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CEO Jessica Danvers rules her company with an iron-fist. Wearing a tight-bun and conservative wedges, she humiliates and demeans her employees like a frigid dictator.

Today is when everything changes.

When Jessica adds a SPECIAL SWEETENER to her mid-morning coffee, she finds herself quickly TRANSFORMING from a total bitch into a TOTAL BIMBO! Along with her new blonde hair, sexy clothes, and gorgeous skin, Jessica has an attitude that makes the men in the office eager to COME by her desk! And with her biggest client scheduled to visit, Ms. Danvers is going to have to pull out all the skimpy stops to make sure he’s FULLY SATISFIED with her work!


❧

Jessica stared at the man sitting across from her until he averted his eyes. That was the first sign that things were not going to go well for the young first-year employee.

The second sign was the pen. Whenever Jessica clutched that horrible red marker between her unpainted fingernails, it spelled disaster for whomever was unlucky enough to be called into her office. As the clock struck 9: 30 a.m., Anthony Lewis was the day’s first unfortunate victim.

He took in a deep breath. Relax, he told himself. There was nothing in that quarterly report that should hurt him. Every pallet, parcel, and penny were accounted for. He’d checked, double-checked, and even triple-checked every document, staying well past reasonable hours to make sure his first “real” work assignment - the first one CEO Jessica Danvers would see, at least - was beyond reproach.

And the woman did have to admit his report was good. She congratulated herself for that. Running a tight ship meant work was solid and profits were high, even if some bad apples muttered about “The Ice Bitch” whenever she passed by. Jessica didn’t care what they said about her - in fact, she rather enjoyed it. Let them have their frivolous little words. She had an Ivy League Diploma, a luxury sedan, and a 3 bedroom condo downtown. Not to mention a gushing profile on her in Business International Monthly as the first female CEO in the state. Granted, she’d threatened to sue them if one libelous word about her slipped in, but that was just good business sense.

Indeed, she felt like she had it all. And she wasn’t willing to give a single mote of it to this little boy before her. She scanned him briefly, noted that his tie was a half-windsor instead of a full one, and used that as all the reasoning she needed to tear him to shreds.

Jessica shut the folder and pushed it across the desk. Anthony’s heart sank. She’d just given him the third sign that he was in deep shit.

“This is trash,” she said, tapping a trimmed fingernail against the folder and vocalizing what she’d already signaled through body language. She locked her dark brown eyes on Anthony, who fidgeted in his seat, posture slumping by the second.

“I…”

“You haven’t even accounted for potential losses in the third quarter. It’s clear you did not read the board of directors’ statements on Chinese import tariffs, which could upend our earning potentials.”

Anthony blinked. Those import tariffs were mere rumor, and wouldn’t go into effect until next year at the earliest. Why did he have to factor those in for a quarterly report? It would take days to account for all the hypotheticals. He saw the grin play at her thin lips. Then he knew why. She was doing this just to torture him. Just to make him work even more.

“O-okay,” he said meekly. More than one employee had been fired on the spot for daring to challenge her. In this economy, just having a job meant everything - even if it meant working for Jessica “Heartless” Danvers.

“Go back to your cubicle and do it again,” she said, unblinking. “I want your revised copy on my desk by Friday.”

That gave him less than 24 hours. Anthony’s jaw hung open. He had to say something, had to find some reason, some excuse. But Jessica had already turned back to her computer and begun typing. She was finished. He was done.

He left the office, closing the clouded glass door behind him. Anthony stared down the long carpeted floor back to his desk. Row after row of beaten and downtrodden workers sat at their computers, typing away, not daring to take even a small break, for fear that Jessica would find out.

Each of his legs felt like they weighed a ton as he walked slowly back to his desk, passing Jessica’s assistant, Danielle, who was walking at a similarly zombie-like clip toward Jessica’s office. Danielle was the only one who wasn’t required to knock before entering, but she did so anyway, waiting for that hard voice to say “Enter” before walking in.

“Ms. Danvers,” she said with a slight bow, trying to keep her voice steady. “Mr. Dunross is scheduled for 1 p.m.” She said it very quickly, jumbling each word together as if hoping Jessica wouldn’t understand her. But nothing got by Ms. Danvers. The CEO’s pure white cheeks grew a bit scarlet.

“Fine,” she snapped. “Back to work!”

As soon as Danielle left, Jessica stood from her seat, letting out a huge sigh. Fucking Dunross! He had been the thorn in her side since she was merely an assistant manager. Liam Dunross, the billionaire, owned 13 corporations and had a seat on the board of countless more. He was the largest buyer of her company’s services - and was her greatest rival as well. For months, Dunross had been offering to buy the company outright. It would have streamlined sales for him - and, as she knew, he would have reveled in being able to fire Jessica, just to see the look on her face. The rest of the office may have been won over by his gleaming smile, witty banter, and elaborate Christmas gifts, but she knew he was a snake.

Meeting with him was a necessary evil, one that gave her a headache. She slammed her palm down on the intercom:

“Danielle,” she said, not bothering to sound polite, “would you bring me my coffee, please?”

Outside of Jessica’s office, Danielle sat behind her desk, shaking her head softly, while Anthony stared at her with pursed lips.

“This is our only chance,” he said, voice a near-whisper, having just heard his evil boss’ voice on the intercom.

“I dunno,” said Danielle, clutching her hands in fists on top of her thighs.

Anthony reached across the desk and grabbed her gently by the arm, squeezing it. She looked up at him, seeing those kind, honest green eyes, and smiled. His clean-shaven face cracked into a conciliatory grin.

“You can do it,” he said.

The vote of confidence meant a lot to her. More than anyone else, Danielle was often the target of Jessica Danvers’ misplaced verbal abuse. She kept her job for the paycheck and the ever-out-of-reach promise of a promotion; if things didn’t change, however, she was going to have to quit, and there was no way in hell a woman like Jessica Danvers ever gave a good recommendation.

Anthony reached into the pocket of his suit jacket and pulled out a small vial of purple liquid.

“You just have to trust me,” he said in a low voice, rolling it gently across the table. Danielle snatched it, glanced left and right, and looked down at the pretty, swirling purple potion.

It felt warm in her hand. “This is it?” she asked, looking up at Anthony, who nodded.

“Bimbonium. My cousin works at the lab where they’re doing research tests right now.” Danielle winced slightly, prompting Anthony to grip her arm a bit more tightly. “But it’s already been used on several women, all of whom reported great results. They went from being… like her… to being much, much easier to work with.”

It also does a few other things, but that’s just for the boys, he thought to himself, stifling a laugh. He could already see Danielle’s mind start to work.

“But…”

“It just unleashes whatever desires she’s keeping in the depths of her heart.” If she has one. “You know, all that stuff she forces herself to ignore so she can be -“

“The Ice Bitch?” said Danielle, looking up at him and offering an embarrassed little smile.

Anthony laughed. “Exactly.”

The secretary rolled the vial in her hand, watching the purple liquid rotate within it. A call from the intercom snapped her to attention.

“DANIELLE!! Where. Is. My. FREAKING. COFFEE??”

The table actually rattled at the end of her question. A few nearby workers stopped typing and shuddered, then slowly returned to work.

Danielle stood, marched deliberately over to the kitchenette and poured a cup of joe. She slammed it onto a tray and carried it over to her desk.

“Wish me luck,” she said, nodding to the vial.

Anthony nodded, picking it up. “Luck,” he said, uncapping it and pouring the purple in. It mixed immediately with the dark black liquid.

Inside her office, Jessica reviewed the day’s agenda. The meeting with Dunross should only taken 30 minutes - maybe 15, if she could manage to look particularly busy. She stood and went to the mirror, straightening out her starchy blouse, wiping lint off her loose pants. Her hair was tightly set in the bun, and there was hardly any make-up to fix. After 10 seconds in front of the mirror, she returned to her desk to sip her coffee and review two year’s worth of marketing memos. There must’ve been something she could make that lazy department do…

She finished about a third of her coffee before taking a break. Blinking, she looked up at her office clock, but for some reason couldn’t understand the analog dials. She turned to her computer monitor and read the time - 11:30 a.m.

Then she noticed her background, or rather, her lack of it. All of her shortcuts were set against a backdrop of pure blackness, which made her feel queasy.

“Yuck,” she said, sipping her coffee as she piloted her mouse to Chrome. She set the mug down and began typing “cutest desktop backgrounds” into the search bar, before adding a “please” at the end.

It took her less than two minutes to find one she liked, but a full ten minutes to actually pick one. There were so many cute backgrounds! She’d settled on something pink, but which one? Pink with balloons? Or pink with puppies?

She finally settled on the hot pink background with the words “BOSS BITCH” written across the middle in a rhinestone font. She sipped her coffee. That’s right, she thought to herself, looking at the screen, I’m the boss.

Aren’t I?

Mulling it over with a long drink from the mug, Jessica noticed her top button fall from her shirt. She glanced down at the desk, focusing on where that little white button lay, a broken string threaded between its holes. She had the vague notion that she’d spent a lot on this button-up blouse - how strange that the button would just fall off.

Running her hand up the front of her shirt, Jessica noticed something different about her front curve. Namely, that she’d had a front curve. Her flat-chestedness had always been a strength in her mind. No colleagues or competitors could ogle her tits at a meeting, and if they made jokes behind her back, it was just grounds for a sexual harassment lawsuit. Now, though, she was reveling in the sudden mounds she had jutting out from her chest.

She moved the hand up her flat stomach to her throat, then back down again, each time more and more slowly. Finally, she rested the hand on the center of her breasts, looking down, pushing her tits toward her heart. They were real! They were bouncy! And they were BEAUTIFUL!

An urge to tear the blouse off overcame her, but she opted to merely unbutton it quickly instead. With a sigh, she removed her straining bra, then lifted both breasts in each hand, turning her nipples upward. They looked like beautiful pink eyes gazing back at her, making her giggle with delight when she squeezed them and watched how big her areoles could get.

“Oh…Oh!” They could do more than entertain. Running the pads of her fingers along them made each nipple twitch in delight, eager to be played with for the first time in ages. She knew she was doing something naughty, but continued to caress her soft skin anyway.

Standing, she went back to the mirror. There was something odd about her face as well. She always had those cheekbones, but they were more pronounced than ever, and the bit of rosiness to them matched perfectly with her plump, delicate lips. Her eyes had become a lighter shade of hazel; even her hair reflected the light, instead of just sucking it up.

A bell sounded from outside. Employees began to chatter and move their chairs about. Lunch time had arrived.

Typically Jessica worked through lunch, relying on a can of soup or a few rice cakes to keep her energy up through endless afternoon meetings. She had no time for frivolities like outside lunches. Today felt different though. The world seemed a bit brighter outside her window, like it beckoned to her.

And didn’t she want to show her new girls off?

The blouse laid on the floor. Jessica sneered at it - who would want to wear something so ugly? Then again, it wasn’t like she could go out topless. She bit her lip.

Could she, though?

Deciding against it, Jessica took her suit jacket from the coat rack and tried it on. With the top button done up her nipples were hidden, although the cleavage was still massive, and anyone peeking up could see a hell of a lot of underboob but it would only have to do for a little while.

Jessica drank down the last of her lukewarm coffee, then stepped out the door into the empty office. The caffeine staved off any hunger pangs, but she still wanted to go out.

This was the perfect time to do some shopping.

Jessica giggled to herself. How funny was it that, in all her years of working downtown, she had never once checked out the shops on her block? Occasionally she stopped by a pharmacy for some antacids, but the trendy, user-expensive retailers that models and fashionistas shopped at?

Some beckoned to her with big SALE signs and flashing lights. Others were more demure, as if daring her to enter, the models bored and haughty expressions symbolizing wealth. No one in the pictures was wearing ugly grey business pants or dull black wedges like her, but a few did seem to be wearing something similar to her no-bra, tight business jacket combo.

And the men on the street certainly seemed to like how much skin she was showing.

Store after store passed alongside her. Occasionally she stopped to gawk at an alluring outfit, but nothing appropriate for work.

Then she found it.

The store was hard to miss. A bright, glittery pink marquee announced its name: “DREAM HOUSE.” The bold, white-trimmed letters stood out. The mannequins in the window weren’t the stick figures of a common department store. Oh no - these lady facsimiles were as busty and curvy as the new bimbo herself. She marched right, gazing at the racks of clothing. Among those frilled skirts, tight tube tops, and rows of crimsons lipstick, there surely must’ve been something that verged on office-appropriate.

“Hi!” said a busty clerk. She had on massive yellow heels, tight leopard-print pants, and a clinging top that jiggled along with her tits. She gave Jessica a kiss on the cheek. “Welcome to Dream House! You lookin’ for anything in particular?” She smacked her gum noisily while waiting on Jessica with big, dumb eyes.

“Hmmm…I need something for work,” she said, tapping a finger to her lips.

“Okay! You a secretary or somethin’?” The shopkeeper walked over to a corner of the store. Above a rack of skirts and tops, a picture of a model with the bluest eyes Jessica had ever seen was staring off-camera with her mouth open, pink shopping bags lifted almost to the top of her platinum blonde head. The large purple caption read: ‘I LOVE CLOTHES!’

“Uh, I guess,” said Jessica. Her eyes focused in on every piece of clothing that the shopkeeper ran a hand over. Oddly enough, though, she couldn’t quite remember what she did. What was it that she actually did? The mere thought of the office just seemed so… bland.

But the clothes were enticing. She reached out and grabbed a tight black skirt, and the shopkeeper immediately nabbed a pair of nylons to go with it. They were working on the outfit in tandem, without a word. A bimbo connection grew between them; they knew the line between obscene and alluring that Jessica had to walk.

“Oooh, I love this,” said the bimbo shop girl, lifting a lacey, cream-colored collarless top. Jessica’s light eyes glimmered. “It’s perfect,” she said, holding back a squeal of joy.

“And how about shoes?” the shop girl led Jessica over to the footwear section. They were all form, no function - stripper shoes, glittering heels, and fuck-me pumps were the only things Dream House shoppers would wear.

“Those,” said Jessica firmly, pointing with a lithe finger to knee length black boots with two inch heels.

“Oooh,” said the shop girl, lifting them up. “Do you, like, run your own company or something?”

Jessica paused for a moment, then laughed.

“Ohmigod! I’m like, way not interested in that!”

Liam Dunross waited. His meeting was scheduled for 1:30, but he arrived at 1, hoping to catch Jessica Danvers off guard. The chances were slim, of course - the woman put up walls around herself like she was a carpenter, and not the CEO of a multinational. He couldn’t see into her glass-walled office; the blinds were pulled down, and the secretary said very little. She looked a bit worried, even, and kept glancing over at a young guy wearing a half-windsor knotted tie.

The visitor felt his phone vibrate - a common occurrence, of course. When you manage as many companies as Liam Dunross, constant emails are a very real thing. He was so busy typing away on his iPhone that he barely noticed the sex kitten walking past him in those enticing leather boots. He got a good look at her ass from behind before his phone buzzed again, removing his attention. Dammit, he thought to himself. I missed her face. He’d have to find out who she was later - that kind of girl would keep her job, after the buyout was finalized.

A low-pitched whine caught his attention. HE slipped his phone back into his pocket and looked up. The secretary had her fist to her mouth, staring wide-eyed at the young man, who was tight-lipped looking back at her. The secretary stood and rushed over to him, whispering loudly. Something about coffee?

Dunross checked his watch. 1:28. He was done waiting. An ambush would assure the meetings - more of a negotiation, really - with Jessica Danvers would go his way. He stormed right into the office while the secretary was away, then stopped suddenly in the doorway.

That badonkadonk of an ass in a skirt was right in front of him. The woman was bent over the desk, shifting her weight from one foot to the other.

“Excuse me,” he said, patience wearing thin, “but I’m looking for Ms. Danvers.”

The woman stood and turned. Dunross, who had once lost 300 million dollars in a blackjack hand without breaking a sweat, felt his eyelids shoot open.

It was Jessica - but not the Jessica he knew. Her hair was dyed a bright shade of blonde, and hung in immaculate curls down to her shoulders. Her plump red lips were curved in a look of curiosity, and her now-blue eyes sparkled underneath thick, fake eyelashes. The outfit she was wearing was beyond inappropriate - far too short and too boob-y.

“J-J…” The name caught in his throat.

“Hi! I’m Gigi!” the girl pranced over to him and held her hand out for a shake. He stared openly at her while lifting a hesitant palm, carefully avoiding her long, red, fake nails as he gripped hers.

“Gigi,” he repeated. “Alright.”

She held her smile, turning toward the desk. A day planner was lying open on top. “Are you… Liam Dunross?” She pronounced his name like “Lion,” which was incorrect, but he was too shocked to correct her.

Jessica may have changed her hair, nails, eyes, fashion, tits, ass, and even name, but Liam knew this was a clever ruse. Yes, that was it. A prank of some sort. Dammit! She’d heard the news about the buyout and gone to extreme lengths to upend his plans. He didn’t know what her game was, but if she was willing to doll herself up like this, it must have been some plan.

Composing himself, he sat down in the chair in front of her desk. Gigi watched him, the suddenly realized she was in some sort of meeting, and rushed over to her seat. After a moment of gazing at her tits - when did she get those done?, he wondered - Dunross began to speak.

“I’ll just come out and say it. I hope this isn’t too hard for you.” Gigi giggled. Dunross adjusted his tie and leaned forward. “I’ve spoken with the board of directors. I have the necessary votes. They’re going to sell.”

He put on a vicious grin. Gigi just blinked back at him.

Going to make me say it, then? he thought to himself, adjusting his cuff links. Alright.

“What that means is that this company is mine. By the end of the quarter, I’ll be in charge.”

Gigi’s head shot forward. Her doe eyes went wide, and her lips parted slowly.

“Ohmigod,” she whispered. Yes, thought Dunross with relish. After years of maneuvering, intrigue, and attacks on both sides of their rivalry, he’d finally dealt the killing blow. Now he got to watch her squirm.

“That’s… So great for you!” She said, clapping her hands together with complete sincerity. Now it was Dunross’ turn to blink. Was she being sarcastic? If so, she was doing a great job of making him wonder. There must have been a secret camera somewhere, recording his reactions. She’d use this video to make him look incompetent to the public. Yes, that was it.

“Thank you,” he said though gritted teeth. “And I’m looking forward to making changes here.”

“Changes?” said Gigi, glancing at her breasts for a moment.

“Big changes,” he added, leaning back in his chair. “I quite like this office. Dunno how often I’ll be around here, but whenever I am, I think I’ll make this my base of operations.”

“Okay!”

He furrowed his brow. “That means I’ll be running the company from now on. Not you.”

Gigi let out a high-pitched noise of elation as she leaped from her chair and ran around to him. She hugged him from behind, laying her massive breasts on his shoulders. “Oh thank you thank you thank you!” she said, bouncing up and down, jiggling her girls against his ears.

“Ah…uh…” The feel of being nestled between her soft, warm, humongous tits cut off any response in his throat.

“Oh, I was so worried! That girl out there was all like, ‘um, Ms. Danvers, quarterly reports blah blah blah.’ And I was like, woah, chill lady!” The girl giggled at her impression of Danielle as she walked back to the desk, putting her hand on an manila folder. “All these numbers… I don’t even know what they mean!” She lifted her palms to the sky in a ‘can you believe it?’ gesture.

Dunross stood and went over to the open file. The ‘numbers’ were just clock-in times for employees.

“Y-you can’t… understand…?” He looked into her eyes, just a few inches apart, standing. And then he realized The makeup, the nails, the tits, the slutty clothes: all of that could be faked. But that air-headed coquettish look in her eyes?

Jessica Danvers, once his greatest rival, was gone. And in her place, a slutty bimbo named Gigi remained. He wanted the company, yes, but she would be the cherry on top.

And he couldn’t wait to pop hers.

“I am going to need an assistant, you know,” he said, instantly at ease with his new place.

“Oh? Who?”

“You, of course.”

Gigi opened her mouth and squealed. “Ohmigod, really?! Thank you!” She laid both hands on his shoulders, squeezing them slightly.

“What do you want me to do?”

He shrugged. “Well, what can you do?”

She bit her lower lip, thinking and coming up with nothing.

“What do you want to do?” he offered.

This was an easier question. She dropped to her knees, the nylon stretching against her smooth white skin and rubbing into the carpet. “I know,” she said, in a husky voice.

“Show me,” replied the new boss, crossing his arms. Gigi obliged, one hand showing off the bounce of her massive tits while the other brought his belt off with one swift snap of her fingers. His zipper came down in an instant. She took his boxers down with her teeth, breasts pressed up right against his legs.

“oh shit…” he moaned. There was nothing cold about the former Ice Queen’s mouth. Warm breath and a hot, smooth tongue coated his heavy ballsack. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and stroked, the tips of her long fingernails running across his cock-tip and teasing him to a new hardness.

“Fuck, you really know what you’re doing.” He couldn’t help but blush. He’d had office blowjobs from secretaries, office assistants, and other female employees looking for raises. But they were all business-like about it, treating it the way they might treat staying late to file paperwork. Gigi, on the other hand, was in her element. For her, this was like the company picnic and open-bar Christmas party rolled into one. Her passion for cock was visible everywhere, from the way she pulled down her top to let her tits dangle out, to the hungry look in her eyes, always facing him, never flinching.

The bimbo dragged the tip of her tongue up his sack, taking his cock slowly in her mouth. She groaned as she got to the halfway point, then slurped his entire fuckstick into her throat, holding it there, showing him why she deserved the demotion she so desperately craved. Her hands came around his thighs, holding on tight to make sure her mouth and his cock connected with total synergy.

Liam rocked back and forth on his heels, lost in the total enjoyment of the moment. This was where he belonged - her office , her company, and her mouth wrapped around his cock. He finally had everything he wanted. And, looking down at the blonde hair swishing back and forth as she sucked, he realized he had even more.

“Take it,” he growled, putting his hand on the back of her head. She let out a little surprised noise that turned into a slutty moan as he fucked her face, her makeup coming off with the involuntary tears lightly streaming down her cheeks.

All the aggression he felt toward Jessica Danvers came out with the drool and pre-cum mixing in her mouth. When he pulled her head away and tossed her onto the floor, writhing and moaning and rubbing her tits like a god little whore, he had forgotten all about the woman who had made his life difficult. Now, he was focused totally on the new office slut who made his dick hard.

Liam laid down on top of her on the floor, wrenching her skirt down and pulling her boots off before tearing her leggings apart. He placed his lips against hers and eagerly probed her with his tongue. It was a hungry kiss, and a distraction from the fact that he had her naked but for her torn top.

“No panties?” He asked with a grin, running his hand between her thighs.

She giggled. “Never!”

Good office policy, he thought to himself, as he slipped one finger into her sex and felt her convulse underneath him. She was wetter than an office Christmas party, so he added another finger and pressed against her walls, finger-fucking her faster and faster, mesmerized by the way her tits bounced up and down, the way her nails dug into the carpet, and the occasional kick of her feet against the floor. Could the employees in the bullpen hear her slutty moans? He certainly hoped so.

“Come,” he demanded, and she did an instant, bringing her head up from the floor to scream girlishly toward the ceiling. He pulled his fingers out and placed them against her lips. She cleaned her juices off with obedient, long sucks, still breathing heavily from what may have been her first orgasm in her entire life.

“Up,” he said, and Gigi was immediately on all fours, looking up at him with hopeful eyes and a vacant smile, like a good horny fuck puppy. He grabbed the top of her hair and lifted her easily to her feet, bending her over the desk.

“Oooh, Sir!” Gigi giggled her thick milky ass as Liam’s hand dashed up it. He gave her another hard spank, leaving a thick hand print, marking his latest acquisition. Gigi cooed and laid her tits on the oak desk, spreading her legs to show him her wet, eager sex.

He was tired of fingering. Liam laid the tip of his cock against her walls, tormenting her with the expectation, coating his cock in her slickness. She tried to push back onto him and ride his dick like a good bimbo assistant, but Liam kept his broad palm on her upper back, pinning her down against the desk, which only made her want it more.

“Take it,” he growled, thrusting himself into her without the least hint of resistance from his bubble-butted bimbo babe. She gasped audibly and gripped the side of the desk, folders and papers tumbling to the floor with each powerful thrust of his billion-dollar cock.

Her ass looked beautiful, every pump making waves in her flesh. But he missed those tits of hers, and, without pulling out, lifted her by the hips and spun her over onto her back. Her brown nipples made his cock twitch in delight, and a long, thick moan from his dolled-up plaything followed a deep thrust into her wet pussy.

“All mine,” he said in a dark, low voice, pressing his face against hers. In between gasps, Gigi found a quick moment to reply “all yours!” in a high, girlish voice.

Liam played with her tits while Gigi rocked herself back and forth on the desk, her legs wrapped around the back of his head. Her silky smooth thighs were warm and smelled of smut. Soon he found himself coming in a way he hadn’t in years, totally unhinged, moaning and swearing as every last drop of cum in his nuts drenched her insides. His knees quaked. Liam had to lie down against her as the final droplets of spunk oozed from her satisfied sex.

“Aww, I wanted some!” she said, licking her lips.

“Later,” he gasped, suddenly aware of the sweaty mess he’d made of his Armani suit.

Every file and paper had fallen from her desk. All that was left was the screwed-in intercom, and a thick red marker. Liam uncapped it and, with a wicked little grin, began to write on her chest.

She laughed. “It tickles!”

“Just marking my property. Consider it your employment contract.”

She tried to look down at what it said, but couldn’t read upside down.

“BIMBO” blared back at him in big bright words.

“What do you think?” he asked.

Before Gigi could answer, a noise came from the intercom. They both looked at it. Gigi didn’t seem to understand what had shocked Liam. The big intercom light was on.

The employees had heard everything.

“You all can go home early today,” said Liam Dunross to his new crew. Outside, people began to cheer and laugh. “And when you come in tomorrow…” he looked into the vacant eyes of their former CEO. “I’ll have a nice present for each and every one of you.”

Gigi gasped. “I can’t wait to see what it’s gonna be!”

THE END
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Subscribe to my email list and get a FREE story - HYPNO BIMBO! You’ll receive updates on the latest releases, discounts on new stories, and a free copy of my sultriest work to date, HYPNO BIMBO!

Book store employee Jennifer Danvers doesn’t believe in magic. When a magic club called Presto Changeo opens next door to her workplace, Jenny figures she’ll give the local scene a chance. But when HYPNOSIS turns out to be the theme of the night, this librarian finds herself a willing target - and a cock-loving one too!

To sign up, just click the link below:

http://eepurl.com/cm5qhb

Thanks for reading! Check out my other Bimbo stories on the next page! And visit me at www.sallylaces.com!
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