
        
            
                
            
        

    

Chapter One



Becky sighed heavily as her phone pinged with another notification from her boss. She knew from experience that a message so close to the ‘official’ end of her working day was never good. Regardless she had no choice but to pull over and check on how he was deciding to annoy her that day.



Hey Becky. Could you pick up a parcel to bring back to depot? Thanks. Location attached
 The message read.



She saw the location and groaned, she was five minutes from her shift ending and the package was at least a half hours drive away. She also knew that ‘Could you?’ meant ‘you have to’.



For fucks sake! It’s like he deliberately waits until the end of my shift to pull this crap!
 She thought angrily as she moved her blonde hair out of her face again and reluctantly set off for what would be more unpaid overtime.



Becky long suspected her boss thought he could take advantage of her because of the way she looked. Being young busty and blonde had its advantages but it also had its drawbacks. For one thing every boss she had ever had had either treated her as too dumb to realise she was being taken advantage of or had hired her purely as ‘something nice for the customers to look at’.



As she headed off for her extra task for the day though she reminded herself of what she had scheduled for after work that day. An interview for a job she might actually
 enjoy
 .



She still remembered receiving the call out of the blue from a ‘Melanie’ who represented some real estate millionaire who was looking for new employees. As Becky had once been a realtor
 Melanie
 had wondered whether Becky was still open to working in the field.



Becky had tried to stay active on various job sites advertising jobs in property businesses but had never gotten a hit before this. Possibly because she had only managed to get one job in selling real
 estate before being fired when
 the
 company
 was
 t
 aken
 over. Apparently the young blonde didn’t look ‘professional’ enough for the new management.
 S
 he was so eager to agree to the interview she had asked very little about who she would be working for and what exactly she would be doing. Something she would soon discover to have been a bit of a mistake. For now though she was able to get through the last part of her workday by reminding herself that she would hopefully be handing in her notice and going back to what she enjoyed.



Even if it’s just a damn secretary position at least I’d be back in the right industry again. I could work my way up. Show them I’m not just a blonde with big tits like everyone else seems to think I am
 Becky thought to herself, going over the plan in her head once again.



As she finally dropped off the extra package to her boss she even managed a smile as she pictured the look on his face when she told him she was quitting for good. That she had gotten a job that better suited her intellect than driving around packages and smiling for customers as they signed for them.



“That’s right Becky. Service with a smile” Her boss had chuckled as she brazenly avoided eye-contact with her to focus his gaze a little lower.



Asshole
 She thought, tempted to tell him about her interview before holding back.



She wasn’t in the financial position to quit before having something else lined up after all so there was no need to antagonise the guy currently signing her cheques. She just needed to wow them at this interview and then she could finally tell him what she
 really
 thought of ‘service with a smile’.



She headed home and ripped off her work uniform, staring at it for a moment in disgust at the way it was clearly designed to make it impossible for female employees to cover up their ‘assets’ effectively. For this interview she wanted to look every inch the intelligent and hard-working professional she was
 beneath
 her appearance.



To meet that goal she put on her old realtor clothes, a pristine white buttoned shirt, red tie, long black skirt, tights and red blazer. Her long blonde hair tied up in a bun to avoid the stray strands falling into her face during
 any
 conversation. She even put on the glasses she wore sometimes when
 she was spending a long time at the computer, not because she needed them to see but because they helped her appear as more ‘serious’ to those who hadn’t met her before.



I don’t know what I’m so worried about. I mean they probably saw my pictures on the site anyway…
 Becky thought.



To prevent people spamming their CV’s under multiple accounts with minor details changed each time the site had required her to post a picture and verification message. An odd requirement to be sure but when Becky heard that posting on the site had led to several women she used to know in the industry finding new jobs she was willing to go along with it. Another sign she should have perhaps paid more attention to given what would later occur, along with the rather late in the day time for a job interview she had been given.



As she left her house that evening though none of those red flags were bothering her. Instead she was thinking about how best to emphasise her experience in the area given her current and most recent jobs had all been in retail or delivery companies. As she closed the door to her apartment she still had no idea that she would never head back there again...




Chapter Two



As Becky pulled up at the location she was given for her interview she gazed open mouthed at the sheer size of the building she was driving up to.



It was at least four stories high and, because it was in such an oddly remote location in the countryside, it towered over everything else around it. Though ‘everything else around it’ seemed to be mostly trees and bushes. As though the large building had simply grown up along with the forest that surrounded it.



Suppose they value their privacy
 Becky thought, remember the level of corporate espionage she had been warned about when it came to large real estate companies.



The closer she got though the more odd the building seemed to be as a workplace. There was no standard car park for instance. Instead there was a long driveway with a few cars parked haphazardly outside, some of which seemed to have been there for quite some time.



As she parked up she also noticed there didn’t seem to be much of ‘business’ feel to the place either. There seemed to be no reception area or staff member on hand to greet people as they arrived. All the windows seemed to have been designed so no-one could see inside from outside the building, which made some sense to Becky, but there were also weird things outside the place such as a wooden cabin containing what looked like a hot tub…



Workplace benefits?
 Becky asked herself with a small frown as she rang the doorbell.



If she hadn’t been given the location over the phone she would have assumed she had arrived at the wrong place. This just seemed like some rich person had built a private residence in the forest to hang out in. A feeling that only got stronger when the door was answered by someone who
 definitely
 didn’t seem to fit the description of an employee at a big real estate company…



“Hi!
 That was fast
 !”
 A
 giggly blonde said as she opened the door.



“Erm…
 Fast?
 ” Becky
 asked
 , trying not to show how thrown she was by seeing this excitable woman answering the door in what appeared to be a matching red crop top and tight shorts.



“Are
 n’t
 you the pizza deliverer?”
 The woman
 asked as she looked around, seemingly expecting a pizza box to emerge out of mid-air.



“
 No
 . I’m here for the interview? Unless I’m at the wrong place?” Becky asked, beginning to hope that she was indeed at the wrong location.



“Ooh yeah! Melanie said there might be a new girl!” The woman giggled excitedly before bouncing off calling for Melanie.



Dangerously close to simply turning around and getting back in her car Becky found herself instead rooted to the spot. Partially in shock at what she had just seen and partially because, despite the suspicious vibe, this place
 still
 might be a better option than her current job…



Can’t hurt to at least talk to whoever this Melanie is
 Becky thought to herself.



Her optimism was given a little boost when a woman in a very businesslike attire walked over, the sound of her heels click clacking across the white floors drowning out some of the giggling and playful noises emanating from other parts of the building. The woman with the name badge ‘Melanie’ looked Becky up and down for a moment, Becky automatically straightening up a little as she was still determined to make a good impression.



“My apologies for Holly. She is not supposed to be opening the door…” Melanie said with a harsh glance off to one side where Holly was presumably still waiting for the pizza she ordered.



“That’s OK” Becky smiled back.



She was very tempted to ask why a scantily dressed woman, one of many based on the noises she could now here, was at a supposed place of work but bit her tongue. For all she knew there was a perfectly reasonable explanation. As unlikely as that may be. Besides, she was still desperate to at least give this opportunity a chance. Sitting through an interview couldn’t hurt anyway.



“This way” Melanie said without any further explanation or introduction before turning swiftly on the spot and marching off back into the house, hips swaying as she went.



After a moment’s surprise at the suddenness of it all she followed along.



“It’s my turn!” A voice suddenly shouted playfully from one side of the room as Becky tried to keep up with the impressively speedy Melanie.



“Nu uh! It’s my go!” Another voice added quickly after.



Becky turned her head just for a moment as Melanie led her out of what looked like a large living room. Getting a brief glimpse of two other blonde women fighting over the remote control… If ‘fighting’ was really how best to describe what seemed to be a tickle fight in clothes that made even Holly look conservatively dressed. She could hear more voices coming from all over and wondered how many ditz
 y
 blonde’s they had at this supposed business address.



“Sorry, what exactly is this place?” Becky asked, now really starting to worry she had accidentally walked into some undercover prank show or they had her mixed up with a model they’d ordered for a photo shoot.



“All will be explained during the interview” Melanie said as she came to a stop and opened a door to a room just a few feet away from the giggling blonde’s.



“I’m not sure… I think there’s been a mistake…” Becky said, taking a slow step back.



“There is no mistake” Melanie said as she pulled out something from her pocket.



Becky was going to tell her that she was sorry for the trouble but she had to go. An urgent appointment or a family emergency or whatever excuse she could think up. Before she could say anything though there was a bright flash from whatever Melanie was holding in her hand and Becky suddenly lost her train of thought.



“I…. Uhhhh… I need…. I need to…” Becky stammered.



“You need to have your interview” Melanie told her calmly,
 another flash from the device accompanying her words.



“Need to…. No…. Need to go… Go….” Becky said, trying to remember what she had been planning to do…



“Need to go inside for your interview” Melanie told her.



Becky was going to speak again but after two more flashes from the strange device instead she just nodded dumbly. Unable to think of anything at all apart from what Melanie had just told her.



“Need to go… Inside for… My interview” She repeated dreamily as she drifted past Melanie and into the ‘interview room’...




Chapter Three



As her mind attempted to return itself to some level of normal functioning she was steered into a waiting chair. Melanie was now proceeding with a businesslike efficiency as she quickly strapped in Becky’s arms to the surprisingly comfortable chair and angled a screen above her to face the still dazed blonde better.



“Wha… What are you… Doing?” She managed to ask dreamily.



“Starting your interview. As I explained to you” Melanie said simply.



Not feeling any more enlightened but still too out of it to protest Becky simply sat back in the chair and watched Melanie switch on the screen above her. Only just now beginning to wonder what that weird light had all been about. She’d soon find out.



“Please watch the screen carefully to begin your pre-interview preparation” Melanie instructed while putting on a pair of thick glasses as she used her phone to activate the screen.



“Why do I… Ummm…. Ok…. Watch the screen... carefully…” Becky said, initially questioning the order but as soon as the screen flickered to life and began to pulse with a less intense but equally enthralling blue light.



At first that’s all it was.
 L
 ights flashing in front of Becky. Driving any thoughts attempting to form right out of her head. As though every flashing pulse was physically preventing her from forming any ideas or questions of her own. She simply sat there, feeling waves of relaxation and contentment washing over her. After several minutes of this Melanie noted something approvingly on her phone and then moved to the next stage.



“Name?” She asked.



“Becky” Becky responded, sounding a mixture of sleepy and completely relaxed.



“Age?” She asked next.



“24” Becky answered.



“Any current romantic partners?” Melanie asked.



“Nope” Becky confirmed.



“Sexuality?” She was asked.



“Straight” Becky responded.



“Hmm… We will see. Any close relatives or friends that would notice long absences?” Melanie asked.



“Nope” Becky said.



She rarely saw her family and whenever she did it didn’t end well. As for friends, she had some but Becky was the one who put in all the effort.



“As our research indicated then. Very well” Melanie nodded, seemingly satisfied.



She swiped on her phone again and the screen suddenly blasted out a wave of pink light. Bathing Becky in its glow.



Becky’s mouth fell open. Her body instantly feeling a surge of pleasure as the light intensified. As though every pleasure centre in her brain had activated at once. She felt as though she was about to orgasm right there and then when, just as suddenly as it started, it stopped.



“Nooo…” Becky protested weakly, even in her almost mindless state she wanted the pleasure back.



“If you want to feel that again. You will obey
 and do as your told
 ” Melanie explained.



“Yes… Anything!” Becky gasped out, eager to say or do anything to feel that again.



“Very well” Melanie commented, turning it back on again for a moment.



“Ohhhhh yessss!” Becky moaned out joyfully as the pink light returned, a little less intense than last time but enough to make her body feel like it was surging with pleasure once more.



“I’m going to unstrap you. If you obey the pleasure will remain. If you hesitate or disobey the pleasure will stop” Melanie told her.



Becky didn’t even notice her arms being freed and made no move to leave the chair. Instead simply bathing in the pink glow and the growing pleasure she felt…



“Remove your shirt” Melanie ordered firmly.



“Remove my what?” Becky asked, some part of her brain realising this was not a normal request.



Instead of repeating herself Melanie simply turned off the pink lights and replaced them with the white ones from before. Emptying Becky’s mind once again even as she whimpered in protest at the pleasure disappearing.



Keen to get the good feelings back Becky hesitated for a brief moment and then swiftly unbuttoned her shirt. Removing her shirt and blazer as quickly as she could while still seated in the chair.



“Better” Melanie commented as she turned the pink lights back on again.



“Mmmmmm!” Becky moaned again gratefully.



“Now the bottoms” Melanie ordered.



Knowing the penalty for refusing or hesitating Becky nodded slowly and shuffled out of the bottom half of her clothing. Now sitting in the chair in nothing but her red bra and increasingly wet red panties as she smiled happily.



Nothing matters but the pleasure
 Becky thought, though it felt like the idea hadn’t come from inside her own mind…



“Very good. Now the rest of the clothes” Melanie ordered.



At this Becky did hesitate. She was pretty sure stripping fully naked at a job interview wasn’t normal. Yet as soon as Melanie saw the resistance and switched the light to white again Becky groaned in frustration and began to comply. Shedding her panties and unclasping her bra as the white light drove out any ‘bad thoughts’ she was having about disobeying.



“That’s right. Learning your lesson very nicely. Obedience is pleasure. Resistance is useless. Repeat” Melanie ordered.



“Obedience is pleasure. Resistance is useless” Becky repeated back quickly, desperate to keep the pink light on her.



“That’s right. You may touch yourself as a reward” Melanie told her.



Until Melanie mentioned it Becky hadn’t even realised that masturbation was a possibility. The pleasure from the light alone was more intense than anything she had ever experienced. Yet the prospect of even
 more
 pleasure was too good to refuse.



“Touch myself… Mmmmmm…” Becky nodded in agreement.



She spread her legs. One hand snaking between her thighs and slipping two fingers into her soaking wet hole. The other going to her ample breast and beginning to pinch and rub her hard nipple.



“Perfect. You will do very nicely indeed. Just a little more training…” Melanie said, more to herself than Becky who was so close to orgasm that she was shaking a little with need.



No matter how hard she tried though. No matter how urgently she touched herself. How much pleasure she felt. She couldn’t get over that edge though. Instead the need and the pleasure just continued to build and build. Finally she pleaded for mercy to Melanie.



“Please… I need… Need to… Cum!” Becky gasped out.



From behind the chair Melanie simply smiled. Enjoying the desperation of the ‘interviewee’ in front of her for a moment.



“I can help you with that. You’ll have to do something for me first though” Melanie explained.



She slid her skirt down over her long smooth legs, swiftly followed by her panties.



Straight huh? We’ll see
 Melanie thought, allowing herself a small smile as she moved onto the next step of the ‘interview’.




Chapter Four



Becky had never so much as ‘experimented’ in college with her female friends before that day. She had considered herself as ‘definitely straight’. She hadn’t felt a single moment of desire to enjoy another woman’s body. Yet as Melanie stood before her half-naked, the pink glowing light still visible around her, Becky knew what she needed to do.



“That’s a good girl. Your learning fast” Melanie purred happily as Becky’s face and tongue went right for Melanie’s permanently wet little pussy.



She had no technique and was still mostly mindless but that didn’t really matter to Becky. Even with her face buried in Melanie’s crotch she could still feel the warm pleasuring glow of the pink lights. As long as she felt that pleasure that was all that mattered to her.



“Good girl. That’s right. Just lick and enjoy. Don’t you worry your pretty little head about anything else” Melanie chuckled.



I always enjoy this part
 Melanie thought for a moment as she held out her device again just as Becky’s continued
 her attempts to
 reach orgasm.



A flash of strong blue light distracted the young blonde and she looked up slowly just as the second wave hit her. Then a third. Then a fourth. All while the pink pulsing light continued to keep her mind empty and her pussy wet.



“That’s it. Won’t be long. I doubt you had much of a mind to start with” Melanie chuckled.



Though Becky didn’t know it each flash of the blue light was making her dumber, hornier and more submissive. The perfect programming for the latest recruit to
 The
 B
 osses
 B
 imbo
 H
 arem. Melanie didn’t feel the need to explain any of this to Becky. Instead she simply watched the young pretty woman’s eyes become dazed and a grin slowly spread across Becky’s face. Enjoying the pleasure even as her IQ began to plummet.



“What is your name?” Melanie asked.



“Be…. Becky?” Becky answered, though she sounded uncertain.



The lights continued to flash. Becky began to giggl
 e
 madly as she looked up docilely into the blue light. As though she was perfectly content to just stare at it as it slowly wiped her mind.



“What is your name?” Melanie asked again after a moment.



“B…. Erm…. Becka?” Becky answered, seeming even more confused.



Melanie saw the growing puddle of Becky’s juices and actually felt slightly impressed. Most women couldn’t so much as remember the first letter of their name by this point.



Perhaps I underestimated her intellect. Well I can soon fix that
 Melanie thought, actually enjoying the challenge.



Cranking up the intensity so high a normal ‘recruit’ would barely be able to tie their shoes afterwards she hit Becky with three more blasts. Causing her to collapse back into the chair in a fit of giggles. Her fingers going back to her needy pussy and pumping away without a care, or thought, in the world.



Melanie could hear the wet slapping sounds and knew she must be needing to cum soon. Thankfully the pink light was capable of causing both great pleasure AND preventing their bimbo’s from cumming. Cumming too early and releasing all that pent up pressure would have made what Melanie was about to do so much harder…



“What is your name?” She asked, one more time.



“I don’t know! Can I cum yet?” Becky asked with a deep moan.



“Tell me your name” Melanie demanded.



“I…. Uhhh… God…. Fuck! I don’t know!” Becky whimpered with need.



“What about your age? Your address? Your job?” Melanie asked.



“I…. I work…. I think I worked…. There was this guy…. Mmmm…. I wonder how big his cock
 is
 …” Becky said before trailing off in a giggly mess.



Finally satisfied Melanie turned off the pink light, causing Becky to moan in protest but still continue to fuck herself.



“Would you like to cum now?” Melanie asked sweetly.



“Uh huh! Yes please!” Becky nodded eagerly.



“OK. Do you promise to be a good girl and cum away any last bits of your brain you have left?” Melanie asked, her hand going to Becky’s breast which sent a jolt of electric pleasure through the eager blonde.



“Oh yes! Yes! Promise! I’ll cum my brain out for you! Promise!” She begged.



Melanie leaned down and slowly whispered into Becky’s ear just as she flicked the lights to a powerful green glow.



“Cum for me”



Becky exploded with pleasure. Squirting and gasping as she felt her entire body shake and shudder. As though she was physically forcing out any last trace of thought by squirting it out of her pussy. Her hands roaming all over her body as Melanie’s skilled fingers went to her clit, encouraging her orgasm to continue for as long as it could.



“I’m a good girl… I’m a good girl… I’m a good girl…” Becky moaned out as she rode out the last of the orgasm and then fell back into the chair again, a dumb grin across her face as she docilely waited for Melanie to tell her what to do next.



“Watch the screen now. You will learn everything you need to know. Be a good girl. Feel free to continue touching yourself while you learn” Melanie said.



“Whatever you say” Becky giggled as she went right back to masturbating and turned her gaze to the screen.



A new file began to play. The lights were flashing again but much more muted. Melanie got a brief glimpse of the screen in a reflection and swiftly turned her head away.



“Like hi! If you’re watching this then welcome! You are the newest bimbo in our harem! Congratulations! You don’t need to worry about icky stuff like bills and decisions and boring stuff anymore!” A giggly voice explained as Becky watched.



She certainly won’t
 Melanie chuckled as she headed back upstairs.



Knocking four times on a large door just above where Becky was being ‘educated’ she was called to enter.



Stepping inside she saw a large muscular man wearing an immaculate suit taking a phone call. Nothing out of the ordinary about that… Except for the three naked blonde’s kneeling at his feet, taking it in turns to suck, lick and stroke the huge black cock that was on display through the gap in his trousers.



“The Boss is on a call” One of them giggled quietly before turning her soft lips back toward his cock and kissing up and down his shaft.



Melanie waited patiently as she always did. No-one ever spoke to The Boss when he was on a business call. Even the dumbest bimbo in the building knew that rule. She watched with interest as one of the girls attempted to deepthroat the entire length of his cock only to give up about an inch from the base. An expression on her face that suggested a mixture of pride at having got so far and frustration that she didn’t get the last inch.



“Progress?” A deep voice suddenly asked.



Melanie’s eyes locked upwards, her posture straightening and her need to comply kicking in instantly.



“More IQ than expected but that has been dealt with. She is being re-educated now and then can be assigned her new name and a roommate” Melanie informed The Boss.



“Good. You were sure she had no links with anyone that would notice her missing?” He asked as he grabbed the head of one of the girls to help push her deeper onto his cock.



“Yes Boss. Social media and family searches showed no warning signs. Her employer will simply believe she quit without telling him” She confirmed.



“Good. Have her brought to me after initiation. I would like to try our latest acquisition before I leave for my next trip” He told her.



“Yes Boss. As you wish” Melanie nodded.



With a wave of a hand he dismissed her, his attentions now focused on the three blonde’s currently removing his suit and remainder of his clothes. Giggling and bouncing their breasts as they enjoyed their ‘shift’ with the man they lived to please.



None of them realised that as Becky was downstairs undergoing her ‘re-education’ their search for old contacts may not have been as flawless as they had hoped. That there was someone who
 would
 notice her missing. Someone who would get curious as to why her old roommate had suddenly vanished off the face of the earth. Someone with a job in journalism that may want to
 expose
 what had happened to her friend.



Someone that would either bring down The Bosses Harem… Or be made to join it…


cover.jpeg
MAX MESMER






