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   I was down to my last five hundred dollars the day I saw the job ad online: “Busy executive seeks personal assistant to answer emails, call clients, and run errands. Additional tasks may be required at his discretion. Generous salary. Female preferred. Please send photo.”
 
   Of course, that should have been a red flag - why did I need to send a photo? Regardless, I was desperate to make some money. I told myself that if the guy was old and creepy, I didn’t have to take the job. It was worth checking out. I sent my resume and a professional-looking photo.
 
   About a week later, I got a phone call.
 
   “Hi, is this Claudia Gill?”
 
   “Yes. Who’s calling?”
 
   “My name is Roger Black. I’m the Senior Vice President of Gorvox Financial Services. You responded to an ad I posted online, and I’d like for you to come in for an interview.”
 
   I found it a little strange that Roger Black himself was calling me, and not a secretary. I pushed aside my doubts. My funds were running low, and I needed a job desperately.
 
   “That’s great! I’m definitely available and interested.”
 
   “Good to hear. You can stop by my office at noon tomorrow and we’ll discuss the position.”
 
   He gave me an address and I mentally prepared myself for my interview. I was going to emphasize all of my good qualities - I was a hard worker, detail-oriented, extremely organized…Mr. Black would see that I was the best personal assistant money could buy.
 
   The next morning, I picked out my most professional outfit - a button-down blouse, a knee-length pencil skirt, and black pumps - and excitedly headed over to the address Mr. Black had given me.
 
   To my surprise, it wasn’t an office building. This was Mr. Black’s apartment. I began to wonder if this was a good idea.
 
   “Excuse me…” I asked the security guard in the building’s lobby. “Is there a Roger Black who lives in this building?”
 
   The guard smiled. “You have the right place.”
 
   “It seems a little strange that he gave me this address. I have an interview with him…”
 
   “Mr. Black controls the tenth floor of this building. That’s his private business headquarters.”
 
   I was relieved. I rode the elevator up to the tenth floor and found myself in a dimly-lit corridor. I knocked on the door and within moments, a beautiful woman opened it. She was a slim, tall blonde in a skimpy dress that showed off her ample cleavage. “Are you Claudia Gill?” she asked me, looking me up and down scornfully. I suddenly felt under-dressed for the occasion.
 
   “Y-yes,” I stammered. Who was this supermodel?
 
   “I’m Mr. Black’s secretary, Kyra. Follow me.”
 
   Mr. Black’s business suite was beautiful, with luxurious furnishings and decorations. As Kyra led me past conference rooms and offices with clear glass doors, I saw that she wasn’t the only sexy woman here. In fact, all of the women working were wearing revealing clothes, impractical stilettos, and tons of make-up.
 
   “Do any other men work here?” I asked curiously.
 
   Kyra laughed. “Just Mr. Black! You know, he hasn’t hired anyone new in a long time. I was a little surprised when he fired his last personal assistant.”
 
   I gulped. “Why was she fired?”
 
   The secretary smiled. “She wasn’t satisfying him.”
 
   I was about to ask what she meant by that, but Kyra ushered me into Mr. Black’s office and quickly exited, shutting the door behind her. The boss himself was sitting at his desk going over paperwork.
 
   “Good afternoon,” he said to me. Mr. Black was a rather handsome man, with sandy hair and captivating eyes.
 
   I felt myself blush slightly. No wonder the women who worked here were all dressed to the nines. Even though only one man worked here, he was certainly worth the trouble.
 
   “Have a seat,” he said. “Miss Gill - ”
 
   “You can call me Claudia,” I said, before quickly realizing that I shouldn’t have interrupted my potential future boss. “Oh, I didn’t meant to interrupt…”
 
   He laughed. “That’s all right, Claudia. You can call me…Mr. Black. Now, I’ve read over your resume, and I must say, you’re definitely qualified for this position.”
 
   My heartbeat quickened. “That’s wonderful! If you hire me, I promise I’ll be reliable and work hard and - ”
 
   “I wasn’t finished.” The coldness in his voice stopped my dead in my tracks. “Claudia, the truth of the matter is, I don’t care about your qualifications. The reason you’re here is because you seem like the kind of girl who will do anything and everything her boss tells her to.”
 
   I wasn’t sure how to respond to that comment.
 
   “Now, before you ask…yes, I only hire women. Why? Because as a man, I have needs, and I like to be able to satisfy those needs at any time of day. I’ve never been married. I couldn’t tie myself to one woman. Instead, I prefer to keep my options open.”
 
   My eyes widened. “I - I really don’t think I can work here…” I stammered.
 
   “Hold on, Claudia. I’m not finished yet.” His decisive, commanding tone silenced me. I sat still, gazing into his striking eyes. He was decidedly authoritative and charismatic. “I pay all of my employees a generous salary and offer excellent benefits. Someone with your lackluster qualifications will never find a better-paying job.”
 
   I was about to ask how much he paid his assistants, and as if he could read my mind, he scribbled down a figure on a piece of paper and slid it across the table. I gasped when I read it. I’d been hoping to find a job to cover my rent and bills. But with the money he was offering, I’d be set for life.
 
   Mr. Black continued, “The only catch, so to speak, is that you’ll have to follow the rules.” He handed me a large, spiral-bound book. “My last personal assistant couldn’t cut it, and I had to let her go. Keep in mind, this role is a bit more physically demanding than some of the others. But…” Here, he examined my body carefully. “…you look young and willing. I think you can handle it.”
 
   I felt torn. This man was asking me to perform sexual favors in exchange for money. How could I do that? Then again, if I worked for him for a month and quit, I’d already have made plenty of money to support myself while I looked for another job. If things were really bad, I could quit after a week. I was under no obligation to stay.
 
   “I can see your little brain thinking,” Mr. Black said condescendingly. “Claudia, you seem like a reasonably intelligent girl, but this job is less about your mind and more about your body. Don’t think so much. Do what feels right…”
 
   He was so handsome and authoritative, I found myself nodding. “I’ll take the job.”
 
   “Excellent.” He smiled. “You’ll find your dress code requirements on page one. If you arrive tomorrow dressed properly, we can begin.”
 
   I was slightly afraid, but quivering with excitement. All I could think about was the money. Not to mention the fact that Mr. Black was incredibly handsome. Any girl would fantasize about having a boss like him.
 
   That evening, as I read through the rule book, I realized that I may have bitten off a little more than I could chew. Mr. Black’s assistant was required to be a completely submissive plaything. While his accountant and secretary and business analyst simply had to serve his sexual needs a set number of times per week, I was expected to be sexually available all day, every day.
 
   Every sex act was fair game. If Mr. Black wanted me to give him a blowjob underneath his desk while he chatted with a client overseas, I would have to do it. If Mr. Black desired anal sex, I would have to bend over and make my ass available to him. He could spank, slap, and dominate me if he so desired. I’d also have to dumb myself down, speak in a soft, feminine voice, and wear revealing clothes that emphasized by breasts and butt. If I really wanted this job, I would have to turn myself into a submissive, sexy bimbo.
 
   I slammed the book shut and went to sleep. Maybe I was making a big mistake…
 
    
 
   The next morning, I woke up to hear my phone ringing. “Claudia, I have some good news.”
 
   “Who is this?” I asked.
 
   “It’s Kyra!” the woman said brightly. “Mr. Black instructed me to assist you with your clothes today. He said you might need some help.”
 
   I was still half-asleep. “All right. Sure, yeah…”
 
   “I’ll see you at 9.”
 
   I glanced at my phone. It was already 8:30! I leaped out of bed, brushed my teeth, and arrived at the office in the nick of time.
 
   My heart pounded as I headed up to the tenth floor. Kyra greeted me. “We have to hurry…” she said. “Mr. Black is very horny today. He can’t wait to see your new look.”
 
   I nodded. I had to stay calm. Everything I knew about life was getting turned upside-down.
 
   Kyra pulled me into a room and said, “Get undressed! Hurry.”
 
   I removed my clothes and stood there in my underwear. She examined my body carefully, opening a duffel bag filled with clothes. “These are some of my old things. You can have them, if you’d like. They don’t fit me anymore, since I got my boob job.” She glanced down at her huge breasts - I should have known they were fake. “And between you and me, that underwear has to go…Mr. Black will want you in a sexy thong. And make sure you wax your pussy regularly. It’s one of his rules.”
 
   I didn’t know what to say. Kyra handed me a tight black miniskirt that barely covered my ass and a white crop top. “Go out and buy some push-up bras, too,” Kyra said, scrutinizing my figure. I felt incredibly self-conscious. “Mr. Black loves big tits.”
 
   “Then why did he hire me?” I cried.
 
   She smiled. “You look like a sweet, innocent girl. Mr. Black likes to turn good girls into sluts. You should have seen me when I started here - I was a flat-chested brunette and I never wore make-up. Mr. Black changed that quickly. He paid for the boob job and everything. He’ll probably buy you one, too.”
 
   Plastic surgery? How ridiculous! I liked my body, and I had no desire to go under the knife in order to be someone’s obedient, sexed-up personal assistant.
 
   “Kyra…could you tell me what happened to his last assistant?”
 
   She lowered her voice. “It was really sad, actually. She worked here for over a year. At first, Mr. Black loved her. She was a fun toy for him. After a few months, she got huge implants - tits and ass - and collagen injections in her lips, and she basically rode his dick all day. We were all so jealous of her. Then, one day…he couldn’t get hard when he was with her. Simple as that. Nothing she did turned him on anymore. I think he just got tired of her. He likes to keep his options open, so he let her go. In a way, Mr. Black likes when a girl is nice and innocent. The transformation is what keeps things interesting for him.”
 
   “And what about you, Kyra? Are you still transforming?” Kyra looked absolutely beautiful. She didn’t need anything else done, in my opinion.
 
   “Well…” Kyra hesitated. “Mr. Black has been encouraging me to get a labiaplasty. And bigger breast implants. As long as he pays for it all, I’m happy.”
 
   Happy? How could she be happy when a man was using his money to get her to bend to his will? How could she submit to so many unnecessary operations?
 
   “You’re beautiful,” I said. “Please don’t change anything else about yourself!”
 
   Kyra sighed. “I know I can be sexier. If I can’t make Mr. Black’s dick hard, then I’m not doing a good job. I want to be perfect for him.”
 
   My coworker applied my mascara, eyeshadow, and lipstick. “You look hot!” she said, standing back to get a better look at me. “Here are some sexier shoes - they’ll really pull the whole look together.”
 
   I stared at my reflection in the clear glass door. I was dressed like a slut and wearing way too much make-up.
 
   “Hurry up! Mr. Black’s waiting for you.”
 
   I headed to my boss’s office. My heels were so high, I felt like I was going to topple over. I was embarrassed to be wearing such a revealing shirt, and even though my breasts weren’t that big, I was self-conscious about my visible cleavage. If I bent over even an inch, my skirt would ride up, revealing my black panties. I felt completely vulnerable.
 
   Mr. Black’s eyes lit up when he saw me. “Claudia!” he said. “Kyra did such a good job with you, my little whore-in-training.”
 
   I looked at the floor shyly. “I’m not used to dressing like this…”
 
   “I know,” he said. “It’s turning me on to see how shy you are. You’re not used to displaying your body like this, and it’s obvious. Since you’re nervous, I’ll make your first day nice and easy.”
 
   Mr. Black looked even more attractive today. And he spoke with such authority, I had to obey him. I kept telling myself that once I got my first paycheck, I’d be out of here. I’d run and never look back…
 
   “Do you have any questions about the rules?” I thought for a moment. “Well, for one thing - ”
 
   “Change your tone. You sound too serious. I don't want a serious assistant…I want a sexy one.” He smiled.
 
   I did my best to sound like a bubbly bimbo. “Mr. Black, it’s a lot to think about…”
 
   “Yes, you had to read a lot. It must have been difficult for you,” he said softly. He glanced at my breasts. “You have such small breasts, Claudia. If you do a good job this week, then I’ll get you an enhancement.”
 
   I didn’t know what to say. “I’m not sure how to respond to that,” I said meekly.
 
   “Say thank you,” Mr. Black replied coolly.
 
   “Thank you, Mr. Black.”
 
   He approached me, circling me like a shark, his deep eyes examining me from head to toe. Suddenly, my boss wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close, holding my head against his broad chest. “I just want to take care of you,” he murmured.
 
   I gazed up at him longingly. How could this man go from cruel and calculating to loving and romantic so swiftly? And why was I so willing to obey him? It wasn’t only his attractive appearance that drew me in. Mr. Black was the kind of man I’d secretly always wanted in my life - dominant, self-assured, controlling. If I continued to work here, I would never have to think for myself again. He would take care of everything, as long as I followed his rules.
 
   “Do you want to kiss me?” he asked.
 
   I bit my lip. “Maybe…”
 
   Mr. Black kissed me with passion, stroking my hair tenderly. I melted in his arms. In this instant, he made me feel more desired than I had ever felt before.
 
   “Here is what we’re going to do today,” he said gently. “You’re going to make some phone calls so you can practice speaking to our corporate clients.”
 
   So far, so good.
 
   He instructed me to stand next to his desk. I secretly wished I could sit down because my high heels were getting uncomfortable, but I didn’t argue. Mr. Black sat down in his comfortable chair and handed me a list of phone numbers and a script. “Go through the script and ask them all of these questions.”
 
   I nodded slowly. Piece of cake. I dialed the first number. “Hello, is this Ms. Gates?”
 
   “Watch your tone of voice!” Mr. Black hissed.
 
   I corrected myself and started to speak in a high, feminine voice. “Hello, Ms. Gates. My name is Claudia Gill and I’m calling from Roger Black’s office…”
 
   As I spoke, Mr. Black reached over and began to stroke my thighs. My voice trembled, but I went on. His fingers reached up and under my skirt, caressing my inner thighs and then, slowly, stroking my pussy through my panties.
 
   I couldn’t stand it. “Th-thank you, Ms. Gates,” I said, my voice quavering. “We’ll get in touch tomorrow.”
 
   I hung up the phone and Mr. Black said, “Go on. The next number.”
 
   I called the second number on the list. This time, Mr. Black reached beneath my skirt and slowly slid my panties down my legs. I did my best to follow the script, but the client must have noticed my breaths becoming quicker as my boss’s fingers began to stroke my inner thighs and then gently stroked my pussy. I had to do everything in my power not to moan audibly.
 
   After that call was over, Mr. Black said, “Take off your skirt.”
 
   I pulled it down and began the next call. I was completely exposed now. Mr. Black could see my entire pussy. As I talked to the client, he reached behind me, stroking my bare ass and then sliding his index finger into my wet pussy. I gasped. In response, he slapped my ass.
 
   “Behave yourself!” he snapped.
 
   I managed to regain my composure in spite of his sensual touch. He was doing everything he could to provoke me, and I had to stay strong.
 
   I had finally gotten to the last number on the list. I closed my eyes, bracing myself for what was to come. “Hello, Mr. Smith. My name is Claudia Gill and I’m…”
 
   At that moment, I felt Mr. Black’s wet tongue come into contact with my exposed clitoris. Instinctively, I opened my mouth and let out a soft moan.
 
   “Everything all right?” the man on the phone asked.
 
   “Y-yes, sir,” I said sweetly. Mr. Black began running his long tongue in circles around my clit. I kept my eyes closed tight. Instinctively, my pussy strained towards Mr. Black’s mouth. I felt his hands grab me by the hips as he buried his head between my legs and began to eat me out eagerly.
 
   “Mr. Smith, we have a very special offer if you’re interested in renewing your con - con - contract…oh, God…” I breathed.
 
   I heard Mr. Black’s voice. “Tell him how horny you are.”
 
   “I’m so, so horny.”
 
   It felt good to say it out loud.
 
   “Tell him how wet you are,” Mr. Black continued.
 
   “I’m soaking wet, Mr. Smith. I - I need to go.”
 
   I hung up the phone and opened my eyes. Mr. Black stood up. “Very, very good, Claudia.”
 
   “Is that it?” I asked. My boss had brought me so close to climax, and I was desperate to finish. It was cruel of him to tease me for so long.
 
   A minute later, the phone rang. He picked it up. I began to walk away but he pulled me back. “Stand still!” he whispered. I obeyed, and he began to finger my pussy as he spoke on the phone.
 
   “Hello, Mr. Smith,” Mr. Black said calmly. “Ah, yes…that was my assistant. She’s on her break right now. What do you mean, she was speaking inappropriately? Oh, wow…thank you for letting me know. She’ll need to be disciplined for that.”
 
   He hung up. “Mr. Smith didn’t like the way you spoke to him on the phone. He thought that was very, very unprofessional,” Mr. Black said angrily. “What do you have to say for yourself, Claudia?”
 
   At that moment, I began to orgasm. Mr. Black’s fingers worked my pussy and I moaned loudly, my body trembling. He kissed me on the lips. “You’re such a naughty, naughty girl,” he said, pulling my hair. His breath was hot on my skin, and his eyes stared into mine. “Yes…I think I made the right choice hiring you. You’re very easy to manipulate.”
 
   I took a few deep breaths. I was almost unable to speak. “Mr. Black, you’re so…cruel…”
 
   He laughed. “Silly girl. Go take your lunch break. When you come back, we’ll have even more fun.”
 
   I wondered what he meant by more fun. Even though my boss had humiliated me - the client who had heard me moaning on the phone knew my full name and everything - I was completely turned on by Mr. Black’s little games. No one had ever made me cum like that. I was putty in his hands.
 
   After lunch, Mr. Black was yelling on the phone. I cautiously entered his office and he didn’t seem to notice me. When he did, he gestured for me to crawl under his desk. I hesitated and he glared. Quickly, I crouched down on the floor and crawled beneath the desk. As he continued to speak to his client, his voice filled with anger, he unbuckled his belt and pushed my head towards his crotch. Mr. Black whipped out his dick and shoved it in my mouth. He was angry at the person on the phone, but he was taking out his aggression on me by forcing me to suck his cock.
 
   His huge member filled my mouth and I gagged slightly as he pushed it in deeper and deeper. For some reason, I really wanted to please him. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and used my tongue to further stimulate his shaft as he face fucked me. Mr. Black pushed my head forward to control the speed and depth of the blowjob. I’d never had to suck anyone off like this. Oddly enough, I was starting to get wet all over again as my head bobbed up and down on his dick. These shows of dominance were really turning me on.
 
   Finally, after a series of quick thrusts, Mr. Black came, exploding in my mouth. It was a huge load. He was silent for a minute. I could hear the voice on the other end of the line saying, “Hello? Mr. Black, are you there?”
 
   Finally, removing his dick from my mouth, my boss said, “I’m here. I guess everything’s settled now. We’ll be in touch.” He hung up and sighed, catching his breath. I climbed out from under the desk and wiped the corners of my mouth.
 
   Mr. Black didn’t even look at me. “Go find Kyra. She’ll have some assignments for you.”
 
   I was almost disappointed that he was sending me away now. Then again, since he had just cum, he probably had no interest in using my body again for the time being. Even though he had just used my body like an object for his own pleasure, I was left wanting more. I wanted him to want him. I craved Mr. Black’s touch.
 
   I wasn’t only thinking about the money now. I wanted to get my boss nice and hard. I wanted to satisfy his every need. How quickly he had changed my mind about this whole dirty arrangement. As long as he took care of me, I would do whatever I could to please him.
 
    
 
   As the weeks went on, the games got more intense. Mr. Black had a cruel streak. Sometimes, when he was angry at a coworker or client, he took out his rage on me. “Get on the desk!” he’d say. I’d climb up and get on my hands and knees, and he’d lift up my short skirt and spank my ass so hard, I’d be red for hours. I got so wet when he did this.
 
   Mr. Black also liked to tease me, using his fingers and tongue to bring me closer and closer to orgasm and then suddenly stopping, pulling away. He knew it drove me crazy and that I couldn’t focus on anything else until, finally, he brought me to a shuddering, satisfying orgasm.
 
   I got jealous when he paid attention to his other female employees. One day, I walked into his office to find Kyra giving him a blowjob, her pretty lips wrapped around his dick. He was stroking her long, blonde hair and grunting. His eyes met mine and he said, “Come here and give me a kiss.” We made out as Kyra continued to blow him. He pulled out and came all over her face. She eagerly licked the cum off her lips. “I have the best employees in the world,” Mr. Black said, laughing. At this point, we were so used to being degraded, there was nothing strange about being sex toys for our boss to play with.
 
   Eventually, my boss made arrangements for me to have plastic surgery. I was willing and eager to change my body for him. Besides, I wanted to be the hottest girl in the office. I was tired of feeling insecure because of my small breasts, relatively flat ass, and thin lips.
 
   After the procedures, I was a new woman. I looked like a living sex doll with a stunning hourglass figure. My new ass was round and firm. My new tits were gigantic and perky. I got lip injections to give myself a sexy pout. As Kyra had suggested, I got my pussy waxed regularly and only wore sexy lingerie and skin-tight clothes that emphasized my figure.
 
   As I got sexier, I noticed my personality was starting to change. The fake ditzy voice I had been using started to become my normal voice. I couldn’t sound intelligent even if I tried. And whenever I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I didn’t see a hard-working, dependable, bright woman. Instead, I saw an easy slut. I looked like a bimbo with big tits and no intelligence. As a result, mentally, I became a dumb bimbo.
 
   But I didn’t mind. I was making a ton of money as Mr. Black’s sexy assistant. The day I unveiled my new body to him, I wore a tight blouse with half the buttons undone so that my enormous breasts threatened to pop out, along with a micro-mini skirt and sky high stilettos. When I entered the office, the other women gasped.
 
   Kyra, once my ally, seemed a bit jealous. Her large breasts were small in comparison to mine, and this made her insecure. “I think you made a mistake, getting tits that big,” she said bitterly.
 
   “Why?” I asked sweetly, thrusting out my chest to make them look even bigger.
 
   “Once your tits are that big, you have nowhere to go from there…Mr. Black will get tired of you, and then you’ll be out the door. Just like his last assistant.” Kyra smirked.
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied airily.
 
   I headed to Mr. Black’s office. He wasn’t there. I sat on his desk, perched on the edge, and crossed my legs, waiting patiently for him to enter the room.
 
   At long last, my hot boss arrived. He stopped dead in his tracks when he saw me.
 
   “Claudia…” he murmured.
 
   “What do you need me to do, Mr. Black?” I asked softly.
 
   He approached me and began to feel my new parts with eager hands. “Great tits…nice, firm ass…” (Here, he gave my butt a sharp slap.) “Sexy lips. Excellent choice of wardrobe. Claudia, my dear…you’re the perfect bimbo now. My little bimbo assistant...”
 
   I beamed. “I’m ready to do anything you want, Mr. Black. Now that you’re here, I’m already starting to get wet…”
 
   Mr. Black swiftly ripped my blouse off, then my bra. My big tits sprung out, bouncing freely. He began to kiss and caress them, burying his face between them and inhaling deeply. He sucked on my hard nipples and made me moan.
 
   Then, Mr. Black tugged off my skirt and lacy thong. He buried his face in my pussy and I gasped with pleasure as his tongue feverishly swirled around my clit. He licked my slick pussy eagerly, and my body started to quiver.
 
   Then my boss took off his pants began to jerk himself off while staring at my body. I felt like a total sex object. I only existed to turn this man on.
 
   “You were such a good girl,” he said, breathing heavily. “And now, look at you. You’re like my hot, dirty personal porn star…you’re not going to use your hot body to get fucked by other guys, are you?”
 
   “Never,” I said. “I promise. My pussy belongs to you.”
 
   This obviously pleased him. He got hard and said, “Yes…your pussy is all mine.”
 
   He began to kiss me, shoving his tongue in my mouth aggressively, and pushed me down onto the desk. Before I knew it, his hard, throbbing member was sliding easily into my wet pussy, and he was drilling me hard and fast, alternately kissing my lips and talking dirty inches away from my face: “Good slut. Take it…you dirty whore…”
 
   My body jolted from his hard thrusts.
 
   As he fucked me, I heard the door open. I glanced over and saw Kyra entering. She stared at us. Without missing a beat, Mr. Black turned and said, “Get the fuck over here.”
 
   She came over to the desk and automatically undressed, rubbing her clit furiously as she watched Mr. Black pound my pussy. He lifted his head and she came closer to him, thrusting her tits in his face. His mouth encircled each of her nipples and he gazed up at her. His cock was still fucking my pussy, but he was paying attention to Kyra now. I was jealous. I began to moan loudly. “Harder, Mr. Black! Fuck me harder…”
 
   Mr. Black suddenly climbed off me and pushed Kyra to the floor, sticking his dick in her mouth and face fucking her. She moaned and kept playing with her pussy.
 
   “Claudia!” Mr. Black said. “Eat Kyra’s pussy.”
 
   I climbed off the desk and lowered myself onto the floor, forcing my head between their bodies and tentatively licking Kyra’s wet pussy. She moaned, and Mr. Black began to fuck her mouth harder and faster.
 
   “My good girls,” he said, pumping away.
 
   When he got tired of Kyra’s mouth, he said to me, “Lie down.” I obeyed, and he began to fuck my big tits. Kyra continued to watch and masturbate. Not wanting to be left out, she maneuvered herself so that now she was eating me out. Her tongue eagerly lapped at my clit, and I gasped with pleasure. Finally, Mr. Black’s body began to tremble. I could tell he was getting close. He grunted as he thrust hard and fast between my giant breasts, which were covered in sweat from exertion. Finally, he came hard, shooting a huge load across my chest. At that moment, Kyra’s mouth on my pussy made me explode with pleasure. My entire body shuddered with ecstasy as I reached climax.
 
   Mr. Black stood up and began to get dressed. I didn’t know what to say. Kyra, too, was speechless.
 
   “I’ve been thinking…maybe I need two personal assistants.”
 
   Kyra’s eyes lit up.
 
   “Kyra, I’ll arrange for you to get some more plastic surgery. I think this position will suit you well. And Claudia…it’s been a pleasure watching you grow and change. I knew you would be perfect for this job.”
 
   I thought it was a little unfair that I would have to share my special role with Kyra. Then again, she had done so much to help me when I started here, giving me sexy clothes and good advice. And she’d done such an amazing job eating my pussy…
 
   I didn’t know if my boss would soon get tired of my body. If he did, I would need to figure out where else a hot, dumb bimbo could work. But with two sexy personal assistants for him to dominate and play with, he would have twice as much fun.
 
   I found it comical how obsessed I was with Mr. Black’s pleasure. I didn’t even care if I came. As long as I got his dick hard, I was happy. My transformation was complete. I’d sacrificed my intelligence and my sense of self for this man’s pleasure. I’d gotten extreme plastic surgery so that I was barely recognizable. I could no longer think for myself. There was no going back now.
 
    
 
   Thanks for reading! If you liked this story, you'll love some
 
   of my other naughty bimbofication and transformation tales, like...
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   Hot Body: Becoming the Billionaire's Bimbo
 
   Erin can’t figure out why a rich, successful guy like Darren would be interested in her. After all, she’s a rather ordinary-looking young woman. Darren could date any gorgeous supermodel in the world, but for some reason, he’s courting sensible bookworm Erin. It turns out the billionaire is looking for his perfect sugar baby, and with a few modifications, Erin could become the submissive, busty bimbo of his dreams. If she willingly turns herself into a sex object, undergoing extreme plastic surgery and submitting to degrading acts, she’ll never have to work another day in her life 
 
    
 
   Will Erin give in to Darren’s twisted desires to become the hot blonde bimbo he desires? And what will happen when Darren decides to share Erin with a handsome black football player?
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   Trophy Wife: A Bimbofication Story
 
   Marissa and Steve have the perfect marriage. But when Steve's old friend John and John's sexy blonde trophy wife, Stacy, come over for dinner, Steve begins to wonder what his own wife would look like as a hot, submissive bimbo... 
 
   Gradually, Steve convinces Marissa to transform himself. And when he gets a big promotion at work, he can't wait to put the money towards Marissa's plastic surgery makeover. She's willing to do anything to make her husband happy, even if it means dumbing herself down and turning herself into a slutty sex object. When Marissa unveils her new and improved body, will Steve finally be satisfied? And what will happen when the new, naughty Marissa attracts the attention of Steve's handsome coworker?
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   The Bimbo Instructor
 
   When shy Kayla meets her neighbor Brielle, a sexy, alluring blonde, she becomes fascinated with rumors that Brielle has slept with every man in town. Secretly, plain Kayla wishes she could be as innately sensual as the sex goddess down the street. Brielle offers to share her secrets - in fact, she teaches a special course for average women just like Kayla, teaching them how to act like sexy, submissive bimbos. 
 
    
 
   Kayla enrolls and begins her intense mental and physical training. Little by little, her walls are broken down as she is forced to perform degrading acts and get used by men. And with the help of some magic pills, she develops a sexy body to match her new bimbo mindset. But will Kayla ever be able to reconcile her lustful feelings for her instructor with her desire to please men?
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   The Bimbo Machine
 
   When a new spa opens in Cassie’s town, she’s excited to treat herself to a day of relaxation. After all, it’s her birthday. But once she gets there, she realizes that this spa isn’t normal, and the “special treatment” its handsome owner, Paul, offers is a full-blown bimbo transformation. As Cassie watches the patented “Bimbo Machine” transform ordinary young women into busty, ditzy nymphomaniacs, she anxiously waits for her turn to arrive. When Cassie finally enters the machine, her body and life are changed forever. She emerges with a voluptuous, sexy body and immediately seeks the physical release she craves. Luckily, Paul is more than ready to accommodate her needs. 
 
    
 
   But Cassie still isn’t satisfied with her body. She wants to be even hotter, so she sneaks into the Bimbo Machine for a second transformation. And when she emerges, there are two hot men waiting for her, ready and willing to use her new body for their pleasure...
 
    
 
   Follow me on Amazon so you never miss a new release!
 
   Valentina DiMarco on Amazon
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
MY BIMBO
ASSISTANT

Valentina DiMarco





images/00002.jpeg
TROPHY WIFE





images/00001.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





