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		The Cream of the Crop

		

		Lily felt like a bundle of indecision as she walked into the nondescript office building. That described much of Lily’s life now. She was undecided about what she wanted to do with her life. School was over. She had graduated top of her class at Thatcher College. The world could have been her oyster, but she had no idea what she wanted to do with herself. But that was why she was here.

		Lily had heard good things about Raymond Paris. He was a career counselor that came highly recommended by Lily’s advisor. Not that she put much stock in Professor Bank’s thoughts on the matter. He was a bit of a dirty old man in her opinion. Still, she was desperate and she knew that every day she waited before making a decision about her future would likely make it harder to achieve whatever she decided on. There were limited spots open in the various possibilities, including internships, graduate schools, and regular job positions. Many of Lily’s classmates already had their futures lined up, whether it was a job, internship, or a position at a graduate school. Seeing what all her friends and classmates were leaving school to do made her feel even more desperate not to have her future planned out.

		The truth was, Lily knew graduate school was in her future. Her degree from Thatcher College gave her the leeway to pursue several different paths within the higher education system. She could remain in the academic realm, with a focus on becoming a professor, but she was not sold on that life. She was not even sure if teaching was the right thing for her. She had higher aspirations. She could go to law or business school. That would mean a minimum of two more years, possibly three more years, before entering the workforce, but she would likely have great prospects by then.

		However, there was something to be said for getting out of school and actually doing something with her life. Maybe she could join a startup or even found one herself. Not that she had any great ideas, but she was the kind of person who could do almost anything. It was just about finding the right fit.

		And it was that reason that Lily found herself at Raymond Paris’ office. She wanted his help in figuring out what she should do with her life, at least in the beginning. Should she go the entrepreneur life, start out at a company that interests her until she decides to return to school, or should she continue in academia? That was the question she needed answering and she hoped a little career counseling could help her.

		“Good morning,” said a chipper looking blonde at the reception desk. “You must be Lily.”

		Lily looked the receptionist up and down, trying to get an idea of who she was dealing with. The broad smile was definitely welcoming, but she felt the large expanse of cleavage the woman displayed was unprofessional. Lily had traditionalist views about how women should act in the workplace. An open display of sexuality was completely uncalled for, even if, like the receptionist, she had something worthy of display.

		“That’s me,” Lily finally said, deciding it was not worth getting too annoyed by the way the receptionist was dressed. It was a Friday. Maybe the office held casual Fridays. Not that the receptionist appeared particularly casual in her appearance. Her face and hair was made up to perfection. Lily could not imagine ever making herself look so glamorous. It had never been possible, as far as she was concerned. Even if she had the face and body for it, she lacked the knowledge, skill, and desire to make it happen.

		“Perfect,” the woman said, still smiling. Lily had a feeling that smile was almost permanent on her face, her resting facial position. In contrast, Lily knew she had resting bitch face. Her natural expression was one of disdain and annoyance. She had been working on it, knowing life after college was just as much about relationships as it was skill and ability, but there was only so much she could do on her own. “I’ll let Mr. Paris know you’re here.”

		The woman started tapping away on the keyboard in front of her. It was pushed far away so she could see it over her large tits. They were the sort that easily got in the way. Her typing method was one of hunting for the right keys and pecking at them with her long nailed fingers. The look of concentration on her face made it all the more clear this woman was not the brightest bulb around. But then again, Lily figured she did not need to be particularly smart given her impressive looks. People were willing to put up with large amounts of incompetence where sex and beauty were concerned.

		Lily waited for several moments as the woman pecked away at the keyboard. The tip of her tongue popped out from between her plump lips, a clear signal that this single task put her just about at her intellectual limit. Lily wanted to laugh at the absurdity of such a situation. She had always surrounded herself with the best and the brightest. Her interactions with women like the receptionist were slim to nil. She had no idea how women like the receptionist could get by.

		A satisfied expression came over the receptionist as she sat back from the computer, clearly proud of herself. A moment later the computer dinged.

		“Mr. Paris will be right out for you. I’d ask you to take a seat, but there won’t be time.”

		As if on cue, the door to Raymond Paris’ office opened. A tall and handsome man, wearing grey slacks and a button down shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbow stood there.

		“Lily?” the man asked.

		“Yes, that’s me,” Lily answered, feeling much more confident about the whole situation now. There had been a part of her that worried that the receptionist was indicative of the kind of operation Raymond Paris ran. Had he been wearing less professional clothes, she might have just walked straight out of the office, giving up the deposit she had paid just to get an appointment.

		Lily had thought the deposit strange at first, but she had been promised a full refund if she did not land the position of her dreams within a month of her appointment. It seemed harmless to at least try. And she certainly needed the help in figuring out what she wanted to do with her life. College was over and now she needed to enter the real world. That was what this was all about, helping her navigate the transition to the real world.

		“I’m Raymond Paris,” the man said. “Let’s have you come on back to my office and we can get started.”

		Lily followed Mr. Paris into his office. It looked much like an office belonging to a therapist or psychologist. Or at least Lily imagined that was how it looked. She had not actually seen either outside of movies and television. She had always thought of herself as a well-adjusted person. In some ways, she felt shame in even needing to rely on someone else to help her figure out her future. However, this was one moment when she was willing to bite the bullet and just do it, not wanting to further delay what was to come next for her. It was time to grow up and dive into being an adult full time.

		“Have a seat,” Mr. Paris said, motioning toward one of the two seats facing each other. There was a couch too, but that was ignored.

		“Thank you,” Lily said as she took the offered seat, running her hands across her denim covered thighs. She was dressed like a college student, jeans and a t-shirt. It was how she dressed almost all of the time, except for more formal occasions.

		Lily had never been one of those women who joined sororities and spent her weekends wearing short dresses and skirts while attending frat parties and the like. She preferred quieter and calmer nights. She was neither a tee-totaler nor a virgin, but her idea of a fun night usually revolved around a small group of friends watching a movie together. Drinks might be involved, but never to excess.

		“So, Lily,” Mr. Paris said as he sat down across from his latest client. “I’ve been reviewing your file you had sent over. You are quite an impressive woman.”

		“Thank you,” Lily said again. “I have a lot of options, but I’m just not sure what I want to do.”

		“I understand perfectly. In your case, your number of options is the problem. You are a smart and intelligent woman with great career prospects. You could literally do whatever you wanted. That is impressive. It is people like you I probably enjoy helping the most.”

		Lily felt her cheeks grow warm. She had never been good about taking compliments either.

		Mr. Paris leaned over and flicked a switch on the side of his chair. A low level static filled with room. Or at least Lily thought it was static. She was not entirely sure. All she knew was she found it suddenly difficult to think.

		“What was that?” she asked.

		“Oh, I just find a little background noise helps focus the mind during our sessions. It’s nothing to worry about.”

		“It’s nothing to worry about,” Lily said flatly. Had she said that? Why did she sound so funny? Lily could not understand.

		Mr. Paris smiled. It was working.

		“Now, why don’t you tell me about what you’re thinking about doing now that school is over? Run me through your options.”

		“I’m trying to decide between getting some experience in the workforce first or if I should go to grad school,” Lily answered, her voice sounding more like herself.

		“That seems reasonable,” Mr. Paris said. “According to your file, you are the cream of the crop. You really have your choice to do whatever you want. You’re a lucky woman.”

		“Thank you,” Lily said.

		“But all those options must make it really hard to choose. You don’t want to choose wrong.”

		“You’re right.”

		“But of course, that’s why you’re here,” Mr. Paris said. “You’re here to let me help you make your choice. You want me to help you decide what to do with your life.”

		Lily nodded her head. He was right. That was why she was there. She needed help. She might be brilliant and able to do almost anything she wanted, but she needed help. She needed guidance. And Mr. Paris was the man who was going to give her that guidance.

		“Yes,” Lily said, her voice coming out flat again. “I want you to help me decide what to do with my life.”

		“Great,” Mr. Paris said, smiling. “I’m glad that we’ve got that part figured out.”

		Despite the fact that no progress had actually been made, Lily already felt much better about her situation. With Mr. Paris there to guide her, she knew that everything would work out for the best. It seemed inevitable. This man was a miracle worker. With him there to help her, she knew she would be happy with the next life step she took. There would be nothing that could stop her now.

		“I definitely think you will be best served by diving into the workforce,” Mr. Paris explained. “I can just look at you and see that further education would be wasted on you. There is no sense to spend the prime years of your life sitting in a dark and dank classroom, learning things that you will never use.”

		As Lily sat there, she realized she had never thought of it that way. These were her prime years and she could have been wasting them by continuing her education. That made so much sense. There was a point at which there could be too much education and she had reached that point. Mr. Paris had just saved her from wasting two or three years of her life.

		“In fact, I’m guessing your four-year degree is probably more than you really needed,” Mr. Paris pressed on. “Most people in your situation only need an associates degree. Two years of junior college and you would have been done. It’s a good thing you came to me, otherwise you would have doubled the amount of time you have already wasted.”

		“But…” Lily started to say, but she struggled to find the words to voice her protest. Her education had not been a waste, yet she could not seem to be able to say it. She had a hard time imagining anyone wanting to hire her without a four-year degree. At least not for the types of jobs she would want to hold.

		Mr. Paris put his hand up, further silencing Lily’s protests. “Let’s tackle this from a different angle, shall we?”

		Lily said nothing, still feeling shamed for trying to protest at all.

		“Good. Now, let’s look at it this way. I’m guessing in whatever job you want to have, you want to help people. Am I right?”

		Lily said nothing, but she nodded her head. Of course she wanted to help people. No matter what job she held, she wanted to work in a capacity that would help people, whether that meant tackling the world’s problems with a non-profit or getting in on the ground floor of a company that could revolutionize the world and make it a better place. And there were so many ways she could get involved. Once again, she had too many choices. She needed Mr. Paris to guide her decision making.

		“That’s a good way to live life. You want to help people.”

		“I want to help people,” Lily agreed, her voice again flat.

		“And you don’t want to have to think while you do it.”

		“And I don’t want to…” Lily stopped and considered the words. “Hey, that’s not what I want to do.”

		“Sure it is,” Mr. Paris insisted. “That’s why you’re here. You want me to tell you what to do with your life. You don’t want to think about it. You just want to do what you’re told.”

		“I just want to do what I’m told,” Lily repeated in her monotone voice.

		“That’s right. And I’m telling you that you don’t want to think.”

		“I don’t want to think.”

		“You don’t want to think for yourself. You want a man to do your thinking for you.”

		“I want a man to do my thinking for me,” Lily repeated.

		Lily’s eyes turned glassy as she felt lost in her own head. Nothing was making sense. She did not want to think? Moments earlier, that would have been blasphemy, but now, it seemed so right. She did not want to think for herself. She wanted, no needed, a man to think for her. It seemed so simple now. She wanted to help people and not to think for herself.

		“Luckily, as a man, I am happy to help to fill that role until we connect you with a man who can guide you going forward, someone like a boss.”

		Lily nodded her agreement. She was lucky that Mr. Paris was a man. And then when she was done there, she could depend on her boss to do her thinking for her. Her future seemed so bright, so perfect, now.

		“Since you want to help people, be told what to think, and not do any actual thinking for yourself, I think you would make a great secretary,” Mr. Paris explained. “Doesn’t that sound nice? You just have to do what you’re told, whether that means you file paperwork, answer the phones, greet clients, or suck your boss’ cock.”

		“Wait, what?” Lily said, shaking her head. Something was wrong with that. She did not think she was secretary material. There was no way she was sucking her boss’ cock.

		“Relax,” Mr. Paris said. “There’s nothing to be upset about. We’re discovering what your future will be. Now, let’s take this one step at a time. You want to be a secretary.”

		“I want to be a secretary,” Lily repeated. And it was true. That was the real job she wanted. She did not even know why she spent all those years at college. She probably could have just gotten away with doing a couple years at most.

		“You want to help your boss and his clients.”

		“I want to help my boss and his clients.”

		Lily never questioned the fact she could have a female boss. Her boss did not need to be a man, but somehow she knew she would not be happy unless she worked under a man. That was the only way her life would make sense.

		“And you want to do whatever your boss wants you to do.”

		“I want to do whatever my boss wants me to do.”

		“You’ll do anything he wants you to do.”

		“I’ll do anything he wants me to do.”

		“If he wants you to suck his cock, you’ll suck his cock with all of your ability.”

		“If he wants me to suck his cock, I’ll suck his cock with all of my ability.”

		“If he wants to fuck you, you will let him fuck you.”

		“If he wants to fuck me, I will let him fuck me.”

		These were new revelations to Lily. She had never ever considered such matters before, but she could not imagine ever saying no to her boss. If he wanted access to her body, then she was going to give it. Men needed to cum, whether it was purely for pleasure or a matter of stress relief. And she could perform that function for him. She could suck his cock or let him fuck her.

		Lily could imagine herself kneeling between her boss’ legs, her whole body underneath his desk as she sucked his cock. He might even be meeting with clients or he might be on the phone. She would need to keep quiet so as not to disturb what he was doing. She could not bear the thought of him missing a sale or losing a client because of her actions while trying to please him.

		“But it’s not just enough to be a slutty secretary for your boss,” Mr. Paris explained. “You want to be a bimbo.”

		“I want to be a bimbo,” Lily agreed.

		“That’s right. You want to be a slutty bimbo. All you care about is doing what you’re told, being pretty, and having sex with your boss. Nothing else matters to you.”

		Lily nodded, not knowing what to say. All those words seemed to jumble together in her head. As a bimbo, she needed to be given her directions in simple terms. Too much and she would just get confused.

		Mr. Paris continued explaining her new life to her. He explained how she wanted to look sexy at all times, how it was important to show off her body, wearing the most revealing of possible clothes at any given time, based on the situation. He explained how much she loved sex, in all its forms, and was always eager to fuck or suck anyone who would want her. He explained how it was her boss’ prerogative, although without using that word, to whore her out to clients to help close deals.

		Lily was excited to learn all of this about herself. She had always wanted to be a dumb and slutty bimbo secretary. Mr. Paris had told her so. And now she was going to get her chance. She was going to get her chance to make her dreams come true.

		Only, there was one problem. Lily looked down at herself and could not avoid feeling disappointed about her body. She was not pretty. She was not sexy. It was not just her boring clothes. It was her body. Her boobs were too small and her hair too short. Her hips were too narrow and her butt was too small. Who would want her looking like this?

		“What’s wrong?” Mr. Paris asked as he saw Lily’s dejected expression.

		“I’m ugly,” Lily said as tears formed in the corners of her eyes. “I can’t be a sexy bimbo secretary looking like this.”

		If Mr. Paris had been anyone else, he would have adamantly disagreed with Lily’s statement. Sure, she needed to change her clothes, but she was a reasonably attractive young woman. She might have to work harder than some women, but being a bimbo, being sexy, was mostly about attitude. And there was no doubt she had the right attitude now that her brain had been fixed. However, Mr. Paris was not like other people. His career counseling practice was owned and supported by the fine folks at the Bimbo Ward. In his eyes, Lily had a long way to go before she could truly call herself a dumb and sexy bimbo secretary. However, he had a solution to that problem.

		“I can fix that for you,” Mr. Paris offered. This was always his favorite part of the whole transformation. It was the part where his client started to beg him to turn her into a hot piece of ass. “I can give you the body you desire.”

		“You can?” Lily asked. She did not think such things were possible. Then again, she was a bimbo and did not know smart things like that. It was a wonder she had managed to go to college at all.

		“Of course,” Mr. Paris said. “I wouldn’t be very good at my job if I didn’t make sure you had all the tools to live your perfect life. Let’s go next door and I can get you fixed up.”

		Before Lily had a chance to give Mr. Paris her thanks, she found herself being guided through a door off to the side of the office. She had previously paid the door no notice, figuring it was a closet or, at most, a bathroom. Instead, as it turned out, the door led to a whole other room and operation. He never would have told Lily this, but he liked to think of this other room as the Body Shop.

		If Mr. Paris had his way, he would never actually need to enter the Body Shop. For him, he was far more interested in the mind. He had been close to earning his doctorate in psychology, but his opinions about the female ideal got out and he was quietly asked to leave the program. Mr. Paris had applied to continue his education elsewhere, but it seemed academia had black balled him. That was how he found his way to working for the Bimbo Ward. He was a talented psychologist and had found his true calling, helping women in particular find happiness as their best selves. It just so happened to be that he believed bimbos were the top of the feminine hierarchy.

		Had his operation been bigger, Mr. Paris would have happily handed over the Body Shop duties to someone else. But even if that were possible, he knew his clients trusted him and he needed to keep that bond through the whole process. Ultimately, it was he who needed to perform the body alterations to his newly created bimbos.

		The Body Shop consisted of a large bathtub and several banks of computers. Compared to Mr. Paris’ office, the room was cold and sterile, although the pink walls did provide a warmth that Lily appreciated. Pink was one of her favorite colors now. It was so girly and feminine. She loved it. Then again, she loved most colors now. There was little differentiation between what Lily liked and disliked. She simply avoided that which she did not like, which was insignificant in the grand scheme now. Life in general, at least as a bimbo, made Lily happy.

		“Let’s have you take off your clothes,” Mr. Paris said as soon as Lily had followed him into the adjacent room. He closed the door behind her, making sure that there was no escape. Not that Lily was in the mood to escape. She had no reason to run away. She wanted her bimbo body to go along with her bimbofied mind. It was only natural. She wanted to be pretty and sexy on the outside, just like she was on the inside.

		“Okay,” Lily chirped happily as she started to pull off her boring clothes. She was so thankful that Mr. Paris was going to help her.

		It took less than a minute for Lily to remove her now unwanted clothes. She knew she was going to need to go shopping as soon as possible. She also needed to start applying for jobs. She could only hope that Mr. Paris would help her with the application process, just like he had helped her realize she was a silly bimbo who dreamed of being a secretary for a man.

		“Hop in the tub and close your eyes,” Mr. Paris ordered.

		Lily did as she was told. There was no hesitation in her actions. She would do anything Mr. Paris told her to do. She would probably do anything a man told her to do. After all, she was a bimbo and she needed guidance in everything, because she found thinking for herself too difficult.

		“I’m going to fill the tub with a warm green goo,” Mr. Paris explained. “Just relax and close your eyes. This will all be over soon enough.”

		Lily once again did as she was instructed. She closed her eyes and relaxed her whole body. Lily used to try to meditate, to close her eyes and simply relax, especially during stressful periods around the time of major tests and papers. She got stressed easily because of her school work. Her mind was always active and she struggled to quiet it. Now that she was a bimbo, however, that struggle was gone. Her mind cleared easily as she sank back into the rising green goo that slowly filled the tub. She smiled, enjoying the sensations as it began to envelope her body, wrapping her up in a cocoon that would transform her into a big-boobed bimbo, much like a caterpillar turned into a beautiful butterfly.

		Eventually the green good rose to a level that completely covered her body, except for a little bit of her face. That was more than enough coverage to affect the changes Mr. Paris had in mind for his latest bimbo creation. The more contact the goo had with her skin, the better, but she did not need to be completely submerged for the goo to perform its work.

		Despite Mr. Paris being completely familiar with how to operate his on-site Body Shop, he had little idea of how exactly the goo performed its work. All he knew was he could input certain characteristics into the computer and the goo would transform the subject to his specifications. The question of how it worked was unimportant compared to the fact the process worked with complete success.

		As Lily laid there, her mind blank and happy, her body slowly transformed. Most noticeable was the growth of Lily’s tits. They grew into large globes that projected off her chest, giving her a bolted-on look that usually could only come from a surgeon’s touch. However, this process was all-natural, at least as far as not requiring any incisions. The nutrients required for the transformation were included in the green goo, containing everything Lily’s changing body would need.

		For Lily, her new tits were a masterpiece, being just slightly too big for her now thin body. Her waist contracted as small as was possible without removing ribs or permanent corseting. Her hips, in contrast, widened, giving her an hourglass figure that no man could turn down. And those widened hips gave her ass a platform to expand, giving her a bubble butt that would forever pop and sway behind her as she walked.

		Those were the big changes, but the goo could do so much more. Lily’s skin smoothed out and every freckle and blemish disappeared. Then a deep tan developed all over her body, making it look like she either laid out in the sun naked regularly or she had a standing appointment for a spray tan. And with the perfect skin, Lily’s body hair disappeared, the nutrients being reabsorbed into her body for use in other areas.

		Not a single part of Lily’s body went untouched in some way or another. Her whole body became a beacon of feminine perfection as her finger nails grew out to a glamorous length. Her eyelashes thickened and grew out as well, making it look like she wore false nails and eyelashes.

		Underneath Lily’s closed eyelids, her eyes brightened in color, although they would never show the intelligence they once did. Instead, they would frequently denote her confusion or lust, the two most common feelings she would not have. There was also a change to her nose, as well as her lips. By the time the goo had transformed her face, she had a small sculpted nose and large plump lips making it clear what her mouth was best used for. She would forevermore have dick sucking lips and be proud of it.

		Finally, Lily’s hair changed color, growing out as her once brown hair turned platinum blonde, much like Mr. Paris’ receptionist. In fact, the receptionist had been Mr. Paris’ physical guide in determining Lily’s new body parameters. He had used her file as a template. Not that the pair looked all that similar. They started from different points, but since Lily was about to become a secretary, Mr. Paris figured he should use his secretary as the basis for Lily’s bimbo body.

		By the time Mr. Paris began to drain the green goo from the tub, Lily had fallen asleep. She had been so relaxed, felt so peaceful, it had been easy for her to drift off and let herself sleep. It was only natural and a nap was actually helpful in cementing Lily’s new personality and intelligence. Her brain had gone through a massive remapping and it needed time to confirm those new connections. An hour’s sleep was just what was needed to make sure that Lily would forevermore be the bimbo Mr. Paris had convinced her she was.

		When Lily finally opened her eyes again, it was not the smart expression of Mr. Paris that greeted her, but the smiling face of his receptionist.

		“Hi, there,” the woman said. “I’m Candi.”

		It took a moment for Lily’s mind to fire into gear. Thoughts came so much slower than they once did. Even simple recognition could leave her grasping for words, unable to decide what to say.

		“Hi, Candi,” Lily finally answered back. “I’m Lily.”

		“I know, silly. Let’s get you out of that tub and dried off so you can get dressed and go to your interview. Mr. Paris is setting everything up for you. Isn’t he the best?”

		As Lily sat up, feeling the weight of her new tits for the first time, she smiled. She nodded her head in agreement. Then she giggled. Lily could not remember ever giggling before, but now it seemed like the best thing in the world. Or at least the best thing after cock. Lily loved cock, especially when it came from her boss.

		Candi helped the nascent bimbo up out of the tub and then brought out a big fluffy beach towel to help Lily get the last of the goo off her body. Lily found her eyes drawn toward a mirror in the corner. She saw her body for the first time, not entirely believing that the nude vision she saw was her. She was so pretty. She was so sexy. She was so fuckable. That thought alone was enough to make her wet. And as it turned out, through the miracle of bimbo medicine, her ass got wet too, a fail proof method to make sure she was ready for anal at all times. Sex was always at the forefront of her mind and nothing would stop her from submitting to her future boss, or any other man, at the drop of a hat.

		After drying off, Candi helped Lily start her new life, getting her hair and makeup perfect and then changing into an outfit that Mr. Paris had selected for her. She would need to buy a whole new wardrobe to fit both her new body and her new sense of style. She could only hope her future boss would at least give her an advance so she could always look her bimbo best in the office.

		By the time Lily returned to Mr. Paris’ office, her hair flowed down her back in loose waves, nearly reaching her ass. Her makeup was perfect, highlighting her expressive eyes and her plump lips. She wore a pink suit, over a white blouse with pink stiletto heels. The two-inch thick platform under her toes made it clear that her outfit was entirely for show. Not that her suit did not make it obvious. The blouse was small and had no hope of fitting over her tits. She had to wear it open, which helped to highlight her narrow waist. The blouse was low-cut, making sure to showcase a long line of cleavage. And the skirt was so short, it barely fell past the swell of her ass, just barely touching the tops of her thighs.

		However, when Lily sashayed into Mr. Paris’ office, she discovered they were not alone. There was another man, sitting on the couch. He was well dressed and seemed to have impeccable taste in clothes. The suit he wore must have been personally made for him. It was too well tailored to have come off a rack.

		“Lily, this is Edward Thomas,” Mr. Paris said, waving his hand toward the strange man in the office. “He is here to interview you for an open position for a secretary at his office.”

		“Oh, goodie,” Lily squealed. “I, like, always wanted to be a secretary. It’s, like, a dream come true.”

		Mr. Paris chuckled when he heard Lily speak. He had not programmed her bimbo personality to add in all the likes, but it fit her cheery personality perfectly. It was important to remember that bimbos were not all alike. They were not interchangeable, even if that was sometimes the goal. They each had their own quirks and oddities, but that always made them all the more special. Lily had gone from a capable college graduate to a beacon of femininity with serving as her only goal in life. It truly was a miracle.

		“You look acceptable,” Mr. Thomas said. “But I need to test you out first.” He paused and looked toward Mr. Paris. “Raymond, do you mind if I test her out in here?”

		“Go right ahead,” Mr. Paris answered. “I need to give Candi her daily bonus anyway. You stay here and do whatever you please with our dear Lily while I go fuck Candi in the Body Shop.”

		Lily bounced with excitement as Mr. Paris walked next door where Candi was waiting for him. The sounds of Candi’s happy squeals could be heard until the door closed, silencing the happiness from next door. Lily looked at her potential new boss with awe and reverence. Mr. Thomas seemed to be very handsome, in addition to being wealthy. She had no idea what he did for a living, but that was secondary to the role she was trying out for.

		“Come over here and let’s see how those lips of yours feel around my cock,” Mr. Thomas eventually ordered.

		Lily hurried over to Mr. Thomas as fast as her high-heeled feet could carry her. She gracefully dropped to her knees and then deftly freed his hard cock from the confines of his pants. Even with her long nails, Lily felt confident in her ability to safely handle a cock. It would not do to hurt such an important apparatus.

		The moment Lily wrapped her plump lips around Mr. Thomas’ cock, she knew she was going to succeed. She knew this was where she belonged. She did not belong at the head of a conference table. She belonged on her knees. If she was in the conference room at all, she knew her place was either on top of it or underneath it.

		Technically, this was not Lily’s first blowjob, but it was a far sight better than any performance she had ever had before. As a bimbo, she knew blowjobs and every other kind of sex was her life blood. She needed to succeed. She needed to give Mr. Thomas pleasure. Her reward, beyond a job well done, was the cum that would arrive at the end.

		“That is nice,” Mr. Thomas happily groaned. Lily looked upward, but she could not see the look of pleasure on his face as he had thrown his head back and looked up toward the ceiling.

		After proving she could deep throat his cock several times, Mr. Thomas pushed her back gently, forcing his cock out of her mouth. Lily, not understanding what was happening, strained to reach his cock with her tongue. She wanted, no needed, him inside of her.

		“Take it easy, little bimbo,” Mr. Thomas said. “I approve of your blowjob skills, but I want to test out the rest of you before I blow my load.”

		Lily said nothing, but the smile on her face made it all clear what she thought of the situation. She loved blowjobs, but she also loved sex. She was happy to do everything that Mr. Thomas required of her.

		Before she knew it, she was on her hands and knees with Mr. Thomas behind her. Lily wiggled her ass as his hands pushed her skirt up over the curve of her bubble butt. She was not wearing any panties, knowing this might happen. She would have been happy to wear something sexy for her boss, should he order her to, but she also liked the idea of always being available with nothing covering her pussy or her ass.

		Mr. Thomas started by thrusting his already hard cock into her pussy. Lily’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head as he split her open with his long thick shaft. Sex had never felt this good before. She had enjoyed sex before, but her nerve endings had been reshaped and enhanced to heighten her pleasure. Even had her mind not already been bimbofied, she would have eventually succumbed to her body’s desires, becoming the slut that she now was. It would have only been a matter of time.

		The strokes of Mr. Thomas’ cock came hard and fast as he jackhammered into her. She loved how strong he was, how he was able to completely manhandle her body. Her tits bounced below her, shaking with each thrust, nearly spilling out of her low-cut blouse. The animalism of the moment was not lost on either of them, but neither of them cared as they rutted away. This was what Lily was for. She knew it and he knew it. It was only a question of whether she was good enough to become his secretary.

		But then Mr. Thomas stopped. He pulled out and looked down at Lily’s pussy lips. They almost puckered as they sought out his cock. Lily suddenly felt empty without his cock inside of her.

		However, the disappointment was short-lived as he realigned his cock and then slammed himself into Lily’s backdoor. Her eyes went wide as she was penetrated there for the first time. Her ass was already well-lubricated, so all that was left was the pleasure. There was no pain. There was only fulfillment. Lily was fulfilling her purpose. And for that, her body rewarded her with unimaginable pleasure. She screamed out with joyous cries as her body started to convulse with orgasm.

		Mr. Thomas could only last so long after sampling her other two holes. He came with Lily, flooding her ass with his hot white cum. He shot a torrent of his seed deep into her ass as waves of orgasmic energy flowed through her body, setting off a cascade of pure pleasure. Lily’s mind quickly shut down under the onslaught. The endorphins flooding her brain were simply too much to handle. Her arms gave out and her face fell into the carpet. Drool slipped from between her lips.

		As Mr. Thomas recovered from his orgasm, he left Lily laying there, impressed with her performance. She would not be his first Bimbo Ward secretary, but he hoped she would be the best. All signs already pointed to that possibility, at least as far as the sex was concerned. Then again, he did not hire secretaries for their brains or their skills in the office. He only cared about their performance on their knees. And in that, Lily had passed with flying colors. He had every intention of hiring her for his office.

		“Congratulations,” Mr. Thomas said as Lily returned to her senses. He knew she would need time to recover from her first bimbo orgasm. She would need less time in the future as she became adjusted to her new body and mind. There were still connections being made in her brain that would cement her as being nothing other than a hot piece of office ass. “You passed with flying colors. I understand you were once the cream of the crop at your college. Now you’ll get the cream of my crop whenever I want you to.”

		“Yay,” Lily cheered. It was a dream come true. She was about to become Mr. Thomas’ slutty bimbo secretary. She could not be happier.

		“Let me just settle my bill with Mr. Paris. You can wait for me in the reception area. And don’t worry. I fully intend to take you shopping so you can buy all the shoes and outfits you’ll need to be my personal bimbo secretary.”

		Lily leaped up, letting her tits bounce a few times, and then wrapped her new boss in a big hug. She pressed those big tits into him, enjoying how his presence made her nipples hard. If she was not careful, her nipples would show through the thin fabric of her blouse. Then again, that was pretty hot. She would make sure to let that happen as often as he allowed. Lily knew she would need to remain discreet about many of her actions, but she could not wait to take her place underneath her boss’ desk as she used her lips to best effect.

		Lily had not known her future would have her on her knees when she signed up for career counseling, but now that she was a bimbo in mind and body, she was ecstatic to have such an easy and pleasurable life. She could not imagine anything being better than being a slutty bimbo secretary for a hot man, making herself always available for his needs and she did her bimbo best in every task he set out for her. The undecided Lily was gone. In her place was a confident bimbo who loved her big tits, her tight ass, her plump lips, and her boss. She could not imagine a better life.
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