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Office Bimbo

When a mysterious bra and instructional video comes in through the mail, Becca sees her chance to become a slutty free-to-use secretary for the Alpha Man of her dreams. She’ll do anything to get her boss’s attention and prove her worth to him — even if that means bending over for the entire office…

For Their Pleasure

When Nora buys a mysterious necklace from a second-hand store, the last thing she expects is for it to turn her into a gorgeous, sex-obsessed bimbo! Just one night of slutting around town is harmless enough though… right? Or will Nora be too far gone by then?


Bimbo Intern

Chapter 1

“Open your mouth, Amber,” my boss says, tightening his grip around a fistful of my red, tousled hair. “You’ve sucked cock before, haven’t you? Well, either way, you’ll learn to do it just how we like it.”

I hesitantly part my lips, knees trembling against the carpeted floor of my boss’s office. His goons are sitting there watching, too, elbowing each other and snickering.

“W-When you said morale, sir —”

“The contract was very explicit,” my boss interrupts. “As our very first Free Use Intern in our new, cutting-edge productivity initiative, your body is entirely for the office to use however the please. During working hours, obviously. I’m not a terrible boss, Amber. I could have fired you, you know.”

I swallow and nod. “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. Now open wide and take it.”

I do just as he’s told me: I let my mouth gape open, watching his meaty cock looming in front of my face as it enters. I can feel its sweaty warmth on my tongue, and before it can even reach the back of my throat I can’t help but gag.

My boss and his suck-up associates laugh at that.

“You’ll get used to it,” my boss says, pinching at the sides of my mouth to keep it forced open. His cock slides mercilessly in and out of my mouth, pushing deeper each time into my throat. “We’ll make sure you get plenty of practice…”

My eyes water, my hands reaching blindly for support while my boss moves my head up and down his cock like a living fleshlight. This is so humiliating… so degrading… How did I end up like this?

It had all started fairly innocently — with a stupid paper clip.

I would only take one or two home, just snag them casually from my desk like it was no big deal. Then it was the stapler. The folders. The keyboard off the desk of the neighbouring cubicle. A pile had started to form at home.

I don’t know why I kept doing it. I felt so weirdly proud of it. I might have a hoarding problem, but I think I mostly liked that I was draining pennies from my asshole boss, and that he didn’t seem to have a clue it was happening.

So I got more ambitious. Too ambitious.

Before I knew it I was renting storage space for printers and laptops I’d been stealing over the years. How no one caught me for so long, I wasn’t sure.

Then I was stealing clients. I think that’s what did it.

Pennies were now hundreds, thousands — maybe even hundreds of thousands — of dollars. I was putting a small but noticeable dent in the branch’s profits.

I should have been fired.

Instead, I was offered a new role — an act of generosity, supposedly.

A new, experimental role specialising in boosting the “morale” of the staff through any means necessary.

Which I’m now just finding out means sucking them off whenever they please. And probably much, much more.

Just like this, letting my boss fuck my virgin mouth like I’m a human cock-sleeve.

My pussy twitches a little when his thrusts get a little rougher, and I realize he’s going to pour his cum down my throat any second now. I whimper in anticipation, but it’s lost in the wet, sloppy gagging sounds as he shoves his cock in harder and harder.

He holds my head still, flush up against him — cock sheathed all the way in — as he mutters out guttural curses.

“Fuck yeah, that’s a good little slut,” he says, and I choke on the hot spurt of cum coating my throat. “Swallow it — don’t spit it, bitch. There.”

I gulp it all down, breathless. There’s drool and pre-cum hanging off my chin, dripping onto my blouse and the carpet — somehow, I really thought I was going to do some office-work today — but I’m too dazed to wipe it.

My boss’ cum is inside me.

I’m his fucktoy. The entire office’s fucktoy.

This is my job now.

“Oh, before I forget,” my boss says, reaching over to his desk to grab a little pill box. “Human resources sent this over. It’s birth control, which you’ll need,” he smirks dirtily at me. “But it also contains a new miracle ingredient. Bimbodol. Heard of it?”

I blink slowly. “Beautification drug, right? But weren’t there side effects when some of our clients came into contact with —?”

“Semen, yes. It accelerates the process and drastically increases sex drive. That’s exactly why we’re giving it to you. Remember, just because you’re now the office slut doesn’t mean we won’t be measuring your performance. We have unique key performance indicators for you, too.”

I groan. Even as a cum-dump I have stupid corporate-y bullshit to worry about.

“Aren’t I whoring myself out enough already —?”

“Mr. Armstrong —?” a soft voice interrupts.

I glance over to see Mindy, our receptionist, standing there with her perfect hour-glass figure against the doorway, folder flush against her giant breasts. Her hair is like a soft blonde cloud around her cute, nerdy, bespectacled face. My pussy aches a little just looking at her.

Why wasn’t she made the office slut instead?

Mindy’s eyes widen, face flushing easily. “O-Oh! I’m s-so sorry! I didn’t mean to interrupt anything —!”

“It’s fine, Mindy,” our boss says, waving her over. “We’re just inducting Amber into our new Free Use programme.”

Mindy looks me up and down, her nose twitching in disgust. “Free Use…?”

“What is it you wanted to tell me?”

Mindy is still staring at me, her gaze darting between me and Mr. Armstrong. “You don’t mean…? Sir, I thought you, um, you had a wife at home… N-Not that it’s any of my business.”

“It isn’t,” Mr. Armstrong replies curtly. “Now tell me what you came here for.”

I roll my eyes when Mindy walks right past me, her candy-sweet perfume lingering in the air. She could have been Mr. Armstrong’s slut any time she wanted with a body like that.

Well. It’s too late, now.

Throating Mr. Armstrong’s cock — and everyone else’s — is my job now.

I wipe my mouth and get up from Mr. Armstrong’s cum-stained carpet.


Chapter 2

My desk looks… a little bit different now.

I’m basically strapped to the swivel chair: restraints are wrapped around my waist, thighs, and ankles, keeping my legs spread on the seat. My hands are cuffed to the keyboard, so I can multitask of course and write up the “Free Use Productivity Initiative” report while I’m sucking cock.

It’s an elaborate set-up, but I have no idea what I’m supposed to write up, exactly.

Should there be a table on how many cocks I’ve sucked and fucked every quarter? How much cum I’ve guzzled? Maybe I should be timing myself, too, just to show that there’s no slut as efficient as me.

Maybe I could get myself a decent pay rise if I make myself worthwhile!

At least that’s what I’m thinking as I get to typing what is probably, objectively, complete garbage. I’m trying to scrape up whatever bullshit research I can find on some other company doing something similar, though we’re probably the first, when someone taps on my shoulder.

Swivelling around is near impossible with my hands restrained. I turn my neck and find Steve — the guy who used to be in the cubicle next to me in my kleptomaniac days — looking me up and down.

“You’re the free use girl, aren’t you?” Steve asks.

I then remember that I stole his keyboard, once. I realize that he doesn’t seem to remember me at all, though I’m not sure how. I’m the only redhead in the office.

“Yeah,” I say, my voice clipped. I have to get this report done by the end of today. “Are you gonna use me or what?”

He nods vigorously. “Y-Yes, um — ”

Steve clumsily unbuckles his belt, unzips his trousers, and gingerly takes his dick out. I purse my lips to keep from laughing a little.

It’s decently thick, but very short, and without so much as asking (though I’m not sure what I expected), he grabs the back of my hair and shoves his dick into my mouth.

I squeak with surprise, though it’s muffled by the thick cock pumping in and out of me, which makes a lewd, wet pop! sound every time it slides out.

I pucker my lips tighter around it, looking up at Steve as I feel it glide back and forth on my tongue. He’s frowning like he’s concentrating, and in the corner of my eye I can see a few others crowd around to watch.

Steve cums easily and quickly. I can’t wipe my mouth — my hands are fixed onto the keyboard — so I lick my lips clean of cum and smile awkwardly at him. That wasn’t too bad.

“Happy?” I ask.

Steve is grinning as he puts away his dick. “Thanks, Amber!”

I clear my throat and get back to my report. Where was I —?

Something warm slaps against my cheek. I startle and turn my head, only to nearly get poked in the eye by some other guy’s stupid cock.

“Hey, watch it —”

My mouth is suddenly full of this guy’s cock — larger and much longer than Steve’s. My protests are easily muffled.

“Shut up and do as you’re told, Free Use Girl.”

Technically, you didn’t tell me to do anything, I want to say, but my throat is already being invaded by this guy’s monster cock, stretched to its limit. I gag and choke, my eyes streaming with tears, but the guy only keeps thrusting himself in and out of me.

“Do we really get to use her however we want, Ron?” someone else says.

“That’s what it says on the sign, doesn’t it?” Ron pushes his cock deeper than I thought any cock could ever go inside me, gripping the back of my head as my face is flush up against his crotch. I’m breathing hard through my nose, hoping he’ll cum soon.

“So we can undress her, too?”

“I bet she’s got double D’s, let’s have a look!”

“How are we supposed to fuck her properly if she’s strapped to the chair like this?”

“Dude, get out of the way, I was lined up here first!”

“I call shots on her pussy!”

“What? You don’t get to do that, you already had your turn, Steve.”

Their voices overlap each other and become one chaotic blur to me, my throat feeling raw from the merciless thrusts of Ron’s gigantic cock. Someone rips open my shirt buttons, tearing open my bra and letting my tits hang free and exposed.

I whimper, my pussy feeling wet as my breasts get squeezed and groped hard by one pair of hands, another pair wandering down towards my pussy and prodding at the wet-patch there.

Ron groans hard, and I can almost feel his cock pulse as cum floods my throat and mouth. He pulls away while he’s still cumming, spurts of white coating my face and bare tits. It’s bitter and sticky and all over me, but I’m starting to feel flushed all over, like a fever has overtaken me.

“Her tits are huge, feel them.”

Something wet splatters against my tits — I realize that some of the guys are impatiently jerking themselves off over me.

“Out of the way, Ron, I’ve been waiting this whole time.”

Someone whips out their cock and shoves it into my cum-slick mouth, holding my face still. I recognise the guy as Terry, the guy who snitched on me and got me in this position in the first place. He always had it out for me, that bastard.

“Yeah, that’s right, Amber, look at me with those blowjob eyes,” Terry says as his cock pumps in and out of my mouth — my lips feeling strangely plumper and hungrier for cock by the minute. “I can’t wait to see you fucked senseless. It’s about time you got humbled, you entitled little slut.”

“Shut the fuck up, Te —” I gasp between thrusts, feeling ashamed as moans come out of me, too. “O-Oh fuck —”

I can hear a huge rip from beneath me, the restraints falling away from my body as someone yanks the chair out from under me. I almost fall on my ass, except someone is quick to catch me and grind their hard cock against me.

“It’s about time someone fucked you properly,” Terry says, snickering as some stranger’s hands are groping their way down my body, riding my skirt up and fondling my soaking wet pussy through my tights.

I’m bent over the desk, panting and drooling, as they yank my tights and panties down to reveal my bare ass to the entire office.

“M-Mr. Armstrong said —” I start, only to yelp as something pokes and teases my pussy. “H-He said my pussy wasn’t to be u-used today, not until I finish my trai — ah —”

I can feel the tip push just a bit inside me, sending euphoric shivers through me like my pussy is grateful for it. My rational brain is screaming no, but my body — my slutty, needy, bimbodol-pumped body — is saying something else entirely…

And then an electric buzzer rings.

Everyone stops. I’m still panting like a dumb animal when Mindy pushes her way past the horny crowd.

“Lunch break. Put your cocks away.”

Her voice is a little different when Mr. Armstrong isn’t around. It’s blunter, lower, like she couldn’t give two shits about what anyone thinks. In my fuzzy bimbo brain, the sound of that voice inexplicably goes straight to my pussy, but maybe anything would make me horny now.

“Get up,” Mindy sighs, uncuffing my hands and yanking me up by the arm. “I’ve got spare clothes for you.”

I moan lazily in resistance. I really wanted that cock inside me.

“Let them finish,” I giggle, glancing longingly at the now-dispersing crowd of men.

“You’re going to want to take that break,” Mindy said, and I can still see her nose twitching in that snooty way of hers — she’s disgusted by me, loathes me. “Mr. Armstrong’s orders. I couldn’t care less.”

I hum absent-mindedly, and follow Mindy into the women’s bathroom.


Chapter 3

Mindy pushes me roughly against the sink, as if she’s relieved to have her hands free of me.

“Take this,” she says, presenting a neatly folded little pile of clothes. She glances me up and down, her face flushed. “W-Well? Come on, take it!”

I laugh lazily, the now-activated bimbodol in my veins making me feel almost drunk.

I’m barely dressed, practically half-naked. My tits are hanging out and jiggling every time I sway unsteadily, my tights and panties still rolled down to my thighs.

I want to get fucked — properly fucked — and Mindy is still standing there with her hands on her thick hips like she might be considering it.

“I need help,” I whine softly, pouting my thick lips.

“Ugh,” Mindy sighs, rolling her eyes. She reaches back to hastily grab some paper towels and hands them to me. “Clean that stuff off first. Go on!”

I take the paper towels and wipe the cum and drool off my tits, face, and neck. My makeup is a little smeared, runny mascara coming off on the towels, too.

“You’re such a mess,” Mindy mutters.

“I’m, like, really hot though, aren’t I?” I fondle my growing tits and squeeze them, laughing when Mindy looks away.

She bends down in front of me, roughly yanking down my tights.

I swallow a small moan. Watching her blonde head lower in front of me like that is giving me filthy ideas.

My pussy is getting wet again, aching for pressure. I imagine her nestling her face up against me, licking a slow strip up my pussy with that curt tongue of hers. Oh, she’d berate me while she fucked me. She’d shove her fingers inside me and choke me at the same time, sneering at me while I gagged and choked on ecstasy.

“I’ll let you take off the rest,” Mindy says, getting back up. She’s holding my soaked tights and shirt by the pinch of her fingers, like it’s contagious. Fuck, I hope it is. Mindy already looks like a Barbie doll. A bookish, nerdy one, at least, but with all the perfect, fuckable curves.

I slide off my drenched panties and torn-up bra, throwing them aside and standing completely naked before Mindy.

“I didn’t bring underwear,” Mindy says bluntly.

“That’s fine,” I say, fondling my tits again without even thinking about it. I need to be constantly touched, constantly used. A whole hour without it sounds unbearable.

I lift my foot towards her as if she would readily start dressing me up.

“Are you kidding me?” Mindy snaps, looking at me like she might strangle me then and there. “Do it yourself!”

I giggle softly, taking the new tights and sliding them up my legs.

I’m watching her the entire time. She looks at me for a moment, glancing down at my breasts as they shake and bounce, before quickly looking away.

I leave the skirt for last and slowly button up the fresh blouse, though I’m sure these clothes too will be drenched in cum, sweat, and tears by the end of today.

“Mindy?” I say quietly, softly, like it might appease her.

“What?” she asks tiredly.

I pull her towards me and kiss her, our lips crushing hard together. Her breath is shaky, but I think I hear a moan in there somewhere, too.

Her tongue feels so good on me, but it’s gone before I can even bite her stupidly soft lips.

“What the fuck was that?” Mindy says, stumbling away from me.

“You work here, don’t you? You should use me.”

Mindy shakes her head, her nose twitching in that familiar disgust again. “N-No. I never wanted you back here in the first place.”

“Why?” I giggle. “Because you were planning on being Mr. Armstrong’s fucktoy first? You should have, like, throated his cock when you had the chance.”

I pinch her breasts through her sweater, her nipples already hard. Mindy flinches.

“You probably still can,” I say. “I’m sure he’d love having a free-to-use secretary like you.”

“You’re such a slut,” Mindy sneers.

“Being a slut is fun! Come on, Mindy…”

“Leave me alone,” Mindy hisses, leaving me alone in the bathroom with my pile of cum-stained clothes.

What a shame, I think as I reach down my skirt. I gasp as I touch myself thinking of her bent over Mr. Armstrong’s desk, her thick ass pounded by his giant cock.

Mindy could be a perfect slut someday…


Chapter 4

My legs are shaking as they strap me bent over the table, restraints on all my limbs to keep me spread open.

The meeting room is buzzing with voices, the men in the office crowding around me and caressing my ass and tits when Mr. Armstrong isn’t looking.

I shift uncomfortably, swallowing my whimpers while the butt plug inside me vibrates.

My brain feels like horny mush. I’m drooling for cock like a brainless bimbo. I need to be fucked.

With only a few days of having my mouth used and cummed in, the bimbodol drug has already taken it’s full effect.

My tits are huge, a big cushion between me and the table, and sore for touch. My red hair has grown longer and thicker, and my lips look like a sex doll’s — big, pink, and plump.

I’m forgetting things, too. Mostly big words, and things like how to print something or use the computer. I can just about type up my work report thingy, but I don’t even know how to change the font and I keep forgetting to save my work.

I always end up asking for help, which isn’t such a bad thing, except everyone thinks I’m faking it and I always just get a dick shoved in my mouth.

I’ve come to love sucking cock, though… I’m craving it right now, my eyes lingering over the bulges of the men of the office.

Oh, and I’m constantly wet, like my pussy is ready to be used anytime… but no one has fucked me properly yet.

I whine softly just thinking about it.

Please, please, please —

“Alright, everyone, listen up,” Mr. Armstrong says from behind me. “I’m going to show you how to use the Free Use Girl. Steve, is the camera on?”

“Yes, Mr. Armstrong.”

“Good. We might need this for future training sessions.”

I can hear him unbuckle his belt and unzip his trousers, the sound sending my pussy twitching already in anticipation. I have yet to have a cock inside my pussy as the Free Use Girl.

Something warm and smooth taps against my ass cheek.

“Now make sure you use a condom,” Mr. Armstrong says. “This is imperative. You must keep the holes clean for others. But, do not hesitate to get the mess elsewhere. It’s encouraged to feed her the cum after, to keep the Bimbodol activated and promote her willingness to service.”

I hear the tear of a condom wrapper. It’s a few silent moments before I feel his huge cock prod at my pussy. I flinch.

“Oh!” I yelp. “M-Mr. Armstrong, please…”

His cock is teasing against my pussy, pushing gently but never going in.

“Please what?” he says, and I can practically hear the smirk in his voice.

Everyone is watching me. My face burns up.

“P-Please fuck me, sir. Fuck my pussy.”

His cock sears into me, almost too big for me even though my pussy is already soaked. A load moan rips out of my throat, my eyelids fluttering with pleasure.

Mr. Armstrong laughs. “The whore loves it already. It’s just the tip, you slut. Take it all in.”

With each slow thrust, my boss’s cock pushes deeper and harder inside my pussy, stretching my walls out to perfectly fit the shape of his glorious cock. My mouth gapes open and I start drooling, whining lewdly each time he shoves his cock inside me.

“Now make sure you put it in all the way,” Mr. Armstrong says to the others, sounding a little out of breath. “And don’t take any attitude from her. That’s why the restraints are there. She’s on the job, make sure she does it. If she resists or mouths off, make sure you punish her to put her in her place —”

“S-Sir,” I cry out. “F-Fuck me harder, please!”

He slaps my ass hard, his palm leaving a stinging mark across my ass cheek.

I moan loudly, not expecting to enjoy it so much. My pussy tightens around Mr. Armstrong’s cock, and he only fucks me harder, more mercilessly, the table beneath me shaking with each thrust.

I can feel that he’s about to cum, his cock twitching inside me. With a few final thrusts, Mr. Armstrong swallows a groan.

“Good…” he sighs, pulling his cock out slowly. I whimper. My pussy feels empty and gaping without it.

He walks around the front, cum-filled condom in hand. “Now make sure you feed her the cum. Don’t let it go to waste.”

Mr. Armstrong grabs my face. “Open up.”

I do exactly as he says and gape open my mouth. He tips the condom in, his warm, bitter cum coating my tongue. I swallow it without question, without instruction. It washes down my throat with euphoric warmth, as if my body needed it.

“You’re a natural, Amber.” Mr. Armstrong strokes my hair, and I desperately want him to fuck me again. Too soon, he turns away from me and puts his cock away.

“Now who’s going to volunteer to demonstrate anal?”

“I will!” Ron pipes up, the smug bastard. His cock is huge though, and I’m drooling for it already. “Let me do it, Mr. Armstrong. She always responds well to my cock.”

The others grumble as if in protest to that. I’ve had a taste of every cock in this office, but Ron is right — second to Mr. Armstrong’s, Ron’s cock is my favourite.

“Alright, then, Ron. Get up there and mount her.”

Ron comes up behind me, pulling the butt plug slowly out of me. I hear the pop of something — a lube bottle maybe — and Ron’s cock hovers between my ass cheeks as he smothers it and my asshole with lube. I shift uncomfortably, holding in my whines.

“Make sure you lube her up if you’re the first cock of the day. By lunchtime she should be soaked enough everywhere, anyway. Remember, her ass is a no-cum zone, too. Cum goes in the mouth, gentlemen. I can’t stress that enough. We can’t have her knocked up and out of commission.”

Ron’s cock presses against my ass, feeling even more gigantic than it does in my mouth. He pushes the tip in, my ass tight and resistant.

A moan comes out of me as he pushes through anyway, his cock sheathed inside my ass. I’ve never been fucked there before. It feels so dirty, so shameful, and everyone watching me is touching themselves, too, jerking off in front of me.

“Yeah, that’s it…” Ron mutters, pulling his cock out and shoving it back in. The noises coming out of my mouth are barely recognisable, the sounds of a whore, a cock-hungry slut, as Ron slams himself in and out of me.

Mr. Armstrong makes a motion, and someone comes up in front of me with their cock hard and ready.

I glance up at Terry, who’s smiling at me dirtily.

“You’ll often have to service more than one cock at a time, Amber.”

I open my mouth, my whole body shaking against the table, and Terry’s cock slides easily into my slick, drooling mouth. I’m being fucked from both ends, my eyelids flickering in pleasure. My clit is rubbing furiously against the table with each thrust, the surface coated in my wetness.

I whimper, wanting to say something but my mouth is stuffed full.

“I — “ I try to say between the exchange of cocks in my mouth. “I think I’m going to —”

I cum hard, my pussy and ass growing tight. I spasm against the restraints, moaning loud on the cock currently filling my mouth. Ron keeps fucking me anyway, and I cum again, and again, trapped in a loop of overwhelming ecstasy.


Chapter 5

After a week of training, and plenty of practice, I’m more than ready for my performance review.

Mr. Armstrong has invited me to his office, where one of his associates is sitting on the couch with his giant, monster cock hard and ready for me.

“Service him, Amber,” Mr. Armstrong says, gesturing to the couch. I’m already undressing.

“How can I pleasure you, sir?” I say to his associate, my lines memorised.

The monster cock guy strokes his lube-slick cock as he thinks, before eyeing my ass. “I’m feeling more like anal today. But I’m lazy, so I want you to fuck yourself on me.”

“Y-Yes, sir,” I say shakily. I don’t think I’ve ever had a cock that huge in my ass before. Not even Ron’s compares.

I clamber over him, slowly lowering myself onto his cock. I gasp as I feel it intrude into my ass, stretching me out far more than I ever thought was possible.

It feels like forever until I’m finally sitting flush against his hips, his entire dick inside. I lift up slowly and sit back down again, unable to stop myself from leaving my mouth gaping and drooling.

“Is this good, sir?” I ask shakily, shivering when the guy behind me squeezes my ass.

“You can do better than that,” he says, before yanking me down into his lap. He grabs my thighs from behind and spreads them apart, thrusting his hips quick and rough from underneath.

“O-Oh fuck…” I whimper, clawing around the couch for support.

Two guys — Ron and Terry — enter the office and hold my legs apart, the guy behind my now grabbing my tits hard as he fucks me in front of Mr. Armstrong, my entire body on display.

“I-Is this better — ah — sir?” I ask, yelping every time he squeezes my tits. I look to Mr. Armstrong helplessly.

“Very good, Amber,” Mr. Armstrong purrs, coming forward with his cock out. My pussy is soaking wet and aching to be filled, but I don’t know if I can take it at the same time as the giant dick already plowing my ass.

“Now, in the interests of efficiency,” Mr. Armstrong says. “let’s see how many cocks you can service in a matter of five minutes.”

Before I can respond, my mouth is stuffed with Ron’s massive cock, already sliding deeply in and out of my throat. Mr. Armstrong comes forward and slowly pushes his cock into my pussy, my entire body tightening and shivering with ectsasy as three men pound into me from all directions, grabbing and shifting my body to their pleasure.

Ron cums inside my throat, and I don’t even choke like I did the first time. I swallow it expertly, and clean off the cock carefully before opening my mouth for the next cock. I keep my hands busy, massaging two other cocks.

The office door is wide open, and many other men are now lining up around me, rubbing their impatient cocks on any part of my body they can reach, leaving trails of pre-cum on my thighs, breasts, and ass cheeks.

The guy underneath me pounds harder, so fast that Mr. Armstrong’s cock slips out with a slick trail. I realise then that neither Mr. Armstrong nor his associate are wearing condoms, even though that’s part of the Free Use Programme policy.

“W-Wait! The con— ” I yelp, before my mouth is stuffed with cock again.

The guy beneath me clutches my ass hard, shoving his dick in my ass with a few final, rough thrusts. I moan with each one, my eyelids flickering with pleasure as something warm spreads inside me.

I feel something drip out of me as he slowly pulls out, my asshole soaked and gaping.

“Oh, she liked that…”

“Sir, we can cum inside her?”

Mr. Armstrong resumes fucking my pussy while his associate moves out from underneath me. Someone else is quick to replace him, eagerly stuffing his cock into my slick asshole.

“She responds much more strongly with cum inside her cunt,” Mr. Armstrong says, holding my legs apart as he, too, cums inside me. He pulls his cock out and squeezes the excess cum onto my pussy lips. He checks his watch. “Three more minutes. Let’s see how many more you can take, Amber.”

Mr. Armstrong slaps my ass and someone else is quick to fill my pussy up, too. I moan loud, feeling like I’m not even Amber, anymore — I’m the office slut, the public cock-sleeve, the bimbo cum-dumpster who doesn’t know how to do anything but be a good fuck.

And then I see her — Mindy — standing at the doorway, watching.

I’m still sucking cock while I look at her. Her hand reaches down, as if she’s thinking about touching herself, but not sure about it.

The men around me flip me over onto all fours, quickly and easily filling all my holes again. I cum with a desperate moan, almost seeing stars and just hoping for the next cock to cum inside me soon.


Bimbo Secretary

Chapter 1

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

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

I never thought I would be in this position.

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

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

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

I want him to cum inside me.

I want to swallow every last drop.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

ONE WEEK AGO.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sluts.

Who else would want to do this job?

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

“Welcome, everyone!” Amber giggles.

I groan and take my seat.

It begins.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

God, what has my life come to?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing.


Chapter 3

It’s the day of my annual performance review.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“S-Sorry?” I squeak.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Something has to change.


Chapter 4

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

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

And apparently that someone is now me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whatcha doin’, hot stuff?”

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

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

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

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

“Don’t speak to me.”

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

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

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

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

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

I swallow hard. “Did I?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you just gonna finger me —”

I feel a sudden firm pressure on my lower back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sir.”

“Please cum inside me, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

“Hm… New girl?”

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

It sounds like Steve and Ron.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that fucking Mindy?”

“Shit, you’re right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Five… six… eight… no, wait.

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

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

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

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

My heart sinks.

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

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

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

“Ron? Did you do this?”

“What?”

“You’re supposed to use a condom.”

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

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

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

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

“Whatever, man.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6

I have a plan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I make a tally again on my arm.

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

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

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

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

So I wait around.

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

It’s Terry and his friends.

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

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

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

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

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

I gasp.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who’s next?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Terry pulls out his stamp. I freeze.

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

I nod vigorously. “Y-Yes. Thank you!”

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

I make it to the supply closet perfectly spotless.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I drool just thinking about having Terry inside me again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But… you came, didn’t you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m a good little slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-Yes, please keep fucking me…”

“Sir.”

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

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

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

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

“Stamp…” I murmur, “Stamp, please…”

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

“H-How…?” I whimper.

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

“I don’t get it.”

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

Terry slaps my ass. “Turn over.”

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

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

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

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

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

“F-Fuck…”

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

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

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

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

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

Eventually, Terry tires himself out.

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7

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

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

I enter the office, my heart pattering rapidly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I tense up in the seat.

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

“T-Thank you… s-sir.”

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

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

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

“Get under the desk for me.”

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

“Unbutton your shirt. Show me your tits.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“M-Mr. Armstrong…!”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Bimbo Boss

Chapter 1

I’m bent over the reception desk, my ass bare for the entire office to see.

“Who’s gonna put it in first and humble this bitch?”

I swallow a moan as I feel the smooth tip of one of my employees cocks caress my ass, teasing me while I wait in shivery anticipation. My body is begging for it, aching for it, like there is nothing more it could possibly need.

“You’re filming it, right?” someone else says behind me.

“Oh yeah. Can’t wait to show my guys what a whore our boss is.”

“Look at her. She’s practically drooling for it.”

They’re not wrong — my pussy is drenched already, my lips plump and parted for someone to stick their cock in my mouth. It’s all I can think about, and I don’t care that I’m the CEO, that they’re supposed to be working for me, that right now I’m essentially paying this entire office to fuck me and humiliate me in public.

All because of that drug.

I feel the tip of someone’s cock disappear inside my pussy, parting my folds and forcing my legs further open. I moan, loud, gripping the edge of the desk. The office erupts into snickers and laughs.

“I barely even put it in.”

“Fucking slut.”

I squeeze my eyes shut, my body flush with pleasure while my pussy gets pumped. Someone else — Mr. Armstrong, my subordinate — approaches me from the front, grabs my face and sticks his cock in my mouth like I’m just part of the furniture, like I’m an object to be used.

It wasn’t always like this. I’m sure I used to have important things to do here, but I struggle to remember any of it. I barely even remember my old body, the one that didn’t have ginormous tits and blowjob-pretty lips.

Thing is, I don’t really care to remember.

Giving these men pleasure is all that matters — being their fucktoy, letting them pump and use me, until I’m shaking from cumming so much.

I am a free-use girl now, after all.


Chapter 2

ONE WEEK AGO.

I burst through the doors of the company building, whipping my head towards the security booth.

“I’m Mr. Armstrong’s eleven o’ clock appointment. Where is he?”

The security guard startles, pulling his eyes up from his lap. Was this guy seriously dozing off?

Incompetent idiots… I think as I walk up to the booth.

“Mr. Armstrong’s office,” I say. “Where is it?”

“Sorry, but uh… who are you?”

At this my back automatically straightens. “Joan Steele. CEO of the company that doles out your paychecks, if you somehow didn’t know that already.”

“Oh crap, uh… One sec.” The security guard fumbles to dial the phone, his hand looking… weirdly wet.

I look over to Veronica Smalls, my assistant. I give her a raised brow, and she only shrugs, looking a bit like a deer in headlights. Granted, this is the first time she’s ever accompanied me to an audit.

“You’ll need visitor badges before you head up,” the security guard says as soon as he puts down the phone.

“Visitor badges?” I ask, hardly holding in my scoff. “Since when does Joan-fucking-Steele need a visitor badge to audit a branch? Just tell us where to go.”

“Y-You don’t understand!” the guard cries as he almost falls out of his chair, his belt buckle jingling. He struggles to zip up his trousers, and I make a mental note of his name badge. Zachary Osman. As soon as I get back to headquarters, he’s fired.

“What exactly, don’t I understand?” I snap.

“As a Free Use branch, all female employees are subject to providing any sexual services demanded of them by male coworkers. Without a Visitor badge, anyone could uh — you know —”

“Anyone could what?” Veronica asks, her blue eyes widening in a way I’m not sure is just trepidation.

The guard hands over our two visitor badges.

“Make sure they’re visible at all times. Unless of course, you want to…” the guard looks me and Veronica up and down, “… make yourselves free to anyone.”

I snatch the badges. “Thanks. You’ll be hearing from your line manager very soon.”

As we go up the elevator, Veronica fidgets next to me.

“Do you think they’ll notice that we’re visitors?” she asks me. “Like, in time?”

I glance over to her. “Of course. You just flash it in their pathetic, horny faces.”

Veronica clutches the badge to her ample chest. “What if they come up from behind though? What if they tear off my clothes before I can say anything, and before I know it I’ve already succumbed to the hedonistic pleasures of being a free use girl?”

I frown. “What? Don’t turn your back on anyone then.”

“Oh… okay…”

“Just follow my lead, Veronica. We’ll be in and out of this shit-hole in three days. We just need to figure exactly how shit Mr. Armstrong has made of this place. Fucking free-use productivity my ass… only a board full of old men would come up with some brainless idea like that.”

The elevator doors shudder open, and the office we see before us is barely recognisable. The floor is littered in used condoms and drenched panties, the desks and chairs arranged in perverted ways. Women are bent over them, strapped to them, legs splayed on them, to allow the men in the office to fuck them whenever they pleased. The air is thick with the scent of sex and animalistic moans. The walls are covered in infographics and announcements about the company’s miracle drug, Bimbodol.

Bimbodol was only ever supposed to be an overpriced contraceptive for elite clients. It boasted beautification and a mild viagra-for-women effect. But they had to pull it off the market as soon as clients complained of the dramatic and unexpected side effects — lowered intelligence, greater compliance, and extremely increased breast and ass size.

In a state like that, a woman could be asked to do just about anything.

And yet, somehow, Mr. Armstrong thought giving the women in his office this mind-numbing, slut-making drug would increase productivity?

The idea was laughable.

Veronica and I quickly make our way to one of the conference rooms, which will be our “base” while we audit this place over the next few days. I set my briefcase down onto the table and glance to her.

“What do you think about this office so far, Veronica?”

She glances back timidly. “It’s uh…” She loosens the collar of her shirt nervously, her face a little flushed. “It doesn’t feel like an office.”

“Exactly.” I yank my chair back and take a seat. “Let’s get to work.”

I snap my fingers at some lone intern dawdling outside the office. She’s blonde, like the rest of them, but she looks relatively less sex-crazed.

“You. Where is Mr. Armstrong?”

“Mr. Armstrong?” the intern echoes back softly. She leans against the doorway, sizing up me and Veronica with her eyes. “Yeah… He’s like, busy right now?”

“What could possibly be more important than an audit?” I snap.

“He’s in a meeting…” the intern coos, wearing a strange smile.

I squint my eyes. “Why are you saying it like that?”

A knock on the door frame startles us all. A man is standing behind the intern. Mr. Armstrong —?

“Sorry to disturb you, ladies,” the man chuckles, entering the room. He’s tan, like he spends his weekends on the beaches of Spain, but grey-eyed. He’s wearing a glaringly silver watch, and suit that reeks of crass wealth. “Theodore Sterling. I had a meeting with Mr. Armstrong, but seeing as the CEO herself is here, I thought my proposition would be better suited here.”

“We’re not interested in more paper shipments, Mr. Sterling,” I reply, shifting my eyes to my laptop. “As you can see, hardly any work is happening here.”

“I’m not here to sell you paper.”

I look to him, and I can easily see his eyes travel up and down my figure — eyeing up the size of my breasts, the shape of my legs. “What could you possibly be here for, then?”

Theodore smiles at this. “I’m making an offer to buy this branch from you, Joan. I’ll gladly take it off your hands. I believe this office is a brilliant proof of concept.”

I scoff. “For what? A brothel?”

Theodore purses his lips, but the smile is still faintly there. I have to keep my jaw from going slack in disbelief. I stand up from my seat and walk up to him, glaring straight into his eyes.

“You’re sorely mistaken, Theodore Sterling, if you think I’d ever sell a piece of my company to the likes of you. Least of all pimp it out so you can make bank out of my drugged up, Bimbodol-pumped employees.”

Theodore seems to enjoy the closeness I’ve given him, his eyes trailing down. “I’ll do you a favour and take that as a ‘maybe’.”

“Take that as a hard no.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll hang around,” Theodore says as he leaves the conference room. “I’ll let you think about it. Maybe we can get a drink sometime.”

“Fuck off.”

I slam the door shut. Veronica stares at me, mouth agape.

“What are you looking at?” I snap at her. “Start crunching those numbers and do your job.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

I roll my eyes, taking back my seat. I pore over the financial records of the branch, my mind growing dull and tired. It’s at moments like these that I feel ugliest — not because of my physical appearance, but because of the way people respond to me. I’m often the one delivering the bad news: you’re fired, your department is getting a budget cut, you’re not getting that overtime pay.

Even Veronica now can’t help but glance at me in paranoia as she works, like I might bark at her for not typing fast enough.

(I’m tempted to.)

Then I remember the way that slimy investor, Theodore Sterling, looked at me. His eyes trailing down my blouse, like he was able to see through the fabric, like what he saw pleased him. Something about it makes me want to cross my legs, to contain the strange euphoric shiver that wants to run through me.

I shake off the stupid thought and get back to work.


Chapter 3

It’s been a day since I started auditing this office.

“Can I go home now, Ms. Steele?” Veronica whines, looking dishevelled with papers littered on the desk space around her. “It’s five o’ clock. On a Friday.”

I raise my brow at her, barely lifting my eyes off my laptop screen. “Go, then.”

“Thank you,” Veronica sighs, smiling tiredly.

She gets up and starts straightening out the mess of papers, when a sudden blast of music startles us both.

I turn in my chair. “Is that… coming from inside the office?”

“Looks like it.”

Veronica gingerly opens the conference room door, peeking out into the wider office area. The music — sultry club music — blares louder, and from where I sit I can see that no one is going home. My employees, my stupid, horny, good-for-nothing employees, are still fucking each other like wild animals.

I spot Theodore Sterling and Mr. Armstrong clinking their drinks together at the reception desk, too. Theodore catches my eye and smiles.

“Fuck off,” I mutter under my breath, hoping he can lip-read that, too. “Go home, Veronica. I’m having a talk with those two.”

“O-Oh. Um. Okay.” Veronica lingers, going back to straightening her papers, but in a weirdly slow way. I don’t have time to deal with that right now, so I get up and approach Theodore.

“What’s this?” I ask.

Theodore grins at me, lifting a drink at me. “End of the work week. We all deserve to let loose a little, don’t you think?”

“You don’t even work here, you —” I purse my lips, glancing at Mr. Armstrong. “I assume you think it’s a good idea to sell out to this sleaze bag?”

“W-Well…” Mr. Armstrong clears his throat. He looks a little hazy, maybe from the alcohol, but something tells me he’s been taking something stronger. Bimbodol, even, judging by how much he’s bulked up. “It’s an enticing offer.”

A woman comes up to Mr. Armstrong side. She’s blonde, busty, with glasses perched on her petite nose.

“Drinks?” she says smoothly, offering up a tray of shots.

Mr. Armstrong’s eyes dart to her, and before I can even decline or accept the drinks, he takes her by the arm and bends her over the reception desk, the drinks clattering and shattering against the floor.

The woman gasps. “Mr. Armstrong…”

“I haven’t fucked you today, Mindy, have I?”

My eyes widen as I watch Mr. Armstrong unzip his trousers and whip out an alarmingly large, rock-hard cock. It easily disappears inside Mindy’s pussy, drawing out loud moans from her.

“Let’s move to the conference room,” Theodore says, lightly touching my elbow and offering me a drink.

I roll my eyes, but I follow him all the same, entering the conference room with the drink in my shaky hand. I’m trying not to show that I’m trembling a little, not only because it will make me look weak, but because I don’t entirely understand why I’m shaking. It’s a jittery feeling almost, like something about what Mr. Armstrong just did excited me.

Theodore and I sit in the conference room, and while he rambles on and on about how he came to find this branch in the first place, I busy my lips with my glass of whiskey, taking far too many sips in a small amount of time. But I can’t help it — I need the distraction. I need to drown my envy a little, my jealousy of that woman Mindy and how desireable she was, how free she must feel.

The alcohol warms me up quickly and dangerously. My face feels flush, Theodore is still talking, and I can’t contain my words any longer.

“Oh shut it, already,” I say, hearing myself slur. “I’m sick of it all.”

Theodore pauses, eyebrow raised in interest. He leans back, crosses his arms. “Sick, huh? Of me?”

“No. Well, yes. But really it’s everything. Everything about this place, about this goddamn life of mine. Do you know how many hours I sleep a week? How often I get to even cook myself a meal? Actually, you know what? Forget food and sleep. I barely have time to even jerk myself off. I’m constantly cleaning up other people — other pathetic men’s — messes. And for what?”

Theodore sips his drink with a hidden smile, sets it down on the table and looks at me. “I presume as CEO you get compensated pretty magnificently.”

I scoff. “Yeah, I get payed shitloads. To spend on what though? To make-over my minimalistic nightmare of an apartment? Book myself a vacation somewhere with some boy toy whose only there because I’m paying him?”

“Sometimes you just want to enjoy yourself.”

“Not even that! Sometimes…” I swallow, staring down my empty glass. I blink and my vision hazes a little. “Sometimes I just want to feel wanted.”

At this, Theodore leans forward with interest. I’m too drunk to put on a facade, to pretend I’m not in the least bit fascinated by his steely grey eyes or the intoxicating cologne he wears.

“You know, I have a pill for that,” Theodore says.

I look up at him, our eyes locked intensely. “Bimbodol?”

It’s not even a question, really.

Theodore reaches into his trouser pocket and takes out a small box. He pops it open and picks out one small pill, handing it to me.

“They have a cumulative effect,” he says. “So it’s mild if you only take one. But it’ll be enough to give you a little taste. To see what it’s like to be beautiful. To be wanted. To let go a little.”

I pluck the pill out from his hand, chuckling under my breath. “We’ll see about that…”

I swallow it dry, and within moments I feel a warmth rush through me, lightning-fast and stronger than I expected. It’s better than any orgasm I’ve had, though maybe that’s not saying much.

Theodore cups my chin with his hand, thumb running over my parted lips. “Huh… your lips are looking fuller already. I’ve never seen it work this fast before.”

I laugh softly, though I don’t know why. It feels automatic, that giggle now, maybe because I’m drunk — maybe because the pill is already working it’s magic, untangling every inhibition inside me.

I lean back in my chair, my breasts already feeling a little heavier. “I feel… like… so much better already.”

“I can tell,” Theodore says, his eyes travelling up and down my figure. His own legs are spread in the chair, and there shouldn’t be anything interesting about that — except I can’t help but gaze at the bulge of his trousers.

I’m being obvious about it and I know it.

“Would I pass for a free use girl?” I ask.

“What do you think?”

I hum. “They’re all blondes. Busty, too.”

And dumb, I think. But that’s not me, will never be me — right?

“Those things can change,” Theodore says, placing his hand on my thigh. “You’re changing already, just from that tiny little pill. You feel different, too, don’t you? Maybe you want to try it out a little, the free use girl life.”

“Maybe,” I say, trying to sound unaffected.

“Go on then. Give me a blow job right now.”

I quirk an eyebrow up.

“What?” Theodore asks. “Can’t do it?”

“Of course I can.”

“Then? Come on, Joan. Don’t let that pill go to waste. Be a good free use girl and kneel. Unless you’re worried you won’t be any good at it. Is that it?”

I scoff, kneeling between his legs partly out of spite, but mostly out of curiosity, out of relief that finally, now, I have a reason to act this way.

I unzip his trousers and pull out his cock, massaging it with my hand until it hardens. My pussy twitches slightly in anticipation — I feel so dirty even just doing this. I pop my plump lips open and lap at the head of his cock, hearing his breathing become uneven.

“You can do better than that,” he says. His hand grabs my head by my hair, his rough grip causing me to shiver with pleasure. “Open wider and take it all in.”

He pushes my head down onto his cock, its width almost too big for my mouth. It slides against my tongue, starts to push into my throat and makes me gag a little.

“Yeah, that’s it…” Theodore mutters, pulling my head up until his cock is out of me, glistening with my spit. “Look me in the eyes.”

I look up at him, my eyes teary, my mascara probably running.

“Who are you?” he asks me.

I let out a small breathy laugh. “J-Joan, obviously —”

“No. You’re a free use girl. You’re a slut. A walking, talking cum-receptacle. A bimbo whore.”

His words should insult me, but they only excite me, make me want to submit to him even more.

“Y-Yes…” I murmur.

“And who am I?” he asks me.

“Mr. Sterling, s-sir.”

“I’m your master now. You obey me, no matter what I ask of you. If I told you to bend over, I could fuck your ass or pussy or bring anyone else in to use you, and you would say nothing else other than, ‘yes, master’. Do you understand?”

I give a shallow nod, my eyes drifting back to his cock. I don’t care what he says, or what he asks me to do. I feel like I’m going crazy — I just need that cock inside me, now.

“Y-Yes, master.”

His cock is sliding down into my throat again, and this time I don’t even gag. My eyelids flutter with how good it feels to have my mouth fucked like this, like it’s a toy for Mr. Sterling to use freely. I feel his other hand snake down my blouse and into my bra cup, pinching my nipple.

I moan, the sound muffled by his cock filling me up. His thrusts into my throat are getting rougher now, faster, and I grip his leg to steady myself.

He cums straight down my throat — I almost choke. It’s warm and coats my tongue as he pulls out, laughing and smirking at me. I whine, because I haven’t even cum yet myself, even though I’m dying to.

“Not bad for a first time whore,” Mr. Sterling says.

“Thank you, sir…” I lick up and down the shaft of his cock, cleaning up every last drop while I grope and feel around his legs and hips.

“A-Alright, that’s enough now.”

I swallow and moan in protest as I pull away, shoving my hand down my skirt. Mr. Sterling gets up and zips himself up, side stepping away from me.

“See you tomorrow, Joan. Looking forward to seeing your blowjob-face again.”

He leaves the conference room with a snicker. I pull my hand out of my skirt and glance down at my palm, smiling at the little box of pills.


Chapter 4

I’ve been taking the Bimbodol for a few days now, rationing up what was left in the box I stole for Mr. Sterling so that I at least get one pill a day — maybe two if I want to treat myself. Each time I take it, my whole body transforms inside and out: my breasts are too large to fit in my bras anymore, my hair is getting blonder and longer each day, but most importantly my drive for sex is higher than it’s ever been.

I’ve been forgetting things, too, but only really unimportant things, really. Things like how to use a computer, or how percentages work. I barely work all day anyway, stealing time to masturbate by escaping to the toilets and cumming like crazy.

“Another bathroom break?” Veronica giggles as she asks me as I get up to leave the conference room again. She looks different, too — holding people’s gazes more flirtatiously, her cleavage more exposed.

“Yeah,” I wave her off, escaping out into the office. My visitor badge still hangs off my chest, signalling to every man in the office that I’m off-limits. But I see how they look at me, how they hunger for me.

Ron and Terry, two of the employees here, are chatting by the water fountain when I pass them by. I lock eyes with them, giggle a little.

I so badly want them to fuck me anyway.

I stumble into the storage closet, checking behind me to see if the other two are still following me. Sure enough, they are.

I linger by the door, eying them as they walk in, their eyes not even meeting mine, staring up and down my dishevelled figure.

I shut the door behind me and get on my knees, popping my mouth open.

“Holy shit, Terry, is this for real…?” one of them asks.

“Don’t act so surprised, Ron,” the other one, Terry, says. “They’re all whores here. It’s nothing like it is outside.”

“But dude. You know who she is, right? She’s the CEO —”

“I’m right here, you know,” I scoff, tugging Ron by the belt towards me. “Now do something about it.”

Ron and Terry exchange glances, barely a second passing by before they’re unbuckling their belts and whipping their cocks out. My pussy aches in anticipation, my body feverish and hot with the Bimbodol pumping through my veins. My tits are aching, too big to even fit in my bra cups anymore, and I yank my shirt open and pull my bra down to let them hang freely.

“You’re right, Ron,” Terry says, chuckling in that arrogant way of his. He massages his large cock in front of my face, the head leaking with pre-cum. “Good to see even our boss bitch knows her place.”

He smears the head of his cock against my plumped up lips, and I stare right into his eyes as I part my lips and let my tongue flicker against it. It sends euphoric shivers down my body, that first point of contact with a man that my body craved.

I wrap my lips fully around the head of his cock, bobbing my head up and down in shallow movements. Terry groans appreciatively, while Ron kneels down next to me and starts fondling my tits.

“Get a video of this, huh, Ron? Can’t wait to show the whole office what a slut our boss is.”

I don’t care what words are coming out of Terry’s mouth. I don’t care if the whole world saw me like this. All I can think about is the massive cock stretching my mouth and throat open right now, about what it might feel like stretching out my pussy.

Terry grabs me by the hair, thrusting his hips into my mouth. Something warm trickles down. I don’t even gag — my body is ready for it, begging to be covered and filled in cum.

He pulls his wet cock out, still rock hard and glistening.

“Bend over,” Terry says, and I do exactly as he tells me.

My face is against the cold floor of the storage room, my ass up in the air. Ron is still filming, jerking himself off at the same time, and Terry pushes my pencil skirt up, tears open my tights, and pushes my thong to the side.

“You’re still filming, right?” Terry asks Ron.

“Y-Yeah.”

Terry slaps my ass hard and sharp. A high-pitched, foreign moan comes out of my mouth. “Beg for this cock, slut.”

“P-Please,” I moan. My body is on fire, my every muscle and nerve aching for that cock to enter me. I’m so wet that I can feel my thighs getting slick. “Please fuck me.”

“Please fuck me, what? Who am I?”

“P-Please fuck me, sir.”

I’m rewarded with the slow and merciless thrust of Terry’s massive cock inside me, my pussy stretched wide by it. I gasp, my eyelids flickering with pleasure.

“Listen to yourself, you whore,” Terry snickers, slowly working his cock in and out of me, making sure I felt every single inch of him pumping me. “It’s about time you were humbled. About time you remembered that you’re nothing more than a cocksleeve.”

Terry’s thrusts become rougher, faster inside me, and my every breath becomes a lewd moan, my mind nothing more than a horny puddle. In my sex-crazed haze, I don’t even recall Ron putting his cock in my mouth — all of a sudden it’s just there. It slides in and out of my throat so easily while Terry fucks me from the other end, my body roughly behind shoved and thrusts back and forth for their pleasure.

I feel them both cum inside me this time, and it’s then that I cum, too, my pussy squeezing and clenching hard around Terry’s cock.

They flip me over and take turns fucking my pussy again, and again, cumming inside me so many times that I’m full of their semen, the floor beneath me now a puddle of sweat and cum.

They’re finished with me all too soon — my body is still wanting more — and they snap a few more pictures of my half-naked, drenched, body with my legs splayed open and my tits out.

“Can’t wait to show this to the others,” Ron says, leaving the room.

Terry leans down and takes roughly takes hold of my face. “You stay right there. Don’t move an inch.”

“Y-Yes, sir…” I whimper, staying still just like he told me to, even when they leave the closet and turn off the light. I wait for the others to come, to have my body used over and over again for their pleasure.


Chapter 5

TWO WEEKS LATER.

I set the coffee down on Mr. Sterling’s desk, smiling as I bend down just enough for him to get a good view of my cleavage.

“Your coffee, sir,” I say, wondering if he’ll ask me to suck him off again. I really really want him to. It’s been almost two hours now since I last had a cock inside me.

“Good girl, Joan,” Mr. Sterling says, the praise in his tone making me shiver with pleasure. “Now get the door, will you? My meeting is about to start and my visitors have been waiting.”

“Oh! Of course, Mr. Stirling!” I bounce back up, running for the door as fast as I possibly can in six-inch heels, my tits jiggling as I get the door.

I open it and three men, around Mr. Sterling’s age though maybe a little older, are stood outside. As soon as they see me, they smile.

“Good afternoon!” I say in a sing-songy voice, giggling as I step aside for them to enter Mr. Sterling’s office. “Can I get you all anything? Coffee, or —”

One of them grabs one of my tits, his fingers digging in. I squeak in surprise and pleasure.

“You look familiar,” he says.

“O-Oh! Do I?”

I can’t actually recall this man. He looks to be around forty years old, brown eyes and dark hair, nice suit. Then again, I’m so forgetful! Maybe he’s had a meeting with my boss Mr. Sterling before.

The three men and Mr. Sterling sit in the lounge area of his office. It’s about an hour, and I can barely keep up with what they’re even discussing. Something about ‘expansion’ and ‘free use’ and ‘international’ — whatever that is supposed to mean! I just refill their coffees and giggle when one of them grabs my ass or caresses my legs.

The meeting is finally over, and Mr. Sterling calls to me.

“Joan, why don’t you entertain us for a bit? Mr. Ashbourne wants you to give him a blow-job.”

“Oh, certainly!” I perk up, hurrying over to Mr. Ashbourne — the man who recognised me.

I kneel in front of him and rub the palm of my hand over his cock, eagerly taking it out as soon as it’s hard enough. I expertly pucker my lips and take the whole thing in, let it slide in as far into my throat as it will go. I moan in relief, bobbing my head up and down his cock, hearing him curse and mutter under his breath.

He grabs my face and stops me still. “Wait… I know you. Joan… Steele, right?”

I furrow my brows as his cock slips out of my plump lips with a pop. “Uh — yeah? So?”

Mr. Ashbourne bursts into laughter. “Joan Steele? The Joan Steele, the former CEO?”

The two other visitors glance at each other and start snickering, too. Mr. Sterling holds back a smile.

“Who would have thought I’d see you like this!” Mr. Ashbourne gently slaps his hard cock against the side of my face. “Joan Steele whoring herself out to her former employees… Karma really is a bitch, isn’t it?”

I only giggle, though I don’t really get the joke. I only vaguely recall my days as the CEO, but it’s all grey — mundane and flavourless. “Uh, yeah…! I guess it is!”

“Alright, boys,” Mr. Sterling interrupts. “I want to head down to bar soon, so if you want to make use of my in-house slut, you best do it now.”

I resume throating Mr. Ashbourne’s cock, spreading my legs as I feel one of the other visitors line up behind me. I feel his cock enter my wet pussy, so big it stretches me like I’ve never been stretched before. I gasp, my body spasming with pleasure as the two men fuck me from both sides, using my body like a living, breathing fleshlight for them to cum into.

Mr. Sterling watches me, his eyes following every curve of my body as I get fucked over and over again by virtual strangers. And when I come back tomorrow morning for work, I’ll let him fuck my mouth again after I make him his morning coffee; I’ll let his employees bend me over and gangbang when I go to use the photocopier; I’ll let the security guard grope and photograph my tits on my way out. I’ll go home and get myself off thinking about all of it.

I couldn’t dream of a better job than this.
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