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Kate nervously shifted her weight from foot to foot as she waited for the door to open. In the span of one evening, she’d managed to break nearly every rule she’d ever made for herself; but then, what had following the rules gotten her? A safe, boring career that let her pay the bills and not much else, a dead social life, and somehow an even deader love life. If she wanted something to change, it had to start with herself.

She tugged at the hem of her pink sweater- the button-up one that did a fantastic job of “innocently” showing off far more cleavage than was strictly polite- smoothed out her black skirt, and hoped this whole thing wasn’t some kind of a joke. Did people still make fun of fat girls like that? Pretend to like them, ask them out, then laugh in their face, like back in high school? A part of her reasoned that if that was what was about to happen, she had brought it upon herself. Her rules were made for a reason and it was to avoid pain and humiliation. Still, she’d signed up for a dating app, agreed to meet up with a guy who was way too hot for her, at his house no less, with no idea what they were going to do besides “chill.”

It was common enough knowledge that those dating apps were completely based on physical attraction. It wasn’t like she’d ever actually thought she’d get a match, let alone a match with a super hot guy. Maybe he was catfishing her, using someone else’s pictures, and he’d turn out to be just as big as she was instead of the tall, chiseled Adonis in the photos. She made up her mind quickly- no matter what this guy looked like when he opened that door, she was going to give him a chance. Their brief chat had gone well enough, or she wouldn’t be here on his doorstep.

A jolt of adrenaline twisted Kate’s stomach as she heard the clicks of locks opening on the other side. She stood up straight and clasped her hands in front of her, using her upper arms to squeeze her breasts together to try to make them appear larger than they were. It was a cruel trick of her body to have made her plump, full, and round in every place except her breasts and ass, but she did what she could to work what she had.

The same gorgeous, smiling face that she’d seen in his profile pictures beamed at her from inside the expensive condo, “Kate?” He said her name as if it was a question, maybe he was giving her a chance to say “nope! Sorry! Wrong place!” and run away before she got hurt again. Maybe she would have taken that chance if the mere sight of him didn’t make her brain nearly stop working altogether as she went totally ga-ga over him.

Kate could feel her entire body relaxing, submitting to his every whim, being pulled towards him, while her mouth only wanted to scream “yes!” to anything he said or asked of her. So she did. “Yes,” she heard herself answering in that tiny, nervous voice of hers.

He laughed. A good natured laugh that only made his perfect, white smile broaden. She could feel herself melting and her chest throbbed with joy that she’d done something to make him smile. She’d do anything to make him smile. Some part of her recognized this as dangerous already, but there was no way she was going to back down from this man if he was serious about liking her.

“You don’t sound very sure of that,” he said, “but I’m pretty sure I’m Trent, and you’re the lady I’ve been talking with on Call Me Cupid. Wanna come in?”

Kate just stared dreamily at him and nodded. Trent smirked and stepped back gesturing into his palatial condo as he held the door open for her. Kate timidly crossed the threshold into what felt like another world. As soon as he’d given her his address as the swanky new high rise downtown, she thought she was being set up. She kept pinching herself as shed taken the elevator up and up and up. She’d expected a big prank as she’d knocked on the door. It couldn’t be denied now. He was who he’d said he was.

Trent Wentz, 37 years old, worked in pharmaceuticals, but nothing more specific than that. She followed him deeper into his home and stopped, staring out the floor-to-ceiling window that served as one wall of his living room, looking out over the entire downtown area below and the sunset above. The room itself was ultra modern with silver metal and glass tables and white furniture. The floor tapped under her simple black flats and she wondered what the beautiful cream colored tiles were made of. Music was playing all around her from hidden speakers but the massive flat screen TV hanging on the wall was off.

“Don’t be shy,” he said to her from the living room as he sat down on his white letter sofa, “come sit with me.”

Kate nodded and obeyed, her feet moving before her head could catch up. That was for the best, simply doing what he said before she had a chance to think about it. When she thought about it, she’d doubt it, doubt herself, and second guess it all. Her bottom was on the sofa cushion beside Trent before she could convince herself there was no way this man wanted to sit beside her and take a seat in one of the other chairs.

“I can see how nervous you are from across the city,” Trent said, his smile unwavering, “calm down. I won’t bite- unless you want me to,” he grinned at his old cliché joke and Kate giggled despite internally rolling her eyes.

“Hey, a laugh, that’s much better,” he said, folding one leg under his other and turning his body towards her. He leaned over and took both her hands in his. Kate’s cheeks immediately turned a blazing red, her heart pounding.

“You know,” she said shyly, “I kinda thought you’d … not really be you, you know? You’re just too good to be true and how people make fake profiles and stuff to get dates?”

“If you thought that, why’d you show up? Why even do online dating?”

“Same reasons for both questions,” Kate said after some hesitation, “honestly, I’m not exactly meeting anyone anywhere else. I’m not the kind of girl who really gets asked out at all.”

“That’s a shame, you seem like a sweet girl. You just need some help.”

“Help how?” Kate asked, trying not to sound excited at the prospect of this stud helping in her way.

“Well, Kate, are you happy where you are now? How you are now?”

“I guess so? I would like to have a boyfriend, but, you know,” she laughed nervously, shrugging her shoulders and looking down at her body and then back up at Trent. He was smiling, but something about it had changed almost imperceptibly, it had become more shark-like.

“This is what you really want, right, Kate?” Trent asked, nodding his head towards the huge window with its amazing view, brushing the back of her her hands with his thumbs. “You want to live in a place like this with a guy like me, right? You want to be the kind of gorgeous babe who doesn’t have to work, just stay hot and lie on her back and keep me happy. You can be honest, I already know the answer.”

Kate blinked rapidly a few times as she did her best to listen to his words and not just hear them, let them drift in one ear and float out the other. She started to shake her head no in some kind of protest, hating how quickly he’d figured her out, even as she  answered, “I- no. I like who I am. I like having a career. I just want a boyfriend.” Something was happening here, she just didn’t know what.

Trent chuckled, and this time the sound wasn’t as kind and inviting. “I knew the minute I saw your profile you were perfect for me. Well, maybe not your profile, I didn’t read it, but your pictures. Not a single one of you out with friends, doing anything in a group, not even one of you with a tour group somewhere.”

“I work a lot, I don’t have the time to travel” Kate offered weakly. What was he trying to do here? Embarrass her? Humiliate her?

“I know you do, Kate,” Trent soothed, “but I bet you hate your job. You hate what you do, you hate what you don’t do even more but how are you ever going to break the cycle? So you make a dating profile and you start swiping on guys way out of your league, guys like me, and then you forgot to delete your profile before anyone could reply. Or maybe you thought no one would. That all those hot guys would see your pictures and laugh and delete the notification.”

Kate’s brows began to knit, her thin lips twisting into a frown. She bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling as she felt the prickles of tears in her eyes. “I- I don’t have to stay here and listen to this… I knew this would just be a joke…” she said, voice wavering. She tried to get up from the sofa to leave, but Trent tightened his hold on her hands and kept her seated.

“It’s ok, Kate. You came here, and you’ll get what you wanted. All you have to do, is exactly what I tell you, and you can have me.”

Oh shit. Oh shit, shit, shit. Something inside of Kate jumped and fluttered. She liked what he was saying. Heaven help her, she liked whatever he was offering her. No one had to know she slept with someone guy who was virtually a stranger. Lots of people had one night stands or even friends with benefits. There was nothing wrong with her that she wanted a sexy guy. A sexy rich guy.. And, maybe worse, she did want to do exactly what he said if it meant he’d let her have him. Even just for tonight. It had been too long and maybe she was desperate, but sitting in this man’s expensive home, any woman would have done what she did. Any woman would have smiled, her body relaxing again as she said, “ok. but, what?”

“Stay right here,” he said with a wink that made her knees feel so weak she wouldn’t have even attempted to stand.

He got up and hurried from the living room, down the tiled hallway and disappeared into another room. Kate could hear the magnetic opening of doors, probably a refrigerator and freezer and some cabinets. Rattling, Water running. Stirring. When Trent reappeared, he was holding a glass of fizzing water and something in his closed fist. He gave the glass to Kate and stood in front of her, leaning over slighting before opening his hand. She eyed the pink and white candy striped pills suspiciously.

“What is… all this?” she asked, looking from the cotton candy scented drink in her hand to the pills.

“Separately, they’re just run of the mill supplements and vitamins specifically for women who are looking to keep getting what their bodies need while they’re dieting and exercising. But… taken together… they’re something entirely new and utterly amazing. Take them together, and you’ll change your life forever, Kate. Take them, and you can have everything you ever wanted.”

“What will they do? Are these, like, approved and safe and all that? I- I don’t even really know you.”

Trent sighed heavily through his nose like a parent trying not to lose their temper with an overly curious young child. “That’s right, Kate, you don’t really know me, but I bet if I told you to take your clothes off and spread your legs for me, you’d do it.”

Her eyes stung again, her face burning with embarrassment. She turned her eyes downward, watching the bubbles in her drink rising and popping in the glass.

Trent let the silence hang between them a moment before continuing, “you listen to me and you take these, and you’ll begin to become the kind of woman worthy of being mine. Now, don’t worry, you’ll have to take these a few times before anything becomes permanent. At any time before that, you just tell me you’re not happy, and we stop. You go back to exactly how I found you.”

Kate squirmed and lifted her eyes not to look up at Trent, but to stare at the pills. “And all I have to do is take those and drink this… and I can be yours?”

Trent laughed that happy, pleased laugh again that made her heart soar. “That’s all,” he confirmed.

She plucked the pills from his hand, popped them in her mouth and downed the entire bubbly drink. Trent took the glass from her hands and placed it with a clink on the glass coffee table.

“Good girl,” Trent said, and the praise from his lips all for her made Kate tremble.

“Now what?” as he asked expectantly. She wasn’t sure what she’d thought would happen, like lights swirling around her as her entire body magically poofs into something entirely new like in a superhero movie or cartoon, but she didn’t expect to feel completely the same.

Trent said nothing, his hands moving downward, he pushed his black t-shirt upwards, giving Kate a mouth watering glimpse of his abs before the cotton fell back down. His fingers were quickly working unfastening his jeans, opening the button and yanking the zipper down. With a few more motions that, to Kate, looked like a blur, Trent had pulled his cock out. Kate watched with glassy eyes as his cock began to grow and grow, becoming huge and hard as if by Trent’s sheer willpower alone as he held the base in his still hand. The wide head was propelled straight at Kate’s mouth, stopping so close yet so far.

“Show me you’re grateful for this opportunity to try out to be my girlfriend, Kate,” Trent said, his voice deep and smooth, like heavy waves washing over Kate and wrapping around her mind. There was only Trent. Everything else was becoming a far away, unimportant blur. All that mattered was this man in front of her. The one who might let her call him her man if only she could show him she was grateful. So grateful. So thankful to him and all he was offering.

She looked up at him helplessly. How could she ever do such a thing? What could ever be enough?

“Open your mouth, Kate,” he instructed her, and she did.

It felt strange. Her mouth, opening slowly. Her lips seemed to hum and vibrate, her tongue felt oddly heavy, preventing her from talking. She opened wider and struggled to lift her tongue and swipe it over her lips. It darted back into her mouth, startled by a new sensation. Her lips… weren’t her lips. They couldn’t be. Was it an allergic reaction to those pills? They were… huge! Her tongue peeked through the thickened, soft flesh and the tip traced along them. They were so big and so tender! Her whole body jumped just at her own tongue running over her lips. SHe swallowed and found that her throat had become numb as well.

She looked to Trent for answers, but she could only see his cock. Huge and hard, waiting. Waiting for her. She began to drool, her lips smacked wetly as she forget all her previous concerns about her lips and throat. Who cared about all that when there was a big hard cock that needed sucking. Yes! That was it! That’s what she could do for him!

Those puffy lips parted wide again only this time Kate knew what to do. She slowly pushed their pillowy softness down around Trent’s cock. She nearly came as she heard him groan and hiss, “that’s it. Good girl,” his hands moving to hold the back of her head. He didn’t force her to swallow him any faster than she was ready to, but neither did he let her back off of him. Every inch of his cock that slid into her mouth was only going deeper until he said otherwise. Being under his control like this was making Kate’s panties as sopping wet as if she’d sat in a puddle.

Kate’s head swam in pink clouds of bliss as she tasted her new man’s cock. Sweet and salty, he weighed heavy on her tongue. She slurped around him, trying to keep herself from drooling all down her chin. All it did was help her to swallow him down. She felt that heavy pressure from his wonderfully thick cock traveling easily down her throat. It was as if her gag reflex had completely disappeared and with this discovery, she gleefully slid her mouth down his entire length until her lips touched his hard body.

It was so easy and fun to suck his cock. It made every part of her ache with the joy of knowing she was giving him pleasure. Every grunt and groan he made was as good as that huge cock not pushing against the walls of her throat but pounding into her desperately horny pussy. His pleasure was her pleasure and it only made her suck on him harder. Her soft lips wrapped tightly around him, cushioning him as she let him use her as he pleased. His fingers tightened in her hair and he thrust occasionally down her throat, urging her to suck harder, swallow more, always encouraging her to go harder and faster.

Eventually, she barely had to do anything but hold her mouth open and suck as he thrust down her throat. He used her hair like reigns. holding her face firmly against his body as he gave hard, jerky thrusts, or pulling her back so he could admire her reddened lips pulling along his shaft as he slowly slid back and forth. She felt every thrust of his cock throughout her whole body, her every nerve dancing for him, her body on fire for him, even her mind, consumed only by him. Her every thought about what she could do to please him, be sexier for him, be everything he wanted her to be, that he knew she could be.

It was like falling asleep and dreaming while remaining totally awake. Her mind filled with fluffy clouds and sweet fog as she floated off into a world where all that mattered was her man, being hot for him, lying back and letting him do anything to her that he wanted. For now, that meant just keeping her mouth wide open while he grunted above her, his thrusts down her throat being harder and faster, something she never would have been able to withstand with such effortless enjoyment, something she never would have let a man- especially one she’d just met- do to her.

“Alright, Kate,” Trent said, his voice as calm as ever despite all the physical activities, “you’re gonna swallow everything I give you.”

“Uuuhhhhn,” Kate moaned in agreement from around his cock.

Trent grunted, each sound accompanied by a hard thrust down her throat until finally he slammed himself all the way down and held himself there. Kate had no choice but to take his hot load straight into her stomach. HIs cock was so deep down her throat, she barely had to swallow at all. Still, she slurped and swallowed because she knew it would please him. Her own orgasm exploded through her, triggered by the ecstasy of knowing she’d pleased her man, the delicious reward of his receiving his cum, being allowed to feast on all he had to give her.

The tangy salty cream filled her stomach thickly as if she’d chugged a rich, hot, luscious drink. Her eyes closed, her lips tightening around his cock, her pussy spasming as she reveled in the cock in her throat and the cum flooding her stomach. It was sheer heartache when he began to drag his cock out of her mouth, sighing happily as he took hold of himself and held his cock just beyond her mouth. “Clean it all up,” he said and Retire immediately set to work licking every last inch of him, sucking him clean of any smeared cum and saliva, even while her pleasure continued to pulse through her.

“Very good,” he praised her and she nearly came again, her whole body melting right in front of him. With one hand on her shoulder, he pushed her back, her back hitting the sofa where she lay in a cloud of bliss.

“You asked if this stuff was safe,” Trent said, despite seeing in her glassy eyes her mind was in no state to comprehend. “Well, I wouldn’t be taking them if they weren’t. Except, you see, it works differently on men than women. Women have a few minor side effects, but you don’t care about that, do you, Kate?”

“Nu-uh,” she shook her head with a sleepy smile on her face.

“Of course you don’t. You’re too pretty to worry about things. Just like I said, I knew you’d be perfect for me as soon as I saw you. So eager to please, so eager to change. Well, you just got probably two weeks worth in my cum. Aren’t you a lucky girl?”

“Yea!” she cheered.

“And you want to see me again, don’t you?”

Kate gasped and enthusiastically answered, “Yes! Please! Please let me see you again!”

“I’m going to pick you up at work tomorrow for lunch, alright?”

“Yes! Please!” she cried again.

“In the mean time, you’re going to remember to take these in the morning, ok?” he said, taking a small pill bottle from his pocket and pressing it into her hand. “You take these if you want to keep becoming my woman.” he spoke clearly and slowly, as if addressing a small child.

Kate smiled and nodded, letting him help her up from the sofa, the pills placed securely in her purse that now hung from her shoulder. How could she not again notice that beautiful view out the massive window, now looking at a black sky filled with stars. How long had she been here with him? It hadn’t felt like hours, but maybe she’d been wrong about when she’d arrived. It was easy for her to be wrong, that’s why she needed to let her man decide what she did. Right now, he was helping her to the door and telling her to go home and rest. She could do that. That was easy, She could do anything if it was for her man.

The next morning, Kate woke up with a jolt as her alarm chirped. She fumbled for her phone and silenced it without even needing to open her eyes. She tried to sit up, but her body felt… strange. Heavier in some places, much lighter in others. She put a hand to her forehead and groaned as she again fought to sit up and again gave in to collapsing onto her back. Just lying in bed with her eyes closed felt so damn good. Was she hungover? What had she even done last night?

It floated back to her in bits and pieces. Agreeing to go to a total stranger’s house. Somehow staying far later than she’d intended or even realized. Drinking something she didn’t even watch him prepare or know what it was…taking some strange pills he offered her just so she could be allowed to suck him off! Then actually sucking him off! Not even just, but letting him full on face fuck her, swallowing his cum…! What the hell had she been thinking?! The rush of hot juices between her legs and the thrilling chill of excitement that tingled up her spine reminded her exactly what she’d been thinking then and was thinking now: yea, it was stupid, but who cares? He was so hot… his dick was amazing… she tried not to think it, but truthfully her only regret was that he hadn’t asked to fuck her. Maybe when she saw him at lunch…

Lunch!

Kate finally managed to struggle her way up on the bed, swinging her legs over the side. She giggled when her toes brushed against the soft carpet. The sound surprised her enough to distract her from the odd weight on her chest. Why had she just giggled? It was the same carpet as always, it didn’t especially strike her as funny or cause any reason to laugh. She just… did it. And it felt good. It felt good to giggle! It was fun! She did it again and felt the weight on her chest lift and fall with it. That felt good, too! She reached up and began to twirl a long strand of thick, wavy, sandy blonde hair around her finger. It bounced around her hand and brushed against the top of her chest, making her giggle all over again. She almost forgot to wonder if her hair had even been that long, or that color, before she went to bed.

Well, lots of things happen when you sleep, don’t they? Hair and nails grow, that’s natural, she reasoned with a little nod. Wait. Nails! She quickly held her arms out and stuck her fingers up in the air. They’d grown too! Her once bitten-down-to-nothing nails were long and beautiful, perfectly sculpted as if she’d spent hours in a salon getting fake ones applied, only these were really hers! They just needed some polish.

She checked the time on her phone and quickly hopped up from her bed. Something bounced in front of her. Two somethings, in fact. Kate stopped and finally looked down. She couldn’t see anything except the deep cleavage created by her two enlarged breasts. Her totally naked breasts- she’s slept naked?! She puzzled down at them, staring open mouthed. Cautiously, she grabbed onto them, pushing them together and making her cleavage even deeper. They were her breasts, but they looked like they did when she wore her expensive push-up bra, only far bigger and she wasn’t wearing a bra at all. Her hands rubbed over them, slowly, as if they might disappear or deflate at any moment.

As her hands reached her nipples, she let out a little squeal or surprise and pleasure. That felt good! Her nipples were so intensely sensitive and already stiff and poking up from the upper center of her breasts. She couldn’t resist giving them a few pinches and tugs, each one making her toes curl and her puffy lips part to let out another squeal or moan. They felt so good, she thought she might be able to come just from playing with them. That would be something she’d absolutely have to try later.

She had to get to work. She had to get to work because Trent was going to take her to lunch. How did he know where she worked, anyway? The dating profile, right. Her head was so slow and sluggish, forgetting and remembering only to forget again. She kept getting distracted by any pretty color or shiny thing she saw in her bedroom. Things she’d had for years but never really noticed before. She took tiny steps over to her dresser, the top covered in pretty perfume bottles and tunes of gorgeous makeup she’d hardly ever used. This morning, her makeup and hair were done to perfection before she’d even put clothes on.

Clothing was an unexpected challenge. Nothing fit right! Her bras were useless, her tits couldn’t fit inside the small cups anymore, not by a long shot. All her nice blouses could barely button over them, every single one was way too tight up top and way too big down below. Had she lost weight? That much overnight was impossible… it was just some weird side effect of whatever this hangover was that she had. Water weight or whatever.

She left her dresser and went into her closet, hurrying through the meager selection of dresses until she found one she’d bought back in college, a super stretchy one that she’d bought because it said one size fits all, but it had clung to her body in all the wrong ways. Pulling it out, she smiled. It would fit. It did fit. Wriggling herself into it, it stretched out over her breasts (the thin straps looking as if they’d snap at any moment as they fought against the size of her breasts), stuck perfectly along her new hourglass curves, and stretched again over her wide hips and firm, round ass. It was a little short, clinging to her upper thighs, and a bit low cut, showing off almost the entirety of the tops of her breasts not to mention making her hard nipples quite visible, but it fit. That’s what mattered. She just wished it was pink. Maybe Trent would take her shopping after lunch!

Picking up her purse, she heard the rattle of the pills and remembered what her man had told her. She pulled the pill bottle out. If she wanted to get to be his, all his, she had to take them. Even without the strange drink, they tasted like candy in her mouth. she swallowed them easily even without water. Kate made it to her living room before her legs started to tremble and she collapsed onto her sofa. The room began to spin and swirl until it was all a jumble of pretty colors. She could feel herself floating, giggling, her body stretching and pinching, her muscles tensing and relaxing, her mind growing foggier and foggier until her eyes closed.

Her body began to burn and quiver between her legs. Her breasts started to ache. She lifted her hips and ass up from the sofa, spreading her legs as far as the tight dress would let her. Her tongue lolled out the side of her mouth, her lips feeling tighter and tighter as she panted and moaned. She bucked her hips at the air, her hands shaking with the need to touch herself, but she didn’t want to without her man telling her to. This was his body, after all. She just made it hot and sexy for him. If she wanted to come, it had to be by his hand or his command. For now, she learned to take pleasure in how badly she needed him. Not just his cock, but to serve him, to please him. She wanted to be on her knees in front of him, sucking on his cock until he came down her throat again. Maybe if she did a very good job, he’d reward her by putting it in her pussy.

She came. Writhing against her sofa, moaning like a shameless slut, she felt her pussy squirting her juices against the insides of her perfectly thick thighs. As long as she kept thinking about serving her man, being allowed to take his cock in any of her horny holes, her climax kept rolling through her until she collapsed against the sofa again. She felt slow and groggy when her eyes finally opened again. Oddly, it was easier to get up this time than before, not that she remembered it.

Katie hopped to her feet, practically skipping, even in her pair of tall black heels. The bouncy, shiny waves of blonde hair flowed down her back and around her shoulders, framing her face with gold. Her breasts, each now bigger than her head, seemed to float out in space in front of the rest of her tiny body. Tiny except for her deliciously wide hips and scrumptiously full ass. Somehow, all of it balanced on her long, lean legs. She was beyond late to work, but who cared? She was too pretty to worry about nonsense like being on time. She instinctively knew she was also far too pretty to ever suffer any kind of consequence.

She popped two more of the pills, the happy pink fog curling thickly in her head. It was a miracle she even remembered how to get to the office she’d worked at for several years. Katie bounced through the door with a joyously squealed “ hi-eee!!” as she lifted one hand up over her head to wave at all the confused faces of her coworkers, poking their heads up over the cubicle walls to see who in the world had made such an entrance. Women sneered and men stared as she bounced along to the office with a door she’d been so excited to be promoted to work in just months ago.

It was only then that recognition began to spark in her co-workers’ eyes. That was Kate! Somehow, in some impossible way, that was Kate! Gossip wasted no time. Had she gotten some crazy plastic surgery? Was it a weird practical joke, maybe the real Kate had hired an escort to pose as her?

As Katie bounced up and down in her big office chair, her tits and hair moving up and down with their own unique take on physics, her boss stormed into her office. “Excuse me? … Kate?” He narrowed his eyes, squinting at Katie, searching for some feature of his employee that he recognized. She was an entirely different person, right down to her impossibly blue eyes and richly tanned skin. Just being in her presence made him stand a bit straighter and attempt to casually tug on his suit jacket to straight out any wrinkles it might have had.

Katie immediately stopped bouncing, sitting still and smiling, “yea?”

“My God… Kate? That’s really you?”

“Yuh-huh,” she nodded happily.

“Well… you… um…” He couldn’t stop staring at her. Particularly her spectacular breasts. He had to close his eyes, shut her out, but he couldn’t stop smelling that heavy scent of strawberry candy that filled the small office space. He shook his head and tried again. “Kate. You missed the entire morning. You didn’t even call in. You know I have to write you up for this.” The message delivered, he put on his best stern face and finally opened his eyes…. and nearly melted.

Katie was pouting, twirling her hair around her finger. “I know,” she sighed with a bit of a whine, “but you wanna see my tits to make up for it?” she asked with a sparkling smile and a little giggle as she started to pull the straps of her dress down.

“I- what- ye- no! Kate! Stop that! Put your-“ he stared, flustered and red faced, as Katie pulled the top of her dress down, grabbed hold of her breasts and began to lift them up and down with her hands while she laughed and rocked back and forth in her chair. “W-we’ll have to discuss this later!” her boss yelled, storming out just as he’d entered, slamming the door behind him.

Katie stood up only to flop back on the top of her desk on her back, kicking her legs up in the air as she kept swinging her breasts and laughing. Her heels fell to the floor while muffled voiced talked quickly outside her door, one angrily, one amused. She recognized the second voice without even realizing it, her body immediately reacting to the sound of her man’s voice. A low, long moan left her throat, her core beginning to burn anew. She could feel her dripping slickness coating her lower lips, making her slippery in an instant and almost overpowering the scent of strawberries with her own sweetness.

She released her breasts, and stretched her arms out along her desk, pushing everything off to the floor without a care. Her legs spread wide, her feet perched on the edge of her dress as she again ground her hips up into the air, posing herself like a hopeless slut in heat- which was exactly what she’d become within seconds of hearing her man.

The door opened and Trent swaggered into the office as if it had always been his. He closed it behind him with a gentle click as he grinned and took in the scene before him. He’d been right about this girl, he knew that. He hadn’t imagined she’d respond quite so well to all of it. Maybe that had been what his other had lacked: the true, desperate desire to become a cock starved bimbo. Katie’s blue eyes widened as she saw her man, she loved against the desk so that her head hung back off the other end and opened her mouth wide. Trent approached her, unzipping his pants and stuffing his half-erect cock straight into her waiting mouth as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

Katie’s huge, soft lips wrapped around his length as she set to sucking on him, her tongue lapping long his length as he lazily pumped his growing cock in and out of her throat. Trent reached out and grabbed onto her newly inflated breasts, squeezing the firm yet soft flesh, seizing her nipples between his fingertips and absent-mindedly squeezing them as his palms rubbed against the hot mountains on her chest.

Attention from him made the fire between Katie’s legs unbearable. She moaned and whined around his cock, spreading her legs wider and wider until her feet were nearly out of desk to rest against. She lifted her ass up and swung her hips in wide, welcoming circles that made the skin tight dress roll up around her waist as if it was always meant to be little more than an accessory on her otherwise naked body.

Continuing to work his cock in and out of her warm mouth, Trent smirked and said, “You’ve been a very good girl, haven’t you?”

An enthusiastic “mmm!” rose up from around his dick, sending pleasant vibrations through him.

“You took your medicine this morning, I can see that. You really want to be my woman, don’t you?”

Another “mmm!” in affirmation.

“But… do you want to be my bimbo?” he slowly pulled his cock from her throat, resting the moistened length against her face, letting her lips continue to try to kiss him, her tongue to stretch out and lick him.

“I wanna!” she managed to answer as she kept desperately trying to use her mouth on him.

“You’re going to need to quite your job, of course, and come live with me. It’s full time work staying a sexy bimbo slut.”

“Ok!” she chirped happily.

“And you’re going to let me fuck you however I want, whenever I want,” he said, squeezing her tits hard as if to emphasize the point.

“Yes! Yes, Sir!” she squealed.

“So, you’re not going to have any problems when I open this door…” he reached behind him, opening the door to her small office, then slowly made his way around to the front of the desk between her legs. He took his cock in one hand, swiping the head up and down her drooling pussy lips like a paintbrush, “and fuck this lovely pussy where everyone can see and hear you.”

“Oooohhh,” Kateie moaned, holding her hips up in the air again, she reached under herself, her hands reaching up between her legs from behind, spreading her slippery folds open wide.

“You want it, Kate?”

“Katie,” she chirped.

“Of course,” Trent smirked continuing to rub his bare cock along her spread pussy. “Katie. You want me to fuck you right now?”

“Fuck me,” she agreed happily. “Please, fuck me right here, right now, Sir!”

A part of her was screaming in the back of what was left of her mind. Begging herself to snap out of it, to wake up. Something was incredibly wrong here, something was very, very wrong. She just… didn’t know what. She’d worked hard to get her career, even if it was a boring one. She’d worked hard so she wouldn’t be some man’s sex toy and nothing else.

Trent began to push himself into her, and that little voice suddenly quieted to a frantic whisper. The deeper his cock inched into her, the quieter it became. What could be wrong about this? She wanted a man, didn’t she? She hated this job, didn’t she? She wanted to live in a wonderful expensive condo like his. She wanted to feel herself being stretched open wide by such a big, hard cock. What was so wrong about becoming a… a bimbo if thats’ what it took to make dreams come true?

The head of Trent’s cock pushed against the back of her pussy, making her let out another long moan. The kind of sound that wouldn’t go unnoticed by anyone lucky enough to hear it. Head again shot up from behind cubicle walls, turning this way and that until she moaned again as he gave a little, hard thrust into her and made her cry out again. All eyes were peering into that office now, hands flying to either cover gaping mouths or to begin stroking between legs.

Trent certainly didn’t care who was watching, and the more eyes that Katie saw and felt on her, the hotter she felt. She wanted everyone to see her. To see how happy she was now. How sexy and beautiful and utterly, completely happy she was impaled by her man’s perfect hard cock. Her hands remained on her pussy, keeping herself opened wide although it was no longer necessary. There was just something about knowing she was showing her man how badly she wanted him, demonstrating to him that her body was all for his enjoyment, that made her pussy gush over his cock and her muscles squeeze him.

Trent licked his lips and again grabbed hold of her breasts, using them like handles to keep from sending her flying off the other edge of the desk as he finally began to thrust into her. The sounds of sex filled the entire office, but no one wanted to interrupt the live sex show. It was all too hypnotic. Kate’s moans were music to the ears of all who heard, and they only grew louder as she was used as the perfect fuck doll. Trent’s thrusts grew into uncaring, merciless slams of his cock into Katie’s tight, wet, hot hole.

“You’re my bimbo fuck slut from now on, Katie, aren’t you?” Trent grunted.

“Fuck slut! I wanna be a bimbo fuck slut! I am a bimbo fuck slut!” Katie moaned joyously. Every word that rolled off her tongue sent an electric shock of ecstasy through her.

“You’re gonna be my little trophy. Stay hot and horny for my cock. My beautiful bimbo cock holster,” Trent groaned with a laugh. He took immense pride in what he’d done for her, what he’d do for as many women as he could. Let them become perfection. Let them experience a whole new life, serving their lucky men.

“I’m hot and horny for Sir!” Katie moaned, shoving her hips forward onto Trent’s cock, trying to cram every last inch of him into her even long after she was out of space. No matter how hard he rammed into her, there was no discomfort. A pace that would have had other women exhausted and spent only made Katie work harder to keep up, her new body created only for this. To give and receive mind blowing pleasure.

A crowd had gathered now in front of her door. At the front of it, her boss, jaw tight, face red, suit trousers forming a tent over his crotch. “You’re fired!” he screamed, slamming the door closed and trying to usher everyone else away.

Katie didn’t care. She barely even heard him. She was too focused on making her man pleased with her. She’d do anything for him. Fuck anywhere, in any way he wanted. Nothing mattered but him and giving him the pleasure he wanted.

“I love your cock, Sir,” she managed to gasp between her own cries of bliss. “I’m your bimbo fuck slut! Please always just fuck me! Keep my pussy full!”

“Full of what, Katie,” Trent asked, a sharp lash to his voice and a glint in his eyes as he kept pumping himself in and out of that squeezing passage.

“Full of your cock! Full of your cum!”

Trent pulled his cock almost entirely out of her only to plow it straight through her again, sheathing himself fully within her, her tight, wet walls grabbing at his cock as he grunted and released everything he had to flood up into her. His load overflowed her clutching channel, seeping out of the tight seal her had around him, dribbling down over her hands and her ass.

Her toes curled tightly around the edge of the desk, her orgasmic moans tearing from her throat and filling the entire office despite the closed door. The sounds Katie made would stay in the memories of all who heard her, the true sounds of carnal ecstasy experienced only by those extraordinarily lucky few who had been able to give up all their insecurities and transform themselves. Pure bliss coursed through her veins, strengthened by the powerful dose of the miracle supplements in Trent’s cum, sealing Katie’s fate as a bimbo.

Fireworks exploded in front of her bright blue eyes, her golden hair somehow still perfect as it fanned out around her both on and hanging off the desk. Her body throbbed with pleasure that she hoped would be never ending. Her insides were flooded with cum, her body soaking up every last drop greedily.

Finally, Trent pulled himself from her depths with a grunt, pleased to see how relatively little of his cum flowed back out of her. The more she got, the hotter she would be- and remain. While he made himself presentable again, Katie slid off the desk, dipping her feet back into her heels and making a vague attempt to cover herself again with the ill-fitting dress. Trent only smiled at her as she combed her fingers through her luscious hair.

“Are you my man now, Sir?” she asked sweetly as Trent opened the door.

“Yea, and you’re my bimbo,” he said, “c’mon, you need a new dress.”

“Oooh! Shopping!” she cheered as she strut along behind him through the office.

Katie didn’t care what had happened to her, or why. That she’s just lost her job in a spectacular fashion and give her life, mind and body over to this man she’d just met, all by lunch time. She was a bimbo now. It wasn’t her place to do things like think or worry. All she needed to do was stay hot and horny for her man, and that was how she liked it.
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