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Chapter 1
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The bimbo with the hair and the perfume bottle looked guiltily toward Dana over her towering mounds of tits. Her hands went to her mouth, covering up the O of surprise that seemed to be permanently etched on her face. She stood atop a pair of towering heels, Perspex and pink that wrapped up her tanned legs. Those quivering, heaving, breasts were pressed up against a slim pink mini. There may have been a hint of nipple pressing against the thin fabric of the dress which barely covered the girl’s ass. Large pink triangles dangled from her ears, swaying back and forth as the girl shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot. Her long blond hair spilled down her back, thick and lustrous and absolutely a cheap dye job. In her hands, adorned with pink talons, nearly an inch long, was an empty perfume bottle, the cap rolling to a halt against Dana’s show; on her face, a look of total confusion and anguish.

––––––––
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Dana stood, her pantsuit and blouse combo sodden, dripping with perfume. A golden puddle was beginning to form at her feet. Her hands clenched tightly, balling into fists. A hot bubble of rage boiled up through her gut, ready to explode. Ready to go fully nuclear.

How did stuff like this always happen to her, Diana thought as the anger - clean, pure, white-hot anger - built. It wasn’t like she’d been having an amazing day and needed to be taken down a peg. She’d woken up, amid a pile of notes and books, to several emails from her thesis supervisor asking where her first draft was. She’d blearily fired off an email that should get him off her back for the time being before looking at the clock and realizing two things: she was late for work and there was no time for coffee.

A quick shower and change later and Dana was on her way to work. No makeup - it had never really been her style. Her short hair was brushed to one side and she wore one of the several identical black pantsuits that she wore to the office every day. It was a short journey to work, but Dana felt every delay, every red light, and every unnecessary stop on the bus journey. Her fists opened and closed in her lap every time the bus driver even thought about slowing down. Arriving in the center of town, Dana made her fateful decision - to go and get a coffee. There was no way she could face Bateman’s smug face as she slid in, an hour late, without the warming comfort of a cup of coffee inside her.

Rather than hustling across the center of town to the Financial District, Dana found her feet moving down the main shopping street, heading through Dorfman’s Department store towards the nearest chain coffee place. Her whole being was fixed on that cup of brown. The warm joe. The warm milk. She had to get one of these cups - it was her only shot. It could soothe the fury. It could put the anger out.

And that’s when it happened.

To be fair to the girl, she’d only been trying to do her job. Only trying to get her customers to sniff her sample card of Suggestible. Only trying to do what she’d been told.

Seeing a short, stocky, angry-looking woman with short hair storm through the store, Trixie had a rare brainwave. A thought clawed its way through the pink clouds that were now her brains: this was exactly the type of person who needed Suggestible. She scampered after Dana, tottering on her heels, tugging at her dress to keep it from riding up her ass.

She pursued Dana, calling out, “Miss! Miss! Like, excuse me, Miss. Could you use some Suggestible? It’s super dreamy and new and, like, the hottest new scent around!”

Dana could hear the girl approach; hear the click-clack of her heels over the tiled floor; hear the polyester swish of her dress. Her fists opened and closed. This was exactly what she didn’t need. This was exactly what she couldn’t fucking handle. Not after a night chasing dead end after dead end in her referencing for her Master’s Degree. Not after oversleeping. Not with zero coffee in her. The anger, as it often did, rose. Bubbling, it shot from her chest into her mouth.

“Right!” Dana said, her foot coming down to the ground, stamping hard as she came to a halt.

As Dana was stopping, Trixie was desperately trying to unscrew her sample bottle’s lid. It was hard! Hard to do when your new, enormous breasts sway with every sensual step you take.

Dana turned, ready to unload. Trixie fiddled with the lid frantically, desperate to get a customer. The inevitable happened: the pair crashed together, just as Trixie managed to get her nails around the lid. The lid popped off. Trixie barreled into Dana, uttering a small, dainty ‘oof’ as she collided with Dana sending the perfume all over her clothes.

All over her clothes. The perfume - a mix of rose and Lily-of-the-Valley, fresh, fruity, and a little floral, soaked into Dana’s jacket. Into her blouse. Into her pants.

Dana couldn’t speak. Her jaw clenched and unclenched. Her fists opened and closed. Her knuckles turned white. Her knuckles turned pink. Her eyes were wide with fury, and her mouth worked, trying to articulate the fury, the rage that brewed within her.

That’s when the girl spoke.
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Trixie knew she’d done something wrong. This wasn’t going how it usually did. Usually, she gave them a waft of the perfume and whispered something sexy to them. A couple of days later, they would arrive back to Trixie – hot and empty and very, very suggestible. In fact, wasn’t that how she ended up like this?

Truth be told, Trixie couldn’t quite remember how she’d ended up a horny pile of tits, waving perfume in strangers’ faces in between bouts of torrid, sweaty, amazing sex, but she couldn’t be happier.

Occasionally, flickers of her old life would whisper into her mind. Shadows like nighthawks would circle her mind for a few moments, looking for purchase, looking for something to land on. They never found anything.

They didn’t trouble her, those nighthawks. She knew that they were her old life. The life she had Before. And Trixie remembered how sad she’d been. How angry. How alone.

She’d had money, sure. Had power, maybe? A high-powered job, perhaps? Whatever her life had been, it hadn’t been happy. That was for sure.

When Trixie - Beatrice, then - had smelt that floral, fruity scent for the first time; when those pink, full lips had leaned in and whispered those fateful words to her; when she began to realize how empty her life was. That was when Trixie woke.

Beatrice faded into the background, happy to finally be put to rest and Trixie arose, embracing the world around her.

And what a world Trixie found! She found a community. A series of new friends. A series of new lovers. A new job promoting Suggestible. A new body. A new brain.

A new life.

She couldn’t believe how lucky she was.

All she had to do was live her life to the fullest. Fuck anyone who she wanted to - and these days, that was everyone; pick out someone to have a whiff of her magic perfume; get her hair done, go shopping; suck a cock or two and return home to her boss, her lover, her life.

Trixie was truly at her zenith. She loved her job. She loved the perks, the status, and the thrill. Sure, she didn’t think too hard about anything much these days. Sure, she was a quivering ball of sex most of the time, visions of cocks, cunts, and pussy filling her head whenever her attention wandered - and it wandered a lot. Sure, she wasn’t quite sure how this had all happened, but, hell, she was having the time of her life.

It was all to do with the perfume - Mr. Liath had explained it all to her. First in big long words, then in shorter words, then a series of pictures. Eventually, she got it.

The perfume was full of something called ferry moans. They didn’t look like boats, Trixie had thought, but Mr. Liath had filled her mouth with his dick and so she hadn’t bothered to mention it this time. These ferry moans made people suggestible. Like, you could just say something to them, all reasonable like, and if it was something they wanted to do, like even if it was a secret want, or even if the person hadn’t thought about it before, they’d feel like they wanted to do it. Mr. Liath said it unlocked the real you. Then he came down Trixie’s throat.

Trixie came as she swallowed her boss’ thick ribbons of cum, slurping it down with relish. A true highlight of her day was being able to forget about everything except all that yummy cum and chasing the dragon of her orgasm.

She’d been exposing people to Suggestible all week amid exposing herself to any sexy guys, gals, or non-binary pals that she met on her way. It had been an adventure and a half.

When she waved the sample stick under their nose, their eyes unfocused and a dopey smile spread across their faces. This was the bit that Trixie loved the most - the way they seemed so happy, so empty, so happy. No sad faces, no apologies, no over-care, no concern that they might want to do something else. Just a blank, naked, empty, horny, delicious smile. That’s when Trixie had her chance. She could make her suggestion. A few whispered words. A few momentary blinks. The suggestion was made. The person had that dozy, vacant smile and a bunch of dirty images popped into their head. They didn’t even know it was a suggestion and they didn’t know that it was even perfume.

They would wander off and that was it.

Occasionally, she would see them in Mr. Liath’s mansion a few days later, happy and empty and horny. Just like her.

It was a pretty good deal!

Trixie didn’t quite know what a whole bottle’s worth would do to someone, but it would be fun to find out!

She opened her mouth and whispered:
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Chapter 3
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“Like, don’t worry about it, babe!”

The words, airy and light from Trixie’s mouth, landed like anvils in Dana’s mind. The anger that blossomed, the rage, the fury, melted away in a wave of euphoria. Her jaw unclenched, her arms falling to her side, her fists opening and relaxing.

Trixie watched the tension in Dana’s shoulders, in her hands, leach from her. That familiar smile spread across Dana’s face, dreamy and vacant.

What had she been worrying about? Dana tried to chase her thoughts through her mind. A fool’s errand, they seemed to be constantly just out of her grasp. That smell seemed to be everywhere. It was so sweet, so warm, so intoxicating, and heady. It seemed to infuse her essence, her whole body and mind, and soul. Her smile widened.

This was new, Trixie thought. Normally, they listened to her suggestion and went on their way. They didn’t stand there, dripping perfume in the middle of the store. The way Dana was smiling vacantly into space was a little alarming and was drawing attention. Trixie had to think fast.

Not her strong suit these days.

Trixie wracked her brain.

––––––––
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“Um, just, like, act normal, babe,” she tried.

The words penetrated the pink cloud in Dana’s mind.

“Normal?” Dana asked, the words small and tiny as they came from her mouth. She sounded like she was underwater or a thousand miles away.

“Like, sure!” Trixie cast her mind about for what was normal. “Like, go and get a makeover and then make sure you have some really yummy sex.”

Dana blinked as the words landed in her prefrontal cortex. Makeover. Yummy sex. Got it. She swayed back and forth. The fog faded from her brain.

She was coming round, Trixie realized with gratitude as she watched the lights come on in Dana’s expression. “Oh, you’ll, like, need some hot new clothes, babe. But, like enjoy it! It’s good to have fun and, like, not worry or think or anything.”

“...not worry...fun...” Dana whispered, rising further and further out of the pink.

Dana coughed, blinked, and looked around. What was she doing here in the middle of the department store? How come she was so damn damp? She looked down at her pantsuit. It was ruined. Stinking with perfume, she was soaked through. Not to worry though, she’d need to get some new clothes but it wasn’t a big issue.

The blond bombshell that stood before her smiled nervously at her.

“And don’t forget to come back and see me!” Trixie said as Dana smiled.

Come back and see her? Sure, that sounded swell.
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Wandering through the department store, all Dana’s worries and concerns, that anger that had fuelled her, and the anxiety about her job, all melted away. She didn’t know why, but she wanted to buy something. Had to buy something.

Being late for work, the need for coffee, and the hassles of that first draft thesis, all faded into the background as the urge to get some hot new clothes burned brightly in the center of her mind.

Hot new clothes.

She’d never been one for clothes before, preferring the functional and the casual to the constricting and restrictive. A disheveled green zip-up sweater from a thrift store, brown jeans, a selection of t-shirts, slippers, and sweaters were her usual casual wear.

Well, she couldn’t continue wearing this suit with its heady, intoxicating aroma, now, could she?

Smiling, Dana turned and left the department store and headed into the mall.

Hot new clothes.

Dana drifted from store to store in a heady daze, idly browsing rack after rack after rack. She went to all her usual stores, all the beige and sensible necklines turned her off, and made her cold. There was nothing here for her. Two stores. Three stores. Four stores. Nothing. A tight coldness gripped Dana’s heart. She had to buy hot new clothes but there was nothing here. Nothing!

Then, she saw it. Black and chrome lettering over the storefront. Pounding techno music blaring from speakers on either side of the door. A neon sign bearing the legend:

HOT NEW CLOTHES AND MORE.

inside, the lighting was dim - neon lights flickered over racks of clothing, hanging mannequins, and racks of odd-looking pieces of clothing. Dana had never been here before. Previously, she had walked past, barely registering its existence. But now.

Now, Dana was drawn to the shop like a moth to the flame. The window display bore mannequins wearing short shorts and bras, mini skirts, and neon hot pants. Dana saw legs and tanned midriffs, round boobs, and slim legs in her mind’s eye. Suddenly, she wasn’t cold anymore. She was warm and flushed and eager.

Entering the shop, Dana looked around.

The room had a dank, garish, underground feel to it. Water was dripping from the ceiling and music pounded through walls studded with steel, brass, and wooden mirrors, every surface drenched in the weird light. In one corner, a bored shop assistant idly sorted through labels.

Dana went up to a mirror and stared at herself. A sloppy, short, brown bob, hair pulled back from her face. Her damp suit clinging to her body. Her face was plain and unadorned. She felt a deep weighty sadness. She did need hot new clothes. She needed them quickly. Then, afterward, the makeover.

Drifting through the store, Dana found what she was looking for. An electric blue open-backed dress, skintight jean shorts, tight tank tops, and several other pairs of hot-vibe items. Sheer black stockings, black suede, knee-high boots with teetering stiletto heels. Several accessories, including a sleek shoulder bag and a new pair of sunglasses. They all went over Dana’s arm as she ransacked the shop. With each item she selected, she held it to her body and imagined how hot she would look in them, as she did pleasing little fireworks burst in her mind.

Excitedly, she piled her purchases high on the counter, anxiously hopping from foot to foot as the assistant rang them up. He was tall and tattooed, his hair cropped tight against his head.

“Big purchase for so early on in the morning,” he murmured as he scanned the labels.

“Oh, I needed some hot new clothes and, like, just had to get them,” Dana replied watching the total advance on the checkout screen.

The assistant reached the total and Dana brought out her credit card. The total cost was more than she earned in a month. She had a vague feeling that she should be worried about this, but she knew she didn’t need to worry, or, like think, or anything.

As her purchases went through, the assistant looked up and regarded her finally.

“You know,” he said. “You’re not the type to usually come in here and buy these types of clothes.”

“Really?” Dana said, anxious to get her hands on the bags.

“Really. The girls who buy these clothes are usually total sluts, you know? I always think: if you’ve got these clothes, you must be loose, totally uninhibited. But, you, you come in here and you’re wearing conservative clothing, you know? Like, you’re not the usual...”

The assistant trailed off as he realized that Dana had paused. Her hands on the bags, Dana was staring off into space, her pupils wide, a dopey grin stretched out across her face.

“Ma’am?” He said waving his hand in front of her face. “Ma’am?”

“Total sluts...” Dana breathed. The smell of rose and Lily of the Valley rose in her mind again, bringing with it that sweet release, that beautiful floating feeling.

Girls who buy these clothes are total sluts.

Girls who buy these clothes are total sluts.

The words dropped like anvils into her mind, leaving their imprint on her malleable consciousness.

Girls who buy these clothes are total sluts.

Well, she’d bought these clothes, hadn’t she?
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