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“You...wait, what?” Brooke stared at the phone, brow furrowed.

“I said,” said Chuck, the latest in her long string of boyfriends, “that I like you, but you look too ugly without makeup. I feel like I’m being catfished. Like in that Instagram picture you posted the other day. Sorry.”

“But...but I was wearing makeup!” protested Brooke. “Just not lipstick! You’re breaking up with me because I didn’t wear lipstick one day?”

“Hey, I don’t know,” said Chuck. “All makeup is the same to me. But, hey, the girl next to you in that same picture – can you get me her number?”

It took Brooke a second to process what her now-ex boyfriend had said. “W-wait...okay, no, fuck you! That’s my best fucking friend! If you’re going to act like an asshole, don’t expect me to hang around!”

She could just see Chuck shrugging on the other end of the line. He did it a lot, usually when he knew he was wrong. “I just don’t see why I always have to be the bad guy in these situations.”

“Because- because-” Brooke let out a scream of frustration. “I’m not going to take your shit anymore. Don’t call me!” Exhaling, she hit the hang-up button just as Chuck began to plead with her to stay. There went another relationship. While the man she’d chosen had turned out not to be a catch, it was always depressing to see her emotional investment go swirling down the toilet.

Someone knocked at one of the doors of the reception area, and Brooke jumped. It was probably Mr. Hardwick, her boss, and he was probably wondering why she was shouting at someone on the phone for the second time that month. Hurriedly, she straightened up and tried to look composed as he edged the door open. “Brooke?” he asked. “Were you on a personal call?”

“Yes, I was, I’m sorry,” Brooke sighed. “I know that’s against the policy we agreed to, but my – well, now he’s my ex-boyfriend, I guess – but he just called me. He doesn’t have a job, and he tends to forget I do, and that he can’t call me at work. But that’s all in the past now!”

Mr. Hardwick frowned, then stepped out of his office and closed the door. He was tall and muscular, the youngest person ever to be president of Rawlings Venture Capital, and, in Brooke’s privately-held opinion, the hottest as well. As his personal assistant, she had some idea of how much he was worth; the man was one of the top investors in New York, after all. In the billions, probably. That just made him that much more intimidating to her. “Listen, Brooke,” he said. “I get it. But you can’t be taking personal calls at work. I don’t have any other complaints about you – in fact, you’ve been great – but this will factor into your performance review.”

“I...understand,” said Brooke. Taking the call hadn’t been a good decision. Dating Chuck hadn’t been a good decision. She never made good decisions. “I’ll get back to work now.”

“You know, I’ve been in your position,” said Mr. Hardwick. “I’ve had relationships like that. They make life harder, don’t they? Start to creep into everything else you do?”

“Y-yeah,” said Brooke. It was nerve-wracking to be having this personal of a conversation with her boss. Didn’t he get that?

“Well, I don’t know if you’re interested,” he said, “but I have something that might help you feel better. It’s a kind of...audio tape, made by a company from Europe and further developed in Costa Rica. I haven’t used it – it’s specifically meant for women – but I’ve heard great things about it. Actually, one of Rawlings’ companies is working on a deal to distribute it in the United States.”

“Like...a motivational thing?” She was skeptical, but didn’t want to let that show.

“Yes, except it works.” Mr. Hardwick smiled. “I’ll email you the file tonight. It’s two hours long, and you just listen to it before going to bed.”

“Okay, sounds good!” Brooke smiled back, trying to impress him with her go-getter attitude without actually expressing enthusiasm about his weird tape thing. She might give it a listen...but only because he had asked her, not because she thought it would really work. Mr. Hardwick left, and she looked back at her computer and sighed. Time to answer a few hundred emails. And to get used to being single again.

* * *

That night, Brooke was cleaning up from dinner (pesto pasta, again) when her phone buzzed; it was Mr. Hardwick, sending her the file. Sighing, she downloaded it. That afternoon, she had mentally resolved to give it a try. Sure, maybe it was going to be useless, but that didn’t mean it wouldn’t be relaxing to just lay back and focus her energy on something other than worrying about bills or her job or being forever alone.

After she finished the dishes, she took a quick shower and did her skincare before heading to the couch. Plugging in her earbuds (the nice ones), she got comfortable and then hit the play button on the file. Here goes nothing, she thought.

But all she heard was a bunch of static. What was this? There was no relaxing music, no motivational speaker, no nothing. Usually, these tapes had some content so that you could think that they were working -

Before she could finish that thought, though, she had lost all consciousness.

* * *

Brooke awoke to the sound of...nothing. The file had stopped playing. Checking her phone, she found that all two hours and five minutes of audio had somehow gone by without her noticing. She had absolutely no memory of the time she’d spent listening to the tape. Crazy.

Oddly, though, she found that she just couldn’t feel bothered about that. There was just...no way she could work up a sweat over a silly little thing like missing two hours. Who cared?

In fact, the little voice inside of her, the narration of her consciousness, was suddenly much quieter. It was usually what reminded her about her worries, nagged her about responsibilities, disparaged the decisions she made...but now it was almost gone. Her mind was suddenly an oasis of calm. The file had worked, and it had worked well! Brooke was grateful to Mr. Hardwick for sending it to her. That was one of the perks of having a billionaire boss – he had been able to get that from his contacts!

But now she was really, really sleepy. Strange. Oh, well; getting up from the couch, Brooke brushed her teeth and headed off to bed. Sometimes, she was wracked by anxiety-induced nightmares, but tonight was going to be different. Nothing could disturb her mind’s new tranquility.

* * *

Indeed, there were no nightmares that night, but there were certainly dreams, and one in particular that left an impression on Brooke. She was floating in a sea of pink liquid, underwater and yet mysteriously still able to breathe. There was no end in any direction, no matter how much she squinted; the expanse was infinitely wide and infinitely deep.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy it, though. She turned flips, paddled around, smiled...it was so nice to be away from her stressful life, just afloat by herself in this beautiful pink sea. She felt lighter than air; her head, especially, was as empty as a balloon. And that was a wonderful feeling.

But then Brooke noticed a shape coming towards her. She watched as it grew in her field of vision, as it got steadily larger and larger. When it turned towards her, she realized that it was a man, that it was...Mr. Hardwick! “Hi, Mr. Hardwick!” she tried to shout, but the pink liquid filled her mouth and all that came out was a gurgle. Oh well.

Just then, she realized that she was naked. Even in her new state of not-caring-about-things...this was bad, right? For her boss to see her naked? She tried desperately to cover herself up, clamping a hand onto her crotch and another over her breasts, but it was futile; her breasts were suddenly growing, faster and faster, until she couldn’t reach around them at all anymore. How embarrassing.

When she looked over at Mr. Hardwick, though, she realized that he was naked too, and that he was smiling, smiling at the silliness of the situation, but not laughing at her. The sight was strangely erotic, and even more so when he reached out a hand, when his fingers were about to sink into her newly-expanded breasts –

Brooke awoke with a gasp. Groggily, she realized that her alarm was going off. Come on, it was just getting to the good part! Oh, well. There was nothing for it. She just had to get up and –

But when she went to stand up, she nearly pitched forward. The balance of her body was completely different. Gone was the belly fat she’d had, redistributed into her newly-expanded ass and, most of all, her large, wobbling breasts. They were several cup sizes bigger than when she’d gone to sleep.

And...and she loved it. There was a time – maybe it had been the day before – when Brooke would have panicked to see such massive changes. But she just couldn’t care about that anymore. Whatever worries she’d had, whatever cares, disappeared as she hefted her new jugs. They were beautiful, really beautiful, and there was just no reason to question why she had them all of a sudden.

Same went for her ass. Giving it a slap, she shrugged off her pajamas and got into her workout gear. Time to start the day right. After all, she had to be in a good mood for when she saw Mr. Hardwick...

At last, an hour and a half later, Brooke climbed the stairs out of the subway and stepped out onto Wall Street. The Rawlings Building was just a few minutes away, and she knew she was going to enjoy the walk. She had had a good time on the subway, too! With her new tits, a bra had been out of the question – she’d have to go get a new one sized – but the rest of her office clothes did fit, barely. Still, stretched over her brand-new curves, and paired with the black high heels that she’d rarely worn before, the outfit was somewhere between the professional and the erotic. She’d gotten more stares on the subway in forty-five minutes than she had in four and a half years. While the old Brooke would have shied away from the attention, the new Brooke drank it in. Why not?

Just then, she ran into Mr. Hardwick! He was stepping out of a limo that had stopped at the curb. Noticing her, he smiled and waved, a favor she returned. “Hi, Brooke. Just had the driver drop me off here. With the traffic today, it seems like it’ll be faster to walk.”

“Y-yeah!” said Brooke. A strange nervousness crept over her; it wasn’t that that old voice in her head had come back to remind her of something to worry about, but more that she was...just afraid that something might not go right. A vague sense of suspense, or tension. Well, whatever. Just play it cool. As cool as the new Brooke could play it.

“Nice shoes, by the way,” said Mr. Hardwick. She glowed with happiness at the compliment. “I take it you listened to the tape?”

“Oh, how’d you know that?” asked Brooke. “I didn’t tell you yet!”

He waved a hand. “Oh, it’s just those stock market senses. I have a special intuition; it’s how I got to where I am today.” But his gaze, which had repeatedly strayed over her new rack, hinted that he had some more concrete evidence as well. She didn’t mind, though; she was seeing her boss through new eyes now, and the vague workplace crush she’d had on him before had turned into open lust. That meant that any attention from him was good attention!

Together, the two walked the several minutes to the Rawlings Building, then took the elevator up to the Executive Suite. Brooke realized that, barring the cleaners, a few assistants who came in once and a while, and the company brass when there was a meeting, she was really the only person who was consistently in there with Mr. Hardwick. She’d never thought about that before, but today, well, she was planning to take advantage of it.

“Mr. Hardwick?” she asked as they headed into the suite’s reception area. “Can I...talk to you about something in your office?”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Hardwick, looking pleased and perhaps not as surprised as Brooke would have expected. “What did you have on your mind?”

“Well,” said Brooke, “it’s just that I haven’t, like, thanked you properly yet for getting me started with that tape. It really gave me a new lease on life!”

“Did it?” Mr. Hardwick ushered her into the office, an impressive, darkly-furnished space dominated by a desk big enough to play ping-pong on. When she was inside, he shut the door. Now they could both be confident of privacy. “Tell me more.”

“Like, I can’t really explain how,” said Brooke, “but I just feel really good, you know? I can’t even worry about anything anymore!” Despite her nervousness, she was doing her best to forge ahead. Mr. Hardwick wouldn’t be seduced that easily. Wait, where had that thought come from?

“Great to hear, great to hear,” he said. “Well, if that’s everything, I…”

“No!” said Brooke. “No, there was something else. I…needed to...thank you. Like, really thank you.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Hardwick, a wicked smile creeping over his face. “I believe I know what you had in mind...but please allow me to make a suggestion. I spend my life on top, as you know. On top of the company, on top of my friends, everything. I’d like to change things up. So would you mind sitting on the desk...pet?”

“Oh, Mr. Hardwick,” breathed Brooke. She was so turned on already, and he hadn’t even touched her. Obediently, she climbed up onto the desk and faced him, legs spread.

“Good girl,” he said. “There’s a skill I’ve been practicing recently. Do let me know if I’m any good at it.” Tossing his jacket and tie to the side, he approached her while unbuttoning his expensive shirt as well. That soon followed, and then his chiseled muscles were right there in front of her; she felt her heart miss a beat. No guy she’d dated had ever been like this.

While she swooned, Mr. Hardwick kneeled down in front of her, face just inches from her crotch. Looking her in the eye, he pulled her panties down to her ankles and had her kick them off. Then, smiling widely, he leaned closer, not even bothering to remove her skirt as well; he was clearly as excited as she was.

He placed a hand on each of her thighs, a gesture of intimacy that turned Brooke on almost more than anything else he’d done, before slowly, languorously leaning down towards her snatch. He paused for a moment, allowing her time to fall into a frenzy of anticipation, before extending his tongue and swiping a line across her pussy opening. Normally, such a gesture wouldn’t have done much for her – one of her forgettable exes had also liked to eat pussy, although, strangely, she couldn’t remember his name or anything else about him at the moment – but Mr. Hardwick was so hot, so in control, that his tongue sent an electric shock through her.

It got better, too. Slowly, he ramped up his efforts, tracing a circle around her opening, teasing her clit with the briefest of kisses, zigzagging his tongue across her snatch. She found herself getting hot, a fiery, passionate heat that emanated from somewhere deep within her. “Oh fuck, Mr. Hardwick,” she moaned. “Fuck, give me more.”

“As you wish,” he said, smiling up at her. For a moment, neither moved, and then his tongue suddenly plunged deep into her pussy. She cried out; the sensation was, again, much stronger than she had anticipated, and she felt the stirrings of an orgasm beginning to build within her. It was still far off, of course, but the fact that he had brought her this far already – it was impressive.

As he continued to work his tongue into her, she realized that it wouldn’t be enough. Not that it wasn’t amazing and wonderful, or that she necessarily wanted the feeling to stop; it was more that she just...needed to take things further. “Th-this is, like, really great, Mr. Hardwick, but...I need more. I need,” she gasped as his tongue did something particularly skilful, “I need you inside of me.”

He raised his head and looked up at her with a smile. “Just what I was thinking, but while I’m slipping on a condom, would you mind taking off that shirt of yours? I need to get my hands on those tits.”

Brooke blushed. “Of course.” By the time she’d unbuttoned her shirt and tossed it onto the floor, Mr. Hardwick had produced a condom from somewhere and slipped it on.

Looking her in the eyes, he placed a hand on each of her fat breasts and positioned his cock in front of her vagina. “Are you ready for this? To be completely honest, I’ve been waiting to get at you for a long time. You’re just...when you walked through the door for the first time, I knew I had to have you.”

“Oh, Mr. Hardwick,” Brooke said, “that’s so romantic!” A brighter blush spread over her face.

“It’s not romance,” said Mr. Hardwick. “This is fate I’m talking about here. It didn’t have anything to do with us in particular. We were meant to spend this morning in each other’s arms, and there’s nothing you or I could have done about it. Not that I would have wanted to.” He smiled, then pushed his hips forward, guiding his cock up into her pussy.

The sensation was indescribable. Brooke had had a lot of bad sex over the years, but this was so completely different that she was hesitant to even use the same word to describe it. It was passionate, raw, and she threw herself into it with abandon, letting out a long moan as he pushed himself further inside of her.

Once he was all the way in – his cock was the perfect size, stretching Brooke’s pussy without giving her any pain – he began to pull out again, building up to a steady thrusting rhythm. Each time his shaft buried itself inside of her, she gasped, pleasure arcing out through her body. He was able to hit that perfect spot that no one had been able to hit before, that no one, as far as she was aware, had really even tried to hit before. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him closer as he mauled her tits with his hands; she needed to experience him as intimately as humanly possible.

The pleasure was beginning to build up, mainly from her vagina but also from her nipples, which Mr. Hardwick made sure to give a hard tweak every now and then. Her orgasm wasn’t as far away now as it had been, and she thrust her hips forward against Mr. Hardwick’s, trying desperately to extract every drop of pleasure out of each and every motion. It was almost too much.

Brooke’s lover was clearly getting close to orgasm as well. He wasn’t quite as cool and collected as he had been before, and his breathing was harder than ever, but he thrust into her with grim determination. She loved the sight, loved watching a man lose his senses and fall into wild abandon because of her. When had that happened before? She couldn’t follow that train of thought, though; suddenly, the pleasure within her seemed to be much greater than before, and it was building much faster, and…

And then she was there. Her mind went completely blank, unable even to begin to form a thought, and pleasure erupted within her. Her limbs trembled, her core shook, and she gasped, panted, moaned, screamed; nothing was sufficient to express the way she felt. Everything was pleasure, everything was joy, everything was sex, hot and nasty, and she loved it, loved it more than she had loved anything in her life.

Eventually, though, the sensations began to drain away, and she slowly returned to reality. Mr. Hardwick was still thrusting away inside of her, but he was slowing down, and she could tell that he had blown his load; it must have happened just after she’d reached her own orgasm. Together, they came down, recovering their senses and their breath.

There was really nothing to say after such an encounter, though. As they got cleaned up using the tissues on Mr. Hardwick’s desk, they stole glances at each other, but neither could put into words what had just happened. At last, Brooke made a game attempt. “Like, that was...amazing.”

Mr. Hardwick smiled. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. I have to admit, that was the best fuck I’ve had in a long time as well. I’ll have to pass my compliments back to the Costa Rica people.”

“The Costa Rica people?” asked Brooke.

“The ones who made the tape,” he explained. “It left you feeling better...and you can’t have good sex if you’re not at your best mentally.”

“That’s, like, true,” said Brooke. She watched him as he began to get dressed. There was more to the story here, more that he wasn’t telling her...but did that really matter? As long as she got to fuck him, everything was fine by her, and she did, so it was. She didn’t want to worry anymore, and, thanks to the tape, she didn’t have to.

Hopping down off the desk, she put on her own shirt and began to button it up. Whatever else had happened that week, she’d bedded a new man, potentially earned herself a raise, and completely changed her outlook on the world. Not bad for less than twenty-four hours’ work.
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