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		“Milicent,” the woman on the screen said into the camera, “if you’re watching this, it means you have agreed to Heavenly Encounters’ terms and you have just finished your five years of service. I know there’s a lot you’re probably confused about, but I want you to remember that you agreed to this.”

		Milicent watched herself on the small screen hanging from the wall on the far side of the exam room, or at least she watched the person she remembered being. She looked down at her body, only covered in a hospital gown, knowing that something was wrong. This was not the body she remembered.

		“I guess I should start with why you’re in this situation,” the Milicent on the screen continued. “I’ve never been very good with gambling. I know I have a problem. Worse, I started making bets with the wrong kinds of people: people who have no qualms with causing great pain or even killing if they need to. I was in way over my head. Even if I wanted to disappear, there’s no way I could stay hidden forever.”

		Milicent stared at the woman she used to be, the woman she remembered. She had vague recollections of what her old self was talking about. Images of days spent at the dog tracks flashed through her mind. Then there was the backroom betting on sports. The high from winning was unmatched, but those highs came few and far between. The fact was, Milicent was an awful gambler.

		“That’s where Heavenly Encounters came in,” the old Milicent continued. “They offered me a way out of my problems. In exchange for serving them for a period of five years, they would pay off my gambling debts and give me $250,000. Given that my life was in danger, it seemed like an obvious choice.”

		The video paused. Milicent turned toward Dr. Rogers who had led her to the exam room and started the video for her. She still looked confused, but at least now she seemed hopeful. She was in this situation because of her own choice.

		“There’s more, but I think it would be easier for me to answer your questions from here on out,” Dr. Rogers said. “When we’re finished, you’re welcome to watch the rest of the video.”

		Milicent swallowed hard and nodded her consent. She felt overwhelmed by all of her experiences. To make matters worse, she felt groggy, as if she had been asleep for a very long time.

		“What did you do to me?” Milicent finally asked. While she did not know much of what was going on, it was obvious that Dr. Rogers worked for this Heavenly Encounters that the other her had spoken of in the video.

		“That seems like a perfect place to start,” Dr. Rogers said with a reassuring smile. Milicent could not help but smile in return. “As you might be able to guess by the name, Heavenly Encounters is in the escort business. In fact, we are the most highly sought after business for the gentleman who is looking for both great companionship as well as a good time. However, to be one of our escorts, there are certain standards that must first be met, and I must say, the version of you that signed the contract did not meet those standards.”

		Milicent frowned at hearing how she had not measured up. She had always considered herself relatively attractive, if not very feminine. It was not her fault that she never developed wide hips or large breasts like some women.

		“However,” Dr. Rogers continued, “body upgrades are part of the package you signed up for. The reason our escorts are of such a high standard is that we don’t leave anything to chance. You will have already noticed your large bust.” Milicent nodded as she looked down toward the shelf on her chest. Large seemed like an understatement. They were huge. “In addition, we also sculpted the rest of you body giving you a perfect hourglass shape that includes a thin waist, widened hips with a butt to match, as well as arms and legs that fit the rest of your body.”

		“And I passed?” Milicent asked. She was unable to shake the idea that even with all the added help the Doctor had given her, she still might not be good enough.

		“Oh heavens yes,” Dr. Rogers said, almost laughing at the idea. “I actually think you might have been my best work yet. I mean, your face alone would have been enough to win me awards, that is if I went in for that kind of thing. But the fact was, if I didn’t already have a stable full of women at my home, I would have kept you for myself.”

		“You changed my face?” Milicent asked, a little shocked that she might not look anything like herself anymore. Would her old friends even recognize her anymore? Not that she had many friends. Gambling addictions can make it hard to hold onto friends for long.

		“I must admit we needed to make some changes. Some of it was for aesthetic reasons, but it would have been bad if someone from your old life recognized you in your new role. We’ve seen it happen before and it never goes well.”

		Milicent did not say anything, but she had to agree that changing her face made sense from a security standpoint. Still, she did not like the idea of what she might have done during the last five years. That of course brought up a more pressing question. “Why don’t I remember anything that’s happened since I signed the contract?”

		“Awe, yes, I thought that might be coming up soon,” Dr. Rogers said. “Other than our exacting physical requirements to join our team, the escorts we employ must also have the proper, shall we say, attitude. In general, we have found it beneficial to give our escorts entirely new personalities. That way there are no lingering hangups when it comes to performing certain tasks for our clients. While you won’t remember any of it, the Milli personality that we used with you was quite enthusiastic and had few if any inhibitions.”

		“You mean I spent five years as a whore?” Milicent asked, her tone becoming angry. “Did I know about this when I signed up for this.”

		“Absolutely,” Dr. Rogers said in a calm and reassuring voice. “In fact, I think this would be a great time to finish watching the video.”

		Before Milicent had a chance to object, the video began playing again. The Milicent that she remembered came back to life and continued speaking, “Now I know you might not think being an escort was worth it, but considering we won’t remember any of it, what does it matter. And hey, we get new boobs out of the deal. You should remember wishing you’d gone through another growth spurt like Stephanie did growing up.”

		Milicent nodded her head as she remembered how the guys growing up gave Stephanie all the attention. It was what eventually ended their friendship. Milicent wondered how her life might have been different if she had had breasts like Stephanie. Would she still have found herself in this situation. Although, thanks to Heavenly Encounters, Milicent now had the assets she could have only dreamed of before.

		Dr. Rogers paused the video again before saying, “I hope your own reaction helps settle your thoughts on the matter. I don’t know how you spent your last five years, but I do know you were heavily requested. You have no memory of what happened. I think you should just try to start afresh and not worry about something you can’t control.”

		“Yes, of course, you’re right,” Milicent said.

		“Now I don’t want you to think that we’re just going to plop you out on the street after all of this,” Dr. Rogers said. “After I finish your examination, you will meet with our aftercare representative who will help you reenter society. He will help you find housing and a job. I realize $250,000, while a lot of money, doesn’t go near as far as it used to. Depending on where things go, it would be perfect for a retirement investment or a down payment on a house.”

		In a more somber tone, Dr. Rogers continued, “I would hope that you stay away from any gambling establishments for the time being. When I reactivated your personality I did make a minor modification that should make gambling less appealing, but given how strong your addiction was, I wouldn’t test it. The fact is, most people who had reached your position don’t have a way out like you did. You were lucky.”

		Milicent swallowed hard and nodded her agreement. She did not yet fully remember her gambling past, but she saw every reason to avoid it. Milicent knew she had been given a new lease on life and she did not want to squander it.

		A week later, Milicent found herself walking down the street for her first day at her new job. The people at Heavenly Encounters had done great work in helping her find a job and locate an apartment. They had even been kind enough to store her belongings during the last five years. Not that she had uses for everything anymore. With her new body, none of her old clothes fit as they were meant to. Her furniture left much to be desired too.

		In fact, Milicent had found herself spending close to $100,000 on knew clothes and furniture. It seemed since she had been released from Heavenly Encounters, her tastes had changed. The idea of being associated with anything that reminded her of her old life disgusted her. For the first time, Milicent found that she could put her past behind her.

		There were still some issues to deal with, Milicent noted as she walked down the sidewalk. Her new measurements were not nearly as jarring as she had anticipated. While she was still getting used to being busty, her body was not. She had retained much of the muscle memory her escorting counterpart had developed in the last five years.

		Although finding the right clothes had been a challenge. Milicent had the hardest time finding clothes that both fit and felt comfortable. In the same way that her body seemed to know how to move on its own with its new attributes, it seemed to feel most comfortable with a certain amount of skin exposed. It was an entirely new feeling for Milicent who had always worn conservative clothing, being almost afraid to show off her body.

		Before all of this, Milicent had floated between many different jobs, mostly working retail, her gambling addiction often getting in the way of her holding down a steady gig. However, with the help of Heavenly Encounters, she had landed a job as a secretary for a law firm. In many ways, it was a major step up.

		Milicent only wished she could dress more appropriately for her first day. She wanted to wear a suit, but her body did not seem particularly interested. In the end, Milicent did the best she could in an attempt to dress professionally. Her white blouse was fitted to her narrow waist, but with her large bust, she was forced to leave a wide valley of cleavage visible. Not that her body minded any. She wore a black jacket too, but it was impossible to button it. She left it open, which only helped in highlighting how her breasts bounced with each step.

		It was not only Milicent’s top that would draw stares. The black skirt she wore was shorter than anything she had ever worn before. It barely reached to the tops of her thighs, leaving her long svelte legs on display. That display was only made more appealing by her footwear. It quickly became clear to Milicent that she was stuck wearing high heeled shoes. It was impossible to wear flats, her Achilles tendons being too short for anything lower than four-inch heels. In this case, Milicent was wearing five-inch black stiletto pumps. She knew how they shaped her stride and made her wiggle down the street. Not only did it make her fully aware of how much on display she was, it felt completely natural.

		Milicent made it into work without too many catcalls and whistles from passing men. As much as she hated it, she had to admit it felt good too. Never before had she been the subject of catcalls before.

		The first few hours of work were much to be expected for a first day. One of the other secretaries spent the time to teach Milicent how everything in the office operated. Not wanting to cause any disturbances or make any mistakes, she listened attentively and took copious notes. Milicent hated the idea of messing up on her first day. After all the opportunities Heavenly Encounters had given her to improve her life, she did not want to throw it all away with one mistake or bad decision.

		By the afternoon, Milicent was left to work on her own, flying solo for the first time. She was not given anything particularly difficult to start, but it felt good to actually be productive for once. Of course, Milicent’s new looks could not help but be noticed around the office. She noticed how many of the other women working around her stared at her with disapproving eyes. Those stares only intensified once the men in the office started to see the new secretary at work.

		By 2:30, Milicent figured she had met every man in the building as they came by to introduce themselves. She did her best to deflect their advances, instead burying her head in her work and trying her best to ignore the distractions. Not that the male attention did anything to hurt Milicent’s spirits. Despite the annoyance of the interruptions, the extra attention only made her smile wider.

		That night, after a successful first day, Milicent felt like celebrating. However, by the time she got home, her body made its presence known. It seemed all the male attention had left a lasting impression on her libido. Rather than changing clothes for a night out on the town, Milicent stripped off her blouse and skirt, letting them fall in a lumpy pile. Her bra and panties soon followed.

		Milicent found herself in front of the mirror, looking at her reflection. After a week, she was still not used to what she saw. Her breasts drew much of her attention, as they did everyone’s by their size, but her face, more than anything else, made her look like a stranger. Her once short brown hair had been turned into long blonde locks that curled and flowed down to her voluptuous ass.

		Then there was Milicent’s lips. One of the bookies she used to place bets with called her the thin lipped wonder. That nickname could not describe the thick pout she now sported. Milicent could not help but think her lips had been designed for one purpose, to suck cock. And with that thought, she began to salivate.

		“Get a hold of yourself,” Milicent told her reflection. “You are not craving cock. You’ll probably never suck a cock ever again.”

		Milicent continued to stand in front of the mirror assessing her new body. It had become somewhat of a habit in the last week. However, this time, her hands seemed to travel over her body, searching out erogenous zones without her willful consent.

		“Oh fuck,” Milicent moaned as her hand brushed across a nipple. She had never been one to indulge in carnal pleasures regularly, finding the highs of gambling much more pleasurable. However, it seemed not only was her new body supercharged to provide men eye candy, it was supercharged for her own pleasure too.

		Without even thinking about it, Milicent stepped back from the mirror and laid out on her bed. One hand continued to tease her nipples, first one and then the other, while her other hand migrated south to find her sopping wet pussy.

		It was not that Milicent had never masturbated before. She had, many times. It was just not something she did regularly. But already, her moments of self play were far more pleasurable than anything she had experienced before.

		Milicent’s breathing became ragged as she strummed her clit with her thumb. Soon after, she began to explore her entrance with a finger, probing, seeking out pleasure. That finger was soon joined by another and then another after that. Milicent had never felt so good before.

		“Oh, yes,” she moaned as her eyes rolled up inside her head. Before she knew it, she was pumping three fingers in and out of her slit at ever greater speed. In her mind’s eye she imagined her fingers were really a man’s cock, as he slid in and out of her.

		And then it happened. Feeling herself grow more and more desperate for release, Milicent felt her body began to spasm involuntarily. She knew this feeling. She was about to cum. But unlike all of her previous experiences, her entire body was shaking in preparation.

		“Oh fuck yes,” Milicent screamed out as her body convulsed under an orgasm unlike any she had ever experienced before. Her body shook as every nerve glowed with pleasure. Milicent’s vision went white as she came, her hand still buried inside of her. At that moment, nothing else mattered.

		It was fifteen minutes before Milicent was in any shape to get up. All thoughts of going out to celebrate were gone. If she had been able to cum like that before, she never would have taken up gambling. Nothing could compare to how good she felt.

		Still naked, Milicent padded out into the kitchen looked for something to eat. She passed by a mirror in the hallway and noticed she had a nice glow, as she still felt residual pleasure from her climatic orgasm. Milicent already knew that after a quick meal, she would be spending the rest of her evening exploring all the ways she could find pleasure in her body.

		The sun was already high in the sky, pouring through Milicent’s bedroom window, when she awoke the next morning. She stretched lazily, still feeling a soft glow from her fun the night before, as she reveled in the feeling of her soft sheets against her skin. Milicent had already made the decision to start sleeping in the nude. It was so much more comfortable than wearing itchy sleepwear. It did not hurt that it made her feel sexy too.

		By the time Milicent finally got out of bed, she could feel the heat building up inside her again. However, unlike the night before when it was all new to her, she knew just how to maximize her pleasure. Last night she had eventually lost count of the number of orgasms that had rocked her body, each one seemingly more powerful than the last.

		“What sounds good?” Milicent asked herself out loud as she padded into the kitchen, still naked except for a pair of high heeled wedge slides she had slipped on her feet. They worked great as slippers and the cork wedges felt amazing on her feet.

		“Ooh, a banana would be perfect,” Milicent said with a giggle as she grabbed a banana from behind a clock. The clock read 9:00, but she paid it no mind. The phallic nature of bananas seemed to grab hold of Milicent’s attention and hold onto it. She had never been a person to giggle or think about how some objects were cock shaped, but the rising heat in her nether region left her distracted and just a little wet.

		Just as Milicent sat down, eating the banana with one hand and idly stroking her clit with the other, the image of the clock reformed in her mind. “Oh no, I’m late for work,” she shouted as she jumped up and shuffled back to her bedroom. She was supposed to be at work five minutes ago, but instead she was lounging around her apartment as if it were the weekend.

		The old Milicent never would have taken long to get ready for work. If she showered, all she needed to do was dry off with a towel and throw on some clothes before running out the door. Milicent now, working with her new body, needed a lot more time. After a shower in which she desperately wanted to play with herself again, she spent ten minutes styling her hair, and then another ten minutes applying makeup. The thought of leaving her apartment looking anything less than her best scared her.

		Finding an appropriate work outfit took longer than she had expected. Normally, Milicent would have made her clothing decisions the night before, but she had forgotten as soon as her hand first reached her pussy. Trying to keep her outfit professional for the office was made all the harder by how turned on she was. Milicent was beginning to regret not taking the time to satisfy her urges in the shower. However, now it was too late.

		When Milicent finally minced into work, she was over an hour late. Not wanting to draw attention to herself, she went straight to her desk and sat down, hoping no one would notice her tardiness. There was already a stack of papers to organize, so she set right in.

		Milicent had thought she had gotten away with being late. No one had said anything to her before lunchtime. She had already planned to work through her lunch hour to help make up for the lost time.

		However, her tardiness was noticed. Just as the clock struck noon, another secretary wordlessly dropped a note on Milicent’s desk. The woman did not even bother to look at her. Milicent picked up the note. It was written on pink paper. Before her eyes could focus on the words, a feeling of dread seized her.

		“Please don’t be a pink slip,” Milicent muttered to herself. She hated the idea of losing her job on the second day. And she doubted Heavenly Encounters would be willing to set her up with another job so soon after starting this one.

		Report to my office immediately, the note read. It was signed by the lead partner of the firm. Milicent felt despondent as she stood up and began her trek across the building. She knew she would be fired. It was not her first time losing her job by her own doing, but she had hoped that part of her life was behind her. Evidently, she was wrong.

		The walk through the building was not helped by the fact Milicent forgot to wear a bra. She had been so frantic trying to get ready, she simply forgot. Not that she especially needed a bra. Even with their size, Milicent’s breasts were perky and rode high on her chest. Given their size, a bra would not have helped much with the bouncing. The problem was how her nipples, still hard from the arousal she had built up that morning, tented her blouse, standing at attention so that all could see.

		As Milicent passed an empty conference room, she started thinking of ways she might be able to keep her job. The old her would have begged and pleaded, but she knew it would have done no good. However, now the situation was different. Milicent caught sight of her reflection in one of the conference room windows. Even with her rushed time spent getting ready in the morning, she still looked hot. Given her curves, it was hard not to. The question was whether there was a way to use her new body to her advantage.

		Nothing immediately came to mind as Milicent continued toward the lead partner’s office. She had never actually met Emelius Havershaw Thorndyke before, but it was clear around the firm that he was not a man to be trifled with. The idea of meeting him on her second day was more frightening than just being fired. Her supervisor firing her would have been much preferable.

		“Awe, you must be Milli,” Mr. Thorndyke’s secretary said. The woman gave Milicent an up and down look before her face hardened, making it clear what she thought of her style. It was not entirely Milicent’s fault she looked as she did. She was growing tired of the judgmental looks other women in the office gave her. At least the male attention was nice, but that no longer mattered. It seemed her days with the firm were not going to make it past two.

		“It’s Milicent,” she corrected. “I got a note saying to meet with Mr. Thorndyke.”

		“Yes, he’s expecting you,” the woman said. “Don’t expect your charms to work on him,” she added. “I’ve seen prettier girls than you throw themselves at him without him blinking.”

		“Thank you for the advice,” Milicent said with hesitation in her voice. She could not understand what she had done to make Mr. Thorndyke’s secretary mad at her. Not that the woman’s opinion meant anything. In a few minutes, Milicent would be out of a job again. At least she still had most of her payment from Heavenly Encounters left. She could live on that for several years if she was careful.

		“You can go in now,” the secretary said before she turned her attention back to Mr. Thorndyke’s schedule in front of her.

		“Thanks,” Milicent said, not knowing what else she could say. She moved past the secretary and knocked on Mr. Thorndyke’s office door.

		“Come,” Mr. Thorndyke said from his office.

		Milicent hesitated for a moment. A part of her wanted to run away. It would be easier to just quit than to face the man who was about to fire her. But Milicent was done running. She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what was to come and then pushed open the door.

		“Welcome, Milli,” Mr. Thorndyke said with a smile. Milicent was instantly confused. She did not even bother with correcting him about her name. She thought she was going to be fired, but the expression on Mr. Thorndyke’s face was nothing like what she had expected. “Please sit down,” he added, gesturing toward a chair across the desk from him.

		Milicent shuffled across the office and took the offered seat. She felt paralyzed by the man she sat before. His presence was so strong, she never bothered to look at the room around her.

		“Do you know why I summoned you here?” Mr. Thorndyke asked, his expression turning severe.

		“Um, because I was late this morning,” Milicent answered.

		“Very good. I suppose you do have a brain in there somewhere. I’ll be honest, I was surprised to see you when you were hired. I thought for sure one of the men had hired you hoping for a chance to fuck his secretary.”

		Milicent winced a little when Mr. Thorndyke said, “fuck.” She had not expected him to speak in such a manner. Otherwise, Milicent said nothing. She did not want to make him angrier than he already was.

		“I don’t think I’ve ever seen someone late on their second day of work,” Mr. Thorndyke continued. “Either you are a complete idiot or you have a valid excuse.”

		Milicent knew she was not an idiot, but she also knew she did not have an excuse for being late. Sleeping in on accident was not a good enough reason to keep her job.

		“I’m sorry, sir,” Milicent said, speaking her first words to the man who controlled her future. “It was an accident. If you give me a second chance, I promise it won’t happen again.”

		“The question I have is whether you deserve a second chance,” Mr. Thorndyke said. “From where I sit, your only value is your looks. And let me tell you, no matter how much eye candy you provide this firm, none of it makes up for you slacking off in your duties. Am I clear?”

		“Yes, sir,” Milicent said. She knew she was in the wrong and that she deserved to be fired. Hearing all of this from Mr. Thorndyke only solidified the idea in her mind that she was unfit for honest work.

		“You’re not defending yourself,” Mr. Thorndyke said. “I’m surprised in a way. I would have thought you would have passionately come to your own defense, argued for your job.”

		“I have nothing to say,” Milicent said. “I screwed up. I deserve to be fired.”

		“You’re leaving me no choice—”

		“Look, Mr. Thorndyke, sir,” Milicent interrupted while trying to look as deferential as possible. She was not even sure exactly what she was saying, nor had she planned her words. Milicent just said whatever came naturally to her. She acted on instinct. “I’m sure there is an arrangement that can be made. Like I said, my being late this morning was an accident. I hate to think that my mistake has caused you any trouble or stress. I’m sure that I can find some way of making all of this up to you and the firm.”

		“You do, do you?” Mr. Thorndyke said, stroking his chin as he thought about what Milicent had said. Not that she fully understood what she had said herself.

		“Yes, sir. I would do anything to keep my job. If I can’t work here, then I don’t know what I would do. This was supposed to be how I got my life back on track.”

		Mr. Thorndyke’s eyes lit up when Milicent said she would do anything. After that, his eyes glazed over as he thought of the possibilities. Milicent, however, noticed none of that. She was too busy trying to think of other ways she might be able to save her job.

		“Milli, I think we might be able to come to an arrangement.”

		“Really?” Milicent asked in surprise.

		“Yes. You were correct in saying that your mistake has caused me stress. Not only have I had to question your hiring, but I have had to question the abilities of those who work for me.”

		“What do you need me to do?”

		“Milli, I want you to suck my cock,” Mr. Thorndyke said, looking directly into Milicent’s eyes, showing he was completely serious.

		“Um,” Milicent started to say. Deep down, she knew this was wrong, but the fact was, if she fought Mr. Thorndyke on this, she was guaranteed to be fired. And if she did fight it, she was sure to blow through the rest of the money from Heavenly Encounters on legal fees. It was not worth it.

		“I don’t have all day, Milli,” Mr. Thorndyke said. “This is a one time chance. Either suck my cock or get the fuck out of the building.”

		“Um, yes, sir,” Milicent said as she dropped out of her seat onto her knees. She could not believe she was going to go through with it, but she knew she had no choice. As Milicent crawled her way around Mr. Thorndyke’s desk, she reasoned that this was a small price to pay to keep her job. The fact she had no memory of ever giving a blow job was secondary. She had a job to save.

		By the time Milicent had joined Mr. Thorndyke behind his desk, his pants were already around his ankles, his cock standing at attention. She had thought she would be repulsed by the sight. Her previous experiences with men had not been positive. But this time, it was different. Just seeing Mr. Thorndyke at full mast was enough to make her mouth water.

		“My you’re big,” Milicent said, trying to help her case.

		“Just suck it,” Mr. Thorndyke ordered.

		“Yes, sir,” Milicent responded before she bent down and took his hardness between her lips. Her eyes went wide as she tasted Mr. Thorndyke’s cock on her tongue. He tasted amazing.

		In her mind, Milicent was still savoring the new flavors as they danced across her tongue. However, without realizing she was doing it, her body went into action. Acting on a muscle memory she could not remember, Milicent suddenly found herself with Mr. Thorndyke’s cock buried deep in her throat as she slid his hardness in and out.

		“Oh, yes,” Mr. Thorndyke groaned as he ran his fingers through Milicent’s hair. “You are such a great cocksucker, Milli.”

		For a moment Milicent thought she should be offended. She had no previous memory of giving a blow job. Being called a cocksucker was an insult, not a compliment. But then her senses began to makes themselves known to her. It was more than just taste and smell. The feeling of Mr. Thorndyke’s cock sliding down into her throat was amazing. Milicent had expected pain and discomfort, but all she felt instead was pleasure from the knowledge of the pleasure she was giving Mr. Thorndyke.

		Milicent barely had time to contemplate the reasons for her own pleasure and satisfaction when Mr. Thorndyke’s cock twitched in her throat. Without thinking, she pulled back, keeping her lips wrapped around the head of his cock. If Milicent was surprised with what happened next, she showed no outward signs. Instead, she greedily sucked away as Mr. Thorndyke let loose a torrent of hot white cum, flooding her mouth to overflowing.

		“Mm, that is tasty,” Milicent said after swallowing the large load of cum.

		“That was the best blow job I’ve ever had,” Mr. Thorndyke said in surprise. “I may just have to get you transferred to my corner of the building.”

		“That sounds nice,” Milicent said absentmindedly. She was too busy scooping up a rivulet of cum that had escaped her lips back into her mouth to pay full attention to Mr. Thorndyke’s words.

		“That’s settled then,” Mr. Thorndyke said triumphantly. “You report to me first thing in the morning. As your reward, I’m giving you the afternoon off. But remember, don’t be late again.”

		“Yes, sir,” Milicent said with a confused expression on her face. She did not understand what had exactly happened. All she knew was she had saved her job and maybe got a promotion. It was hard to imagine her mistake had turned into a potential windfall.

		Milicent got up as Mr. Thorndyke pulled up his pants. She brushed off her knees and started for the door.

		“And Milli,” Mr. Thorndyke said before Milicent made it out of his office. “You did good today, but you should know I’m a demanding boss. I expect much more than this in the future.”

		“Yes, sir,” Milicent repeated before she closed the door behind her. She did not know what else to say. She was still coming to terms with the fact she had just sucked off Mr. Thorndyke to save her job and that she had liked it. Milicent was not ready for the thought of doing more, whatever more entailed.

		The moment Milicent was outside, she was struck by an insatiable need. Her encounter with Mr. Thorndyke had done more than just get him off. It had turnedher libido up to eleven. She needed relief and soon. She needed to get home.

		At every stop light, Milicent was forced to squeeze her thighs together, trying to hold back her own desires and wanton needs. She knew she needed to get off. It was a matter of finding relief for her body. Milicent was beginning to wonder if she could make it home in time. She was growing scared that she might end up wildly masturbating on the street. As much as her body liked that idea, Milicent saw that as equal to falling down the rabbit hole as she had with gambling. She hated the idea of replacing one compulsion with another.

		That was when Milicent saw it. It was a neon flashing sign down a dark and dirty side street. Milicent felt drawn to it like a moth to a flame. It only barely registered with her that the sign was for an adult store. Before she knew what was happening, Milicent was opening the door to the establishment.

		The store was dark and dirty, matching the street outside. Milicent eyed the rows of pornography. She didn’t need anything like that. Her body was more than enough to drive herself crazy. Milicent knew what she was looking for even though the thought of buying anything from the seedy store embarrassed her. However, she knew she needed help in satisfying her body.

		Milicent let her body operate on auto-pilot as she stalked around the store, filling a basket she had absentmindedly picked up by the door. From behind the counter a man wearing a dirty t-shirt and sweatpants watched her. She tried not to look at him, fearing what her body might do in the presence of a man.

		Milicent knew her body wanted to get fucked. It was obvious to her. And her body did not care who fucked it. Milicent, however, did care. She did not want to bend over for just any guy who was willing to shove his cock into her. She had standards.

		When Milicent finished filling her basket, she dumped everything out on the counter. The man rang everything up, placing all the various toys she had selected into a black plastic bag. Milicent took out a wad of cash from her purse and dropped it on the counter. “Keep the change,” she said as she picked up the bag and rushed for the door.

		Milicent knew she had been moments away from pulling up her skirt and offering herself to the clerk. Just being in the clerk’s presence had been enough to add to her need. It was two blocks more to her apartment. Milicent walked as fast as she could in her tall heels. The sooner she got home, the sooner she could give in to her body.

		Rushing almost made it all worse. To keep her balance, Milicent had been forced to exaggerate the sway of her hips. This only caused her tits to bounce all the more than they already did. The friction of her nipples sliding against the inside of her blouse only served to add to the fire burning inside of her.

		As soon as Milicent closed the door to her apartment, she dropped the bag of sex toys she had purchased and brought her hands up to her blouse. Rather than take the time to unbutton her top, she simply took hold of the thin fabric with both hands and pulled. Buttons went flying as her once form fitting blouse lay disheveled hanging off her shoulders, baring her tits to the cold air of the apartment.

		Within moments, Milicent had stripped herself bare, leaving only her high heels on. One hand went straight to her pussy, the other to the large orbs on her chest. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she leaned back against the door, unable to take the time to find a place to settle down.

		Milicent’s first orgasm came fast and hard, pulsing through her as she sank to the ground, unable to stand under the assault of pleasure. She only barely had the wherewithal to grab her bag of toys and retire to her bedroom for the rest of the afternoon to continue playing.

		The sun was already down when Milicent finally staggered into the kitchen. She was still naked except for her pair of wedge slides on her feet with her fluids dripping down her legs. Her pussy was finally tired after breaking in most of her sex toy purchases. Now what Milicent needed was water and food. She never did eat anything for lunch and she had lost a lot of fluids in her quest to satisfy her body’s urges.

		“Fuck that’s nice,” Milicent said after gulping down a big glass of cold water. Some of it spilled down her chest. Her nipples still found it in themselves to stiffen from the cold water.

		Glancing at the clock, Milicent knew she did not have time to cook a full meal. She figured her only option was to order delivery. Pizza seemed like it would be the easiest, especially given the late hour.

		Once the pizza was ordered, with the promise of delivery in half an hour, Milicent decided she needed to get herself cleaned up. While she was not going anywhere, she knew she would need to greet the delivery boy. That and the fact she did not want to track her juices all over the apartment.

		Milicent looked at herself in the mirror, trying to figure out what had happened to her. When she first left Heavenly Encounters nothing like this had happened. Her body did not feel the need to dominate her life like this. Her libido almost got her fired. Milicent did not want to even consider at the moment the fact she had promised additional sexual favors to keep her job.

		“Get a hold of yourself,” she told her reflection as she leaned on the counter, her large tits swinging below her. “You don’t have to be a slut. You can be a regular woman.” As much Milicent tried to look serious, there was something about her face that seemed to prevent it. There was something about her eyes and her lips that made it hard to take herself seriously.

		Milicent was still staring at her reflection when the doorbell rang. “Shit,” she called out as she scrambled to find something decent to wear. She ended up grabbing a nearby robe, throwing it on in a hurry.

		“Hi,” Milicent said as she opened the door, revealing a large man holding a pizza box. “Just put the pizza on the table.”

		“The amount is twenty dollars even,” the man said as he placed the pizza on the table.

		“Yeah, just a moment,” Milicent said as she turned and began rummaging through her purse looking for some cash.

		“Um, ma’am?” the man said. “You’re robe is a little stuck.”

		Milicent’s face turned red with embarrassment as the sensation of cold air on her ass reached her brain for the first time. The back of her robe had gotten caught in the belt.

		“Oh god, I’m terribly sorry,” Milicent said, pulling her robe down in the back. It was not long enough to cover much, making it that much easier to reveal her round ass. “I feel like such an idiot.”

		“It’s okay, really,” the man said, trying to be apologetic. “It could happen to anyone.”

		Something snapped in Milicent. Something about the embarrassment, the humiliation of her exposure, only served to turn her on. The fire that she had thought she had finally put out was back with a vengeance. Inwardly, Milicent was screaming at herself, but her actions betrayed those thoughts.

		“You know, that’s nice of you to say,” Milicent said as she sashayed across the room toward the man. She did not know his name, but she already knew he was going to fuck her. Her body was in complete control, acting on the memory of her past.

		“Are you sure?” the man asked. It seemed he too knew where this was all going.

		“If you have the time,” Milicent answered. “My pussy is just waiting to be filled by a hard cock. Tell me, do my tits make you hard.”

		Milicent opened her robe and let it fall back off her shoulders, sliding gracefully to the ground. The man took a moment to look her up and down, judging her perfect figure.

		“Fuck yes,” he said as he picked Milicent up by the hips and sat her on the table. Milicent pushed the pizza box aside as she laid back, preparing herself for the man that was about to fuck her.

		There was nothing slow or sensual to the carnal act. The man dropped his pants, revealing his large cock, sticking out ramrod straight. Milicent could barely see it over her vast cleavage, but she knew it was exactly what she needed.

		With no warning, the man rammed himself into Milicent’s waiting pussy, bottoming out inside of her on his first thrust. From there he began a rough and fast pace, mawing her tits when he had the chance. Milicent’s hands were too busy trying to hold on to the table, such was the force in which he fucked her, to do anything more. She was being fucked and it was better than all the time she had spent playing earlier.

		Milicent felt herself awash in pleasure and the rapture of orgasm as the man continued to pound away. Her screams of ecstasy were completely unintelligible. She could not be happier.

		Then the man stopped. Milicent looked up, wondering what happened. The man had pulled out. But then she saw him, jacking his cock over her, getting ready to blow his load all of over her. Milicent got up and positioned herself, holding her tits up as if she were presenting them to him.

		“Come on my tits,” she encouraged. “I want to feel your cum on my tits.”

		That seemed to be all it took. The man starting cum, spraying his hot seed across the tops of Milicent’s massive breasts. She was loving it.

		“Um, I’ve got to go,” the man said as soon as he was finished. He pulled his pants back up and started for the door.

		“Wait,” Milicent called after him.

		“You’re not going to call my boss are you?” he asked, suddenly fearful. “I need this job and can’t get fired.”

		“No,” Milicent said as she walked back over to her purse. “I still need to pay you.” She pulled two bills out of her purse and put them into the man’s shirt pocket. “Keep the change,” she added before sending the man out with a little pat on his ass. After satisfying her needs, she thought the extra twenty dollars she gave him was worth it.

		As Milicent got herself ready for work the next morning, she reminisced about her encounter with the pizza delivery man the night before. What she did was wrong. After he left, she ate a slice of pizza while mindlessly rubbing the man’s cum into her tits. It seemed natural at the time.

		As much as Milicent hated what she was doing, she could not deny how much she enjoyed it. Her body was no longer hers it seemed, but at the same time, she loved all the new sensations she had been experiencing. It was so easy to be the slut. Her body wanted it. Sometimes she wanted it. The question was whether letting the slut out was good.

		Milicent made sure she was early to work, reporting to Mr. Thorndyke’s office first thing. She was dressed in a button down sleeveless blouse that, given the way her tits tested the integrity of the fabric, only was just long enough to tuck into her black skirt that was shorter than anything she had worn yet to work. It had been hard figuring out what to wear. Milicent understood perfectly that her new role in the office was going to include offering her body to the male staff and maybe even the clients. She had accepted her fate. However, she had no idea how professional she should dress. Was it worth keeping up appearances?

		“Awe, Milli, so good to see you on time this morning,” Mr. Thorndyke said from behind his desk and Milicent stood in the doorway.

		“Yes, sir,” Milicent said.

		“Please come in,” Mr. Thorndyke said, waving her toward the same seat from yesterday. As she followed his directions, she was surprised he did not order her to her knees straight away. She had been expecting to start the day with another blow job.

		“Now, as you might imagine, a person like me is always going to do a full check on the people who work for me,” Mr. Thorndyke said. “I made some phone calls last night, doing some digging. That’s when I came across your involvement with Heavenly Encounters. I called them up and they gave me the whole rundown on your past with them and your recent release.”

		Milicent gulped at the thought of Mr. Thorndyke digging into her past, a past she did not remember.

		“I must say, I’m surprised I have not come across a company like this before,” Mr. Thorndyke continued. “It is just the sort of thing that would liven up my business trips. But that is not important right now. It is your future here with the firm that I want to talk to you about.

		“It appears I was a little testy with you yesterday. I want to make a change to the offer I made you. After speaking with the people at your former employer, I have become enraptured about the idea of Milli the bimbo. Even though, I realize, you have no memory of it, that was what you were for the past five years. I realize you have tried to put that past behind you and have a normal life.”

		“I’m not sure what you’re asking of me,” Milicent said. She was having a hard time keeping up with Mr. Thorndyke’s speech.

		“It’s quite simple. I am willing to employ Milli the bimbo, but not Milicent. If you are to continue here at my firm, you will be my personal plaything. As such, I will pay for everything for you. You will never need to worry about anything other than pleasing me and fucking whoever I say to fuck. You can finally give into the urges that have been plaguing you these last few days. It means no more fighting.”

		Milicent was shocked. She never thought she would be offered a life of servitude such as this. Milicent could remember a time when such a concept would have been repulsive. But so much had changed. It was clear her body had needs that she did not seem capable of dealing with properly. The question was whether she could give in and be Milli. More importantly, was it something she wanted?

		“Do I have time to think about it?” Milicent asked, hopeful she would have time to carefully weigh her options. The idea of having all of her expenses taken care of, even with her still sizable bank account, was pleasing. It would also take away the threat of relapsing in her gambling habit. Milli did not have a gambling problem, only Milicent did.

		“This is a one time offer,” Mr. Thorndyke said. “You have two choices. If you choose to be Milli, then you will walk through the door to my private office next door. If you choose to be Milicent, then you need to walk out the door and leave the building. It is that simple.”

		Milicent did not know what to do. She knew a normal person would turn down Mr. Thorndyke’s offer and walk out, probably calling the cops too. But Milicent was not a normal person. It had all been voluntary, but Heavenly Encounters changed her in more ways than one. She was left with an insatiable sexual appetite and a body built for a man’s pleasure. The sex just came naturally to her.

		It did not help that the last time Milicent came was with the pizza man the night before. She had wanted to cum before leaving for work, but she did not trust herself to stop at just one. She could not be late again. However, her sexual desires had only been building since last night’s tryst, making it hard to think straight. Who would not want a life full of orgasms?

		Milicent got up and walked toward the side door. As much as she hated the idea of losing herself inside of Milli, the prospect of safety and security was too much to pass up. The fact it meant she would probably get fucked straight away only helped to reaffirm her decision.

		“Good choice, Milli,” Mr. Thorndyke said as he followed her into his private office.

		Inside, it looked like a lavish studio apartment with a king size bed, a television and a small kitchen. It was to be Milli’s new office.

		“So how can I please you?” Milicent asked, trying her best to act like she assumed Milli would.

		“Pull your skirt up and get on your hands and knees on the bed,” Mr. Thorndyke ordered.

		Milicent followed her boss’ order, pulling up her skirt to reveal her black lace thong and then climbing up onto the bed. She was shaking with anticipation. For the first time, Milicent realized that this was what she wanted. She, not her body, wanted Mr. Thorndyke to fuck her.

		“Very nice. You have a great ass. Did you know that?”

		Milicent did not say anything. Mr. Thorndyke approached and slid his hand along one cheek, admiring its size and firmness. For a moment Milicent thought she might shirk away at Mr. Thorndyke’s touch, but she found the opposite to be true. She pushed back into his hand, encouraging his touch.

		“I think to consummate your new role in this firm, I am going to give you the ass fucking you need.” Mr. Thorndyke climbed on the bed behind Milicent, positioning himself. He reached up and pealed her thong down over her shapely rear. “I don’t think you’re going to be needing those anymore. I always want you available to me.”

		Milicent swallowed hard, taking in her new rules as she prepared for an entirely new kind of penetration. Milli had probably done this many times, but for Milicent, this was a new experience.

		“And I think when I’m not using your ass, you should keep it plugged. That will help keep you ready.”

		Again, Milicent made a mental note to get a butt plug. Actually, she would check to see if any of her purchases yesterday would suffice. She had not gone through it all yet.

		Milicent’s eyes went wide as she felt the feeling of something cold at her rear entrance. It was lube that Mr. Thorndyke was pushing into her with his finger.

		“There, that should do it,” Mr. Thorndyke said as he wiped his hands on the back of Milicent’s blouse. Then he grabbed her hips with both hands and pushed himself into her ass.

		Milicent had thought it would hurt. It did not. In fact, it felt even better than the pizza man the night before. Mr. Thorndyke started out slow, but when it became apparent that he started to thrust in and out of Milicent’s ass with gusto.

		“Oh yes, oh yes,” Milicent chanted with every thrust of the cock inside of her. She loved the full feeling of having her ass filled with cock.

		As Mr. Thorndyke’s actions grew faster and harder, the Milicent’s pleasure only built and built. Her moans of pleasure grew more and more erratic, becoming unintelligible. With one particularly powerful thrust, Milicent’s arms collapsed beneath her, leaving her face down and ass up and Mr. Thorndyke continued pounding into her.

		Milicent could feel her orgasm approaching. She was sure it would finally hit her when she felt her boss spray his seed into her ass. A bimbo always came with her master.

		And that was when Milicent realized the truth. She was no longer Milicent. Milicent would never let herself be put in this situation. She would never wantonly fuck anyone who wanted her. She was Milli now. She was a bimbo and Mr. Thorndyke was her owner.

		Milli came with Mr. Thorndyke. After shooting rope after rope of cum into Milli’s ass, they both collapsed in orgasmic ecstasy, passing out form the pleasure. When Milli awoke, she stretched lazily, enjoying the after shocks from her climax while her ass tingled with use.

		She looked at her owner with reverence. Mr. Thorndyke was so nice to take her in and fuck her like that. Wanting to please him, Milli took his cock into her mouth, cleaning him, but also hoping to get him hard again so she could get another fucking.

		“Your such a good bimbo, Milli,” Mr. Thorndyke said, patting her blonde head. “I’m so glad you agreed to join me.”

		Milli beamed at the compliment.

		As the day and weeks and months rolled on, Milli became a regular fixture in Mr. Thorndyke’s private office. It was not uncommon for her to spend an entire week there. The business deals Mr. Thorndyke was able to set up for his clients were greatly helped by Milli’s enthusiasm and sexual prowess.

		Mr. Thorndyke still had his wife and family to go home to, but occasionally, he would bring Milli home with him for some added spice in the bedroom. It turned out she was just as good a pussy eater as she was a cocksucker.

		Milli’s dress code gradually changed. As her role in the firm became accepted, she stopped trying to appear professional. Her job was to look pretty and fuckable. Devastating cleavage, bare midriffs and bare legs became the norm. Underwear, except for special lingerie had been removed from her wardrobe.

		Over time, Milli’s awareness of anything that did not involve Mr. Thorndyke faded. She was a bimbo now. Milli embraced her developing ditziness, giggling brainlessly whenever she was faced with something she did not understand. Her entire purpose was to please Mr. Thorndyke. Nothing else mattered. And from all signals, Mr. Thorndyke approved of the vapid bimbo Milli had become.

		On one of the few nights that Mr. Thorndyke had to be home with his family and no one at the firm had been able to take her home for the night, Milli found herself alone in her apartment, apart from all of her toys. She was about to practice her deep throating skills (not that she needed it) when a stray thought popped into her head. She remembered being upset as Dr. Rogers explained what had happened to her. It took her a moment to recognize the bad feelings, since as a bimbo she was perpetually happy.

		“I’m so glad my body remembered how to be a bimbo,” Milli said out loud. “I love it.”
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