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OFFICE BIMBO

Chapter 1

I’m tucked away in the office bathroom stall, my pussy drowning as I mutter my boss’ name under my breath over and over again.

“Bruce… Bruce Steele, oh god, Bruce…”

My fingers are spasming as they rut inside me, muscles burning as I linger over the image of my boss shoving his gorgeous, throbbing cock down my throat.

I’m well aware that anyone could walk in and hear me — and I wouldn’t give a damn if they did — except, this is the women’s toilet. And I’m practically the only woman in the office.

I don’t mind this, and if anything, it suits me quite well.

You see, I like being the only delectable, gorgeous, long-legged, glossy-lipped thing in that office.

I love handing over my files to my boss — my king, my God — Bruce Steele with my manicured nails, and standing close enough for him to be enveloped in the cloud of perfume I’ve chosen just for him.

I love speaking softly in a meeting room of gruff, hairy men.

I’m the only feminine sight in that office, and yet somehow —

Somehow I haven’t so much as earned a glance from him.

I whimper as I thrust harder, grasping frantically at my B-cup breasts and squeezing as I cum hard to the thought of Bruce spilling his seed down my throat. My pussy clenches hard, only hornier for more, and I lean back against the back of the toilet trying to catch my breath.

I inevitably crash down to reality.

Bruce is perfect. He’s the Alpha Man of my dreams. He’s polished, handsome, and smart, and knows just the right, charismatic thing to say.

But he’s rough, too, I just know it. He’s the kind of guy who’d pin me down and fuck me anyway that he pleased.

But I’m not Bruce’s perfect girl.

I’m small-breasted, and shy. I’m Kate Moss-beautiful, in that editorial, glossy magazine way. Not in a slutty way.

I don’t have giant beachball-sized tits, and it doesn’t matter how much makeup I put on, no one in the office sees me that way, let alone Bruce.

They’re too goddamn professional, and I hate it.

I might be just a young, fertile college intern, but if there’s any one way I can finally put my skills to full, filthy, lusty use — it’s now.

Bruce Steele is looking for a new secretary. He won’t admit it, but I know what he really wants is his own personal fucktoy.

And I know just the way to prove myself to him.


Chapter 2

For a magnificent man like Bruce Steele, ordinary means of seduction are not enough.

He won’t succumb to any eager, beautiful woman.

I obviously already tick those boxes.

No — he needs something more. He needs a woman dripping with sex-appeal. A woman who is willing to serve and submit to him completely, and who looks the part, too.

A push-up bra was first on the list of the many parts of my secret, sexy plan. But this wasn’t just any bra, and it took a pretty penny to nab it off the shady site I found it on.

Hopefully it isn’t a scam, but I’m desperate enough to try anyway.

It arrives at my apartment door no less than two days after I order it. The package is discreet, and my fingers tremble as I open it.

HYPNOBRA, the hot pink packaging reads. There is an instructional video with it. I scramble to find a DVD player in my apartment, set it up, push the disk in, and await in anticipation on the floor.

“HYPNOBRA — enhance your features, and become the sexier YOU.”

I skip forward a bit, not particularly interested in the telemarketing crap. I already bought the damn thing, come on —

I pause when a title card comes up: “Lesson One: Dress Like a Bimbo”

Ok, here we go.

“First, put on your HYPNOBRA.”

I take off my shirt and put the bra on. It fits me perfectly, almost as if shrinking to mould tight against my body. There is a small button on the side. I press it, and the bra vibrates ever so slightly.

“Oh fuck,” I mutter.

It feels good, like a massager for your tits. My nipples are getting erect, and I’m getting stupidly horny already.

“Feels good, doesn’t it? Now, bimbos always wear thongs, no matter what, so make sure you have a good selection on hand. The skimpier the better.”

I scrambled to take off my shorts and panties. Fumbling half-naked on my living room floor — oops! My curtains are open and my neighbours can probably see me, oh god — I take the lacy pink thong out of the box and put it on.

“Repeat after me: I’m a good little slut.”

I wriggle in my seat on the floor, my pussy already twitching with how constrained I feel in the tight bra and thong.

I clear my throat. “I’m a good little slut.”

“I’ll suck any cock.”

My breasts feel a little heavier somehow, and I’m itching to touch them and ease their soreness.

“I’ll suck any cock,” I say, my voice getting ragged.

My breaths get heavier as I reach up to fondle my growing breasts, which are starting to feel like heavy water balloons about to burst.

“My sole purpose is to please, no matter how degrading or filthy men’s demands are.”

I whine, unable to stop myself from hooking my fingers underneath my thong and rubbing my soaking wet clit.

“M-My sole purpose is to please, no matter h-how — oh fuck.”

The bra is vibrating harder now, and the way my fingers feel inside my pussy is like nothing I’ve felt before. I think of Bruce’s cock inside me, I think of my hot, sweaty body bent over the office chair and offered up to the rest of the office, I think of cum coating me from head to toe, I —

I cum hard, my mind going completely blank. All I can hear is the video, instructing me to repeat after it, over and over…

“I’m a good little slut…”


Chapter 3

I strut into the office with my perfect, secret, sexy plan — my new thong and bra — concealed underneath my office-wear.

It’s sluttier than usual — a swooping low-cut blouse, a tight pencil skirt that shows the faint outline of my ass and thong, six-inch heels of course, and my long blonde hair cascading over my shoulders. My lipstick is hot pink, my lashes are thickly coated in mascara, and my lips have bloated up like a sex doll’s.

I finally have the perfect dick-sucking lips, and I can’t wait to use them.

The video did more than just corrupt my mind. I was horny enough before, but my body feels flooded with hormones, as if the entire axis of my existence as shifted to my one true sole purpose: to be Bruce Steele’s fucktoy, to be freely passed around if that pleased him.

I know I look ready to fuck right then and there, and I can see on my coworkers dumb-struck faces that they’re thinking the exact same thing.

“Morning, Jim,” I giggle as I arrive at my desk.

Jim’s mouth is gaping at me. He’s one of the younger sales assistant’s there, and it’s painfully obvious how touch-starved he is. His eyes linger over my cleavage.

“M-Morning, Becca. You look… um. Different.”

I shift my eyelash-heavy gaze over to him, smiling. “Is that, like, supposed to be a compliment?”

Jim’s face reddens. “U-uh. Sure. I mean. You look… good. S-Sorry —”

“Oh my god, don’t be sorry!” I laugh, though I realize Jim probably isn’t going to take me up on a free-for-all fuck. Not without approval from the older men in the office, at least.

I sit down at my desk and pretend to start working.

Truth is, I’ve forgotten what I’m even meant to be doing today.

I’ve been forgetting a lot of things over the course of the last day: for starters, what do I even do here as an intern? I’m pretty sure I had actual projects to work on, but wouldn’t it be so much easier just to make coffee for everyone? My brain hurts just looking at the computer login screen.

I glance around restlessly at the office, keenly aware of exactly how many viable cocks are on this floor. Sixteen. It’s the only number I care about, the only one I can muster up my thinking energy for.

Sixteen. Oh, fuck, sixteen of them… And that’s not including Bruce’s mega-cock.

My bra is still vibrating ever so slightly, my breasts growing bigger and heavier by the hour.

They’re getting so big that they’re in the way, obstructing half my vision when I look down, and my pussy is perpetually wet, aching for someone to fill it up.

I swallow a low whine in my throat. Here in the office, I can’t just bust out my sex toys and relieve myself.

I cross my legs, sighing softly at how good even just a little bit of pressure feels.

I need to get to work soon — and by work, I don’t mean my job. I mean, who even cares about that anymore?

No, I need to get working on my seduction plan.

Right.

The seduction plan.

What was it again?

Oh! Sleep with the entire office and prove my sluttiness! Hopefully Bruce Steele — my god, my alpha, my gorgeous, big-dicked master — will see just how good of a cocksleeve I’ll be for him and hire me.

Please, please, let me be his personal whore-slash-secretary!

And then my opportunity shows up right in front of me.

Steve walks up to my desk, his hulking figure looming its shadow over me. I yelp and turn around, even though I know it’s him.

He’s way older than me, at least by twenty or so years. Maybe even older than Bruce. He looks a lot rougher, that’s for sure.

Steve has the body of a rugby player — big. Wide shoulders, big chest, a bit of a beer belly. He’s massively tall, and his cock is probably just as huge (though not as magnificent as my love Bruce’s, how could anyone ever compete?).

“What are you doing there, sweetheart?” Steve asks gruffly, eyeing me up and down.

He’s very obviously looking down my blouse. I feel bad for previous interns who had to put up with his bullshit, but lucky me, I’m into this crap. Not that Steve knows or cares, but he’s perfect for my plan.

“Oh, uh… Nothing much,” I giggle, fiddling with the pen in my hand. “I’m really struggling with this uh… This…”

I stare at the screen and come up with a blank.

“The login?” Steve offers.

“Yeah…”

He leans over me under the guise of fiddling with my computer, but his arm is very much pressing against my swollen, touch-starved tits. I gasp quietly, my pussy twitching in excitement.

His breaths feel warm and way too close to me. He stinks like cigarette smoke and whiskey, which he probably takes in little breaks throughout the day just to get through the job.

Steve hums lowly, as if he’s thinking. It’s just a stupid login…

“I can grab your login details for you,” he says eventually, ever so slightly rubbing his arm against my tits. I glance around the office. I can’t believe no one is noticing this. “It’s in the files in the storage closet. Follow me.”

I genuinely hope no one has fallen for that in the past. But it’s perfect. I pretend not to know any better and nod.

“Okay!”

Steve chuckles, looking really pleased with himself. I hop out of my chair, following him to the storage closet away from all the desks.

The storage closet is tiny, stagnant, and with a single flickering light-bulb. Steve closes the door behind us, and points up to the upper shelves.

“Its up there, I’ll hoist you up.”

Who keeps things printed out in some dusty storage closet anymore? I might be forgetting things, but I’m not this dumb.

“Oh, uh, sure!” I giggle anyway.

Steve picks me up without saying anything, eager to grab my bare legs and lift me high up. I yelp and flail my arms around for whatever it is were looking for.

My memory is like a goldfish’s — I’ve already forgotten. I know it’s some paper thing… Something to do with the computer…

“Where uh… where is it?” I ask.

“Oh, just up there somewhere,” Steve says absent-mindedly. “Check to your left.”

I feel his hand lingering up my skirt and and kneading my thigh hard.

My pussy aches at the touch, and I feel him pressing his face right up my ass. I squeak.

“Oh my god, Steve…”

“Did you think I wouldn’t notice you making eyes at me?” Steve says, his voice muffled against my skirt. I can feel his breath, his tongue lapping at my skirt as if trying to reach my pussy through the fabric. “Hm? You little slut, walking in like that…”

I shiver at the word “slut”, some primal feeling stirring within me, urging me to submit to Steve.

“You’re a fucking tease, leading on the entire office. It’s time you followed through. Get down and suck my cock.”

My breath feels shuddery with each grope of his rough hands on my thighs and ass.

“You’re gonna h-have to — ah — put me down,” I whimper.

He drops me down, yanking me around like a rag doll and pushing down on my shoulders. I let him do it, falling easily to the floor on my knees.

Steve unbuckles his belt, and I already feel myself salivating. It won’t be Bruce’s magnificent cock, but it’ll be something at least, someone’s meaty cock shoving down my horny, virgin throat.

He whips it out and it’s already rock hard — thick, veiny, and dripping with precum at the tip. The man must be desperate.

I play innocent, hesitating to touch it, but Steve knows me too well. He grabs my head and brings it closer to his cock.

“Suck on it like a good girl, now. Come on.”

I lick timidly at the shaft, looking up at Steve pleadingly like, oh no, not your cock in my hungry little mouth. The shaft is almost sweaty, and Steve is grunting weirdly every time I lick up to the tip.

Unable to help myself, I lick up in bigger strokes, gliding my tongue all over him. I wrap my thick, pink lips around the head, coaxing his cock slowly deeper into my mouth inch by inch, bobbing my head in shallow motions.

“Pick up the pace, sugar tits,” Steve grunts, and he grips my hair hard to force me to throat his entire cock. “I’m not done with you until I cum.”

I gag, my eyes tearing up. His cock is massive and barely fits — I can’t help but wonder how it’d feel rammed up inside my pussy.

I moan softly, the sound muffled by the cock sliding mercilessly in and out of my mouth. My mouth is drowning in saliva, dripping sloppily down my chin and onto my jiggling tits.

Steve thrusts his hips forward harder, picking up the pace. I half-wonder if he’s going to pull a muscle, but as soon as I feel his cock twitch I know he’s going to cum straight down my throat.

“That’s it, swallow it down,” Steve pants, still fucking my throat as cum drips down my throat, leaving bitter trails on my tongue as he pulls out.

He takes hold of my face and pinches at the sides to force my mouth open. “Let me see… Good, you took all of it. You ready for more?”

I look up at Steve, trying to move my mouth to speak but only getting a guttural sound of confusion out.

That’s when I realise the storage closet door was open, and there were at least three or four heads peeking through.

Watching.

The entire time.

Unfortunately, Bruce was not one of them.

Before I can even blink, I feel groping hands all over my body — definitely more than three pairs of them.

“Bring her over here,” someone says, and I’m picked up and carried around like furniture. The men set me down to sit on some guy’s lap, his rock hard cock pressed right up against me.

“That’s it,” the guy sitting down murmurs, humping upwards against me.

“W-What’s going on?” I yelp, though I know exactly how fucked I’m about to be. I bat my pretty lashes at Steve, who is in the corner of the closet with his phone out, probably recording a video.

My stomach twists up in a pleasurable knot as I imagine Bruce watching that video, seeing exactly how much of a depraved cum dumpster I could be.

Two of my co-workers — Jim, and his buddy it seems — ride my skirt up and pull at my blouse. The buttons pop open to reveal my pink hypnobra, humming almost inaudibly.

My tits look ginormous, swollen and spilling over the cups, and I can’t help but moan softly as Jim and his friend coax them out of the bra and leave them hanging out and exposed.

“Fuck, Becca, look at you…” Jim mutters, repeatedly gripping both my tits hard and releasing them, as if he’s entranced by the way they bounce and jiggle free.

“Use me,” I whisper, my breath shuddering. My nipples feel hard and achey for someone to suck on them. My pussy is dying to be filled, soaking a whole puddle on the guy still dry humping me. “Please… fuck me… fuck me already…”

“God, she’s already so fucking wet,” the guy behind me says, his hand shoved up my skirt and fondling my soaked, flimsy thong. He thrusts his hips up harder against me, sending my tits rippling with each movement.

“Move out of the way,” someone else says — one of the older men in the office, with rough calloused hands and a long cock already whipped out and ready. “She looks hungry. Open wide, you little brat.”

I don’t even get to volunteer — he pinches the sides of my mouth and forces it open, shoving his cock deep inside my mouth. It glides easily on my already cum-soaked tongue, slipping in and out of my throat like I’m his personal fleshlight.

“Yeah, that’s it…” he croons, pushing his dick up to the hilt inside my throat. I gag, my eyes tearing up again, but my face is flushed and hot. I feel like I might cum already, my thighs trembling and shaky.

Suddenly I’m overwhelmed not just by groping hands all over me, but cocks — hot, throbbing cocks using me mercilessly for their pleasure. I don’t know whose cock is in my hand, whose cock is rubbing its tip against my cheek, which guy suddenly has his fingers shoved down my panties and running over my swollen clit.

My desperate moans are muffled as my pussy spasms with an orgasm, sending jolts of uncontrollable pleasure through me.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimper as fingers delve deep inside me, finger-fucking me roughly while the cock in my mouth pulls out to spurt cum all over my face. I squint, fumbling to wipe it off my eyes.

“Who’s next?” the guy with the long cock says. Steve is chuckling in the corner.

“Turn her over,” Steve says, like he’s directing my free-use whore initiation.

I’m picked up again and flipped over onto my knees and hands. Someone rides my skirt all the way up, and yanks my tights and thong all the way down to my knees.

“That’s a good girl,” Steve says, slapping my ass.

I squeak in indignation, feeling like my whole body is flushed from the humiliation. I feel something smooth and big rub against my bare ass cheek, moving over to then linger in the space between my asshole and pussy.

“W-What are you doing?” I shudder, though I can feel wet trails streaking down my thighs. I’m so fucking wet and they haven’t even used me properly…

“Teaching you a lesson,” Steve says, pushing just the head of his massive cock into my pussy. My mouth gapes open, a desperate, horny as fuck, cry coming out. “You’re the office bimbo slut now. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Mhm…” I moan pleadingly, feeling Steve push that single teasing inch in and out of me. “Oh my god… Please…”

He sheaths himself all the way inside me, grabbing my hips and forcing me back against him with each pounding thrust.

I wail with lust, my eyelids squeezed shut with how incredibly and stupidly good it feels to finally have a thick cock inside me.

I can’t help but think: I was made for this.

I was made to be fucked mercilessly like this, like I’m nothing more than a warm hole for anyone who wanted to use me.

I was made to be filled up with cum and passed around like the office fucktoy, forced to please men whenever they wanted me to.

The other guys watching make full use of me, taking turns cumming in my mouth, on my tits, on my back and the palms of my hand, while Steve pounds hard into me, stretching my pussy wide open.

I ache to spread my legs apart for him, but my thong and tights keep my knees constricted close to each other, tearing with an audible rip as I cum for the second time, shaking all over and begging Steve.

“C-Cum inside me… please…” I moan.

“You dumb, dirty whore,” Steve grunts, “You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

He thrusts bruisingly hard into me, his cock making wet squelches as his cum drips out from my pussy and down my thighs.

I exhale sharply in relief, my pussy pulsing and sensitive to each slow slide of his cock in and out of me.

When he finally pulls out, I collapse to the floor, exhausted and full of cum everywhere.

I’m too tired to keep my eyes open, but I can hear the others looming over me, taking pictures and making snide remarks about how much of a mess they made of me.

“Thanks, Becca!” Jim says, laughing. “You won’t mind if we do this again at lunch time, will you?”

I hum, furrowing my brows. My body is still trembling with pleasure, and all I want to do is fall asleep —

“What is the meaning of this?” a voice cracks through the room. I jolt to sit up. That voice…

“S-Sir,” I yelp, and suddenly everyone is quick to rush out the storage closet. Even Steve is gone.

Only Bruce Steel remains, standing at the doorway with his magnificent physique — tall, broad chested, his cold, steel-dark eyes glaring down at me.

There’s nothing I can say to feign innocence. My tits are out, and there’s cum all over me.

Bruce walks over to me and kneels down. “Are you okay?”

I burst out laughing. Partly because I’ve never seen such a strange, concerned look on Bruce’s — my boss, my ruthless alpha master — face. But mostly because it’s almost laughable how I even got here.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Steele,” I say once I catch my breath. “I couldn’t control myself… Please. Please don’t fire me. I’ll do anything —”

“I heard you were interested in interviewing for the secretary position,” Bruce interrupted, his eyes never straying from mine. “Be at my office tomorrow morning, 9pm sharp.”

Bruce Steele leaves before I can even accept the invitation. I watch him leave — his perfect, muscled physique obvious even under his meticulously tailored silver suit — and reach down with a soft moan for my cum-soaked pussy.


Chapter 4

The office is strangely quiet when I arrive the next morning. No one is at their desks.

Where the hell is everybody?

Never mind that. I’m here for the interview I’ve been trying to get for so long — the only obstacle between me and permanent sexual servitude to the alpha man of my dreams.

I’m so ready for this; I’m dressed in my sluttiest office-wear yet. Pink thong and bra, of course, that’s a given, but my blouse is thin and silky and showing off my new, heaving, beachball-sized tits, and my skirt is more miniskirt than a pencil skirt, riding up with each long-legged stride.

I barely managed to get the cum out of my hair from yesterday, but it’s still tousled and swishing gorgeously just above my ass as I walk.

How could Bruce possibly resist?

I enter Bruce’s office with my heart in my throat, my stomach jumbled up in nervous knots.

This is it.

Bruce Steele is sat waiting at his desk, elbows resting on the desk and his palms clasped together.

God, he’s so fucking gorgeous. He could be a marble statue in a museum with that physique. I’d lick him all over if he’d let me.

“Good morning, Ms. Williams,” Bruce says, his dark gaze piercing me.

“P-Please, call me Becca!” I say, unable to stop the vapid giggle from leaving my lips.

I flounder aimlessly near the doorway until Bruce motions for me to sit.

“Please. Take a seat, Ms. Becca.”

“Oh, uh, okay!” I nod rapidly, clumsily taking my seat opposite of Bruce. The air conditioning is on strong, keeping the room so cold it’s like a fridge in here, but my palms are embarrassingly clammy.

No one else is here. Just me and Bruce.

I feel shaky just breathing the same air as him. I can see a bit of dark chest hair peeking out from the top of his shirt, and my pussy feels warm and tingly just being in the same electrifying air as him.

Oh, god, please let me touch you…

“So… um… “ I start, my voice barely there. I feel flushed already. I must look so ditzy…

“So you think you’d make a good secretary?” Bruce says, looking at me so directly I can’t help but avert my gaze. It’s like staring straight into the fucking sun, I can’t take how perfect he looks.

Just fuck me already…

“Oh, yeah,” I giggle. “I, uh… I’ve been an intern here for three months now, and I’ve really, uh, learned the ropes around here. I-I uh…”

My mind goes completely blank. I can’t for the life of me remember what I even do here as an intern.

“I make really good coffee,” I say, nodding vigorously. “Like, really good coffee. And I’ll always stay on top of any task you give me. I don’t say no. To anything. Whatever you need me to do, I’ll do it, no questions asked.”

Bruce raises a brow at that. Is he smiling? Maybe that’s a smile. Whatever it is it makes my pussy ache.

“So tell me a bit about your background. What is it you’re majoring in at college?”

My excited, overwhelmed little heart sinks slightly. “W…What?”

“Tell me about your degree.”

“Oh… Well…” I fumble for a bit, racking my brain for any kind of bullshit to come up with that might be relevant. I spout whatever I can think of, but for the most part I’m starting to get the sinking feeling that this interview is for… an actual job.

Bruce seems to actually be listening to me. Asking questions.

Real questions. About past work experience, my skills, how I handle failures…

Twenty minutes pass by and nothing is happening — none of my holes are being filled, no one is cumming on me or inside me. The only fluids that are wanting to come out of me are the sad, not-fun tears kind.

Does Bruce really not want me?

Bruce stands up from the desk, his figure looming over me and blocking out the window daylight.

“Alright, Ms. Becca. I have one last thing for you.”

I look up at him forlornly. “Yeah?”

“Bend over.”

I stare blankly at Bruce, not sure if I’m hearing the words right.

“W-What?”

“Bend over,” Bruce commands. He sweeps his arm over the top of the desk, clearing it and sending everything crashing to the floor with a loud clatter. “Now. Over the desk. This is your final test.”

I scramble out of my seat, lying over the desk at a right angle, my ass sticking out. He walks over behind me, kicking at my ankles to spread them further apart.

I gasp when he starts fondling my ass.

“Look at you,” Bruce says, his voice deep and thick with that perfect mix of disdain and lust. “So eager to please me.”

“I told you I’d do anything for you, sir,” I say, my breath shuddery as he rides my skirt up to my hips.

He tugs at my tights, yanking it down to my knees. He runs his finger over my thong, pulling it back and letting it snap.

“You’re gonna be a good little whore and take my cock, won’t you?” Bruce asks, pushing my thong to the side and rubbing his hand hard over my pussy lips.

“Y-Yes, sir! Please… I just wanna be a good slut for you, sir…”

I grip the edge of the desk, feeling almost dizzy when I feel Bruce’s cock press up against my pussy.

God, it feels huge already…

Bruce pushes his cock in slowly, letting me feel each and every thick inch of him inside me. I gasp and rest my face against the hard, wooden desk, my legs clutching around his.

“Such an eager little whore…” he mutters, pushing down at the nape of my neck. He pulls his cock out and rams it back in, causing me to cry out. “It’s about time someone put your bratty, slutty little ass in place.”

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me…” I murmur under my own breath, my pussy twitching and gripping his cock every time he pulls out, just to thrust back in even harder and deeper.

Bruce picks up the pace, pumping his cock into my pussy mercilessly, his hips slapping against my ass. My moans become wails, and I spread my legs even further for him, just to get every bit of his wonderful cock inside me.

“You’re gonna take this everyday whether you like it or not,” Bruce growls, squeezing the back of my neck and he fucks me so roughly the desk is shaking. “You’re gonna bend over whenever I ask, wherever I ask, and take my cock like the good needy brat that you are. I’m gonna paint your pussy with my cum, and you’re gonna hold it in while I fuck and cum in your mouth, too.”

“Y-Yes! Yes, please cum inside me —”

“And when I’m done with you, everyone else gets sloppy seconds. You’ll sit outside my office and be the corporate cocksleeve. Every day. That’s your punishment, you dirty slut. You thought you’d let fucking Steve cum inside you first?”

I clutch at the desk, gasping to explain myself. “M-Master… I-I…”

“I saw you offering yourself up to the whole office yesterday. I was ready to take you on as my secretary — mine and mine alone. But now —” He quickens his thrusts into me, pounding hard as he cums deep inside my pussy. I moan loud, my eyes fluttering with the pleasure of feeling his hot seed dripping from my pussy.

“Now you’ll finish what you started.”

I hear the door open behind me, voices murmuring excitedly. My pussy twitches in anticipation.

“Get on the floor,” Bruce orders me.

I obey him without question.

“Clean it off,” he says while all my co-workers watch. His cock is more glorious than I could have imagined — thick, and long, and coated in so much cum that it couldn’t have all possibly fit inside me.

I lick eagerly up the shaft, moaning softly. I take as much of it into my mouth as I can, gladly swallowing up every little bit of cum. I can even taste my own pussy juices on it, and I want him to fuck me again, over and over…

“You’re not leaving this room until you’ve satisfied every single one of us,” Bruce says, pinching my mouth.

“Y-Yes, sir. Anything… anything for you…”

Before I know it, Steve has picked me up and placed me on my back on the desk, eagerly shoving his massive meaty cock inside my soaked pussy. Jim whips his cock out and shoves it into my mouth, my tits already freed from the bra and groped by someone else’s greedy hands.

“Oh, fuck…” I moan as Steve picks up the pace of his thrusts, my pussy lips stretched open. Someone else is fingering my asshole with a slicked finger, sending jolts of pleasure through me.

Bruce is watching me, jerking himself off. I feel so good, like I’ve finally done it, I’ve finally become the perfect girl for him.

Someone clambers underneath me on the desk, pushing the tip of their cock into my asshole.

My pussy spasms, and I cum harder than I ever have before.

“Cock-hungry whore… this is what you wanted…”

Steve grunts as he cums in my pussy, his seed spilling all over the floor as he pulls out. The next guy steps in between my legs, his cock sliding in easily.

Sixteen, I remember… Why is that number important again? Men are swarming around me, cumming all over me and positioning me whichever way pleases them most.

Sixteen… sixteen what?

Oh.

Fuck.

Sixteen cocks to get through — sixteen cocks to suck and please every single day of my new, no-questions-asked, free-use bimbo life.

Cum spills down my throat, and my body spasms and shakes through yet another orgasm.

“Who’s next?”


THE MAGIC BIMBO RING

Chapter 1

I can barely hide my feeble moans in the bathroom cubicle, rutting back against my boyfriend’s cock and sending him stumbling backwards.

“Yeah, you like that?” he murmurs in my ear, thrusting his fingers harder into me and sending my pussy into short, overwhelming spasms.

I moan and squeeze my eyes shut as he tears away at my blouse, pulling it away to reveal my frilly pink bra. He teases one of my teacup-sized breasts out and rubs hard at the nipple.

“Fuck, Madison…”

Jolts of pleasure shoot through my body, and I can’t help but squirm.

“Slow down,” I murmur as my hips jolt against his, and Steve makes a pitiful noise as he nuzzles my throat.

“Any chance you’d get implants?” he asks, stroking my breasts and trying to squeeze them together, but they’re too small and far apart to make any decent cleavage. “God, I could just imagine sliding my dick between them…”

Whatever pleasure I’m feeling fizzles out. I come crashing down to reality — my less than fucking perfect reality — and my stomach feels like it’s sinking.

I’m once again reminded that I’m never entirely enough for Steve, that he’d rather fuck a real live Barbie-doll than me.

I pull away from Steve’s arms, wrangling myself out of them.

“What?” Steve asks. “What did I say this time?”

I roll my eyes, putting my tragically-small breasts back into my bra and fixing my blouse.

“Why don’t you go jerk off to your phone? Plenty of ginormous fake tits there.”

Steve laughs, and for a moment it makes me feel both pathetic and furious. I leave the stall but Steve is right on my heels.

“Babe, you know I only have eyes for you. It’s just that it would make me so happy if you made a few changes. I’m not asking for much!”

“How are implants not much?”

“Literally every woman here has them! They’re, like, crazy cheap now. You could at least wear those push-up bras…”

I sigh and I feel like I might as well deflate and shrink away into nothing. And Steve isn’t wrong: the bustling crowds around us at the Dover Summer Festival are filled with gorgeous tan women in summer dresses, their long blond hair swishing down to their asses, and double-D cup breasts barely contained by their sheer plunging necklines.

I feel pathetic next to them.

They’re probably sex goddesses, too, with men lining up to even so much as touch them.

I’m wearing a cute low-cut dress, at least, but my breasts barely fit into a B-cup. My hair is more of a chestnut brown that barely touches my shoulders. I’m skinny enough, but without the wondrous feminine curves Steve is so desperate for.

Part of me knows he’s being an entitled asshole, but most of me just wants to please him.

“I’m sor— ,” I say as I turn back to Steve, only to find him lost in his phone.

And I already know exactly what he’s looking at before I even see it for myself.

I snatch the phone away from him.

Naturally, he’s on some slut’s twitter feed. She’s exactly like all the others. Tall, blond, her tits like swollen, glistening beachballs as she squeezes them and runs her manicured fingernails over her hard nipples.

She’s practically a horny, sentient sex doll, and I hate how much it’s turning me on, my own body betraying me and telling me: I can see exactly why he’d prefer someone like her.

“Oh my god, Steve,” I seeth, clutching the phone hard in my palm until it hurts. “Why don’t you just fucking break up with me already?”

“Madison, come on…”

I practically throw the phone back into his hands, turning away and walking as fast as I can away from him. I end up having to push through crowds and clouds of perfume and smoke, feeling stupid already for making an outburst like that.

I make my way towards the beach, yanking off my sandals and walking furiously to nowhere in particular. It’s cold away from the food stalls, and the breeze is whipping my dress violently around as I try to clear my head.

Steve never used to make complaints about my body before — at least, not until the past few months. But maybe he’s reached his limit with me, maybe I just don’t match up to Slutty Barbie’s promises on twitter, with her gaping pretty little mouth and her barely-there thong.

I could dye my hair blonde. I could even, maybe, wear tighter, sluttier clothes. But there was no way I could compete with a body like mine…

The festival music is quieter now, more distant. I stop and realize I’ve walked a long way away from Steve. It’s dark, and the only stalls are weathered, abandoned ones that look like they’ve come out of a creepy 1920s circus.

There’s one that looks like a fortune-telling stall, with a purple starry tent and the letters “FINE POTIONS AND SPELLS FOR YOUR DEEPEST DESIRES” across the top.

Warm candlelight is flickering through the tent, and shivering in the cold I think: Why not?

It’s not like I have anywhere else to go, or anything better to do than sulk about Steve.

I enter the tent. A woman is seated inside, perfectly still.

She’s gorgeous — almost unreal. Her dark hair tumbles over her shoulders, framing perky, round breasts barely covered by her dark sheer gown. Her lips are full and red, and though I’m sure she must be older, there’s a sense of eternal youthfulness about her.

She looks at me invitingly and her dark lips curve mischievously, almost as if she’s offering something else entirely.

I try not to think too much about what her body looks like outside of that gown, in a weird mix of horny enviousness, though she makes it very easy to imagine.

“Come here, my child,” she says, purring. “Sit.”

I take her offer and sit across from her, stammering to explain that I’m just looking around.

“You look troubled,” she interrupts. “I’m sure I have a potion for you.”

“I doubt it,” I say, chuckling awkwardly. “Are you, uh, a witch or something?”

The woman shrugs. “You can think of me as your fairy godmother, or a genie, if you like, it doesn’t really matter what you call me. My job is to fulfil wishes. For a small price, of course.”

“Right…”

“You don’t believe me?”

“I just don’t see how you’d fix my problem.”

“I can show you quite easily,” the woman says as she smiles. “You’re curious enough, aren’t you?”

I hesitate. “I guess?”

“How about this, then,” the woman says, pulling a ring off her finger.

She hands it to me, her touch startlingly warm. “Since you are my first customer, I will let you have your first wish for free. All you have to do is think of it as you put the ring on.”

I stare at the ring in my palm.

It’s plain and silver, but surprisingly heavy. I pretend to think long and hard about my wish, but I already know exactly what I want.

“There is one catch, though, my dear.”

I glance up at the mysterious woman.

“Yeah, be careful what you wish for, right?” I say. “I’ve heard that before.”

“No, don’t be foolish. I can see it in your eyes. You know exactly what you want. But sometimes wishing for something feels better than having it. This is why I’m generous enough to give you a window to change your mind. You must remember: by sunset tomorrow, whatever wish you make will become permanent. Be sure to take the ring off before then if you have second thoughts.”

I wasn’t going to have second thoughts. What could possibly go wrong?

I shrug as I get up to leave the tent.

“Thanks, I’ll keep that in mind,” I say at the tent entrance, turning back to look at her.

The candle lights blow out, smoke whipping around the tent with the sweeping night breeze.

It’s suddenly very cold in there, and strangely the woman is nowhere to be seen.

A chill runs down my spine.

I hurry out of there, not sure what I’d just seen or how the woman had disappeared so quickly. I try not to think about it too much. After all, I have a potentially wish-fulfilling ring in my palm.

(— buuuut, it’s probably a scam. Or a trick. I got it for free, after all. It probably doesn’t work.)

I approach the festival and think carefully on my wish, just in case. If it works, I want every detail to be perfect — every curve, every strand of hair.

I imagine a world where I’m exactly the kind of woman Steve wants.

I imagine myself as the horniest, filthiest, bustiest, most gorgeous and lusted-after woman in Dover.

Closing my eyes, and feeling just a little bit stupid, I put on the ring.


Chapter 2

At first, it seems like nothing is really happening.

For a moment, I’m sure the ring is a lie and I’d fallen for a stupid trick.

But the closer I get to the festival, the hotter it gets.

I’m sweating, almost feverish, like I’m burning up from the inside. I assume it’s because I’m getting closer to the food stalls and torches, but no one else seems as bothered.

My flowy summer dress clings onto my sweat-dotted skin too tight, feeling constrained at the bust. I rip open the buttons at the top, feeling the cool night air kiss the top of my breasts, which are getting sore and heavier by the minute.

They look as if they’re barely contained by my bra, bulging over the cups.

My ass and hips feel bigger, too, tight against the constraint of my dress.

I want to strip down even further.

I shimmy out of my dress, strutting in just my underwear. I see heads turn to me, and it’s not until I take a glance at a mirror at a jewelry stall that I can see exactly why.

I’m smoking hot. No, more than hot — I’m beyond just fuckable. I’m made to be fucked.

I run my hands over my new breasts, touching at my new face with it’s plump lips and long lashes. My hair has streaks of blonde, reaching down to my round, thick ass.

There is music playing nearby, and I want to giggle. I feel like skipping, like frolicking over to Steve and showing him my hot, new body.

I feel wet just thinking about it, and I hum along to the music as I filter through the crowds to find him. People stare as I brush past, and I can’t help but smile stupidly.

“Oops! Sorry!” I giggle as I squeeze past a group of men, whose eyes linger over me weirdly. I pretend I have no clue why, feeling their burning gaze on my seemingly oblivious body.

God, it feels good to be this hot.

I find Steve by a stall, distracted by his phone. That won’t last long. He notices me for just a moment, looking almost as if he can’t recognize me.

Giggling, I grab him and kiss him hungrily. He pulls away quickly, bewildered.

“Madison? Is that you? What happened —”

“Shhh…”

I put my pretty little finger on his lips, briefly wondering if I should just suck him off here and now. But what I want even more than that is to fuck in that filthy cubicle, to bend over for him while he takes me like some street whore.

“Follow me,” I say, taking his hand as I lead him to the bathroom cubicles. Steve doesn’t need any more convincing, and looks almost mesmerized as he follows.

We hastily get into a cubicle, and I can’t help but immediately tear at his belt and pants, desperate to get his cock out. I’m longing after, anticipating the taste, the hardness of it in my mouth.

Steve is stroking my new, long blonde hair in anticipation, his cock already swollen and leaking with pre-cum.

“Jesus fucking Christ, Madison…” Steve sighs as I massage up and down his shaft, kissing at his stomach and glancing up at him to bat my doe-like eyelashes at him.

I can’t help but giggle again, feeling naughty for being so brazenly hungry for him.

I wrap my pouty lips around the head of his cock, lapping at it with my tongue and guiding it all the way down my throat. I want to moan with how good it feels inside me, and my pussy is drenched just thinking about being filled with Steve’s cum.

I bob up and down for a bit, relishing Steve’s trembling breaths. I come back up for air, his cock slipping out of my mouth with a wet ‘pop!’.

“Please fuck my tits, sir,” I moan breathily, softly massaging his saliva-slick cock. Laughter bubbles up my throat. “I, like, grew them just for you.”

“I don’t even know how you did this…” Steve pants, dragging his cock across my cleavage, dipping it in slightly. “Fuck… Take off your bra.”

I slip the straps of my bra off, letting my heavy tits bounce free of their constraints.

They feel so heavy and sore that Steve’s hungry grabs are relief, his thumb running over my nipples and toying with them mercilessly before he squeezes my tits together to make them his personal cocksleeve.

He slips his cock between my tits and thrusts his hips slowly, groaning as he does so. I tilt my chin down and part my lips for him, licking and lapping at the cockhead everytime it bobs up.

“That’s a good girl,” Steve hums.

His fingers dig into my tits, his thrusts getting rougher by the second. I whimper, thinking he’s about to cum soon.

The cubicle starts to shake with each movement, and with one final groan Steven cums against my open tongue, his seed dripping onto my tits and staining my disheveled bra.

I sigh, massaging my breasts and spreading his cum all over them.

“Steve…” I moan. My pussy is on fire, begging to be filled. “Fuck me, please… I need your cock inside me…”

“Look at you, you cock-hungry slut,” Steve chuckles, finger-combing my tangled hair away from my face. “Don’t worry, Madison. I’m far from done with you.”


Chapter 3

It turns out that even with a magic ring, Steve’s stamina has its limits.

He’s lying spent in cum-stained bedsheets at home, half-heartedly scrolling through his phone while I play with myself next to him, trying to cum for the upteenth time today.

My pussy is full of Steve’s cum, though three fucks in an evening is hardly enough to satisfy me. It’s still so sensitive, tightening at the idea of being filled again.

I rub up and down my clit, dipping my fingers into my pussy and wondering how much longer Steve needs to recuperate.

I want to be taken again just like before — Steve had me bent over on my hands and knees like a slut, pounding my pussy roughly while I begged him to come inside me.

It’s all I can think about.

I bounce and fidget around the bed restlessly, rutting my wet pussy against Steve’s leg.

“Steve…” I whimper.

My skin feels feverish and hot. I need him to fuck me again, to reposition me and use me and take selfish pleasure in my body. I need more of his cum inside me. I want to be on his cock 24/7, 365 days a year. I want to please him over, and over, and over again —

“Jesus, Madison, I need a break,” Steve says, nudging me away.

I sigh irritably, flopping back onto the bed. My tits jiggle with the movement, and I can’t help but touch them absent-mindedly as I pretend Steve is on top of me, rubbing his cock all over my hot, fertile body.

I imagine multiple Steve’s, trapping me and fucking me in every way possible. I’m close to cumming just thinking about it. My head is empty of anything else.

What would I even think about before? Was there really anything better than a good, hard, throbbing cock inside me?

I groan. I can’t take it anymore.

“Steve,” I say, shooting up from the bed and leaning over him.

Whatever question or charming thing I had planned, it stops dead on my lips.

Steve is on his phone.

Steve is looking at girls.

At horny, cock-hungry e-girls and pornstars with tiny waists and gigantic breasts and hips.

I’m right here, cum-covered and willing for more — and somehow, he still prefers those internet sluts.

It takes me only a brief moment to realise that maybe Steve prefers living in fantasy-land, presumably one where his cock doesn’t give out after five minutes in my hot, pulsing pussy.

That I’m just one of many dishes in his buffet of perpetually available, moaning whores.

If I’m going to be a whore, I’m going to fucking enjoy it, dammit.

“Oh. My. God. Fuck you, Steve,” I say, rolling out of bed.

I pick whatever clothes I can find at my feet and put them on. Steve startles a little, looking at me like I’m the crazy one. He opens his mouth to say something, but I don’t let him.

“And not in a horny way, you asshole. Good-fucking-bye.”

I leave the apartment scantily-clad, huffing my way out and not caring that I look like the messiest, most cum-covered walk of shame that has ever existed.

I’m too furious, and too horny to care.

If one pathetic Steve can’t satisfy me, I’m going to have to find relief elsewhere.


Chapter 4

The beach is pathetically empty.

I’m not sure why I expected to find the same bustle of tan, hot bodies I saw at the Dover Summer Festival.

Instead, with the sun hanging low on the horizon, there is more trash lying around than there are people.

There is, maybe, at most, a scattering of people. A few of which, I notice, walking a bit more eagerly, are a group of young men playing volleyball.

A couple are lounging on some deck chairs, and I can already imagine myself riding some random guy’s cock on of those.

I wish I’d brought my bikini, but I’ll have to make do with my ex-Steve’s boxer shorts and backwards tank top.

At least my tits look fucking great, bouncing gorgeously as I approach one of the men. He’s bronzed and big, and looks me up and down with a smile.

“Hey there, gorgeous. You lost or something?”

I don’t waste any time. I clamber over him, sitting firmly with my pussy flush against his groin.

I gasp as he bucks his hips against me.

“The fuck…” the guy mutters, but he doesn’t move or push me away. His eyes are transfixed on my breasts, which jiggle freely with every little movement I make.

“What’s going on over here?” another guy shouts, walking over from behind me.

I glance over my shoulder and giggle vapidly. He’s handsome, too, with tattoos down the side of his ripped torso.

“You can join if you like.” There’s an awkward silence, and I decide to wriggle against the bronze guy’s hips again. “I’m on the pill if you’re wondering.”

The two men exchange glances for a second.

“You’re not drunk or anything, are you?” the bronzed guy asks.

“Oh my god, no!” I laugh, but I’m getting impatient. I roll my hips against him and whimper. “Fuck me already or I’ll find someone else.”

The two men don’t hold back after that.

Before I can say anything more, the tattooed guy has his cock fumbling against my lips, slapping clumsily against my face.

I take hold of it and lap my tongue at the head, laughing breathily while the bronze guy hurries to tear my boxers away.

“That’s it,” the tattooed guy moans as I finally take his cock into my mouth, sliding it over my tongue and coaxing it towards the back of my throat.

My eyelids flicker in pleasure. There couldn’t possibly be anything better than this.

I could suck cock all day, every day, and I hope these guys have better stamina than Steve because I won’t be satisfied until I’m completely drenched in cum, sweat, and tears.

The other guy plunges his cock slow and deep into my pussy, stretching it wider than Steve’s ever has.

I let out a high-pitched moan, grabbing onto the sides of the deck chair as he starts to pump his cock into me.

Fuck, that’s even better. I can barely breathe with how good two cocks inside me feels.

The tattoo guy takes hold of my hair, fucking my mouth at his own leisure.

My whole body trembles with pleasure, my skin burning up with how filthy and degraded I feel. I could do this forever, I could be their little fuck toy always.

“Turn her over. I wanna switch.”

They flip me over, my hands and knees on the deck chair as the bronze guy swaps over to put his slick cock into my cock.

I can taste my own pussy juices, and it’s not long before he cums in my mouth and lets it dribble down my chin.

The tattoed guy meanwhile is toying with my pussy, teasing his wet cock against my entrance before pushing it in. He clutches my ass and starts pounding hard, sending me and the deck chair shaking violently with each thrust.

“Oh, fuck,” I yelp, moaning desperately as he keeps on going mercilessly. “Yes! Yes, please… fuck me, sir…”

“Fuck, man, I need a video of this,” the bronze guy says, pulling out his phone while fondling his softening cock.

The beach around me is filling with several other men who were previously playing volleyball.

A camera is in my face, and soon enough there’s another cock occupying my mouth, muffling my desperate moans. Someone else is holding their phone underneath me to record the cock thrusting mercilessly in and out of my dripping, wet pussy.

The cock in my mouth twitches, pulsing as it sends cum dribbling down my throat. I almost choke, but I swallow it gladly, licking the remains off the guy’s cock.

“What a fucking slut.”

“Look at her eyes, she loves it.”

I’m overwhelmed with pleasure, as if my body is aware that it’s fulfilling its pure purpose — to be fucked, used, and filled.

My pussy tightens hard, sending waves of ectasy throughout me. I moan loud, pushing back against each thrust, gagging my cum-covered pretty little mouth and realizing as I look into the camera that I’ve become the very thing I used to be envious of.

I imagine Steve watching.

I imagine Steve jerking himself off wishing he could fuck me.

I imagine Steve scrolling on by to cum to the next slut.

Is this what I wanted? Wasn’t this all for Steve in the first place?

The sky is darkening into a deep amber, and suddenly I remember the mysterious woman.

I remember… something… something important.

What was it again? What was that warning…?

I feel a slick cock press against my ass, the tip pushing in with a searing, intoxicating pleasure.

Fuck, I think I might cum again, and I push back to allow more cock into my tight ass as some guy beneath me is happily pumping away into my pulsing pussy.

The sun dips below the horizon, and with it I shudder in overwhelming ecstasy.

I can’t think.

Memory is slipping away from me, and I can barely even think of anything but being a public cocksleeve for these strangers.

I’ll just be a cock-hungry slut for a little while longer.

Besides, I can always take the ring off later, right?


FOR THEIR PLEASURE

Chapter 1

Nora stepped into the bar, her manicured hand clammy on the grimy doorknob.

Cool air brushed past her bare thighs, barely covered by the hot-pink, tight, bodycon minidress she slipped into just barely twenty minutes ago.

The bar inside felt swelteringly warm. Heads turned. Men’s eyes lingered and roamed over her body — her naked thighs, her swollen breasts bursting out of the top of her dress, her blond wavy hair tumbling over her shoulders — before locking eyes with her hungrily.

Nora felt the desperation of their gazes between her thighs. The pit of her stomach stirred with what she was about to do, with what these men would do to her.

She would beg for it if she had to.

The urge to be filled and used for pleasure consumed her, her mind flashing with all the ways in which she’d fulfil their filthy desires as she approached the bar.

She’d never felt lust like this before.

She’d never even worn a thong out in public before, let alone even considered coming to a place like this, which reeked of men desperate for sex.

The jewels around her neck glittered in the dim light, as if anticipating with her. Just this morning, she could have never imagined looking like this, changing men into mere lustful animals. Changing herself too, into a lustful thing, desperate to be used over and over again.

Whatever little was left of her rational brain was urging her to just go home, but the needs of her new, curvy, body were stronger — louder.

And she could do nothing but obey it.


Chapter 2

8 HOURS AGO.

Nora muttered under her breath, scanning the price tags as she sifted through the t-shirts in the second hand store.

She just needed something to replace her at-home wardrobe, whose lifespan had been stretched as far as it could go. Practical was all she needed. T-shirts for her casual wear. Button-up tops and slacks for work. Most of her friends poked fun at her Spartan lifestyle, minimalist in most things — including sleep.

She was too wired with work to even approach any state of mind resembling “relaxed”.

Lately, she couldn’t even get herself off.

In the corner of the store, something glittered and caught her eye.

She approached it, coming across a box of second-hand jewelry.

She normally didn’t wear anything glitzy, but out of bored curiosity she fished out a pair of earrings, a bangle bracelet, and —

Her hands stopped cold.

It looked like a sapphire necklace, glittering in there among all the cheap artsy trash. Obviously fake.

But, she couldn’t help but fish it out anyway. It was a sturdy silver chain, with three encased jewels of deep sapphire blue in the middle. The metal felt strangely warm in her palm, as if radiating heat itself, and the mere touch of it tingled her skin and sending a strange feeling all through her body.

Nora gasped, dropping it once more into the box.

“Can I help you, miss?” the store clerk called out.

Nora shook her head wordlessly for a moment, whirling around and croaking back her reply.

“N-No, I’m fine,” she squeaked out.

She inwardly berated herself for sounding suspicious. She glanced back at the necklace, the burning jewels enticing her once more, and picked it up.

As if urged by some other power, she clasped it around her neck, shivering as the metal touched her skin.

The centre jewel hung heavy on her chest, just barely touching the top of her breasts (which were barely there anyway).

Her pulse quickened as she brushed her hair away from her face and neck, turning to a nearby mirror to see how it looked.

Just Nora.

Plain Nora who paled in comparison to the beauty of the necklace.

But something about it made her feel strange. Her breasts were starting to ache, and that odd tingle was deeper now, in the pit of her stomach.

She had a sudden longing to be grabbed, held by the nape of her neck like her ex used to do while he fucked her. Nora remembered this one particular night; he had flipped her over, yanked her panties down, and fucked her without a word, as if using nothing more than a sex doll. She had never cum like that before —

“Are you okay there, miss?”

Nora startled out of her trance, realising with a hot flush that she had been staring vacantly into a mirror in a charity shop, her panties damp.

She grabbed the necklace off her neck and fumbled to the counter, muttering apologies only to trip over the leg of a clothing stand.

She squeaked and flailed forward, landing on her stomach. The store clerk hurried over to give her a helping hand, and it wasn’t until his gaze lingered a little too long on her chest that she realised her shirt had dishevelled enough to leave one of her breasts hanging out.

“Oh! I’m so sorry!” Nora giggled, the sound jarringly foreign to her. “I-I’m such a klutz sometimes…”

She got up and hurriedly adjusted her shirt — but why was that tingle still between her legs? Why did she end up flirting with the store clerk at the counter? Why, rather than feeling disinterested, was she stupidly flattered to get his number?

He even complimented the way her neck looked when she put the necklace back on… and somehow his leery grin didn’t bother her at all.

On the way home, something felt seriously off.

She couldn’t stop thinking about memories of her exes — memories, specifically, about the way they fucked her, or they way she’d wished they’d fucked her.

Her pussy felt weirdly twitchy, and she couldn’t stop looking down at her breasts. Were they bigger, somehow? They normally barely filled a B cup, but as she walked, she was sure there was more of a bounce to them, the top of her breasts spilling over the cups.

Was she going crazy?

Her breaths felt shallow and feverish. She ducked into an alleyway, hiding behind a dumpster to yank her bra off and throw it to the ground.

The relief was unparallelled to any other time she’d taken her bra off; her breasts felt so swollen and sore that only cupping them with her hands and massaging them eased the discomfort a little.

Nora sighed heavily, her eyelids flickering as she tilted her head back. Her nipples were rock hard, and just the idea of doing this in broad daylight — as much as she didn’t want to, as much as she only did this out of necessity — was starting to make her horny.

One of her hands trailed down towards her pussy, entertaining the idea of masturbating right here and now.

She felt almost drunk with horniness, her rational brain completely overridden by the needy throbbing of her pussy.

She pressed down lightly, rubbing through her jeans and holding back a moan.

Maybe she could finish herself off quickly.

Just two minutes, and she could continue on her way home.

It’s not like anyone is going to see her, right?

She unzipped her jeans, diving her hand into her underwear and rubbing her already swollen, wet clit. She’s never been this horny before even starting to masturbate. But Nora wanted to do more, she wanted something — someone — inside her, now.

The sound of clinking glass and trash startled her.

She jumped, immediately yanking her hand away and zipping up her jeans. Someone in her peripheral laughed. She glanced to the side, finding a man standing there.

Had he been watching the entire time?

Her face blazed with embarassment. She motioned to leave, only for the man to grab her by the wrist.

“Hey, it’s okay,” he chuckled, eyeing her up and down. He was middle-aged, stocky. He looked rough around the edges, but the fullness of his pockets told Nora that he was maybe some sort of dealer, though she wouldn’t know.

Either way, her gut reaction was not to trust this guy, yet —

(Fuck, he’s got a huge bulge.)

“Unzip your pants,” Nora blurted out.

What was she doing?

Words were tumbling out of her mouth without filter, without thought, all she knew was that she needed a cock inside her somehow.

The guy stood there with his mouth agape. Probably the last thing he’d expected her to say.

Nora burst into laughter — that foreign, giggly laughter. She felt herself start to not care anymore.

“Come on,” she said. “I bet it’s like, huge.”

(Since when did I start talking like that?)

The guy had his pants down before she even needed to think of anything more to say.

Nora was right; it was huge, and leaking with pre-cum before she even had a chance to get it in her mouth.

She got down on her knees, massaging the shaft and feeling her mouth water at the sight of it.

She’d never done this with a stranger before, but as she licked and lapped at the head and tasted it on her tongue she wished she’d done this sooner.

She moaned with euphoric relief as she coaxed the rest of it into her mouth, massaging its underside with her tongue, swallowing and taking it further in until it hit the back of her throat. The guy had his hands threaded through her hair, using it as a rein to fuck her throat as he pleased.

Nora hummed, moans trapped in her all-too-full mouth, as she unzipped her jeans and rubbed her clit.

She felt like a fucktoy, a public service for any bystander to use, and the idea of men lining up behind her for more set her pussy clenching hard.

She shoved two fingers up into her pussy and thrusted in time with the cock fucking her mouth.

Nora came with a hard shudder, her eyes shutting involuntarily as she fingered herself more vigorously, hoping deliriously that some other man would wander by and decided to take her by behind.

“Fuck,” the guy hissed under his breath, clutching her face for several rough, final thrusts.

The cock in her mouth spurted down her throat, trickling around her mouth as he slowly pulled out.

She panted to catch her breath, glancing down at her come-stained shirt and perky, swollen tits and feeling barely able to recognise the slut she’d become. The guy released his grip on her hair, leaving her to fall limp onto the ground.

He was gone before she could get up and dress herself. The cum stain on her shirt was painfully obvious, and would not rub away. She would just have to walk home like this.

She somehow felt a sense of dirty euphoria about walking home looking like a cum dumpster.

(What is wrong with me? What’s happening?)

She didn’t have time to think too much about it.

She just wanted to go home and rest.


Chapter 3

Nora shut the apartment door behind her with a slam, hearing only her panting breaths.

Her pulse was fluttering in her veins. Her breasts were heaving visibly in her peripheral vision, and felt noticeably heavier.

(Since when did they get so HUGE?)

She felt dizzy, like a blinding hot horny fever had overtaken her. Her forehead was dotted with sweat. She stripped off most of her clothes, down to a fresh t-shirt and panties, and strode into the bathroom to dunk her face in cold water.

What was coming over her?

All she could think about was that guy’s huge cock, and what she’d give to feel it filling up her pussy, too —

“Nora, stop,” she muttered, cradling her cold, wet face, her fingers trembling. “Calm the fuck down. It happens. Sometimes, you suck off a random guy in an alleyway for no particular reason. And it never happens again. It’s fine.”

She exhaled shakily, trying to parse out her feelings.

She should be feeling ashamed, or disgusted, or dirty. But somehow, she felt none of that. Just shock, and…

Nora glanced up at her reflection in the mirror. She could barely recognise herself.

Her hair cascaded down her shoulders in golden tumbling curls, framing her enormous breasts with perky nipples poking through the thin t-shirt fabric. Her lips were pink, thick, and pouty, and her waist had a perfect cinch.

She turned around and ogled at her ass, which was round and big and barely contained by her panties.

She looked like a Barbie doll on hormones. She was almost beginning to feel like one, too, thinking of nothing but how to please the nearest cock and fill herself up with as much warm cum as possible.

And then she realised what this feeling was, trembling through her veins and making her entire body shake.

It was euphoria.

She’d never felt this good, or free, or alive. She’d never even cum like that before, or had a guy at her mercy by her mere touch. For the first time in her life, Nora felt like she was gold itself, and couldn’t wait to feel more men’s greedy hands on her.

“Oh god, what am I thinking,” she muttered again, pacing around in the bathroom.

This wasn’t normal. And it all started the second she’d put this necklace on — though that was surely just paranoid garbage. A necklace couldn’t do that to you, right? And it glittered so prettily on her neck…

She traced her lips in the mirror, feeling an urge to paint her face and dress up.

Some lip gloss would be nice, wouldn’t it? Some lip gloss, and a nice, thick, warm cock to fill her pretty mouth —

“Fuck!”

Nora shook herself from her daze. She decided that this new body changed nothing. She was still an accountant, with work and commitments to attend to. She put on some sweatpants, attempted to ignore the way they hugged her ass, and sat down at her desk to finish off some work for Monday.

She tried not to think about how her pussy was excited to even feel the hardness of the chair she was sitting on, how looking down to write notes forced her to confront her heavy and full breasts, how she had to read words and numbers over and over again, their meanings slipping away from her easily.

Nora couldn’t stop thinking about that alleyway — the way she was sat back on her heels, eagerly taking in that man’s cock and ready to be used in any way he pleased.

Her eyes glazed over the work in front of her.

None of it seemed to make sense to her, or was she just bored?

The more she tried to use that brain of hers, the more she came up with empty, air-headed thoughts.

She wanted to do her makeup. She wanted to dress herself up in pink, and bend over to pick up deliberately dropped pencils, and giggle vapidly at some guy’s joke just so he’d find her easy and fucked her.

Her pussy clenched, her fingers constantly itching to reach down and play with herself.

What if after she’d swallowed that alleyway man’s cum, she’d bent over instead, and presented her pussy to him?

He could have easily taken her then and there, stuffing his massive cock into her and coating her thighs in splashes of cum, and she would thank him afterwards like the horny slut she was.

Nora whined, resting her head against the desk.

She needed cock now, she needed to be fucked, she needed…

Her fingers were already hooked into her panties, rubbing over her wet clit and thrusting into her pussy as she pictured herself half-undressed in that alleyway, waiting for other passers-by to make use of her. Nora couldn’t stop thinking about it, and how desperately she wanted to have her every hole made use of.

She spent the better part of the afternoon like this — dumbly drooling over imagined cock, attempting to get some work done only for it to fly over her head and send her into another daydream of being publicly used.

She took several “breaks” to masturbate, hoping it would alleviate her horniness and help her concentrate more. But all it did was tease her, leaving her pussy soaking wet and throbbing for more.

The sky outside was dark now. Hazily, with her legs splayed in an armchair and still lazily fingering herself, Nora thought about going to the bar down the road — the sleazy one, where women usually got groped.

Nora fancied that she would take it for them, or at least that’s what she told herself.


Chapter 4

Nora had found a sleek bubble-gum pink dress in the back of her closet — it was stretchy and fitted over her new curves perfectly. No bra, but a matching thong underneath instead. And of course, her white stiletto heels.

These were the sort of things Nora had always wished she could wear, but now that she had the body to match it, there was nothing stopping her.

It was chilly out, but she didn’t bring a jacket. She wanted to think she’d just forgotten it (she’d been so forgetful the past few hours), but walking into that bar with her nipples poking through her dress earned a kind of attention that went straight to her needy pussy.

She walked up to the bar, tingling with every dirty glance ogling her figure but pretending not to notice.

She spotted a man up at the bar. He had thick, broad shoulders clad in a patchy jacket, and a tall glass of beer in his calloused hands. She bumped into him, her breasts flush against him for a moment, and his drink spilled everywhere — including her dress.

Nora gasped from the cold drink now dripping down her cleavage.

“Oops!” she giggled.

“The fuck is wrong with —” The initial glare the man gave her was poisonous, but as soon as his eyes flickered down to her tits, he smiled.

“I’m so sorry,” Nora said breathily, touching the man’s arm. “I’m like, such a klutz sometimes. I’ll buy you a new one!”

“That’s not a problem,” the man replied, not once taking his eyes off her breasts. She could practically see him undressing her in his mind.

“Let me get you a drink.”

“Oh, no, I’d feel bad! I have to like, repay you somehow,” Nora said, unable to stop the vapid giggle that leaves her lips. Her face was burning, and she knew the entire bar’s eyes were on her and her soaked dress. “A-Actually… I should go dry myself off first.”

“Oh. Okay.”

“Would you mind helping me?”

The man’s expression changed, subtly, and it was the exact hungry look she’d been hoping for.

Her dress wasn’t the only thing that was soaked.

She clumsily grabbed his hand, pretending not to understand or realise the suggestiveness of anything she was doing, and led him into the bathroom.

Before she could even get inside a stall to strip off her dress, the man grabbed her by the waist.

“You should rinse it off first. In the sink.”

Nora only giggled and nodded, pussy throbbing at what she anticipated he’d do next.

She bent over the sink at the waist, knowing how her ass would look, how her cleavage would spill out of the top of the dress and reflect in the mirror.

She turned on the sink and let the faucet soak the front of her dress, eyeing the man in the reflection of the mirror. He came up behind her, pressing his hips against her ass and grinding.

Nora gasped, giggling as if he was playing some sort of game.

“You like that, don’t you?” the man grunted. He yanked the dress over her ass, revealing her hot pink lace thong. He palmed her ass cheeks and grinded the roughness of his jeans against her pussy. “Fuck me…”

Nora moaned softly, her mouth agape. She knew her pussy was so soaked it was probably leaking through his jeans. She knew he could probably feel it, and realised that she was a cock-hungry bimbo slut — as if he hadn’t noticed that, already.

“Please,” she whined, “put it in already… I don’t care if anyone is watching. I need it, like, now.”

The man cursed under his breath again, yanking her thong down to her knees. He left her bare-assed an exposed for a few moments, the sound of his belt unbuckling and jeans unzipping echoing against the bathroom walls and sending a shiver through Nora’s body.

She squeaked when she felt the sudden press of his cock against her pussy, rubbing across her lips and easing itself in. Her eyelids flickered as she felt his cock bury itself deep into her pussy, stretching her with its thickness.

A high-pitched moan slipped out of her lips. “Fuck, that feels so good…”

He pulled out just as slowly, only to thrust back in sharply to cause her to gasp in surprise.

She felt like she was being plowed by a truck, his thick cock stretching her out over and over again with each thrust, so roughly that she had to grab onto the sink just to keep her head from banging against the mirror.

He grabbed hold of her long, blonde hair with one hand and clutched her hips with the other to keep her in place as he pounded rhythmically into her pussy.

Nora’s breasts by then had slipped out from the top of her dress, jiggling with each movement. In the mirror’s reflection — her half-lidded eyes, dishevelled hair and dress, bent over at a hard angle over a sink — she saw a different woman entirely, one she barely recognised.

“I knew you were a whore the moment I saw you,” the man muttered as he fucked her hard against the sink. “You looked like you could use a good, hard fuck to put you in your place.”

Nora nodded and whimpered, spreading her legs as far as her stretched out thong around her ankles would allow her. “Cum inside me… p-please…”

She wanted it so badly, her pussy clutching at his cock every time he pulled out, her wailing moans bouncing off the bathroom walls.

The whole bar could probably hear her, she thought with electrifying anticipation, glancing over at the door for someone to come in and line up and use her like the fuckdoll she so badly wanted to be.

With several rough thrusts and a grunt, the man finished inside her, pulling out all too soon to leave her feeling empty. She felt the trickle of something warm down her inner thighs.

Her breaths were heaving as she glanced up at him in the reflection, her gaze dazed and horny still — she’d wanted more.

A sudden commotion of sound startled her.

To her right, several men had bust in through the bathroom door, their jeans and trousers taut with bulges. They’d come in already knowing what to expect.

Nora laughed breathily, wiggling her ass to invite them.

Without hesitation, one of them unbuckled his belt and lined himself up behind her, stuffing his cock into her pussy without introduction.

She yelped — he was bigger than the last — and clutched at the sink as the fucking began again.

In the mirror, she saw the other men jerking themselves off or palming their cocks, lined up behind her to fuck her next. Some ignored the line altogether, taking out their phones to take pictures and videos, and one man came up, grabbed her hand, and used it to jerk himself off.

Soon she felt hot sticky cum spill at her pussy’s entrance, quickly followed by yet another cock eagerly shoving in and pounding her mercilessly.

Someone picked her up and repositioned her on the bathroom floor — pussy full and mouth occupied with the first man’s cum-covered cock. She wasn’t sure what to do with the cock in her mouth at first, but the man was eager to fuck her face regardless, cock sliding against her tongue and poking against the back of her throat.

They made sure to make use of her hands, too, and took the liberty to cum on any conceivable place on her body — her face, tits, ass, down the back of her dress. Her orgasms came one after the other, until she was barely conscious, barely aware of the changes in position as they used her new, perfect body the way it was meant to be used.

Nora had never done anal before, but the first cock to slip into her — slick with what must have been her spit and pussy juices — left her gasping for breath at the fullness, as she backed up against the thrusts to feel more, as she moaned and muttered curses and begged the next guy to do the same.

The praises the men gave her were half the fun — good girl, your pussy feels so fucking tight, that’s a good slut — and she was eager to earn each and every one of them.

Nora was all too happy to comply, occupying her body with as much cock as she could manage. Each man had fucked her at least two or three times over, and at one point she was so full of cock in her mouth, pussy and ass that she came several times, every part of her brainless, air-headed body throbbing and aching with pleasure.

Eventually there was only one guy left — the bar owner, presumably — fucking her mouth, then demanding her to lie back and spread her cum-coated thighs for him.

“Just promise you’ll cum inside?” Nora asked, her voice almost wispy from being used all night to wail and moan.

The owner fucked her wordlessly, using her tits as handles as he picked up the speed of his thrusts.

With the last few, squelching thrusts, he groaned, pulling his cock out slowly to reveal a trail of cum.

Nora moaned, rubbing her clit tiredly and hoping maybe, he’d be up for another round.

He gave her swollen tits one last, hard squeeze, and got up.

“It’s closing time. But feel free to come back tomorrow. Sluts like you are good for business.”

Nora giggled, albeit in an exhausted, almost extinguished way. “Will I get free drinks?”

“Depends on how many guys you bring in.”

She hummed, so tired she could pass out on the bathroom floor like this.

She got up, the bathroom now empty, but the floor soaked with puddles of cum and sweat.

Her dress was torn, and her hair was sticky and tangled. She cleaned herself up as much as she could and left the bar, wobbling in her heels. There was cum all over her, between her tits and streaming down her thighs.

She could barely muster the energy to giggle when the bar manager slapped her ass on the way out.

It was almost three a.m. by the time she got back to her apartment.

It looked jarringly foreign to her — the Nora who lived here was someone else entirely.

She stripped her clothes off completely and stared at her reflection in the mirror — her swollen tits perky and covered in smears of cum, her long blond hair roughed up, and her thick lips pink and lipstick-smeared.

Seeing herself like this almost turned her on again, though her pussy was sore and too tired out to orgasm just yet.

She hopped into the shower and cleaned herself off, running her hands over her new body with an overwhelming sense of euphoria.

She’d never felt this alive before.

The necklace would stay, she decided.

Nora went to bed, and had the best sleep of her life.
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