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INTRODUCTION

This is Sadie with a quick note for readers. There is a character in this story who is very much a chauvinist, bordering on a misogynist. He came out a little stronger than I originally intended and I just wanted to say before you begin reading that his views do not align with my own. He’s a nasty guy and I cringe a little when I realize the my brain helped to produce him. But this is just fiction and nothing in this story should represent real life or be considered realistic in any way. You’ve been warned. 

~ Sadie

HOSTILE TAKEOVER
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Chelsea grumbled as she signed in at the Women Leadership Conference. This was the last place she wanted to be. As a CEO, she was already confident in her leadership abilities. She had already heard rumors from other companies that might be interested in her taking the helm. But those were just rumors and she was intent on saving her job from the most hated man she could imagine, Kai. 

Kai had made a name for himself as a chauvinist investor. There were already activist investors, but he did all of that with a firm belief that women did not belong in the boardroom. He was known for taking over companies and turning them into an ideal version of the 1950’s. Chelsea planned to do everything she could to stop him, but for the moment, that meant doing what he wanted. She could only save the company by remaining on the inside. 

As Kai had signed her up for the conference, there was nothing she could do about the overly feminine feel of everything. There was far too much pink for her tastes. As she grabbed a water bottle off the table, Chelsea could only hope the sessions were not filled with too much anti-feminist jumbo jumbo. 

But as Chelsea took her seat and began to drink the offered water, she had no idea that she was already sealing her fate. The drugged water only took moments to take effect. Her eyes glazed over as she watched Sandi, the first speaker, take the stage. 

"Thank you so much for coming out here today," Sandi said, addressing her audience of women. "I know that you are all busy, but this is a really important time for women in leadership." 

Chelsea was only vaguely paying attention, as she felt the effects of the water in her system. Her mouth was dry, making her want to continue her drinking. And that, in turn, kept her constantly drugged, opening her subconscious to Sandi’s words. Chelsea did not even realize how her views were slowly shifting, finding it now important to be deferential toward men. They were the drivers behind both business success and creativity. 

By the end of the opening session, Chelsea was still mad at Kai, but she no longer felt the same passionate anger as she had before. She understood that he had certain metrics for success and he wanted her company to not just meet them, but thrive. She had to respect that, even if it meant there would be fewer

opportunities for women to advance in the company. 

Lunch was a quiet affair. The meal was catered, making sure the women in attendance were continually drugged. Lunch had been something Chelsea had looked forward to, networking with other female executives. But there was no networking. The women ate their meals in silence, their transformations well under way already. 

David took charge of the second session. Chelsea found herself listening with rapt attention. Her conscious mind had become more aligned with her newly changed subconscious. And it had become of paramount importance to listen to what men had to say. They were the smart ones. They were the successful ones. 

They were the right ones. Chelsea was just a woman. 

It was not long before David had the audience repeating the mantra he gave them. 

“Serve and Obey.” 

“Always say yes.” 

“Let the men decide.” 

“Sex is a woman’s best attribute.” 

The old Chelsea would have been horrified by the ideas being put forth. But the new Chelsea believed everything they said. The old Chelsea would have laughed at the notion of serving and obeying a man. She would have argued against the notion of a woman needing a man to succeed. The old Chelsea would have been a feminist, railing against the idea of having to be deferential toward a man. The old Chelsea would have been proud to stand up against the system. But the new Chelsea believed it all. As a woman, her place was not to lead, but to follow. 

By the time the afternoon session was over, Chelsea was exhausted. The combination of the drugs and the rewriting of her beliefs had taken a huge amount of energy out of her. All she could do when she got up to her room in the conference hotel was order a small meal from room service, filled with more drugs, and then pass out to sleep until morning. 
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Waking up the next morning, Chelsea felt like a new woman. She had shed her feminist ideals in favor of a life spent serving the men in her life. She no longer cared about equality. She was simply happy to be a good submissive woman. It made sense to her that a woman should be subservient. Women were born to be the weaker sex and men knew best how to guide them. 

Chelsea was not thrilled with her choices of outfits for the second day of the conference, but she made do. She skipped wearing a blouse, choosing to make her bra her top and then wearing her suit jacket as normal. It was sexy and probably slutty, but that was how she was supposed to look as a woman. That was her role, to always be eye candy. 

Sandi and David met the group back in the conference room, but now it had been divided up by curtains, separating the room into private spaces where each of them would be spending their day. 

"Ladies, it's makeover day," Sandi said with a smile. Her outfit this morning was less professional. Gone was the skirt suit. In its place was a cropped pink sweater and an argyle skirt. The outfit gave her a slutty secretary look instead of a professional businesswoman look. David, on the other hand, looked exactly the same. 

"Please move to your assigned booth," David instructed. "There is a makeup specialist for each one of you." 

Chelsea quickly found her name and entered the booth. She found a pretty woman standing beside a salon chair. There were machines along one of the fabric walls of the booth that Chelsea had no hope of understanding. 

“You must be Chelsea,” the woman said with a smile. “My name’s Kiki.” 

“Hi,” Chelsea said, both nervous and excited for the makeover she was about to receive. 

“Let’s get your clothes off and you into the chair. Then we can begin.” 

Chelsea hesitated before complying. This was all going far too fast for her tastes. 

But as she started unbuttoning her jacket, she could not help but feel like it was

all just what she wanted. She needed this makeover to be her best. As a woman, her body was her most important tool. Every lesson from yesterday’s sessions was now firmly embedded in her mind. 

Once nude, Chelsea sat in the salon chair, waiting for Kiki’s expert work. 

Kiki turned and picked up two paddles connected to one of the machines. They looked a bit like ping pong paddles, but they had wires coming out of the handles, connected to the machine. 

“Let’s start by changing your overall body shape,” Kiki said. 

She ran the paddles up and down Chelsea’s body, smoothing out all of her imperfections, including removing her body hair. Some of the weight she had gained while sitting at a desk all day, every day, melted off her form, giving her a slightly younger and more athletic appearance. 

“I can do even better if you want.” 

Chelsea smiled and nodded. Kiki had made her feel welcome since she started. 

Chelsea trusted her and felt like her makeover would be perfect. 

“Then we’ll get some curves into those hips,” Kiki said before applying the second round with the paddles. She manipulated Chelsea’s hips, widening them. 

Chelsea could only smile as she watched. She was going to look so sexy when this was done. 

“And we can’t forget the ass,” Kiki added as she set the salon chair to lay flat and then turned Chelsea over. 

The bimbo-to-be could not see what Kiki was doing, but she could feel her expanded backside when she turned back over, giving her a nice built-in cushion as she sat. 

Kiki continued with Chelsea’s waist, narrowing it further before she moved to the all important tits. Chelsea had never been well endowed, but that was all about to change. Kiki continued to use the paddles to tease out Chelsea’s breast flesh, making it more prominent and shaping it into perfectly round melons. 

Chelsea gasped as her nipples hardened with enhanced sensitivity. Her chest was now almost painfully tight. She looked down and realized how much larger they were. She reached up and ran her fingers along each of them, feeling their firmness under the light touch. 

It was all too good for Chelsea, who could feel the tears start to flow. This was all too surreal. But even if her brain had known it was a dream, there was no denying how she felt physically. She felt more amazing than she ever could have imagined. And it was not even over yet. 

“I’m going to make a few changes to your face now,” Kiki said. Even if Chelsea had wanted to disagree with her makeover specialist, there was no way she could have. Her body was sending lust signals up to her head, clouding her thoughts. 

Kiki continued her work, plumping up Chelsea’s lips until they were plush pillows perfect for sucking cock. She also raised Chelsea’s cheekbones and slightly changed the profile of her nose. 

“Done with that,” Kiki said with satisfaction as she put the paddles away. 

“We’re done?” Chelsea asked. She was excited to see what Kai thought of her new body. She was certain he would be proud of her. She would lead his company with pride. 

“Certainly not,” Kiki said firmly, placing a hand on Chelsea’s shoulder, making sure she stayed put in the chair. “We need to finish making over your mind first. 

I’m going to put this helmet on your head and let it work while I give you some ink. That’s been specifically requested for you.” 

Chelsea did not know what Kiki was talking about, but she nodded, trusting her. 

Her mind felt too muddled right now to argue with the specialist. 

“You don’t mind if I put it over your eyes, do you? It’s important. And it won’t hurt a bit, I promise.” 

The helmet was heavy when she placed it on Chelsea’s head, the weight of it pulling down on her ears slightly. 

“There. Now we can get on with the rest of your tattooing,” Kiki said, running her hands over Chelsea’s shoulders and up toward her neck. 

Chelsea had never been interested in tattoos before. And with the helmet working on her mind, she felt nothing as Kiki worked the tattoo gun on her shoulder and neck. The design had been picked out already. The shoulder piece was a design Kai liked. The neck piece would forever label Chelsea as Kai’s bimbo. 

By the time Kiki finished with the tattoos, the helmet had dinged, making it clear that Chelsea’s bimbo transformation was complete. All that was left was doing Chelsea’s hair and makeup and then giving her a new outfit to wear for the trip home. There was no way Chelsea’s old outfit had any hope of fitting her new body. 
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Chelsea could not help but giggle as she walked out of the hotel to the waiting car. The thick, white coat hid most of her newly bimbofied features and the lingerie she wore underneath. Although she could not help but leave the top of the coat open, giving a hint of the expansive cleavage she now sported. 

The coat ended at mid-thigh, covering her lacy thong panties, but leaving her legs otherwise bare. If she minded the cold, she did not show it. She was hot enough to produce her own needed heat as she sashayed toward the car in her sky-high heels. 

The driver of the car was professional as he helped her into the backseat of the town car. He took a long gaze at her chest, but he did not risk touching her. The attention made Chelsea giggle all the more. 

It was a short drive to the airport. Chelsea watched the scenery out the window as she played with the hem of her coat, aching to let her fingers dive underneath and play with her pussy. She was on fire, horny beyond belief, a new normal for the new bimbo. 

“Um, did you miss the turn off?” Chelsea asked as the car continued past the main entrance to the airport. 

“No, ma’am,” the driver answered, but he did not elaborate. 

But as Chelsea considered the situation, she realized she must have been wrong. 

As a woman, it was natural to be wrong. At least, that was what she now believed. The effects from her bimbo makeover were absolute, guaranteed to keep her happy, horny, and pliant with any man. 

The driver took the next turnoff, pulling through a gate and finally parking just inside a small hangar with a private jet preparing for takeoff. 

Chelsea was confused, having flown commercial to attend the conference. But the moment she saw Kai appear in the doorway of the plane, her heart skipped a beat in excitement. He was here for her. 

He stepped forward and grabbed hold of Chelsea, lifting her easily into his arms and carrying her onto the aircraft. His strong grip around her thighs sent tingles

throughout her body. She knew he could crush bones beneath those powerful hands without breaking a sweat, but still she shivered with delight. 

He set her down inside the cabin, giving her a chance to gain her bearings. 

Chelsea had flown in private jets before as a CEO, but never in one so luxurious. 

In her bimbofied mind, she now connected luxury with intelligence. She had to imagine that Kai was the smartest man ever. Then again, compared to her, every man was smarter. She was just a bimbo, after all. 

“I don’t think you’ll need the coat for the flight,” Kai said as his eyes drank in his latest acquisition. 

Chelsea blushed deeply, knowing a normal woman would be embarrassed by her exposed state, but instead she was thrilled. She loved being seen naked or nearly so. And it seemed like Kai enjoyed looking at her body as much as she enjoyed showing it off. 

She opened her coat wide, letting him drink in the full extent of the changes she had undergone. A member of Kai’s staff appeared to take her coat. She gave it to the woman happily, not at all bothered by the fact she wore only the smallest of lacy lingerie, in black. 

Her new tattoos were completely visible, the shoulder and upper arm piece was colorful, although generic in a way that only a bimbo could pull off, beautiful, but meaningless. The tattoo on her neck, however, was far more personal, labeling her as Kai’s bimbo. 

Kai held out his hand, motioning for Chelsea to come closer. When she approached, he pulled her close, wrapping an arm around her waist and holding her tightly against his body. 

“What are you thinking about, my dear?” 

Chelsea could not believe her luck. She was standing in front of her boss, his arms wrapped around her middle, and the heat in her belly felt as if it might consume her. 

“How to please you, sir,” Chelsea answered. 

Kai chuckled softly, kissing the side of her head. 

“That sounds very promising indeed. Let me see you dance for me,” he said. 

With that simple command, Chelsea began to move in ways she had not previously tried. Her hips swayed sensually, her breasts jiggled enticingly, her dark hair flowing around her face. She danced for him, allowing herself to become the seductress she wanted to be for him, because that was what he asked of her. 

She became the sexiest version of herself she had ever been able to muster, using every ounce of her feminine wiles and alluring charms to draw him into wanting her more than anything else in the world. 

“We’re ready for takeoff, sir,” said the pilot. “We have clearance from the tower to enter the queue.” 

“Do it,” Kai ordered, never taking his eyes off of his prize. The pilot retreated to the cockpit to initiate takeoff. “Chelsea, come join me for take off.” 

Kai motioned toward a pair of seats. They formed a couch with seatbelts. Safety was important. 

Chelsea giggled as Kai belted her into her seat. He sat beside her, belting himself in as well. But his hands did not remain at his sides. With a bimbo such as her beside him, there was no way for Kai to keep his hands off of her. One hand went to her tits, the other went to her pussy. 

Chelsea moaned softly, enjoying the sensation of his hands upon her. She leaned into him, pressing her body against his as their mouths met in a kiss that told the whole story of how badly she craved his touch. 

As they kissed, Chelsea slid her hand under the jacket Kai wore. If he could touch, so could she. And she was eager to find out just how big and hard he truly was. 

A few minutes later, the plane lifted off the ground, heading towards its destination. Once airborne, Kai released her. 

“That lingerie is fine for being out and about, but here, when we’re alone, I want you naked,” Kai said. “But don’t just strip. Put on a show for me.” 

Chelsea’s legs were shaky from the vibrations of the plane, but she did as she was instructed, standing before Kai and beginning another sensual dance, this time with the intention of removing her remaining clothes. 

Moving to music Chelsea could only hear in her head, a saccharine pop tune that her bimbofied mind gravitated toward, she began her dance. She turned this way and that as she swayed her hips, releasing the lacy, black bra that cupped her magnificent tits. She turned in a grand reveal, giving Kai a front on view of her new assets and then tossed the offending bra into his lap, a souvenir. 

Chelsea continued gyrating her hips as she turned and bent low, arching her back and sticking her ass out toward her boss. Her long-nailed fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her thing and began to drag it down over the swell of her ass. 

She shook her money maker as her pussy came into view, removing the last of her modesty. 

After stepping out of her thong, she held it out to him on a finger, the smell of her arousal more evident than ever as it wafted around the cabin. 

"You're mine," Kai growled, reaching up and grabbing it. "Now get on your knees." 

Chelsea giggled before licking her lips. She sank gracefully onto her knees, between Kai’s legs. Her fingers found his belt, working to free his cock from its confines. 

“Do you want to feel my cock pads around your cock, sir?” Chelsea asked, looking up at Kai with lust-lidded eyes. 

Kai looked down at the young woman kneeling before him. He reached for her breast and squeezed it roughly, eliciting a moan from Chelsea as she arched her back. 

“Yes, yes! Suck my cock, you stupid bimbo. Learn your fucking place. You are nothing without me. Do you understand? Nothing. Not even a dumb slut like you has value unless you belong to me. Understand?” 

Chelsea nodded vigorously, unable to speak for the pleasure of having her boss' 

dick in her mouth. It tasted good too, salty and spicy, and it filled her senses. 

She bobbed her head slowly, sucking on his shaft, making sure to tease his balls with her tongue whenever possible. She knew how to suck cock, a skill imparted on her by the bimbofying helmet, and she intended to prove it. 

She sucked harder when Kai grabbed her hair, forcing her head down further until she hit the base of his shaft. 

"Take it deep," Kai commanded. 

Chelsea complied, plunging her throat down his length, her gag reflex gone. Her nose brushed against his pelvis as she swallowed his thick meat. She took him deeper each time, feeling her cheeks stretch wider, stretching as they were forced open to accept him fully within them. 

The woman who took Chelsea’s coat returned with a drink for Kai. She also left a water bottle behind. Paid well, the woman said nothing. She did not even look down on Chelsea with pity. And Chelsea felt no shame in getting caught. She only considered whether she should make room, believing two mouths on a cock were better than one. 

And yet she kept going, loving the taste and texture of Kai's flesh filling her mouth, unwilling to really share. This was her real purpose. Her past life as a businesswoman was over. She was an owned bimbo now. The woman returned to her station, once again leaving the bimbo and her owner alone. 

“You’re going to help me turn your company around,” Kai said as Chelsea continued her work on his cock. “You’re going to be a gender traitor, reforming the company into a male-dominated world. There are only going to be two types of women left when we’re done: bimbo fucktoys like you and bimbos who are just looking for the right man to turn them into breeding housewives.” 

Chelsea purred as she learned her new purpose. The old Chelsea would have been truly horrified by Kai’s plan, but the new Chelsea was eager to transform the company, serving Kai in any way he wished, no matter what happened to the women in her employ. Being a bimbo was better. She understood that now and fully embraced it. 

Kai finally came, his cock exploding with cum in her mouth. She gulped down every drop, savoring the flavor. As soon as he finished, Chelsea sat back on her heels, opening her mouth so he could see how she had swallowed it all. 

“Don’t think we’re done,” Kai said. “We’ve got a long flight still and I want to sample every inch of that delicious body.” 

Chelsea smiled brightly, happy to oblige her boss. She crawled up onto his lap and straddled his thighs, lowering herself onto him, taking him inside of her. She moaned softly as he entered, relishing the sensation of being penetrated by him without wonder of how he remained hard. Now, she was merely glad to be fucked by him. 

“Fuck yourself on my cock, bitch,” Kai demanded. 

Chelsea obeyed immediately, rocking back and forth, grinding against him while he gripped her ass cheeks firmly. His hands moved from her butt to her chest, fondling her breasts roughly, squeezing them together and rolling the nipples between his thumb and forefinger. 

“I love you like this, my little bimbo. So submissive and willing to do whatever I tell you. Just let me play with those boobs some more, baby girl,” Kai said. 

He squeezed them gently, causing Chelsea to groan loudly with delight as he teased her sensitive nubs. 

"Mmmph," she mumbled. "Ohhh!" 

Her response seemed to encourage him even more. He pinched her nipples tighter, pulling them sharply. Chelsea cried out in pain but quickly realized it was pleasure instead. Painful pleasure. 

"So beautiful," Kai breathed, gazing at her. 

She couldn't deny that. After all the changes, she was captivatingly gorgeous. A beauty queen compared to most other women, though that was only because of her makeover and Kai’s incredible generosity, choosing her company for the hostile takeover and forcing her to transform into his bimbo. 

"Your tits are perfect," Kai said. "They're bigger than I imagined." 

"Thank you, sir," Chelsea replied, smiling broadly. "My goal is to please you." 

"You certainly seem determined enough," Kai responded, leaning forward and

kissing her on the cheek. "Now fuck yourself on my cock like you mean it, you slutty bimbo.” 

Chelsea did as she was told. She bounced up and down in his lap, impaling herself on him, her movements erratic, but they felt so good. Pleasure coursed through her body, filling her with erotic energy, building up until she was ready to explode. She rocked faster and faster, moving her hips in circles as she rode him. She wanted to give Kai everything he desired, knowing full well what he liked. 

When she climaxed, it wasn't anything like the weak orgasms of her pre-bimbo life. She cried out in overwhelming passion as she came, her body convulsing on top of Kai as she was inundated with orgasmic pleasure cascading through her body. She completely missed Kai’s orgasm as he filled her pussy with her hot, white seed. When she recovered, she rolled off him, panting heavily. 

"Did I satisfy you?" Chelsea asked, glancing down at his cock. Somehow, miraculously, it was still hard. 

Kai chuckled softly. "Not quite satisfied yet, I'm afraid. But you'll do." 

Chelsea blushed, realizing she'd given Kai exactly what he needed. She didn't need to worry anymore. He owned her now and there was nothing to do about it. 

All she cared about was pleasing him. That was as it should be. 

“What can I do for you now, sir?” Chelsea asked. 

“Drink up and recover a moment,” Kai said as he handed her the water bottle. “I still have more of your body I want to sample before we land.” 

Chelsea drank from the offered bottle, replenishing her fluids. It was the first water she’d had since arriving at the hotel that was not drugged. But that was no longer needed. There was no going back to the old Chelsea. The transformation was complete. 

Once she was sufficiently hydrated, Kai led her back to between his legs. 

Chelsea looked up at him, confused, but excited. As a bimbo, that was a natural state for her. 

“I’m still hard. Wrap those tits around my cock and get me off.” 

Kai handed Chelsea a tube of lube, wanting her tits to be properly oiled before she fucked him with them. She applied it liberally to her cleavage, spreading it across her skin. Then she leaned over Kai, placing his cock between her massive breasts. She rubbed them together and jiggled her tits around his shaft. 

She bounced up and down, maximizing the speed with which her tits rubbed against his shaft. And each time his cock head peeked out of her cleavage, she reached out her tongue to tease him further. 

“That feels so fucking good,” Kai whispered. 

It did. In fact, it felt amazing. But Chelsea knew it wouldn’t take much longer for him to come. She was quickly learning about Kai’s cock and what it took to please him. When it came to sex, even bimbos could learn. 

"You're doing great," Kai said, reaching down to squeeze her large breasts. 

Chelsea moaned in response, pleased that he was enjoying himself. She loved hearing him moan like that. Hearing his approval made her feel so good inside. It gave her confidence as well, helping her continue her efforts to please him. 

"Keep going," Kai urged. "Just keep rubbing my cock like that. Don't stop." 

She didn’t intend to. She would never leave him unsatisfied. She would always give him what he needed. If he enjoyed her tits, she would gladly rub them on his cock. Even if he preferred something else, she would happily offer her mouth or ass to him. She was his to command. 

“Here it comes, you fucking bimbo,” Kai practically roared as his cock released its load. He sent rope after rope of hot, sticky cum across her chest, painting her tits, claiming her fully. 

“Yes! Yes! Oh, god yes!” Chelsea cried out. She loved the feeling of his seed coating her breasts, covering them entirely. She reveled in the sensation, feeling like she was being coated with gold. 

“There you go, baby girl,” Kai said, caressing her face. 

But Chelsea wasn't listening. She was too busy licking up his cum from her tits and swallowing it down her throat. Once she finished cleaning them both off, she

collapsed on top of him, exhausted from her efforts. 

“That was fun, wasn’t it?” Kai asked, stroking her hair gently. 

Chelsea nodded sleepily. 

“Good girl. You were wonderful,” Kai said. 

She smiled, basking in his praise. She deserved it. After all, she was his bimbo now and he was free to treat her however he wished. She would do whatever he asked, regardless of whether it involved sucking his dick or letting him fuck her in the ass. Anything he wanted, she would provide willingly. 

“Can I ask you a question?” Chelsea said. 

“Of course, baby girl,” Kai said, leaning back in his seat, his eyes focused on her. 

“Why do you hate women so much?” 

Kai laughed heartily. He loved the look on her face. Her expression was priceless. 

“I don’t hate women at all. In fact, I love women. I love how sensual and sexy they can be. I love how simple and beautiful they can be. Especially you. You have an absolutely stunning figure and you know how to dress it up nicely, without any pesky thoughts getting in the way anymore. But that’s not an answer to the question you’re really asking, is it?” 

Chelsea shook her head, looking down. She hated disappointing him. But she also knew he was right. What kind of man hates women? 

“The truth is, I just want to own them. It’s so much fun to dominate them. Look at you. You’re throwing yourself at me. This is who women really are. When given the chance, you prefer a life of servitude. It makes you happier. It gives you purpose. Tell me you would rather be an important business woman instead of my bimbo and we both know it would be a lie.” 

Chelsea shuddered at his words. She couldn't deny any of it. Not that she wanted to anyway. Kai was right and she was wrong. And she knew why she was so

attracted to him. He was handsome, wealthy, powerful and dominant. He had everything she ever dreamed of having in a partner. 

And he was offering it to her. He was making her his bimbo and taking control of her life. Giving her the things she truly craved: money, prestige and status. 

Everything she thought she wanted in her previous life. Now she knew better. 

"I've been such a fool," Chelsea said quietly. "I never understood myself. Never listened to what my true desires were." 

"Don't blame yourself," Kai replied, wrapping his arm around her shoulders. “I know you’ll make up for lost time. You’re a bimbo now and I know you’ll help guide other wayward women into bimbodom. You’ll be a role model. 

Chelsea beamed with pride. All of her old motivations still worked, although they had been twisted to fit Kai's viewpoint. But she could not imagine herself doing any of the work she used to do. She was just a bimbo. Her place was at a man's side. She needed to be led, to be told what to do. Otherwise, all she would be able to manage was fucking the men at the company. She was going to do that anyway, but without Kai guiding her, it would be without purpose. 

It was unclear what Kai really planned, if he could actually use his enormous wealth to change the world into his preferred image, but Chelsea did not think about that. She could not think about that. All she knew was she was going to be the best bimbo CEO she could be, transforming the company for her boss and owner, just like a good bimbo would. And if there was a problem, that was for Kai to handle. Chelsea was just going to do what she was told. That was her place and she loved it. She loved being a bimbo. 
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