,” Melissa exclaimed, a little too loud for the restaurant, but with the music playing, no one seemed to mind too much.

      Janet ran through a series of poses. Each one highlighted a different aspect of her new lips, all of them showcasing their size and plumpness.

      “I never wanted anything like that before,” Melissa admitted. “But seeing you look like that is starting to change my mind.”

      “I think you’d look really sexy with bigger lips,” Janet said. “You’d be so kissable.”

      “Can I…” Melissa started to say. Even with her mild inebriation, she still had some inhibitions to hold her back.

      “Can you what?” Janet asked.

      “Um, never mind,” Melissa said, her cheeks turning bright red. Although both women had an idea of what Melissa had been about to ask.

      The silence hung over the table. Janet felt awkward, knowing that had Melissa followed through with her question, she probably would have agreed. However, it seemed unlikely they would find out anytime soon. Melissa was too shy to continue.

      That silence proved to be the undoing of the evening. Conversation eventually continued, but it was stilted, without a real connection between the two friends driving them. Janet found herself at home far earlier than she had anticipated.

      In hindsight, it was one night. Janet did not plan to end her friendship with Melissa and she fully expected their next happy hour to go much more smoothly. She was looking forward to it, even.

      However, Janet did not have much time to dwell on the less than successful social outing. As soon as she was home that night, all worries about the hanging question were forgotten among the sounds of Subliminal Society’s Plastic album.

      It was Tuesday afternoon when Janet’s next desire began to take shape. She loved her new lips. They had become her favorite feature. But seeing her perfect lips made her think there was something else that needed changing, that needed perfecting.

      The new desire arrived after seeing a woman leaving with a splint on her nose. Janet did not pry into the types of surgeries Dr. Hunnicutt performed. The scheduling program they used was limited for privacy reasons. However, Janet was already beginning to understand some of the time requirements for the different procedures the doctor performed. She already knew the woman leaving was having her nose worked on before she arrived for her surgery.

      But it was seeing the woman in her aftercare bandages that told Janet what her next step was going to be. She was going to ask Dr. Hunnicutt to fix her nose, make it small and more attractive. That was the plan.

      Not that Janet said anything right away. She wanted to let the idea percolate first, to make sure this was what she really wanted. Lips fillers were a minor procedure and generally a temporary one. Rhinoplasty was much more invasive and much more permanent.

      “Doctor?” Janet said as she knocked on his open office door. It was lunch time on Wednesday. She had waited a day. That was all that she could stand. She needed to continue making progress on her body.

      “Janet,” Dr. Hunnicutt said between bites, looking up from the paperwork on his desk. He was eating takeout food at his desk, a fried rice dish that had been delivered a few minutes earlier.

      “I have another procedure I wish to discuss with you,” Janet said. This time she did not wait for the doctor to motion her in. She stepped into his office and sat down in her usual seat.

      Dr. Hunnicutt smiled. “I was wondering how long you could hold off. Your lips look great, but now you want more. What is it now?”

      “My nose, sir,” Janet said. “I saw Mrs. Jenkins leave yesterday and that left me wanting my own nose to take a more pleasing shape.”

      “I can certainly do that,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “We’ll want to spend some time discussing a new shape for you, although I can guess what you want.”

      Janet shuddered slightly at the doctor’s words. It was not a bad shudder. It felt good. But that was because he was making her aroused. The thought of him taking charge and deciding how to alter her body felt like a fantasy come true, even if she had never considered it before. It turned her on more than she wanted to admit, even to herself.

      “I don’t have my schedule memorized,” Dr. Hunnicutt continued, “but I’m guessing I have some free time Friday afternoon. Would that work for you? I don’t want to push you into anything, but we might as well strike while the iron is hot. Or, in this case, we should perform the surgery when there is an opening, because we never know how busy I might get later. Work has been more brisk lately. My golf game is certainly suffering.”

      “Friday would be perfect,” Janet said. “Just let me know when you have time to go over profiles. My schedule is much more flexible than yours.”

      “It’s a date,” Dr. Hunnicutt said.

      Two days later and Janet was extra fidgety knowing what was going to happen later in the day. She had the hardest time staying on task. Even the calming presence of Plastic playing in her mind was not enough to chase off all of her excitement.

      For that was what it was. She was not particularly nervous or worried, although that would have been perfectly natural in her position. She was excited, too excited really, for finally getting a nose that would rightfully match both her face and her new lips.

      But with it being Friday and with the desire to keep her mind off the events that would soon be upon her, she knew it was best to leave work during her lunch hour and visit the music store.

      The sun was out as she made her way on foot toward the music store. Once there, the clerk seemed to bend over backward to make sure she was taken care of. Janet wondered if his extra attention was because of her lips. He had yet to see them, even though Janet was finding it harder and harder to remember her previously thin lips. Then again, almost all lips seemed thin in comparison to the pouty lips she now sported.

      The latest delivery of vinyl was not up to Janet’s desires. There was not even an album worthy of purchasing for Dr. Hunnicutt. Nonetheless, it was a worthwhile trip to make, just to help take Janet’s mind off her upcoming surgery.

      Janet hated to look at her image in the mirror when she got home that night. The deed had been done. Dr. Hunnicutt had done as she asked, giving her a nose that would better match her lips. The profile had been taken down, the slope altered. He had even turned up the tip, just a tad, to give her a button nose quality that had always eluded her.

      Now, of course, with the surgery just hours behind her, the swelling and bruising were fierce and disgusting. Janet sported two black eyes barely hidden behind the nose splint she would have to wear for the next week. She could only hope that she would heal quickly. Janet wanted to look her best. That was hard when it looked like she had clumsily run into something and broken her nose.

      By the time Monday rolled around, Janet was feeling much better about her surgery, even if there was still readily apparent bruising and swelling. Dr. Hunnicutt said everything seemed to be healing on or ahead of schedule when he followed up with her Monday morning. That was another perk to working at the cosmetic surgeon’s office. The doctor was always there to track recovery.

      What Janet was really worried about was going out to happy hour with Melissa that evening. She was still wearing the splint, and would be until Friday. That meant she stood out even more than usual, what with the large white bandage on her nose. At least her senses of taste and smell were returning. That had been an unexpected and unwelcome discovery over the weekend.

      “You’re really pushing the self-image improvement,” Melissa said at happy hour that evening after the pair had exchanged pleasantries. “I’m not sure if I want to be jealous or annoyed.”

      Janet laughed. “I’m a glutton for punishment. But I just wanted my nose to fit better on my face. With my current job, that is more available now. I didn’t have time to think about such things when I was a nurse. Now I do and I have the means to make myself better, to raise my self-esteem.”

      “I’m glad to hear you’re happy,” Melissa said. “Now let’s start drinking. My work sucks and my misery needs some company.”

      Janet could drink to that.

      As the weeks wore on, Janet found herself falling into a routine. She worked hard at Dr. Hunnicutt’s office, even once filling in for a nurse that had to call out sick. Her nursing skills were still there, even if she did not use them regularly anymore. Her Monday’s always involved happy hour with Melissa. Beyond that, her non-work waking hours usually consisted of listening to Plastic on repeat.

      Janet would have expected to grow tired of the music eventually. That was normal and she had always liked variety before. But there was something about the music that left her compelled to listen. When she needed some variety, she would go back and play Style once through before returning to her preferred Plastic. It was Subliminal Society all the time.

      Then there were the continued cosmetic procedures. Janet did not finish at her lips and nose. After that, she started looking at other procedures. She did a round of botox injections. She had her body hair removed with a laser. That procedure was not one that Dr. Hunnicutt performed, but Janet was able to find a reputable clinic to perform the work.

      Oddly, despite Dr. Hunnicutt initially saying Janet would need to pay for the drugs involved in her procedures, he had yet to bill her or take money out of her paycheck. It was what allowed her to spend so much money to have her body hair permanently removed. It was nice not having to shave anymore, but that paled in comparison to looking at her nude and hairless body in the mirror. Janet could do that for hours, all the while Subliminal Society played in the background.

      Janet had started to consider butt implants when her squat routing finally started to show. It was one procedure she had wanted to avoid, knowing both the dangers and the difficulty in getting it right. But as her workout regime expanded her backside, Janet knew another part of her would require a surgeon’s touch to keep up.

      By this time, Dr. Hunnicutt and Janet knew what she was trying to achieve. She did not even need to discuss the different options for her when she suggested a procedure. They still did, but Janet found their two visions for her body aligned.

      Some of the surgical ideas had been a little outside Dr. Hunnicutt’s wheelhouse, but he nonetheless performed them flawlessly. The vocal cord surgery had been the scariest, for both of them. Janet had wanted her voice to have a high pitch and be softer. It was a sound that better fit her new look, but it was something that the doctor had not performed before, despite spending some of his free time learning about it. He even took a long weekend to see the surgery performed in South Korea.

      But now that everything else had been taken care of, it was time for the final step. This was what Janet would need to finally become physically complete. It was what she had been building toward ever since she got her first set of lips fillers.

      It was finally time for breast implants.

      Janet had been waiting for these for a long time. She considered getting them done earlier, but she kept pushing them off, knowing the recovery would take longer than anything else she had done. Everything else she had done could allow her to return to work after a couple days at most.

      In preparation for the surgery, Janet had gone all out to get ready. She had Dr. Hunnicutt give her more filler and more botox. She wanted to look perfect as soon as possible and her initial doses of both were beginning to wear off.

      Then there was the trip to the salon. Janet had continued to have her roots touched up every month, but she wanted to take herself to new lengths before she went under the knife for the final time.

      Janet had let her hair grow out, but as the weeks and months piled up, she was still far short of where she wanted to be. Her mental image of herself included much longer hair than she currently sported. And that was where the extensions came in. She wanted platinum blonde hair down to her ass, and unless she wanted to wait years to reach that point, she needed some artificial help.

      The salon appointment had been a long one. Janet had needed to schedule it for the weekend so that it did not interfere with work. She was already scheduled to take a full week off from work, even though it was going to be a short week off. She would miss out on a holiday weekend, but implants were more important than one three-day weekend.

      When Janet walked out of the salon hours after she entered, she felt alive. Looking in the mirror, she did not see the stressed nurse she had once been. In fact, memories of that time of her life were fleeting. She had removed old photographs of herself from her apartment. They were a reminder of who she used to be, not who she now was. They were not painful memories, but they did not encourage the forward-looking thoughts Janet now embraced. Do not look back, look forward.

      Of course, Janet liked looking at her back now. Standing with her body turned so she could look at her reflection in profile, Janet loved how her extension-lengthened hair now touched her ass, even after it had been slightly curled to fall down her back in loose waves.

      The weight on her head was a new experience, but it was a small price to pay for beauty. Her heels caused her far more trouble than a heavy head of hair would. And there was no way Janet would give up her heels. If anything, as time had progressed, her heels had only gotten higher. Even when she did walk barefoot, her heels never touched the ground. She lived on her toes and that was perfectly fine by her.

      When the day of her surgery finally arrived, Janet could barely contain her excitement. Like everything else about her, Janet had opted for a size that was not huge. They would be eye-catching, no doubt, but not so big that they completely dominated her life. They would be big enough where the natural assumption would be that she had work done, but there would still be a lingering doubt that they were real.

      Of course, taken with all the other changes Janet had made to her body, implants would be an even more natural assumption. That would be even more true when the shape and placement were considered.

      Janet was not going for a natural look. Taking inspiration from the title of her favorite album, she was opting for a plastic look. Fake was the name of the game. She had fake lips, a fake nose, a face that struggled to move, let alone show anymore expression than a pouty face, which seemed to be her default. Her body was tight and trim, her ass nicely built from time spent performing squats in the gym. Her breasts would simply expand on what she had done, solidifying her place as a plastic woman. This was what she wanted and it was who she had become.

      The clerk at the music store had grown to appreciate all the changes Janet had made to her body, although he never saw her in casual clothing. She always stopped in during her Friday lunch break. She always looked professional, even if she had learned how to look both professional and downright sexy.

      Melissa had come to accept much of what Janet was doing to herself. She found the botox injections a bit much, but she had to admit that her friend looked good when they met each week for happy hour. The vocal surgery too seemed strange, but Melissa had to admit her friend sounded good with her new voice.

      For Janet’s part, she had done more than have her body altered to fit her plastic dreams. She had continued to push her concepts of fashion, practicing makeup techniques that made sure she could always be the center of attention.

      And men would completely fall all over themselves for the chance to talk to her or buy her a drink. From that perspective, Janet’s life was a cakewalk. The moment she entered a room, every eye would be on her. It was an attention she could have become addicted to. It would have been so easy to let her inner bitch out and manipulate the situation to her advantage.

      And there were times when Janet did use her body in that manner. There had been the speeding ticket she got out of through a combination of sweet talk and flirting. The police officer was practically tripping over himself to just give her a warning.

      But despite all of that, Janet had only eyes for one man. The only man she wanted was her boss, Dr. Mike Hunnicutt.

      And the only problem Janet had was she had no idea how to move their relationship from one of boss and employee to one of lovers who also happened to work together. She had gathered that he was single. The exact reasons were still unknown, but she had a feeling that his personal taste in women was partly why he had opted to practice cosmetic surgery. Only there were very few women who would willingly turn themselves into his fantasy.

      That was all conjecture on Janet’s part, but it made sense. Why else was he single? And why did he seem so excited about each time Janet asked him to work on her body? She almost did not need to tell him what she wanted. He seemed to know the look she was after.

      One fantasy that had run through Janet’s head a lot in the lead up to the surgery was the image of Dr. Hunnicutt altering her body to his ideal, doing it without her permission. The idea of submitting to him in that way would leave Janet soaking wet. The mere thought of submitting to her boss that way left her running for the restroom so that she could siphon off her pent up sexual energy, so that she could find relief.

      Janet had lost count of the number of times she had nearly broken down and asked Dr. Hunnicutt to take her, to do what he pleased with her, with her body and with her mind. She would have gladly offered herself to him if he had asked. But even more frustrating than having the fantasies to begin with was that Dr. Hunnicutt seemed oblivious to her desires.

      The doctor would smile and even make small suggestions. That was especially true when Janet had selected the breasts she wanted. She had been going down a specific path, believing that was what she wanted when Dr. Hunnicutt brought another style into the picture. It had merely been a suggestion, but Janet loved what he had selected. It was not just that Dr. Hunnicutt liked them, but that they were a better fit for the look Janet was going for.

      When Janet finally found herself on the operating table, she laid back with a sense of relief. It was finally happening. Her body would be perfect. The long term ramifications of that were still unclear, but Janet was happy. Even though she sometimes struggled to smile with the work that had been performed on her face, when she went under for her breast augmentation, a smile formed on her lips. She was finally going to be perfect.

      For Dr. Hunnicutt’s part, he could not believe Janet had taken things so far. When he made the offer to perform cosmetic enhancements for her as part of her benefits package, he never really believed she would take him up on the offer, especially not so soon as she did. Since then, it had been one procedure after another.

      Worse, he had never had the heart to actually charge her for anything. That had not been by design. Each and every procedure had produced a bill. Only Dr. Hunnicutt never gave those bills to Janet. He kept them, either to write off for his business or for him to pay personally. He was not concerned about the money. He and the business were both flush with cash. That was not an issue.

      The reason Dr. Hunnicutt had yet to bill his employee was that he enjoyed working on her too much. She had changed so much about herself, turning herself into his own ideal of beauty.

      There had been times in the past when the doctor had urged patients to take a different route. He did it rarely, only when he saw specific potential and truly believed he was acting in the patient’s best interest. He took his oath as a doctor seriously. He did no harm, even if some people in the world saw otherwise.

      But here was Janet, making herself over completely into his ideal. He did not even need to push her. They seemed to operate on the same wavelength. And looking down at her as she laid on the operating table, Dr. Hunnicutt could not believe how lucky he was simply to know a woman like Janet, let alone admit that he was falling in love with the woman she was becoming.

      Not that Dr. Hunnicutt allowed any of those feelings to affect his work. He had exquisite skill and he was not going to fail Janet. At the moment, she was his patient and he had every intention of giving her the breasts that she wanted.

      When Janet woke up hours later, she felt in a world of pain. Her head pounded, her chest felt like there was a ton of rocks resting on it, and the rest of her body ached. But deep down, Janet could not help but smile. All that pain meant the operation had been a success. Or at least that was what she figured in her mind.

      It would be hours more still until Janet got a proper look at herself with her new additions. She knew it would be days, if not weeks, before she could look at her body and once again be proud. The breast implants had been the most invasive surgery that she had undergone yet, but she knew it would be worth it. She had saved the best and, at least in the interim, the worst for last.

      The surgery had been Friday. She had spent the late afternoon in the recovery room, a room she had gotten to experience on several occasions now. Dr. Hunnicutt personally arranged for her trip home. He rode with her to her apartment, helping her inside and then making sure she was completely set up and prepared for her own self-care over the next few days. He had never played nurse like this to one of his patients before, but Janet was special. He then took a cab back to the office before heading home himself.

      “I’m just a phone call away,” Dr. Hunnicutt had said to Janet before he left her apartment. “Call me if you need anything. Please don’t hesitate.”

      “Thank you,” Janet said. The pain killers had made her too loopy to say much more than that.

      Despite the pain, Janet found herself adapting quickly to her new assets. By Saturday morning she found herself able to move around the apartment with relative ease. Moving her arms too much was still painful, but she could keep that to a minimum. The hardest part was changing her bandages, but even that was doable with a little extra effort.

      By the time Monday rolled around, Janet was looking forward to getting out of the house. That came in the form of her weekly happy hour with Melissa.

      It was a different sort of happy hour than what they usually partook in. For one, Janet had not come from the office. She had the whole week off. That meant she was not dressed in her work attire, giving her more flexibility in her outfit selection.

      Janet was still wearing the post-operative bra Dr. Hunnicutt had given her. It was easy to put on and it helped manage some of her pain. That left Janet with few possibilities in her choice of tops to wear. The bra was not exactly a fashion statement. And that was not even considering the tops that Janet could no longer wear because of the size of her new tits.

      It had taken Janet a while to decide that her breasts were now tits. At their new size, tits seemed like the perfect word. She had fake tits, which sounded even better as it rolled off her tongue.

      Janet had opted for a stretchy sweater to cover her new fake tits. The extra stretch required to cover her left the hem riding up a little, showing part of her toned midriff. That was fine with Janet. It had become common for her to wear cropped tops when she was at home or running errands on the weekend.

      The black leather skirt Janet had paired with her stretchy pink sweater was new. She had continued to shop, especially for skirts, shorts and pants, to better highlight all the work she had done to get her ass in shape. This skirt hugged her ass and made sure anyone looking at her from behind would not be able to take their eyes off of it.

      Then there were Janet’s ever-present high heels. Tonight pair were black open toe pumps with a tall stiletto heel and a solid platform under the toe.

      “I’m amazed you made it out tonight,” Melissa said in greeting. They both sipped on cranberry juice, opting not to drink in light of Janet’s recent surgery. Recovery was important and alcohol would slow Janet’s recovery processes. She wanted to be back to full strength as soon as possible.

      “I was tired of being cooped up at home,” Janet explained. “And it’s time for the new me to get out a little. These girls need some fresh air, even if I have to cover them up still.”

      “Is there much bruising?” Melissa asked.

      “Some, but not as bad as from my nose job.”

      “Your eyes were swollen for a week with that,” Melissa said, amazed at how much pain and suffering Janet put herself through in order to mold her body into her idea of perfection.

      Janet shrugged, causing her to wince in pain. Moving her arms and shoulders still hurt, but it was getting better. She could not wait until she was healed enough to visit the beach. One of Janet’s fantasies was to have Dr. Hunnicutt take her to the breach to show her off. Of course Janet would wear the smallest of bikinis to highlight her plastic body. It was too perfect. But then again, the whole premise was designed around her boss. If he did not make a move, she would just have to go to the beach by herself, but that would not be nearly as fun.

      “Still some pain?” Melissa asked sympathetically.

      “When I move me arms or shoulders too much,” Janet explained. “It’s the muscles in the chest, you know.”

      Melissa nodded her head. Of course she knew, what with being a nurse and all. But none of that mattered in the face of actual pain. Melissa wished she could help. It was in her nature.

      “How’s work?” Janet eventually asked.

      “About the same,” Melissa said. As the weeks since Janet left the clinic had worn on, the working conditions at the clinic had fallen lower and lower. “You were right to get out when you did.”

      “As I recall, I was fired,” Janet said with a knowing smirk.

      “Either way, Mrs. Carrey has destroyed all morale. People are quitting left and right. And at the wages we get paid, it’s not easy hiring new staff. I thought we were understaffed before you left. It’s even worse now.”

      “Why don’t you quit?” Janet asked.

      “And give up the daily brow beatings?” Melissa joked. “I’m trying to get my name out there, but it’s hard. I want to stay in nursing, but sometimes I wonder if I should make a move like you did.”

      Janet reached across the table and took Melissa’s hand. She winced again in pain, but did her best not to let it show. “Whatever you do, you’ll have my support. Maybe I can ask Dr. Hunnicutt if he needs anymore help or knows a doctor who does. That is if you’re okay with working in cosmetic surgery.”

      “If you can make the move, I suppose I could at least try it.”

      “I used to look down on people who got boob jobs or anything like that,” Janet said. “I look pretty silly now, don’t I?”

      “You look hot,” Melissa said. She blurted it out by mistake. She had been thinking that for weeks. Janet had become one of her best friends and it seemed like every week Janet got hotter and hotter. Melissa did not usually think about women’s bodies that much, outside of what she needed to for work. But watching Janet change before her eyes had been eye opening. It definitely made her a little jealous at times.

      “Thanks, babe,” Janet said. “Once I started, I just couldn’t stop. But now I think I’ve finally found who I want to be.”

      The rest of the week turned out to be pretty boring for Janet. She mostly rested and relaxed as she let her body heal. There was only so much she could do to encourage that.

      Slowly, but surely, Janet regained the use of her arms and shoulders. The muscles on her chest finally began to adapt to stretching around the large implants under her skin.

      The bruising started to go down as well, making it easier for Janet to wear more revealing tops. When she finally got permission to stop wearing the surgical bra, she practically screamed out with joy. The problem was not that it was uncomfortable. It felt nice and it was easy to get into and out of when it was time to change her bandages or take a bath. The problem was how ugly it was.

      Janet could barely remember the time before she cared about fashion. She vaguely recalled a time when she would sit around the house wearing a sweatshirt and sweatpants. Not exactly leading the fashion world with those choices, but all that had changed and now Janet deeply cared about her appearance, even when she was just relaxing at home.

      Some of Janet’s shopping needs could be taken care of online. Janet would spend an hour or two every day looking through online catalogues looking for tops that would properly stretch around her new tits, as well as show them off how she wanted to. That was the tricky bit. Stretch was needed, especially considering her taut belly and narrow waist. Anything too loose would look like it was hanging off her and actually make her look fat. Anything too tight and Janet would not be able to fit the fabric around her tits. It was a problem, but a nice problem to have, as far as she was concerned.

      The outing Janet was most looking forward to, however, was her next trip to the music store. She could not wait to see the look on the clerk’s face when she walked in with big fake tits on her chest.
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      Choosing the right outfit for Janet’s excursion to the music store was a complicated one. Janet was free to wear what she wanted, but there was still some bruising to contend with. Then there was the fact that Janet did not actually have a bra to wear.

      That was not entirely true. Janet could have worn a sports bra. It would have been a tight fit, but she could have done it.

      But Janet was not interested in a sporty look for her trip to the music store. She wanted something that would show off her new assets, along with all the other work she had done leading up to this moment.

      Sexy was at the forefront of Janet’s mind. She wanted to look sexy. And not necessarily the classic or professional sexy she used at work. She wanted her sexiness to be borderline slutty, with a good chance that she had crossed the line over into slutty.

      Why was not a question Janet asked herself anymore when it came to upgrading her body or selecting stylish clothing to buy and wear. If someone had asked why, she would have responded with a simple but resounding answer. “Because.”

      Janet was past caring why she had done everything that she had. She simply loved the result. As she continued to listen to Subliminal Society with every free moment she had, she never connected her change in behavior with her new favorite music. The fact she listened to the same album over and over again did not even faze her anymore. It was just what she did.

      Choosing the right outfit had taken all morning. Janet had put together several possible outfits. She considered going with a school girl look, wearing a short pleated tartan skirt and a white blouse, tied off below her tits to reveal her midriff. Then there was the rocker chick look, although significantly upgraded and more slutty from her last attempt at dressing that way. The black band shirt would have been tight around her tits, with the neckline cut deeper to show off her new cleavage, along with significant rips that risked revealing her body in enticing ways. The corresponding pants would be more like leggings, hugging her ass and legs as tight as could be, with additional rips all up and down.

      In the end, however, Janet went a different route. The weather was warm, with spring finally making itself known. It had been a full year since her first time listening to Subliminal Society. The warm weather left Janet thinking about summer dresses. But she did not own any summer dresses yet, at least none that would fit her tits and match the slutty vibe she wanted to portray.

      But that did not stop Janet from doing something similar. She started with a peasant blouse. It was the type of top she might have worn before she radically altered her style. However, instead of maintaining her modesty, this top made every attempt to fail at preserving it. The deep neckline showed off the rounded tops of Janet’s new tits. The fullness made it look like she was wearing a pushup bra, although she wore no bra at all. A thin line of elastic held the top to her torso, just below her tits, but beyond that was just a bit of short wispy fabric, leaving her entire midriff bare. The sleeves were short, similar wisps of fabric that made the top more of a tank top than short-sleeved blouse.

      But it was the arm holes that really made the top attractive to Janet. They were wide openings, giving anyone who took the time to look a generous view of her side boob. And now that she had big tits, that view was even more generous.

      Then there was the matter that she was not wearing a bra. Her nipples were hard and poked through the fabric. It was something Janet had noticed since the surgery. Her nipples were always hard and trying to poke out. Over the course of a week, she had grown accustomed to such sights when she looked at herself in the mirror. It had gotten to the point where she did not even notice it happening. It had become a new normal.

      Janet had struggled to decide whether she should wear a skirt or pants with her top. The skirt would keep with the summer dress mentality, but she did not have one that she felt properly fit with her top. The colors were not quite right. The flower patterned top did not go with any of her skirts.

      That was when Janet found a pair of pants she had been meaning to wear. They were tight, hugging her legs and ass. But more than that, the pack pockets had ben cut out. Those pockets had not just been cut off, but there were pocket shaped holes in the back, leaving her ass on fine display.

      Janet could only smile to herself as she slipped on the pants over her red thong. Should her pants shift too much, everyone would see her underwear. It was perfectly naughty, perfectly slutty, and perfectly legal, which meant it was perfect as far as Janet was concerned. She could wear the jeans with high heels, making her outfit all the better.

      When Janet walked into the music store around noon, her now normal visiting time, she could tell the clerk had been expecting her. However, he had not been expecting the vision of a woman before him.

      “Wow,” the clerk gasped as his eyes bugged out of his head. He nearly tripped over himself as he moved out from behind the counter to greet Janet more personally.

      “Welcome,” the clerk said. “You look…”

      He did not know what to say. His brain short circuited in trying to decide on an adjective worthy of his customer. Sexy? Hot? Gorgeous? What was appropriate and what would keep him from getting sued for sexual harassment? The clerk said nothing more on the subject.

      “Here for the latest vinyl collection?” he asked. “We got some good ones, but I think there’s one in particular you will find appealing.”

      Janet made her way across the store to the records. She moved gracefully with a languid presence that showed she was in no great hurry to get anywhere. She wanted to be seen and moving slowly allowed people to see her longer.

      Janet could see the store clerk practically drooling out of the corner of her eye. She smiled inwardly at that. It was the kind of response she was looking for. Even in her casual outfit, which did not really count as casual as far as society’s standards were concerned, she made heads turn. She had experienced it on the walk to the music store. She saw no reason to hurry up by riding the subway. There were more people on the street to see her.

      The vinyl records were nearly overfilling their allotted space within the store. The most recent shipment had been a large one. And as always, Janet started at the front of the alphabet as she perused the selection. Some habits were far too engrained to break, even though the records she most wanted to look at came in the second half of the alphabet.

      “Mindless,” Janet breathed when she reached the S’s. Subliminal Society had released a new album called Mindless. It was what she had been waiting for all this time. She had changed her style, she had made herself plastic. Now she was going to be mindless, whatever that meant.

      What was more, there were multiple copies of Subliminal Society’s other albums. Janet knew what she needed to do.

      As much as Janet wanted to walk home from the music store, she took the subway. The stares she got as she stood there, holding her purchases, made her pussy tingle. Even though she had elected to wear natural fabrics on her plastic body, everyone saw her for what she was. Her large fake breasts could not hide who she was and that was just how Janet found herself liking it.

      But the reason for the subway trip was the weight of her new purchases. Janet was done leading Melissa along. It was time she understood what life was really about. It was time for Melissa to begin listening to Subliminal Society to begin her own journey, wherever it might lead.

      As soon as Janet arrived home, she put on her new record. It was time to listen to Mindless. It was all that mattered to her. Nothing would get in her way.

      Janet sat down on her couch as the music began to play. She closed her eyes and let her mind drift on the waves of melodies and harmonies that only Subliminal Society could produce. Her mind was carried away and little did she know that when the music stopped, part of her mind would be forever lost to her.

      By the time Janet arrived at work on Monday, her first time back since her operation, she was a very different woman. Her mind had been curtailed, her thoughts trimmed back. She could still answer the phone and handle Dr. Hunnicutt’s schedule, but she was slower and far less able to engage with his clients and patients.

      “Is everything all right, Janet?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked her at lunch time. Janet had been sitting there, staring off into nothing, lost in her own absence of thoughts.

      Janet jumped at the intrusion into her thoughtless landscape. “Sorry, Doctor. What was that?”

      “I asked if everything is all right.”

      “Everything is perfect, sir,” Janet said.

      “I’m glad to hear it, Janet.”

      “Oh, please, Doctor, call me Janey.”

      That had been something Janet, now Janey, had learned from the music she spent all weekend listening to. As much as her mind had been taken away, certain parts had been added, like her name. Janey was a much better name for a brainless bimbo than Janet. Janet was hard and harsh. Janey was happy and mindless, which was exactly what the woman known as Janey now was.

      “I think I can remember that, Janey,” the doctor said. Janey smiled at hearing her new name.

      “Is there anything I can do for you, Doctor?” Janey asked. The waiting room was empty. She licked her lips. “I want to make sure I take care of you even better than I take care of the office.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt had been hoping for a moment like this for months. Ever since Janet had come to him about lip fillers, he had hoped he might someday see her lips wrapped around his cock. And now it was finally about to happen.

      “Why don’t you join me in my office and we can see about what you can do for me?”

      Janey dutifully followed the doctor into his office. The moment he sat down in his chair, she dropped to her hands and knees and crawled around his desk, her mouth open and her tongue hanging out, ready to take his cock.

      It was a fantasy come true for both of them. Janey had dreamt about this moment, even masturbated to it, but she had never imagined it would actually come true. Of course, she remembered none of that now. Her mind was blank. She operated on emotion and instinct. Her brain would simply get in the way. Thinking was no longer a strength for the former nurse. She would find her duties as an office manager sometimes overwhelming. Not that she would mind. With listen of Mindless, she would become that more and more that, and understand less and less, including her own failings. She would be a sexy mindless bimbo.

      Janey sucked the doctor’s cock into her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his shaft, watching his face for his signs of pleasure. This was what she was meant for. She had been made a receptacle for cock and she loved every moment of it.

      Her skills were weak. This was Janey’s first blowjob. But Dr. Hunnicutt was there to guide her, instructing her on what to do and even taking her head in his hands as he fucked her mouth.

      The first signal that something was about to happen came when the doctor’s cock twitched. He was buried in her throat at the moment, making it all the more clear what had happened. Janey did not know what to expect, but she knew to expect something.

      “Suck, bimbo, suck,” the doctor grunted as pulled back so that the head of his cock was still between Janey’s lips. He began to cum and Janey’s eyes grew wide. The taste was nothing like she had imagined. It was salty and tangy, but absolutely delicious. How had she never done this before? It was a complete mystery.

      Janey tried to hold it all in her mouth, but there was too much. Even though she began to swallow, some of the doctor’s seed escaped her lips and dribbled down her chin.

      “Oh, that was nice,” Dr. Hunnicutt said after he was spent. He slumped back in his chair, his cock still hanging out.

      Janey, still sitting on her knees, looked up at him lovingly. She did not move, did not think, waiting for Dr. Hunnicutt to give her an order.

      “Do you want to do that everyday?” the doctor asked.

      “If it pleases you,” Janey responded.

      “It would. But I’m wondering, would you ever want to do more?”

      “I don’t know, Doctor. You tell me.”

      Janey was incapable of answering such a question. It was too open ended for her now dwindled mind.

      “I have reshaped your body into perfection,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “You are my perfect woman. Would you want to give me more of your body, to do with as I please, as I just did with your mouth and lips?”

      “Oh, yes, Doctor,” Janey said. “I will do anything for you.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt sat there stunned for a long time. He looked down to see Janey still looking up at him. She had yet to move since he came. There was still a rivulet of cum on her chin. Something about her had definitely changed. Since returning to work, it was like she was a whole new person. But everything he saw in her he liked.

      The doctor had long hid the truth of his desires, even from himself. He was able to function in normal society just fine, but he had yet to find the woman who he wanted to spend time with. When Janet approached him all those weeks ago, he had no interest in her. She seemed smart and capable. And he had needed a new office manager. The fact she had a thing for vinyl was just a coincidence.

      But when Janet started her plastic surgery journey, he could not help but love each and every step she took. Each week she seemed more and more perfect.

      However, that was just physical. Dr. Hunnicutt had deeper and darker fantasies that made romantic relationships difficult. He had a thing for bimbos. It was not something he actively sought out. He knew the stigmas around such women. But now kneeling before him was such a woman. He did not know what had happened to make Janet into Janey, but he loved everything about it. He loved everything about her.

      “Your first post-op appointment is this afternoon,” Dr. Hunnicutt said. “Maybe we can extend that a little, assuming all is well, and see how you like me filling your pussy.”

      “Oh, yes,” Janey said. “I would love that. Anything to please you.”

      Again Dr. Hunnicutt paused. Normally, this was where he would say “Why wait?” and fuck her right there. Or, at least, that is what he would want to do. However, he still needed time to recover. He was only human. But the doctor already had a good idea of where this relationship would go and he was looking forward to it.

      “Go take your lunch break and then get back to work. We can discuss things further after your appointment.”

      “Yes, sir,” Janey said. She turned and crawled out of the office. Once on the other side of the doorway, she pushed herself back to her feet and continued as if everything were normal.

      However, everything was not normal. It was better than normal as far as Janey was concerned. Dr. Hunnicutt had finally taken charge and she both needed that and loved it.

      After Janey returned from lunch, she sat at her desk, mindlessly unless something called for her attention. It was a new reality and one that was welcomed. Janey decided she did not much like having thoughts of her own. The music had taught her that.

      At one point, however, her attention was needed. The phone rang.

      “Dr. Hunnicutt’s office, this is Janey speaking,” she said automatically. “How can I help you?”

      “Hi, you must be the doctor’s new office manager,” the woman on the other end of the line said. “I’m Barbara Hodgkins, Dr. Hunnicutt’s former office manager.”

      “Hi,” Janey said, dropping into a more conversational tone. “It’s nice to meet you. What can I do for you?”

      “I wanted to schedule a consultation. I’ve just had this sudden urge to have some work done.”

      “I know exactly what you mean,” Janey said. “Did you like the record Dr. Hunnicutt gave you?”

      “I loved it,” Barbara said. “Subliminal Society is my new favorite band. I’ve listened to their albums over and over again.”

      “Me too,” Janey said, giggling. “Which one are you on?”

      “Plastic. I just can’t get enough of it. How about you?”

      “Mindless,” Janey answered. “I got it on Friday.”

      “Ooh, that’s going to be awesome when I’m ready for it. But not yet. I’m not done with Plastic yet. But about that consultation?”

      “Oh yeah,” Janey said, giggling again. “I forgot.” She looked at the computer screen to find an opening. “How about Wednesday morning at 10?”

      “That’s perfect,” Barbara said. “I can’t wait to meet you.”

      “See you then.”

      Barbara hung up, leaving Janey listening to static for a moment before she realized the line was dead. Janey returned the handset to the cradle and then started plugging in Barbara’s information into the computer scheduler. What used to take her a few seconds now took her at least twice as long.

      Throughout the rest of the day, Janey found herself staring off into nothingness, her mind clear of all thoughts, until something grabbed her attention and forced her to actually work, whether that was greeting patients, answering the phone, or responding to online inquiries on the computer. Luckily, the latter created an audible beep every time a new inquiry arrived. Otherwise, Janey would have unknowingly let them stack up without realizing it.

      As the business day wound down, Dr. Hunnicutt called Janey back for her first post-op appointment. She dutifully removed her blouse for the doctor once the exam room door was closed.

      “Not wearing a bra yet, I see,” the doctor observed. “I approve. With breasts like these, you probably won’t need to wear a bra much of the time. It’s probably good to have a few on hand, but that’s more to be prepared for possible physical activity.”

      “Yes, Doctor,” Janey said, filing his instructions away for storage.

      “Now, let me take a look at these babies,” Dr. Hunnicutt said as he began his examination.

      He used gloved hands to poke and prod Janey’s tits. He stopped at various points to write notes for her file.

      “Well, everything seems to be in order,” the doctor said. “It looks like you are healing well. I’m impressed. I think you may be some of my best work yet.”

      Janey blushed at the compliment. She liked hearing statements like that.

      “Then again,” the doctor continued, “just about every part of you is perfect. I’ve noticed you’ve been working on your ass. Keep that up. I’d like to see you get just a little bigger. If you can’t, I think we may beed to consider an implant.”

      “Yes, sir,” Janey said.

      Feeling Dr. Hunnicutt’s hands on her tits, listening to him talk about her body as if she were an object, turned her on. Her pussy was soaking wet, begging to be used.

      “Now that your exam is complete, are you still interested in having me fuck you?”

      “Oh, yes, Doctor,” Janey moaned. “Please fuck me.”

      “Lie back and I’ll handle the rest.”

      Janey did as instructed, lying back on the exam table. She spread her legs slightly for good measure.

      Something that Janey had failed to fully appreciate since her surgery was how her new tits stood up on her body when she laid on her back. They did not shift like natural breasts. They stood out, further marking them as plastic.

      But now that Janey was on her back, trying to watch her boss and now lover prepare for their next tryst together, she found herself relegated to watching him through the valley of her own cleavage. Not that she noticed this in the moment. Janey’s mind was clear. She had turned off her mind and allowed her body to take over. And her body, specifically her pussy, wanted a cock. That was all it wanted in the heat of the moment.

      Dr. Hunnicutt disrobed, not wanting any of his clothing to get in the way. Then he returned his attention to Janey who continued to watch him, her eyes locked onto his already hard cock.

      Janey’s remaining clothes, a tight tweed miniskirt and a lacy red thong were all that stood between her pussy and the doctor’s cock. They provided little barrier, as Dr. Hunnicutt easily removed them, leaving his sexy office manager with only her heels remaining. Those could stay on.

      “Fuck me,” Janey moaned just before the doctor lined up his cock. A moment later he performed his first thrust, splitting Janey open and leaving her wailing as the pleasure overwhelmed her.

      She had no idea how horny she had been, how ready she had been, for this moment before the doctor began. He split her open, driving deep, as he pushed inside of her, inch by inch.

      “You’re so tight,” the doctor commented as he bottomed out inside of her.

      “Come on,” Janey moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt chuckled. “I think I can do that.”

      He began to piston in and out Janey’s pussy, using long hard strokes. Janey’s eyes rolled up into her head as she became overwhelmed.

      “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted with every thrust, the words flowing from her mouth with each forced exhale caused by the doctor driving his cock into her.

      This was what Janey’s body had wanted. This was what it now would always want. Her mind was all but gone. Physical desire was all that was left.

      “I’m going to cum,” Dr. Hunnicutt roared as she neared his point of no return.

      “Do it,” Janey cheered. “Cum in my pussy.”

      Dr. Hunnicutt needed no further encouragement. He buried himself deep inside of her and held himself there as his cock began to throb. A second later it unleashed a torrent of hot white cum, filling Janey’s channel with his seed.

      As Dr. Hunnicutt’s orgasm began to crest, Janey’s was just getting started. Her whole body flopped on the exam table, her limbs spasmed as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure flowed through her body, flooding her brain with pure endorphins. He vision turned white and her senses blacked out. All she could feel was the immense pleasure emanating from her pussy.

      “That was amazing,” Dr. Hunnicutt said as he withdrew.

      Janey laid there speechless, her body still awash with rippling waves of pleasure, aftershocks from the moment that would go on to change her world forever.

      This was not Janey’s first time with sex, but it was the first time since she started to turn her brain off with the help of the Mindless album. She still had work to do before she became a complete mindless bimbo, but she was well on her way, now more than ever. If she had any reservations before, they had been erased with her latest sexual experience.

      Eventually Janey began to stir. She opened her eyes, taking a moment to focus on her boss. He was buttoning up his shirt. She pouted, disappointed that they could not continue.

      “That was amazing,” the doctor repeated, seeing that Janey was now somewhat alert.

      “Sure was, stud,” Janey agreed. “We need to do that more often.”

      “Fuck,” Dr. Hunnicutt said in disbelief.

      “And more,” Janey added. “I’m yours, completely.”

      Technically Janey did not have to give herself to Dr. Hunnicutt. She had a choice. But she chose the man who had come through for her, who had helped guide her journey into become the sexy plastic bimbo she was becoming. It seemed only fair.

      “You really mean that?” Dr. Hunnicutt asked, slightly stunned. He was used to taking charge, but he had never had a woman throw herself at him like this before.

      Still only wearing her heels, Janey stood up and craned her neck upward and kissed him. Her plump lips felt magnificent as she darted her tongue out and began to explore his mouth. She was sex on heels now and was loving every second of it.

      It only took a split second for the doctor to overcome his trepidation and take charge of the situation. He pulled Janey into his arms and kissed her back.

      It was 15 minutes later that the pair separated. Dr. Hunnicutt was hard again, but there was not time for more fun. His mind was already awash with possibilities, namely getting Janey to move in with him. Life would be so much more fun if they were living under one roof. He questions if she would be able to remain in her job, but he certainly liked the idea of having a woman like her around during the day when he needed some relief for the sexual tension he built up as he helped women become more beautiful versions of themselves.

      Janey would have been perfectly happy to go home with Dr. Hunnicutt that night, except for her standing happy hour with Melissa. She felt like she was floating as she stepped into the bar Melissa had chosen for the night’s fun. Underneath Janey’s arm was a record. It had been a purchase from Friday, a gift for her best friend. It was time to initiate Melissa into the world of Subliminal Society.

      “Wow,” Melissa said after Janey slid the record across the table. “This is really thoughtful. I guess I’ll have to pull my grandma’s old record player out of the attic to play it. This is a good band? I’ve never heard of Subliminal Society before.”

      “They’re the best,” Janey said. “Style is the place to start. Let me know when you think you’re ready for their next album. I have a copy waiting for you.”

      “Really?” Melissa asked. “But how will I know?”

      “You just will,” Janey said.

      After the gift had been exchanged, Melissa probed Janey on the latest news. Learning she wanted to be called Janey now had been big news. But even bigger was the news that Janey was now fucking her boss.

      “He’s the best,” Janey said dreamily.

      From there, the small talk continued, but Janey found it harder and harder to concentrate. She barely kept up with the conversation, but she knew it would not be long before Melissa was a bimbo like her. Then they could really be best friends.

      As the friends drank and talked the night away, Dr. Hunnicutt was pacing his penthouse condo making plans. He had finally met the woman of his dreams and he had every intention of making her a permanent part of his life. The only question was how he was going to make it all work.

      Little did he know how much his future was going to depend on a band called Subliminal Society.

      Then again, little did Janey truly realize how much her favorite thing in the world, vinyl music, had gone on to change her in body and mind. She still had a ways to go before she was truly a mindless bimbo, but she was nearing the end of her journey toward an awaiting lifetime of happiness for her and her future bimbo friends.
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