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Chapter 1

“That’s it, Mindy,” my boss mutters, grabbing a fistful of my blonde hair and tugging it sharply so that he thrusts into my mouth. “It’s about time you suck this cock. Did you really think you were fooling anyone?”

I don’t know why I try to say anything at all — it’s all muffled anyway, coming out as a low moan against Mr. Armstrong’s thick cock.

I never thought I would be in this position.

A week ago, I would have turned my nose up at being the office fucktoy.

Now, I’m tucked under my boss’s desk, ready to please him at a moment’s notice.

My pussy clenches every time I bob my head down on his cock. My panties are soaked. I squeeze my own tits, which are swollen and aching to be touched.

I want him to cum inside me.

I want to swallow every last drop.

I moan against him, my eyes watering as his dick reaches deep inside my throat.

Whatever is left of my rational brain realizes that I’m exactly the kind of girl I used to despise.

I’m a bimbo slut, no different than that whore Amber who started this Free Use office programme in the first place.

I’m Mr. Armstrong’s living, breathing fleshlight, always ready for him to use as he pleases.

The me from a week ago would have been horrified, but all I care about is serving my master, my god, my alpha male.

“Swallow it like a good little slut,” Mr. Armstrong says, grabbing my head and fucking my mouth mercilessly.

I obey and feel a wave of ecstasy as his cum washes down my throat.


Chapter 2

ONE WEEK AGO.

There’s nothing more whore-ish, more trashy, more despicable, more destructive, than that cursed woman — Amber.

Ever since she rejoined the office as its first Free Use intern, everything has gone to shit.

No one really does any work anymore. Except for me, of course, because I’m not spending my working hours waiting in line at the glory hole stall just to stick my dick in that slut.

The men are obsessed with her, even our boss Mr. Armstrong, who suggested the “Free Use Productivity Initiative” in the first place.

Productivity, though? As if. We’re on the fast-track to becoming a de facto brothel.

I sigh tiredly as I take my seat inside the conference room. Amber is at the front podium, puzzling over how to get the projector to show her ditzy little presentation.

She’s wearing more clothes than usual: a white silky blouse and blazer (with plenty of exposed cleavage, of course), a pencil-line skirt, and naturally, some whore-ish red pumps.

Looking at her fills me with a righteous rage. If it hadn’t been for Amber, we wouldn’t be in this mess. But there’s also something else, some other feeling I can’t quite puzzle out.

New, eager interns enter the room, about a dozen of them. They’re young, in their early twenties of course, save for Donna who was previously in Human Resources but asked to transfer to the new Free Use department.

Some of them are a bit flat-chested, and not that impressive to look at, but the Bimbodol pills we’ll give them will fix that easily. All we really need is for them to be enthusiastic.

Sluts.

Who else would want to do this job?

I tick off the names on the attendance register and shut the door behind me. I close the blinds, glaring at the office men who are eagerly peeking in, probably expecting Amber to strip or something as a demonstration.

“Welcome, everyone!” Amber giggles.

I groan and take my seat.

It begins.

The projector flashes pink, the title in glaring white and littered with spelling mistakes: “Freeuse Pruductivity Initative: Literully sleeping ur way to the top!!!”

I try hard not to laugh. At her mostly, but to Amber’s credit, some untouched part of her bimbo-brain is still able to make jokes about the situation, too.

“I’m so, like, happy that you’re all here,” Amber continues, bouncing excitedly at the podium and causing her full breasts to jiggle. I can’t help but look at the lacy bra peeking out. “Is everyone excited?!”

The trainees laugh and nod vigorously, and I can’t help but roll my eyes hard.

Donna being here is a joke, too. She realizes she’s taking a downgrade in pay, right?

“Here at Pharma Solutions Inc., we recently completed the very first pilot of the FreeUse programme. That’s me!” Amber smiles, for some reason choosing to lock eyes with me. “And you thirteen will be the first Free Use Team in any company, like, ever!”

“Wow,” I mutter sarcastically. I choose to ignore the fact that Amber fucked up the number of trainees, too.

I pass around photocopied leaflets about health and safety, Bimbodol, and all the services the new free use girls are expected to offer.

God, what has my life come to?

“So, let me introduce myself, like, for real,” Amber says, pinching my arm as I pass by her. I recoil but she ignores it and continues speaking to the trainees. “I am the head of the Free Use Department, and I worked my way up from exactly where you all are now. It took me a lot of hard work, but if you do well you too can get paid lots to train other girls!”

I get back to my seat and completely zone out, watching Amber go through her frazzled presentation about the glory holes, the desk-stands, the under-the-desk set ups, the whenever-whoever-whatever protocol…

“Don’t forget, girls, your duty is to sexually please WHOEVER, WHENEVER and with WHATEVER they request, no matter what. You’re on the clock so you better spend every minute making yourself useful.”

A girl in the front row raises her hand. “Even during our lunch break?”

“As long as you’re having your lunch in your designated lunch break area, and within your designated lunch hours, no.”

Amber smiles wide and her glossy lips stay still like that for a moment.

“I mean,” Amber giggles. “What kind of company would we be otherwise?”

I drift my eyes out to the office windows, which overlook the rest of the office. Some of the men are still watching through the shutters, probably wondering when Amber is going to start demonstrating.

Just as Amber begins to explain the beautification effects of our company’s miracle drug, Bimbodol, one of them decides to walk in anyway. It’s Terry. Of course. He’s always had a bone to pick with Amber.

“… Oh hey, Terry,” Amber says mid-sentence. “I was just going through some of the basics of Free-”

Amber squeaks as Terry bends her over the podium, hiking her pencil skirt up to her waist to reveal her bare ass. He shoves his cock in without any word, and Amber’s eyes go wide.

“Oh, fuck,” she moans, squeezing her eyes shut as Terry thrusts in and out of her.

The trainees look at each other in question, probably wondering if this was part of the presentation or not.

“Keep going, Amber,” Terry laughs breathlessly, grabbing the back of her long, red hair. “Tell them how this works.”

Amber grips the podium hard and continues reading off the presentation slides, her breaths hitching and words slurring with moans as Terry fucks her mercilessly, his hips slapping against her ass.

Watching Amber get used like that without question makes me embarrassingly horny. She’s so pathetic, letting herself get fucked whenever — and for what, exactly? The pay is barely above an intern’s.

Amber’s tits have jiggled out of her bra, her gaping mouth drooling even while she continues trying to speak.

“A-and what the Bimbodol d-does - ah - is it activates whenever… whenever you — oh fuck — whenever you come into contact with c-cum!”

Terry forcefully thrusts a few final times, before pulling his cock out to leave a trail of cum down her thigh.

He slaps her ass. “You can do better than that. I’ll come back later.”

Amber only swallows a moan in response, her face and neck flushed pink. She shakily breathes out.

“… So it’s encouraged that you only use our hormonal contraceptive Bimbodol, not condoms, which is provided downstairs in the security booth. Clean-up wipes are available and encouraged for you to use between clients….”

There’s a hot knot in the pit of my stomach.

I could never stoop so low as to be the whore Amber is.

There is nothing I could possibly gain that would be worth that humiliation.

Nothing.


Chapter 3

It’s the day of my annual performance review.

My heart patters nervously as I enter Mr. Armstrong’s office.

“You can shut the door, Mindy,” Mr. Armstrong says, his eyes never leaving his computer screen.

I do as he says, but I linger at the door for a moment longer, just to savour the moment.

It’s golden hour — the sun just hitting the horizon — and yellow streaks of light hit Mr. Armstrong’s perfectly chiselled face. He’s so beautiful that my knees wobble a little every time I see him. He’s the only thing that makes me stupid, that makes me want to do dumb girl things like wear a push-up bra and wear a lip-plumping lip-gloss.

My need for him is so intense, so brain-numbing. I want to lick his square jaw, I want to be planted on his cock like a live-in fleshlight. In these moments I want to do anything and everything to please him.

But then I remember I’m at work. I remember that I’m the best secretary anyone can afford, and this is why Mr. Armstrong hired me in the first place.

I didn’t sleep my way to this position like other women have. I earned every bit of it, every penny of my salary.

My wits are back and I take a seat opposite my boss.

“You wanted to meet with me, sir?” I ask.

Mr. Armstrong hums weirdly, his forehead a little wrinkled as he squints at his screen.

“You don’t have to call me that, Mindy.”

“R-Right, sir — Mr. Armstrong, I mean.”

“Yes.”

I wait for him to continue. He only keeps staring at his screen, and I feel a slow pinch of hurt beginning to form in my chest.

“Are you busy right now, Mr. Armstrong? I can come back.”

Mr. Armstrong blinks rapidly. “N-No, I’m sorry, Mindy. It’s your progress meeting, isn’t it? Uh… let’s see…”

I shift uncomfortably in my chair. Mr. Armstrong has never behaved like this before. Have I messed up somehow? I frantically search my memory for the offending action I must have taken, some fuck-up I’ve made.

“You’re uh…” he leans back, shuts his eyes and sighs. He reaches his hand under the desk. “Oh, you dirty whore.”

It feels like my face is on fire. My heart pumps hard in my ears.

“S-Sorry?” I squeak.

There’s a wet pop! sound from somewhere, and it takes a moment for me to piece it all together.

“Sorry, Mindy, I didn’t mean you.” Mr. Armstrong looks down under the desk. The look in his eyes is unrecognizably intense. “Yeah… Swallow. That’s it. You better get used to the taste.”

I stand sharply out of my chair, almost knocking it back.

“A-Are you…? Mr. Armstrong! I thought you — you — “

“Oh shut up, Mindy,” Mr. Armstrong mutters. He stands up, half-hard cock out, he buckles his belt up in front of me like it’s nothing. “I’ve had it with your pearl-clutching. This is the way the office works now. Maybe you could do with someone under your desk.”

I can’t say anything. My mouth won’t form the words. White hot rage has blinded me, but I can’t do anything about it. It feels like a betrayal, one I’m not entitled to.

“I’ll come back some other time for my progress report meeting,” I say, with perfect restraint.

“If you don’t change your attitude, don’t bother,” Mr. Armstrong replies quickly. “There are plenty of women in line waiting to replace you. A FreeUse girl could do the secretarial tasks just as easily.”

I bite my tongue. As if! As if any free use girl could replace me.

But Mr. Armstrong… If he thinks that’s the case, then does my opinion even matter?

“I’m sorry, Mr. Armstrong,” I mumble softly, backing out of the room. “It won’t happen again.”

My boss says nothing more, and I leave the office feeling like my entire world is on the brink of turning upside down.

Something has to change.


Chapter 4

Unfortunately, being a secretary at a FreeUse company means doing some pretty unsavory things. And not the sexy kind.

Bodily fluids, used tissues and wipes, discarded and forgotten clothing… someone has to clean them up.

And apparently that someone is now me.

I don’t quite understand why they can’t hire a janitor.

Maybe it’s my punishment for pissing off Mr. Armstrong. Maybe the men in the office get off on the idea of me squirming as I clean all the cum up.

I try hard not to really touch any of it. I wear gloves, a mask, and use industrial-grade disinfectant. Even though I don’t take Bimbodol, the smell of sex in the office is so thick that I’m sure it’s contagious, somehow.

Which reminds me: the Bimbodol dispensers need to be refilled, and I even have laundry duty.

Ever since that meeting with Mr. Armstrong, my life has only gotten more pathetic. I never used to have to do any of this menial, degrading work, and the more I scrub and wipe the more I’m sure it’s Mr. Armstrong’s punishment for me.

And for what? For refusing to be a whore like these dumb trainees?

I’m forced to wear the skimpy maid outfit, too. It’s like I’m one of them, and I hate every second of it.

As I mop the floors and clean the glory holes over the next few days, I plot my way back into Mr. Armstrong’s graces. One thing is for sure — there is no way I’m getting my job back the way it was.

This company is now a FreeUse-operating business. I’d never make it up the ranks past secretary even in normal circumstances.

But I can make my way down the ranks… I could do the very thing I oppose whole-heartedly: I could become the ultimate Free Use girl.

At first the idea disgusts me — but then I start juggling the numbers in my head. I make notes on the turnover of Amber and the new trainees over the course of a week. Most of the new girls get through and average of servicing fourteen times a day (not including gang bangs), but Amber manages almost double that. She’s so efficient she even goes to next door office and collects a small commission for advertising our miracle bimbofication product…

And to confirm these numbers, every time a free use girl services a coworker, she gets a star stamp on her body. Everyone in the office has their own stamp, but Payroll is questioning this method given how easily you can fake it. Maybe that’s how I could —

“Whatcha doin’, hot stuff?”

I startle, looking up to find that dumpster-slut Amber standing over me, smiling. She must have recently cleaned herself up, because it’s past noon and she doesn’t have a speck of cum on her body.

“Work. Move out of the way,” I snap, grabbing the used tissues off the floor.

“I didn’t realize you were our maid, now. Not that I’m complaining. It’s very sexy of you. You’ll personally clean me up, too, sometime, hm?”

I roll my eyes so hard I give myself a headache. Ow.

“Don’t speak to me.”

“Aw, come on, Mindy!” Amber squats down in front of me, her full cleavage spilling from her bra cups. She can’t possibly get more sex-doll like, yet she does.

“I’m just teasing you…” Amber whines, giving me a doe-eyed look.

“And I’m not impressed. You realize I don’t swing that way, right?”

Amber hums doubtfully. “Sure. Like, whatever.” She reaches over and grabs my arm. I freeze, glaring at her like I might burn a hole through her if I try hard enough.

“By the way… I noticed you put in an application for the Free Use Initiative, Mindy.”

I swallow hard. “Did I?”

“Cute. The Bimbodol hasn’t like, made me that dumb, you know. But you realize the trainee selection is through me, right?”

Amber’s hand moves over to my right breast, struggling to cup it all in her slender hand, and squeezes. The look in her eyes is ravenous, and although I don’t have an ounce of desire for her and her stupidly hot body, the fact that she wants me so badly makes my stomach flip.

“What is this, then?” I huff out, trying to keep my breaths steady even while Amber slips her hand into my bra and toys with my nipple, flicking it slowly. “I have to sleep with you to get the job?”

“Don’t be silly,” Amber giggles, her lips parted and wet (is she drooling?). “But I could help you out, you know… Show you how it all works…”

“Bending over for men isn’t that complicated.”

“Hmm…. Not if you want to be the best. Turn over.”

“Why?”

“I’ll give you this lesson for free, Mindy. Come on, let me show you. Turn over.”

I don’t know what comes over me, what makes me obey this fuzzy-brained bimbo’s order. I double-check that the office is empty — it is lunch hour after all — and turn over so that I’m on my hands and knees.

Amber yanks my skirt down, and I try not to gasp when she does the same with my tights and panties. I bite my lip when she rubs up and down my pussy, hoping she won’t comment on the fact that I’m a little wet already.

“Good…” she purrs. “We like girls who get soaked fast.”

I shiver when Amber’s fingers dip into the folds of my pussy and graze my clit, the touch like a lightning bolt through my body that I have to contain. I won’t give her the satisfaction.

“Are you just gonna finger me —”

I feel a sudden firm pressure on my lower back.

“Arch your back like this,” Amber says. “And don’t rest on your hands, that’s no good for your wrists. N-No, not your elbows either, Mindy. All the way down… yes… that’s it…”

The upper half of my body is almost completely flat on the floor, my breasts squished up against it. With my back arched like this, my ass and pussy are high-up and completely exposed.

I swallow a surprised moan when Amber dips two fingers inside my pussy, pumping them slowly in and out of me.

“I swear if this is just so you can enact your stupid horny fantasy —” I groan.

“Quiet,” Amber snaps, and the change in tone shuts me up out of shock. “Good girls don’t talk, unless it’s to beg for cock. Isn’t that what you want, Mindy?”

I gasp when Amber enters a third finger, my body feeling flush with heat. I can’t help but pretend it’s Mr. Armstrong doing this to me instead, bending me over and using me like I don’t have a say in the matter, and just the thought of that makes my pussy tighten.

Amber kicks my thighs further apart, my tights making an audible rip.

“I see the way you look at him,” Amber continues, groping my ass with her free hand. “You’re dying to be fucked and filled up with Mr. Armstrong’s cum, aren’t you? Too bad you’re going to have to be the entire office’s fucktoy for a while first.”

I can’t stop the moan slipping out of me lips this time. Amber’s thrusts are getting rougher now, sending my hips jolting forward each time.

“Beg for it,” Amber snaps. “You have to say it, Mindy. You have to ask to be cummed in.”

“P-Please —” I gasp. “Please cum inside me.”

“Sir.”

“Please cum inside me, sir.”

The wet sounds Amber’s fingers inside me makes is beyond lewd, and I claw my fingers into the carpet trying hard not to moan like that again.

“Yeah… that’s it…” Amber moans softly, and I can feel something wet as she grinds against my ass. Her thrusts against me get faster, harder, until I hear a strangled, high-pitched gasp leave her lips.

With a wet pop, Amber pulls out, leaving me feeling empty. My body is warm all over, still begging for more.

“You’re, like, a natural,” Amber giggles tiredly, squeezing my ass one last time before dismounting me. I collapse and roll over, trying to catch my breath as I dress myself.

“Did I get it, though?” I ask. “Am I in the programme now?”

Amber takes out her stamp and presses it on the top of my right breast.

“Yes, Mindy. You’re officially a Free Use girl now.”


Chapter 5

It’s my first day in the glory hole set-up of the office.

Well. It’s not quite a glory hole. I’m bent over a table, my legs strapped securely to each leg. A cardboard cutout is arched around my waist, leaving only my bare ass and pussy exposed for coworkers to use as they please.

On the other side, my upper half is in a darkened little cubicle surrounded by “privacy” curtains. There are several bottles of water next to me, which Amber insists I’ll need.

It’s eight in the morning and I wait for the first client with butterflies in my stomach. I’m a Free Use girl now. It doesn’t seem quite real, and the idea that Mr. Armstrong might come by and use me without even realizing it’s me excites me.

It’s all fantasy until I hear the sound of a zipper behind me.

“Hm… New girl?”

“Looks like it,” another voice says from a little further away.

It sounds like Steve and Ron.

I feel something smooth drag up and down my ass. I withhold a shiver.

“I wonder who it is,” the first guy, Steve, says. “It’s too early to tell just from absences.”

His cock teases against my pussy, which is starting to drip just from the anticipation alone. He pushes the tip in slowly, and I can’t help but squirm against the restraints.

Steve then laughs. “Fuck, she’s tight…” He makes shallow thrusts into my pussy, stretching me open little by little. “Yeah, that’s it… you like that, don’t you?”

I purse my lips thin and tight, grabbing on the edge of the desk as his thrusts get longer, deeper inside me. My pussy feels so full, twitching and aching for more.

Steve grabs my ass and starts pounding into me, his hips slapping against my ass. This time I can’t control the small moan that escapes my lips.

“F-Fuck —” I whisper, but the men behind me hear it anyway.

“Is that fucking Mindy?”

“Shit, you’re right.”

“Finish up already, I need to get my load in that stuck-up bitch.”

“Yeah, she’s been a cock-tease all year, hasn’t she?”

Steve uses his hands to spread my pussy wide open while he pumps his cock hard inside me, finishing with a grunt. I don’t physically feel his cum inside me, but my body seems to detect it’s presence — my skin flushing hot, my breasts aching and my head swimming with the need for one and one thing only: cock.

“Finally,” the second guy, Ron, sighs. He eagerly shoves his dick inside me, sliding in easily in my wet and sloppy pussy. I moan loud this time, my pussy only tightening more when I hear the murmur of other men in the office taking notice. They must be lining up, cocks out and hard, ready to fuck me senseless…

“I always knew you were a whore,” Ron seethes while he fucks me mercilessly, the table and privacy divider shaking. He snakes a hand underneath and manages to find one of my tits, giving it a rough squeeze. “You just wait until we get to try out all your holes…”

This time I feel the cum spilling inside me. It slowly drips out of my pussy as he pulls out and someone else is already fingering and toying with my asshole with a lubed up toy.

My eyes roll up, my lips feeling fatter and plumper somehow. I can’t think, can’t begin to remember why I put myself in this position in the first place. All I know is I need more, more cock filling up my needy, horny body, more cum inside me…

Light blinds me — someone has pulled apart the privacy curtain.

“I fucking knew it,” someone laughs dirtily. It’s Terry. “You ready to learn how to suck some serious cock, Mindy?”

I can only gape my mouth dumbly as Terry shoves his cock in it, holding my flushed face as he slides against my warm tongue and down my eager throat. I don’t know how I manage it without gagging, but I take all of it.

Before I know it, there are stamps all over my body. On my tits, my ass, my face… and it’s all smeared with cum. The lunch break goes by fast — by the time I clean myself up, I barely have time to finish my lunch before I have to climb back into the stall and service more men.

It’s now three in the afternoon and in the lull I take a moment to count up all my humiliating star tattoos.

Five… six… eight… no, wait.

I start again, my mind hazily unable to keep a number in my memory for longer than a second.

I grab a pen and start making a tally on my arm. I pre-emptively also make a note to myself: NEED 30 STAR STAMPS.

Each time a guy comes in or on me, I’m only going to get dumber and dumber.

I finally count that there’s about sixteen in total. Sixteen.

My heart sinks.

With two hours left in the work day, I’d need to service another … fourteen to even match Amber’s record.

I hear someone whistling as they come up behind me. I freeze.

Whoever it is, they stretch my pussy open a little. A little cum drips out and the guy sighs.

“Ron? Did you do this?”

“What?”

“You’re supposed to use a condom.”

“I don’t see that rule on the board. Barely anyone even uses a condom on the free use girls, man.”

“You can’t just cum in her pussy and leave it, like, filled up like that, dude. How am I supposed to use it now?”

“What does it matter? She’s covered in the stuff anyway.”

“Yeah, well maybe I don’t want your cum on my dick, did you think about that?” The guys sighs exasperatedly and pushes his dick into my asshole. “Unbelievable… She’s not your personal fucktoy, you know that right?”

“Whatever, man.”

He starts thrusting quickly, the stall shaking. I yelp, grabbing onto the sides.

“Isn’t that right, Mindy?” he says shakily, his hips slapping against my ass. “You’re company property. We all get to fuck your little holes. Gotta keep your pussy clean if we want you to last… would be a shame if fucking Ron somehow got you — kn- knocked up —!”

With a final shaky thrust, he groaned hard and loud, cock twitching inside my ass.

“Fuck, that was good…” he sighs, teasing his cock out. He slapped my ass. “Thanks, Mindy. See you tomorrow morning!”

I lay my face flat against the cool table, panting heavily. I’m exhausted… so tired… but part of me still knows that there’s no way I’ll ever reach Top Free Use girl like this and win Mr. Armstrong’s affection.

I let my limp body service whoever is left at the office, clean myself up, and go home.


Chapter 6

I have a plan.

To beat Amber’s record of thirty free use services, I’m going to need to be there earlier than her, stay later than her, be more efficient than that dumb slut could ever hope to be.

I get to the office half an hour early, making sure to greet my male coworkers at the door as they come in.

I barely have to try — I often get a slap on the ass or a grab of my tits. From there, offering them an individual blowjob in the bathroom stalls is easy.

I’m practically irresistible. My short blonde hair has grown considerably, hanging thick and full down to my ass. My lips are plump and pink. My body is curvier than ever, and constantly in need of touch.

Just feeling the smooth slide of cock in my mouth is almost enough to make me cum.

I suck and swallow the cum of ten cocks efficiently. Each time I gulp it down, I feel my body flush in euphoric gratitude. I need more, and it’s easy to forget that I’m doing this for the stamps, to beat Amber, to win over Mr. Armstrong.

I could easily do this for free, for nothing but the satisfaction of having men use me mercilessly.

Word spreads around the office quickly — before I know it, a line of men are waiting outside the stall.

Some don’t even wait, using my ass or pussy while I’m still sucking off the first guy.

“Don’t forget to leave a stamp,” I drowsily try to remind them every time they switch holes. They don’t always listen. Some of them cum inside me anyway, but I’m too horny to object.

By the time lunch rolls around, I’ve reached what I think is fifteen stamps.

I make a tally again on my arm.

Is that enough? My brain fuzzily tries to juggle that single number and finds it difficult.

Fifteen… that’s less than thirty. Less than. So…

I hang around my desk, partly because I’m still trying to figure out how many more cocks I need to service.

Partly because I don’t plan on having lunch at all. An entire hour of lunch is such a waste of time that could be spent on servicing my coworkers.

So I wait around.

“Look who it is,” someone says, pinching my ass as they come by my desk.

It’s Terry and his friends.

Somehow, I can smell the testosterone in the air. There’s something different about Terry, at least, but I’m not sure what it is.

I giggle and smile at them. “Hi boys!”

“Shouldn’t you be having your lunch break?” Terry asks, standing closely and towering over me. I can smell his sweat, his breath, and my eyes wander down absent-mindedly.

I only hum ambiguously. “Is it lunch already? I guess I should go, then.”

Without saying anything more, Terry turns me around and bends me over my desk. He gropes my ass roughly, feeling through to rub my pussy through my tights.

I gasp.

“Oh, you’ll have to wait until we’re done with you, sweetheart.”

“B-But, it’s my lunch hour!” I yelp, hoping the act is convincing enough for any managers or trainees walking by. Working during your lunch hours could be seen as cheating the system, after all.

“Don’t worry,” Terry says as he hikes my skirt up, rips my tights, and shoves his hard, throbbing cock unceremoniously into my pussy. “We’ll feed you something alright.”

I moan as Terry thrusts quick and rough into me, my back arching so more of my pussy is exposed for him to plunge into.

His friends hang around me, mostly watching and slowly stroking their own cocks.

One of them reaches into my bra and gropes my tits while he does it.

Someone else jerks off onto my face, using his fingers to scoop it into my mouth.

I eagerly lick and swallow every drop while Terry fucks me, my body held in place like a living, breathing fleshlight for him to use.

I hear Terry grunt behind me. His massive cock pulls out, my pussy dripping cum and my own wetness.

“Who’s next?”

Terry holds me in place while his friends take turns fucking me, one round for my pussy, and another for my ass. I’m so desperate to cum, my pussy twitching and clamping hard against each cock that gets shoved inside me, but orgasm never comes.

I’m trapped in a loop of tortuous ecstasy, my body marked by a stamp each time it gets used.

When they all finish with me, I’m a panting, heaving, moaning puddle of cum and sweat. I grab Terry’s arm before he can leave with the others.

There’s still a good half hour left in our lunch break.

“I’m still good for more,” I say, smiling drowsily at him.

Terry smirks, looking satisfied but only in his own unique sadistic way. “You turned so easily, didn’t you? Bet you didn’t even need those pills.”

I nuzzle against his arm, humming. “Please…”

“You’re covered in stamps. Haven’t had enough, you dirty slut?”

“I still need ten …” I swallow my words. I probably shouldn’t let on that I need something from Terry other than his cock.

It’s too late though. He seems to catch on.

“Is this what you need? Ten more of these?”

Terry pulls out his stamp. I freeze.

“That’s what I thought,” Terry says, stroking my chin and sliding his thumb into my mouth. “You’re gunning for Best Whore, huh? Well, tell you what. I’ll take pity on you. Clean yourself up and meet me in the supply closet. I’ll let you earn those ten stamps easily.”

I nod vigorously. “Y-Yes. Thank you!”

I run off to the bathroom to wipe as much cum off my body as possible, without ruining any of my precious stamps. I dodge and avoid men, hoping I don’t get caught in another gang bang that I can’t refuse.

I make it to the supply closet perfectly spotless.

Terry is waiting for me, messing around on his phone when I enter.

“Finally. Took you long enough,” Terry mutters as he puts his phone away. “Kneel.”

I do as he says, wobbling down to the floor onto my knees. I sit up straight like a pet waiting for instruction.

Terry whips his cock out — here, under the fluorescent light of the supply closet, I can see just how massive it is.

It’s definitely larger, more veiny, and thicker than it used to be. Or maybe it’s because I’m up close to it now?

“Stop thinking and start sucking. You’re supposed to be a bimbo slut, aren’t you?”

I part my lips and gently suck on the tip, wanting to savour this glorious cock. I forget that I’m supposed to be earning my stamps to beat Amber’s record by the end of the day.

I drool just thinking about having Terry inside me again.

“Yeah… that’s it…” Terry groans, guiding my head further and further down his cock. “You’ve gotten good at this… better than that whore Amber, maybe…”

I swallow a moan as I pull away from his cock. “You really think so?”

Terry forcefully shoves me back down on his cock, his entire length filling my my mouth, making shallow thrusts down into my throat.

“Stop talking, or I swear you won’t get a single stamp from me.”

I try to nod even as his cock pumps in and out of me, my eyes watering from the slight choking feeling. I breathe hard through my nose, my pussy twitching with how good it feels to be filled up again.

I could keep on doing this forever… Why didn’t I let Terry use me sooner?

Terry tightens his grip on my blonde hair, and I feel his cum wash down my throat. His cock is still leaking, leaving a trail on my tongue and chin as he pulls out.

“You loved that, huh?” Terry asks as he massages his cock. I watch it like I’m mesmerized, waiting for it to soften.

“Do I get my ten stamp thingies, now?” I ask, wiping my mouth with my arm.

Terry chuckles. “Oh, you want your stamp thingies? So soon? Mindy… You’ve barely earned one.”

My arm drops down to my side. “W-What do you mean?”

Terry fishes into his pocket and pulls out his phone again. His cock is still erect, hard and thick as ever.

“You’re going to do everything I ask, until you’ve fully satisfied me. Then, you get your stamps.”

“But… you came, didn’t you?”

Terry leisurely strokes his cock up and down, precum leaking out of the tip. “I’m still good for more. You should be, too.”

“O-Okay…” I swallow, lying down on my back and spreading my legs. My pussy is aching hard to be filled, anyway.

“Hold on,” Terry says, pointing the phone camera at me. “I want you to say a few things first. Undo your shirt and get your tits out.”

I nod and unbutton my shirt, cupping my breasts and pushing them out of my pink, frilly push-up bra. They’re massive, bigger than they’ve ever been, and so tender for touch.

“Good… just like that… caress them,” Terry says. “Now read this out.”

Terry holds out a small notecard in his other hand. I squint at the words and letters. Trying to read it all makes my head almost hurt.

“I… I’m a…. a good li— li — what does that say?”

“Oh for fuck’s sake, I forgot you were a dumb bimbo,” Terry mutters. “Repeat after me: I’m a good little slut.”

“I’m a good little slut.”

“All I want is — you know what, I’ll let you improvise. Tell me how much you want this, hm? You want this cock bad, don’t you, Mindy?”

I nod quickly. “Y-Yes! Please, Terry, just put it inside me, already.”

“I don’t know. Doesn’t seem like you want it that bad.”

“But I do! I… I want your cock inside my pussy, my ass, my mouth. I want all your cum. I want to be dominated by you. P-Please, use me, Terry…”

I hear Terry curse softly under his breath, and it gives me a little buzz of satisfaction.

“That’s good enough. Now spread your legs.”

I happily spread open for him, making a breathy moan when his cock enters my needy, wet pussy. It fills me up slowly, in such a tortuously pleasurable way.

Terry takes closeups of my pussy while he fucks me, panning his camera up to my tits and my gaping, horny lips.

“I’ve never seen a bitch want cock this badly before… You sure you’re not faking it?”

“Y-Yes, please keep fucking me…”

“Sir.”

“Please keeping fucking me, sir. Cum inside me soon, I need it!”

Terry grabs my legs and keeps them spread open while his thrusts quicken, his cock and balls slapping against me.

My moans get louder, higher-pitched, and before I know it he’s spilled his cum yet again inside me.

The feeling is intoxicating — the cum coating the inside of my pussy only makes me want more.

“Stamp…” I murmur, “Stamp, please…”

Terry pulls his giant, slick cock out of me. It’s still hard.

“H-How…?” I whimper.

“You know, Bimbodol, works on men, too.”

“I don’t get it.”

“Of course, you don’t. Dumb slut.” Terry smooths his cock against my inner thigh, smearing our bodily fluids against my skin. “While the drug makes women super feminine — big knockers, big ass, bimbo brain, whatever — it makes men, or at least me, more uh… even more masculine.”

Terry slaps my ass. “Turn over.”

I obey without question, presenting my ass to him. I feel the head of his cock probing me, circling around my asshole.

“I’ve started growing more muscle,” Terry continues. “More than I already had, obviously. And uh… my dick, in case you didn’t already notice, it’s….”

Terry pushes his cock inside me. I gasp with how much bigger it feels in there — or has it actually gotten bigger?

“It takes a while to go down, too,” Terry says, thrusting in and out of my ass. “You’re gonna have to do a lot more work to satisfy this cock, Mindy. Bet you like that, though. There’s plenty of cum for you to guzzle. Something tells me you’re gonna be dripping my jizz out of all your holes by the time I’m done with you…”

I moan, resting my head against the cold floor. My ass feels so full.

“F-Fuck…”

Terry gets a recording of me being fucked like this from all angles, making sure to capture his cum leaking out of my ass, too, when he’s done. He flips me over again and does the same with my mouth, my tits, my pussy again. He positions me in all the different ways he can fuck me, like I’m a sex doll to be moved around and used as he pleased.

But most humiliating of all was the things he was saying to me while he pumped his cock in me.

“Dumb slut… you like this, don’t you? I should leave you out by the dumpster for strangers to use your sloppy pussy. A dirty whore like you would do it for free…”

And it was all recorded on camera, as I dumbly and lewdly moaned to all of it, begging for more of his cock.

Whatever small part of my non-bimbofied brain was humiliated, mortified, waiting for it to end. The rest of it could think of no other purpose than to get fucked and used as a cum-receptacle.

Eventually, Terry tires himself out.

I’m on the floor, cum leaking out of my ass, pussy, and mouth. It’s hard to believe it’s all Terry’s.

I’m almost worried it’s enough to get me pregnant even with the Bimbodol contraceptive.

Terry kneels down next to me, pulling out his stamp and littering ten stars down the inside of my thigh.

“I did it…” I say drowsily, “I’m the best bimbo, right…? I got all the stars I needed…”

“I’ll be back for more tomorrow,” Terry says. He then zips up his trousers and leaves.

A few moments later, I leave the supply closet, feeling wobbly, covered in cum and stars.


Chapter 7

My framed picture hangs in front of Mr. Armstrong’s office now: “Best Free Use Bimbo of the Month”.

And it’s finally time for my annual progress report.

I enter the office, my heart pattering rapidly.

What if Mr. Armstrong isn’t impressed after all? What if he fires me anyway? What if nothing changes, and I’m back to being the frigid secretary?

Mr. Armstrong is seated at his desk, staring with a frown at his computer screen as usual.

My bimbo brain is so much faster at using my admiration for my boss in horny fantasies — I’m already aching for him to bend me over the desk and fuck me mercilessly, to tie me up in the corner of his office and use me throughout the day as he pleases.

“Mindy,” he says, and the sound of my name on his lips sends a lightning bolt of pleasure straight to my pussy. “Take a seat.”

If he’s noticed how much I’ve changed over the last week, he hasn’t made it obvious.

Of course, his eyes pass over my cleavage, but he hasn’t mentioned the fact that I’m a Free Use girl now.

“I’ve been monitoring your progress over the past few weeks. The last week especially. There was a moment when I was worried I’d have to fire you.”

I tense up in the seat.

“But your work ethic in your new role has far exceeded my expectations. I’ve had glowing reviews from your coworkers. The fact that you even turn up early and leave late to make sure every single coworker gets to enjoy the benefits of a Free Use office speaks volumes to your commitment.”

“T-Thank you… s-sir.”

Mr. Armstrong doesn’t correct me. He used to hate being called “sir”, but now… there’s a different expression on his face. Is he… smiling?

“Mindy…” he continues. “I’d like to assess your work myself.”

My pussy aches in anticipation. I must be making a wet patch into the chair itself. “N-Now?”

“Get under the desk for me.”

I almost trip over myself to get there. I scramble under the desk, sitting between Mr. Armstrong’s powerful legs. My hands itch to touch him, to stroke his cock which I can tell is already hard underneath his trousers.

“Unbutton your shirt. Show me your tits.”

I do as he says, unbuttoning my shirt and pushing my bra down to let my breasts free. I touch and caress them for him, watching his gaze wander over them with immense satisfaction.

He takes his cock out, and the sight of it is every bit as magnificent as I’d hoped. It’s thick and big, and I start drooling just thinking about having that cock inside me.

Mr. Armstrong grabs my hair and draws me forward, sliding his huge dick between my huge breasts.

I gasp softly, pushing my tits together and using them to massage up and down his cock.

“That’s a good little slut,” Mr. Armstrong mutters, and hearing him saying that almost makes me moan.

I tilt my head down and lick at the tip of his cock as it peeks through my cleavage, my pussy only growing wetter by the second.

“Fuck it,” Mr. Armstrong says. “Turn around, Mindy.”

I turn around for him, only to be pulled into his lap and my pussy filled by his cock. I moan loud, surprised by the intrusion.

“M-Mr. Armstrong…!”

My boss says nothing, standing up and pushing me down against the desk as he pumps his cock fully in and out of my needy pussy, which clenches tightly around him.

“It’s about time you submitted to me, Mindy. Teasing me this whole time and doing nothing about it. You’re gonna have to make up for it, you dirty whore.”

“Y-Yes!” I moan, the pleasure in my core reaching a peak. “Yes, sir…Fuck me as much as you want, use me…”

Mr. Armstrong fucks me hard against the desk, groaning as he cums inside me.

“Good girl…” he says, slapping my ass. It’s then that the ecstasy overcomes me — I cum hard with a load moan, falling limp against the desk and letting Mr. Armstrong fuck me again, and again, and again.

I’m my boss’s bimbo whore now, and nothing could make me happier.
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