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		Introduction

		

		Welcome to the first book in the Office Bimbo Series. At the time of publication, there are a planned three books in the series, all featuring women becoming bimbos at the office.

		The second book in the Office Bimbo Series is called The Lawyer. Look for it soon.
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		Erin sat at the conference table, nervous. Her heart pounded in her chest, her hands were clammy. This was a big day. It was the first day of her summer internship. It was, she hoped, the first day of what would be a long and lucrative career.

		There were four other interns sitting at the conference table, waiting, just like Erin. The only difference between Erin and the others was Erin was a woman. The other four were men.

		The gender gap was no surprise. In so many ways, the world of high finance was still a man’s domain. Or so it seemed when looking at the firms Erin had applied to. Erin was very much interested in breaking the glass ceiling. Or, in this case, she wanted to learn from and possibly follow in the footsteps of a woman who truly had broken barriers, at least when it came to Thatcher Capital.

		Susan Richardson had blazed a trail across the west coast, garnering accolades and significant wealth along the way. If Erin could just learn from her, she would be happy. The opportunity to learn from her and actually ride along on her coat tails was even better.

		The quintet of interns were waiting for their assignments. Each one of them was to be assigned a mentor. Erin, of course, was hoping she would be paired with Susan. It seemed like a natural pairing. It was women helping women. That was how it was supposed to be.

		“All right, everyone,” the COO said as he walked into the conference room, rubbing his hands together. “I’m Mike. You can call me Mike. Although it’s unlike you’ll actually get to talk to me while you’re working here unless you turn out to be the second coming of Jesus. Even then, you would have to be bringing in lots of money for me to fucking care about that.”

		Erin was not surprised by Mike’s brashness. As soon as she had been offered the internship, she had researched every employee she could find listed for Thatcher Capital. She wanted to know everything, not just about the business, which there was a lot to learn, but about the people too. It was not just about what she knew at the end of the internship, but who she knew. Relationships were important, even if it would be another year before she could cash those relationships in.

		Erin had only finished her junior year of college. This summer internship would prepare her for her future, but she would need to return to school for one last year before she could strike out for herself. That was, unless she did so well in her internship that she was offered a job straight away. Not that Erin was expecting that. But she knew several of the big traders at Thatcher Capital had not actually finished their degrees. They had already shown the aptitude and further education was not deemed important. Of that, Erin could only dream.

		“As you know, each of you will be assigned a mentor during your time with us,” Mike continued. “There is no trading. If you don’t like who you’ve been assigned to, that’s just tough cookies. You can go fuck yourself over it for all I care. So here are the assignments. Logan, you’re paired with Susan. Erin, you get Jim.”

		After that, Erin stopped listening. It did not matter who Dru, Timothy, or Javier were assigned to. All that mattered was that Erin would not get the opportunity to learn from her idol. And from what Mike said, there was no recourse. Erin was going to be stuck with this Jim fellow.

		Of all the employees at Thatcher Capital, Erin knew the least about Jim. He seemed to be good at his job. No one had anything bad to say about him. But he also was not an all-star like some of the other potential mentors. And he was certainly no Susan Richardson.

		Already defeated, Erin’s shoulders drooped and she lost the enthusiasm she had started the day with. Only the nervousness remained, although even her heart had stopped racing. This was a disappointment that she would need to get over. That was all. And she knew she could do that. There had been greater obstacles in her life before this. In comparison, this was a minor inconvenience. And there was no doubt that Erin would get the chance to learn from Susan, even if Jim was her mentor.

		“Not that any of you will be meeting with your mentors yet,” Mike continued, drawing Erin’s attention back. “There are a few details to sort out, as well as some paperwork for you to all sign. You know, like non-disclosure agreements and the like. Not to mention your employment contracts.”

		Despite the fact they were interns, they were still getting paid for their work. And Erin signed the paperwork without question. She scanned over everything, but it appeared to mostly be boilerplate material. There was nothing out of the ordinary that she spotted. And of course, there was nothing odd about the contracts and paperwork. The oddness would come later.
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		“I ’m ready for my meeting, sir,” Erin said as she stood in the doorway to Jim’s office. His eyes were glued to the computer monitor in front of him as he carefully tracked a stock price.

		“Just a moment,” Jim mumbled as he continued to watch the monitor.

		Erin knew better than to say anything more. She knew exactly what he was doing. The end of the market day was fast approaching. There were only minutes left until the closing bell.

		“There,” Jim said with a smug look on his face. “I love it when I make big returns.”

		Erin smiled, happy for her mentor. She could only hope that some trading control would be given to her by the end of the summer. She wanted to get her hands dirty and get in on the action, even if she was technically just making recommendations and not actually trading. There were rules and laws about such things. Still, the thrill of trading was a huge lure to her. This was where she was meant to be.

		“Erin,” Jim finally said, turning his attention toward his mentee standing in the doorway to his office. “It’s good to finally get a chance to meet you. Let me grab my coat and we can walk out to a little place I like to conduct meetings at.”

		In her first week, Erin and the other interns had mostly gone through orientation and training. Until now, they had not even had a chance to speak with their mentors. Those mentors, Jim in Erin’s case, were going to act as the interns’ bosses over the summer. Jim was Erin’s boss and she definitely did not want to disappoint him, at least at the start. She wanted them to get off on the right foot. If he wanted to conduct their meetings outside the office, who was she to complain?

		“Sure thing,” Erin said.

		It was June, which in some places of the country meant it could be warm if not hot. That was not true here. Spring sometimes extended into July, leaving June cool and sometimes wet. Thankfully, it was not raining, but the temperature was cool enough where a jacket might be needed. Erin did not have to worry about that. She was dressed completely professionally, wearing a suit jacket over her white blouse and black slacks. That was more than enough to keep her warm for a brief walk outside in the middle of the day.

		“I always prefer holding meetings like these outside the office,” Jim explained as they walked out of the building together.

		In the week that Erin had been working at Thatcher Capital, she had tried to get a reading on what Jim was like. He seemed a bit strange to him, but she could not put her finger on exactly what made him so. There was a bit of a creepiness factor. She felt he looked at people with a leer, as if he was trying to size people up. For what, Erin could not figure out. All she knew was that there was something different about Jim that she could not explain.

		Jim led Erin into the bar next to the Thatcher Capital office. “You’re 21, aren’t you?” Jim suddenly asked as they stepped into the dimly lit bar.

		“Since last month,” Erin answered. Not that she had only spent a month of her life going to bars or drinking. She might have been a serious college student, but she still knew how to have fun. And it was easy enough to get past a bouncer at the door if she really wanted to. Not that she had pushed her luck in that regard often. Erin was no lush. It was just that she and her friends knew how to have fun every once in a while.

		“Good,” Jim said. He waved to the bartender then held up two fingers. Erin could only assume he was ordering for her. What he was ordering remained a mystery, however. “As usual, my booth is empty.”

		Jim led Erin to a quiet corner of the bar. She sat across from him in the booth, the faux leather creaking as she sat down.

		“Why a bar?” Erin asked, curious as to why Jim would bring her here of all places. This was not a fancy bar. Jim could have probably bought the place with his monthly salary. It was dark and seedy. It almost felt like Jim thought he was slumming it by choosing to meet there.

		“To get you started on learning how real business is conducted,” Jim answered.

		Just then the bartender arrived with two martini glasses, filled with clear liquid. The martini put in front of Erin had two olives in it. The other was neat. “The sandwiches will be another couple minutes.”

		“Good, good,” Jim said. He pulled out a wad of bills and slid several across the table for the bartender. “Keep the change, as usual.”

		“Yes, sir,” the bartender said, smiling.

		“Um, it’s the middle of the workday,” Erin protested at the sight of alcohol.

		“What?” Jim countered. “You’ve never heard of a three-martini lunch. That’s where the real business deals go down. It’s time you get used to that and build up your tolerance. Drink up.”

		“But my workday isn’t over yet,” Erin pushed.

		“Look, Erin, you might not know this yet, but there are two facts you should know right now. First, the official trading day ends here at one, thanks to the marvels of time zones. That gives us a little freedom. Second, every intern I have ever mentored has been offered a full time job at the end of the summer. I’m the only mentor who can say that. In fact, no other mentor has ever had an intern offered a job here at Thatcher Capital before. You might not understand the way I do things around here, but if you do what I say, you won’t have to worry about your senior year. If you really want to graduate, you can finish your classes online, all while working at Thatcher. It’s that simple.”

		Erin sat there stunned with that news. She had not been expecting to hear that. Yes, she had been disappointed by not being paired with Susan, but it seemed she might have just lucked out by being assigned to Jim. She might not get the mentor she wanted, but she might just get an even bigger dream made reality. And if Erin was employed at Thatcher Capital full time in the fall, she would get to work alongside Susan, which was probably just as good. This really seemed to be a winning situation. The window had been shut but the door had been opened instead. And the door was much preferable over the window.

		“Now drink up,” Jim said. “And eat those olives. They’re good for you.”

		With the good news, Erin was much more willing to go along with Jim’s directions. She happily sipped her martini. And she ate the olives as he had recommended. Erin had never been much of an olive fan before, but she had to admit that these were good. They had been stuffed with something that made them especially tasty.

		“Well, you look like you have potential,” Jim said as their meeting began to wind down. They had chatted, getting to know each other. There was little business actually discussed. Nor did Jim make it clear what roles he wanted Erin to take on in the next week. She had a list she had wanted to discuss, but under the building pressure in her head, a function of the alcohol in her system, she simply forgot to mention anything. It was much easier to listen.

		“Although, I must say,” Jim continued. “I’m kind of surprised you feel the need to hide the fact you are a natural blonde.”

		Erin looked at Jim confused. Then she looked down and held her hair, which flowed down just past her shoulders, up to her eyes. It was brown, just like she had remembered it being. She did not have blonde hair, did she?

		“Your roots are showing,” Jim said, noticing Erin’s confusion. “You can have whatever color hair you want. But I’ve always found in this line of work it really helps to know who you are and to be confident in that. If you’re a natural blonde, embrace that. Trust me. No one will look down on you just because you have blonde hair. At least no one at Thatcher Capital.”

		“Um, okay,” Erin said, still confused. She was certain she did not have blonde hair, but after drinking a martini, she was not exactly sure of anything at the moment. She felt a bit woozy. She could not imagine drinking three martinis and returning to work in a functioning state. How did people do it?

		“Well, that’s it for the day,” Jim said. “Why don’t you take the rest of the day off? You can figure out what you’re going to do with your hair.”

		“Um, thanks,” Erin said, still confused. Jim pulled out a couple more bills and dropped them on the table. Then he got up and walked out, leaving Erin behind to figure everything out.
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		Erin waited until she got home to look at her hair. She really could not remember ever dying her hair, but she felt so confused.

		She walked into her small apartment, a cheap studio she managed to rent fully furnished for the summer. Erin dropped her bag by the door and walked straight into the bathroom so that she could get a look at her reflection.

		“Weird,” Erin said as she easily spotted the blonde roots at the top of her head. It did not make sense. Why would she have been dying her hair brown all this time? And why would she have not gotten her roots touched up right before starting the most important role she had held in her young life so far. This internship was too important to show up in her first week with her hair looking less than its best.

		A few minutes later, after staring at her reflection for longer than she imagined was necessary, Erin finally reached a conclusion. “Jim is right,” she told herself. “There’s nothing wrong with being blonde. I’m going to dye my hair back this weekend.”

		She went on to spend the rest of her day looking at salon reviews online, trying to find a salon that could fit her in over the weekend for a dye job, but not be so expensive that it broke the bank. The internship paid money, but she had not actually been paid yet. Until then, money was a little tight after paying out a month’s worth of rent for the deposit on her apartment, in addition to the actual first month of rent. Her bank account did not show zero, but it was close.
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		Walking into the office Monday morning, Erin enjoyed the looks she got from her coworkers. The other interns were especially interested in the change in Erin’s appearance. They had a hard time stopping themselves from openly staring at her.

		The weekend salon appointment had gone well, but the stylist had a hard time matching the hair color of her roots. Even two days later, Erin had a feeling the stylist went too dark with her hair. Still, it felt good to be blonde again. She could not understand why she ever dyed her hair darker in the first place. It made no sense.

		At work, Erin did her best to avoid paying the stares any attention. She had a job to do. However, she was disappointed to find herself mostly playing the role of a personal assistant for Jim. While the other interns seemed to be getting their hands dirty with some basic trading research and analysis, Jim kept her away from all of that. Instead, it was her job to do things like get him coffee or to send out for lunch. He even seemed to have her running personal errands for him.

		By the end of the week, Erin was tired and bored. More than that, she was disappointed that she was not being given the same opportunities as the other interns. Was it because she was a woman?

		Luckily, Erin had her next mentor meeting with Jim at the end of the week. Again, he took her to the bar next door. This time, he held up three fingers to the bartender when they walked in. Erin had no idea what that meant.

		“So, what do you think of your second week?” Jim asked as Erin got settled in the same spot as last week.

		Erin sighed, unsure of how to respond. Jim was her boss, but she also felt like she was not being given the opportunity to showcase her talents. Instead, she was being treated like an errand girl.

		Before Erin could finish formulating an answer, however, the martinis arrived.

		“I’ll have your sandwiches in a moment,” the bartender said.

		Just like last week, Jim pulled out several bills and handed them to the bartender.

		Erin looked down at the drink in front of her. It looked just as it did last week, only this time there were three olives instead of two. Was that what the fingers were about? Was Jim signaling to the bartender how many olives he wanted put in her drink?

		However, it was only Erin’s drink that featured olives. Jim’s martini was olive free, just like last week.

		“Drink up,” Jim said, raising his glass.

		Erin followed suit, picking up her glass and clinking it against her mentor’s. She took a sip, a longer sip than she had last week to start. That part she was more accustomed to.

		It was only when Erin had drunk about half of her martini and already eaten one of the olives that Jim resumed their conversation. “Everything going okay this week?”

		This was the moment Erin had been waiting for and just like before, she felt unprepared to ask her question properly. The alcohol, which was now just starting to hit her system, did not help matters.

		“Why aren’t I doing any of the research and analysis work the other interns are doing?” Erin finally asked. She figured the only way she was going to get her question out, let alone get an answer, was if she was direct.

		Jim sat back and smiled, looking perfectly calm with the situation. “Because I don’t think you need it. I know you better than you know yourself, I think. Your records show you don’t need to worry about all that stuff. And besides, none of those interns are going to get a job offer at the end of the summer like you will. You just keep doing as you’re told and doing your absolute best with any and every task you are assigned and I guarantee that you will have a very lucrative job offer by the end of the summer. You just have to trust me. My methods might be unorthodox, but they get results.”

		This time it was Erin who sat back. She felt somewhat stunned. Jim seemed like such an easy going guy, but his explanation made her feel silly with herself for even questioning him. If he was going to get her a job offer, who was she to argue.

		Erin drained the rest of her martini and ate the two remaining olives just as their sandwiches arrived. She was surprised at how much she liked the olives.

		“I’ll have another round of martinis in a few moments,” the bartender said.

		Jim passed him a few more bills before the pair started eating their lunches. Conversation was again slow. Not that Erin had much to say. She was still embarrassed from questioning Jim’s plan for her. She felt much better knowing that he had big plans for her.

		The second martini arrived without olives, which Erin was a little disappointed in, but she was not about to ask about them. She already felt as if she had learned her lesson about asking questions. It was better to avoid them.

		“Can I give you some advice?” Jim asked after they had finished their meals.

		“Of course,” Erin said as she swayed slightly back and forth. Her balance was off from the alcohol.

		“I think you need to take yourself a little less seriously,” Jim said.

		“I do?”

		“I mean, look at you. You’re wearing a suit to the office. You’re the most formally dressed person in the office. Not even Bobby dresses as formally as you do and he’s the wealthiest person you’ll probably ever meet.”

		Erin nodded her head in understanding.

		“Be more casual,” Jim continued. “That includes your clothes and how you interact with people. Hell, you could even flirt a little and it wouldn’t hurt anything.”

		Erin silently took in all this information. Could she do what Jim had requested? The clothes would be easy enough. Erin did not wear her business suits outside of work. But could she be more casual with the other employees at the office? Could she actually flirt with them? She supposed she could at least try. Whatever it took to get a job offer at the end of the summer. That had become her new goal. And with Jim’s guidance, she knew she was going to get it.
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		Returning to the office after a two-martini lunch left Erin all but useless. She was not drunk, but she was definitely buzzed. Although that seemed to help her be more casual in the way she interacted with her coworkers. The rest of the day seemed to almost float by.

		It did help that Erin immediately made a change to her outfit. She shrugged off the suit jacket and unbuttoned a few buttons on her blouse. She was not showing anything inappropriate, but it was closer to the casual look that Jim had encouraged. She even rolled up her sleeves.

		However, that afternoon in the office was just a prelude of what was to come the next week. When Erin showed up to the office on Monday, she wore a fitted t-shirt and a pair of jeans. She was certainly more comfortable around the office. She fit in with how most of the other people were dressed. She also got fewer looks out on the street when she went out to get food or coffee orders. She was just another person. She did not attract attention to the fact she worked at a business that made a lot of money.

		Socially, the Erin that returned to work Friday afternoon seemed more at home than the one who showed up on Monday. The alcohol had helped Erin relax and go with the flow. She had smiled wider and even flirted lightly with her coworkers as she got them coffee or whatever else they needed. Without that buzz, Erin found she needed to force herself to smile. She had to force herself to practically coo over her coworkers. But as much as she had to focus on that aspect of her performance, there was little doubt that her coworkers appreciated her effort.

		No one appreciated Erin’s effort as much as the other interns. They were all excited to see the improvements Erin was making in herself. And after the first day when she caught Javier trying to look down her top when she leaned over, she decided it would be best if she wore lower-cut tops from then on. She knew she had a weekend of shopping to do.
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		When Erin joined Jim for another Friday lunch at the bar, she was not surprised by any of Jim’s actions. He ordered her a three-olive martini again, which she was more than happy to drink. She had been looking forward to this time away from the office all morning.

		The problem had arisen when Erin arrived at the office that morning and realized her outfit for the day was a bit more casual than she had intended. Namely, her top was a little short, leaving a few inches of her midriff bare. Outside of work, this was not a problem. But she felt it was entirely out of place in the working environment. Erin had almost returned home to change, but as soon as she had arrived, she had been put to work, doing mundane, but necessary, assignments. There was no opportunity to go home and change.

		“I have to commend you,” Jim said as Erin munched on one of the olives from her martini. “You really took my suggestions last week to heart. There is definitely hope for you yet.”

		Erin blushed at the compliment. She was not used to getting them, having always been so focused on, first, her school work and, now, her internship. Technically, Jim’s suggestion that she be more casual at the office was internship related, but it did not directly apply to the work she performed. It was ancillary, but it served as a reminder that Erin needed to look at the big picture and not get hung up on the little things.

		It did not take long before Erin had finished off her first martini, including the three olives it had come with. There was something about them that she was beginning to love. Maybe it was the pimento instead of the olive that did it for her. Whatever the reason, she found them tasty and a welcome component to her lunch meetings with her mentor.

		“Do you mind if I ask you a semi-personal question?” Jim asked just as their food arrived. The bartender promised a second round of martinis would shortly follow.

		“Go ahead,” Erin answered as she began to eat the chips that came with the sandwich.

		“Why did you apply for the Thatcher Capital internship? Surely there must have been other opportunities for you.”

		“I did it because Susan works here,” Erin answered honestly. “I probably wouldn’t have done it if it weren’t for her. I guess you could say I’ve idolized her a bit.”

		Erin’s smile started to falter. Her genuine happiness at getting to work in the same office as Susan Richardson still made her happy, but the opportunity had thus far not lived up to her hopes.

		“But you’re finding out your idol isn’t who you thought she would be?” Jim guessed.

		“I suppose you could say that,” Erin answered. “She just, I don’t know. She isn’t the kind and welcoming person I had assumed she would be. I’d seen her talks from a couple conferences, but I guess that doesn’t tell you who the real person is.”

		“If it’s any consolation, I can tell you that you have a lot of promise here at Thatcher Capital. I wouldn’t let Susan’s attitude get you down. There are reasons why she is the way she is. Trust me, I know. Not that it would be appropriate for me to share private details like that. But I will tell you this, you were quite right to wear that top. You may not realize it, but you have a very nice waist. Susan would probably kill to have a narrow waist like yours. I mean, sometimes I wonder if you’re wearing a corset, but you’re clearly not. You’ve really hit the genetic lottery there and that’s something Susan will never have.”

		Erin’s smile started to return. This whole time she had idolized Susan and thought of her as perfect, but now with Jim’s help, she had come to realize that there were some areas where she was better than Susan. Sure, having a thin waist did little to earn money in finance, but it was still something. And if Jim felt she needed to show off the fact she had such a thin waist, she was not going to argue.

		As lunch wound down, Erin was a little disappointed that Jim did not order a third martini. Clearly, that was the goal. By the end of the summer, she hoped they would be having a proper three-martini lunch for their meetings. Of course, this was only their third meeting, so there was still time. But it was important for Erin to reach that point. She was positive of that.
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		It had been a good thing that Erin had held off shopping until the weekend. Her needs had changed following her recent lunch with Jim. Now she felt the need to always highlight how small her waist was.

		The odd part was Erin felt like she had conflicting memories about her waist. A part of her remembered never liking the fact her torso formed two straight lines from her ribcage down to her hips. She looked almost boyish in that regard.

		Yet, as she looked at her reflection in the mirror, she could not deny the fact her waist was quite narrow. It really helped emphasize an hourglass shape for her, even if she did not actually have much in the way of classically feminine endowments.

		“Don’t think about the stuff that doesn’t make sense,” Erin told herself. She liked what she saw in the mirror and she was definitely going to enjoy her feminine waist. No memories of being bigger through the middle were going to sideline her and keep her from working toward her goal of getting that job offer at the end of the summer.

		With Jim’s approval, Erin’s shopping trip became very much focused on highlighting her narrow waist. Everything she bought hugged her body, making it easier to show off her best asset. That was assuming the top or dress actually covered her midriff. Since Jim seemed so complimentary of Friday’s outfit, Erin decided to push things a little further. There were several cropped tops that made it into her shopping bags.

		There was still a hint of doubt in Erin’s mind as she was shopping. Something about this did not seem right. However, she placated those concerns with the knowledge that even if her midriff-baring tops were ultimately deemed inappropriate for the office, she could still wear them at home and on the weekends. Or on dates, if she ever had any.

		Not that Erin was looking for male companionship. She had always been too serious in school to think too much about boys. Yet, as she focused on being more casual in her work relationships, Erin wondered what it would be like to actually have a boyfriend. Could she balance work and romance? At the very least, a little experience flirting with a guy might help her in the office. She only ever seemed acceptably flirtatious immediately after her lunch meetings with Jim. And those meetings only happened once per week.

		It was Monday that Erin decided she really wanted to test the office dress code, of which there was not an actual policy set forth. At least there was not a strict policy, from what Erin had learned. When she walked into the office Monday morning, she did so wearing a white cropped tank top with wide straps and a low enough neckline to keep the other interns happy. There was a solid hand’s width of skin visible before her black pencil skirt started.

		When choosing her outfit, Erin had figured it would be easier to pass off a more revealing outfit if it was more formal. That was the reason for the skirt. She usually avoided wearing skirts, but it did add a certain amount of class to the outfit, something that would have otherwise been missing. The only problem was Erin had to wear heels with the outfit.

		But themselves, high heels were not an issue for Erin. She had worn them at a variety of events over the years. However, she had never enjoyed wearing them and she hated walking in them. Completing her first takeout order of the day brought that fact to the front of her mind. Walking down the street carrying a tray of drinks, Erin nearly tripped twice. Thankfully she managed to avoid spilling anything.

		“Maybe I’ll have high heels figured out by the end of the summer too,” Erin told herself. It seemed like a nice personal goal to go along with her career goal.
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		By the time the next Friday came, Erin was finding her new style to be a lot of fun. She had never felt like she had anything worth showing off, but now she had blonde hair and a tiny waist to highlight. It was a strange situation, but not an unpleasant one.

		However, more and more, Erin found herself comparing herself to the others at the office. Yes, she was only the second woman at the office after Susan, but she could not help but feel that she was overdoing it a little bit with her outfits. Susan may have dressed casually, but she never dared bare much skin. She kept an aura of professionalism that Erin simply was not matching. Not that she felt the need to completely match her idol. After all, Susan could only feel envy about Erin’s waist.

		When Erin and Jim sat down for their weekly lunch, it took no time at all for her to down her first martini. She saved the two olives for last, munching on them happily while their lunches were prepared.

		“How do you feel things are going?” Jim asked once Erin had finished eating the olives from her martini. Normally, watching someone down a drink so quickly, especially at lunch, was a signal that the day was not going well. But with Erin, that was harder to tell, especially given how much she enjoyed the olives in those martinis.

		“I feel like I’m falling behind,” Erin lamented as she pulled on her top. It was an off-the-shoulder peasant blouse that also left several inches of her waist bare. It had a tendency to slip a little, probably having been designed for a more well-endowed woman. Erin simply did not have the chest necessary to keep it from slipping. Not that she was at risk of flashing anyone. It just sat lower on her than it was supposed to.

		“What do you mean?” Jim asked. “You have been performing all your tasks admirably.”

		“Thanks,” Erin said, blushing again at the compliment. “But it’s not that. I keep comparing myself to the other interns and I can see how they are really diving deep into the financial data. Did you know that Dru actually made trade recommendations this week? Why don’t I get to do that sort of stuff?”

		Before Jim could answer, the bartender brought Erin another martini. This time it featured another two olives.

		Erin dove in on her second martini, drinking it almost as fast as her first. Really, her interest lay in the olives, but she did not want to fish them out with her fingers or even a fork. That seemed classless. Instead, she quickly downed the alcohol and then let the olives slip past her thin lips.

		“You really should not be comparing what you do to what the other interns are doing,” Jim said once Erin had swallowed the olives. “You don’t need to concern yourself with anything the other interns or really any of the staff are doing. You just need to remember that if you keep following my advice, you will be the only intern in this year’s class that gets a job offer. That’s what you’re working toward.”

		“I know,” Erin said, pouting. “It’s just hard to ignore that they’re doing what I feel like I should be doing.”

		“Trust me,” Jim said. “If I thought you needed practice with anything they are doing, I would have you doing it. But I don’t. You’re on the right path. You just need to keep focused and keep doing as I tell you.”

		“I suppose you’re right,” Erin said.

		At that moment, their meals arrived, the bartender delivering their sandwiches.

		“Would you like another martini?” he asked.

		Jim waved the bartender off. “Maybe next week.”

		The bartender nodded his head and then walked back to the bar. Erin was not sure if she should risk a third martini anyway. She had drunk her first two so fast that she was only just now beginning to feel the first one, it seemed.

		“And just so you know,” Jim said as Erin started to eat her sandwich, “if you were really concerned about comparing yourself to others, you would be wearing lipstick or lipgloss to highlight your lips. I can’t say I’ve ever seen anyone with such plump lips in person before.”

		Erin frowned for a moment. Her lips? She could not. Remember them being big before. She had always thought her lips were thin. Something about Jim’s comment did not seem right, but she could not bring herself to argue, especially as the second martini started to hit her.

		From Jim’s perspective, he enjoyed watching Erin’s lips slowly inflate as she ate her meal. She seemed completely unaware of her changing body. He really did love how just a few choice words during their lunches could completely change her. Not that he was going to push things too fast. Even with the special ingredients of her martinis, Erin would eventually catch on if he pushed her too fast.

		But what Jim liked the most was watching how Erin started licking her lips with increasing frequency. In every moment, her lips seemed a constant size, but she was slowly becoming obsessed with them. He knew she was conflicted, but that did not stop him from enjoying the improvements with each passing moment. He very much enjoyed his job and everything that came with it.
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		Returning to work after lunch, the only thing Erin noticed was how much more the interns seemed to stare at her. She paid no attention to what they were doing. Their tasks were unimportant to her now. And as Jim had made it clear to her on numerous occasions, they were not the future of Thatcher Capital. Erin was, at least to a degree.

		However, it was when Erin returned to her apartment that evening that she began to come to terms with her conflicting memories over her lips. She had once had thin lips. That much was clear to her. There were too many memories of her with thin lips to completely ignore.

		And then there were the photos. Even relatively recent photos showed her as she once remembered herself. But those photos no longer lined up with the image Erin saw in the mirror. She had plump and juicy lips now.

		“How could I forget all the filler I got?” Erin asked her reflection. It was the only explanation for the change to her body. While she might have won the genetic lottery in the waist department, there was only one way to get the lips she now sported.

		It had been a present for herself when she made the dean’s list for the fifth straight semester. As much as she had never cared about financial incentives for her academic successes, she had always been given such incentives. Normally she saved all that money each term, but after her fifth straight time making the list, she decided it was worth it to reward herself.

		The filler was expensive enough that Erin had been forced to drain her bank account more than she would have liked. That was why she could only afford a studio apartment, rather than a one bedroom.

		However, it was not just that the filler was expensive. It turned out that Erin had developed a bit of an addiction for it. After each visit to the clinic, she always felt like she wanted more. It was pure luck that Erin had reached her desired size at the same time her funds ran out. She could only hope that her internship money would be enough to give her another boost at the end of the summer. She figured that was when some of the filler would start to break down. But that was all in the future. Erin was focused on the present and that meant doing exactly what Jim told her to do so she could get the job offer. That was all that mattered.
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		Erin had taken to wearing a different shade of lipstick everyday of the week. The weekend after Jim complimented her lips, she had splurged at the makeup counter, running up her credit card bills so that she could better display her lips.

		The cost of makeup seemed like a small price to pay after she had spent all that money on lip fillers. Luckily, the internship paid her enough money to keep her properly outfitted. She did not know what she would do otherwise.

		Erin had even started rating the different shades of lipstick she wore each day by how many times she noticed guys staring at her lips. By the end of the week, the data was already clear. Pink was the preferred color most of the time, although Erin was fully aware that her outfit and her activities also affected what color she wore. A fancy party required red lipstick, but the casualness of the office was better complemented with pink.

		As Erin sat down with Jim at the bar for their usual Friday meeting, she no longer had any complaints about what she had been tasked with doing each day. Her responsibilities had even expanded into some light filing. There were SEC regulations to follow and those regulations required paperwork. Erin had finally proved herself enough to be given access to those files. Not that she was interested with what was inside of them. That was the work of the traders and other employees. She was not bothered by their work. She was only focused on her own work.

		“You seem to be enjoying yourself more now,” Jim commented as Erin sipped on her first martini. She did not feel the need to drink this one nearly as fast as she had last week. Part of that was because she was looking forward to Jim ordering her a third martini.

		Erin had never been someone who was interested in drinking at work or even day drinking. However, she had treated Jim’s preference for the three-martini lunch as a goal to be achieved. Of course, Erin had no assumptions that three martinis during a lunch hour would make her anything but very drunk, but if Jim believed these sorts of meetings were important for her future career, then who was she to argue. A little Friday afternoon drunkenness never hurt anyone, or so she assumed.

		“I think I’m finally getting the hang of this job,” Erin responded before she grabbed an olive out of her glass with her tongue. She could not wait to finish her drink before eating the olives this time. Jim smiled as she swallowed down her first.

		“That’s great to hear. This business really isn’t that hard once you get the hang of it. I’m sure by the end of the summer you’ll be impressing everyone with your skills and knowledge.”

		Erin beamed at the prediction. That was exactly what she wanted. And with Jim’s guidance, she knew everyone would be impressed with her by the end.

		Much like the week before, the bartender waited to bring their food until after he had brought them a second round of martinis. Erin was happy to see that there were another two olives in that one as well. At some point she was going to have to ask what made the olives so delicious, but she was afraid it was a secret or something and that her asking would make both her and Jim look bad. Maybe she would ask at the end of her internship. That seemed like a good time. To find out the truth.

		“You know,” Jim said after Erin had swallowed the last of her olives in her second martini, “I’ve been thinking about how to take you to the next level. And I think I’ve figured out what you need to do, but there’s no easy way to say it.”

		Erin looked into Jim’s eyes with extreme focus. She listened intently, wanting every ounce of knowledge he could bestow upon her. There was nothing she would not do to take herself to the next level. Whatever it took, she was in. She would swallow her pride and do whatever demeaning task was required of her.

		“Here, let me put it this way,” Jim said, clearly uncomfortable. He felt this was the moment that would set up all the rest. If he could navigate Erin through this transition, he felt confident he could get her all the way to the end. “You know that you are a sexy woman.”

		Erin sat up straight in surprise. That was not what she expected to hear from her mentor.

		“I mean, it’s clear you try to hide it, but it shows through even now,” Jim added.

		Erin relaxed a little and then looked down at her current outfit. She had chosen to wear a dress today. It hugged her figure tightly, leaving little to the imagination. But it also sported several cutouts around her middle. There was nothing scandalous about it, but it was not exactly a dress one normal wore in an office environment. It was more the kind of dress Erin might wear to a party, if she was ever invited to such a thing.

		“All I’m saying is having confidence in your appearance is important,” Jim continued. “You seem like someone who is more confident when you dress with sex in mind. If that means your skirts need to be a little shorter and your heels a little higher, that’s fine.”

		“It is?” Erin asked. All of a sudden, it felt as if a whole world was being opened up to her. Her life gained a whole new meaning. She was a sexual creature and it only made sense for her to show that in the way that she dressed. Sex was on her mind. Always.
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		When Erin returned to the office from her lunch meeting, she had a different air about her. Her hips swayed when she walked. Even. Her stride had become more of a strut. Her clothes, her movements, were all supposed to help her show off the fact that she was a sexy young woman who loved the sexual interplay between herself and anyone who was interested.

		Of course, any doubts that Erin might have had about her sexual awakening were muted by the third martini now flowing through her system. There was not a lot of work that she could do with her remaining hours, but no one seemed to mind.

		It was only at the end of the day, just as Erin was getting ready to leave, that something surprising happened.

		“Hey, Erin,” Logan said. “I was wondering…”

		Erin looked up from where she was sitting and smiled. She even repositioned her body, leaning forward slightly, to give her fellow intern a better look down her top.

		“Yeah?” Erin asked before she started to suck on a pen. She had been practicing her flirtations for weeks, but now she finally had permission to let them loose fully and enjoy herself.

		“I was wondering if you wanted to go out tomorrow night?”

		“Ooh, yeah, I’d love that,” Erin responded with enthusiasm. “Why don’t you call me later and we can finalize the details?”

		“Perfect,” Logan said, smiling.

		However, it was Erin who was smiling more. She had never realized how great it was accepting and embracing her true self. It was freeing to know that she could be who she truly was at Thatcher Capital. She did not have to hide her true self as she so often did at school. This was a much better environment for her.

		Of course, Erin had quite a bit of work to do before would be ready for her date with Logan. Her wardrobe simply did not match with her new self. Most of her skirts were too long and her heels too short. Luckily, Jim had found a way to help her pay for her weekend shopping excursion. Apparently there was a clothing allowance included in her contract to help those people who needed a little help getting the right clothes for the office. Jim, as her mentor, was the one who could activate the clause, which he did as soon as they returned from lunch. Her shopping trip would not be paid for by her, but by the company, which made it all the better.

		By the time Logan arrived at Erin’s apartment building to pick her up for their date, she had almost completely overhauled her wardrobe, having spent almost all day at the mall. She had started with lingerie, buying a whole new set of bras and panties. However, the items she chose were more for show rather than function. There was a lot of lace and only wisps of actual fabric. Sexy was the word Erin used to describe every item she bought.

		Then there were the skirts she bought. All of them were short. Most of them came down to the top of her thighs at most. And with the skirts, there were tops and jackets and all manner of accessories to complete the outfits.

		Finally there were the shoes. Erin went a bit overboard on the shoes. By the time she was done, she had at least two new pairs to wear for each day of the week, and more for the weekends. All of them had heels of at least four inches. Many were even higher. The point of these shoes was not functional. They were purely ornamental, with Erin being the ornament.

		“Hey, baby,” Erin said with a cheery smile as she greeted Logan at the front of her building. She gave him a quick kiss, already feeling beyond flirtatious. And if Erin was honest with herself, as a sexual creature, she had few doubts about how the night would end. In some way or another, Logan’s cock would end up inside of her. The only question was which hole.

		“You are quite something,” Logan said. He was both impressed with the change in her demeanor as well in how she was dressed. The dress she had chosen for their date featured long sleeves, but it was almost entirely backless. There were a few straps that kept the dress cinched around her tiny waist. The back even fell low enough to show off the top of her thong in the back.

		From the front, however, the dress looked surprisingly normal, if a little risqué with the low neckline and the fact it only just covered the tops of her legs, and barely that.

		Erin giggled. “Thanks, baby. Hopefully you’ll have something for me later.” She reached down and patted the bulge in Logan’s pants, just to make her intentions clear.

		Dinner was just a prelude to what was set to happen next. Logan had chosen a restaurant a short distance from Erin’s apartment. It was easier that way, he figured. He even let Erin walk out a little in front of him so he could watch her from behind. Erin was more than willing to put on a little show, both for him and for anyone else who happened to walk by.

		After dinner, Erin had been all set to go home with Logan. He was a nice guy. He was smart too, although he kept wanting to talk about his work and Erin simply could not keep up. She felt bad for the guy, knowing she would be retained by the firm and he would not. However, that was not something she was sharing with him. It would not be fair.

		Unfortunately, Logan had it in his mind that they would go up to Erin’s apartment for what came next. It was not that she wanted to keep him out or that she was embarrassed by her having to rent a studio apartment. It was that there was no room for him with all of her recent purchases still looking for a home in her closet. There was barely enough room for her.

		“I can’t have you come up,” Erin said truthfully. “But I bet we can still have some fun. Come here.”

		Erin pulled Logan inside the front door of her building. There was an alcove that would work perfectly for what she had in mind. Erin backed in and dropped gracefully to her knees. A moment later, she had Logan’s cock in her mouth, putting her enhanced lips to use.

		“Oh fuck,” Logan groaned quietly as Erin performed her work. He tried to keep his vocalizations as quiet as possible, not wanting to attract attention to what Erin was doing to his cock.

		Logan had received plenty of blowjobs before, but he had never felt anything like what Erin could do. Her lips were, simply put, made for this. And even though Erin had never actually given a blowjob before in her life, she proved to be a natural. Or at least, she was as natural as she could be with her plumped up lips.

		When Logan finally came, he grunted as his cock surged with his seed. Erin continued to suck his cock for all she could, swallowing every drop he gave her. She felt just as much in heaven as Logan did, although her heaven did not involve an orgasm. However, she would be using this memory later for her own efforts.

		“Wow,” Logan said as Erin finished putting his cock back in his pants. She rose to her feet and smiled.

		“That was fun. We should do it again sometime. And you know, if you ever get stressed at the office, maybe I can help.”

		Logan was too far gone at the moment to fully understand what Erin was offering. Maybe so too was Erin. But they both wanted to experience that together again.
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		Despite Erin’s offer to Logan Saturday night, neither of them jumped at the opportunity when they returned to work on Monday. In fact, they did not even speak for the rest of the week.

		However, Erin’s new wardrobe certainly got her a lot of attention. The stares were longer lasting. The flirtations were more intense. The teasing was less restrained. And Erin was enjoying herself immensely. She was like a shining sex beacon in the office and no one could keep their eyes off of her.

		Erin had dressed up special for Friday with her meeting with Jim. She wore an impossibly short yellow and black plaid skirt with a yellow cropped tank top under a matching plaid jacket. The jacket did not even reach the top of her hips, leaving a wide expanse of bare midriff visible. It was a variation on a sexy school girl outfit. Erin felt it fit, since Jim was her internship mentor and he was essentially schooling her on how to be the best worker she could be.

		Little was said at first. Erin drank down her first martini relatively quickly, leaving behind lipstick stains on the glass. She ate the olives with a seductive twist, making a show for her male superior.

		The bartender was quick to replace her first drink, which she started in on almost right away. She had to refresh her lipstick. That was non negotiable. It was part of the sexy look.

		Erin was so thankful for Jim’s help in their last meeting. She had no idea how much confidence in herself she had lacked due to the fact she had been hiding her true self. But now, there was nothing holding her back. She could finally be the sexual creature she had always been. It felt amazing.

		It was only after she had eaten the second round of olives that Jim began the conversation in earnest. Prior to that moment, they had simply engaged in small talk. Most of it had been Erin gushing about all the sexy outfits she had bought with the company clothing allowance. Jim had already enjoyed the fruits of Erin’s shopping trip, but she had plenty more where those had come from and Jim was happy to listen to her describe them.

		“I’ve been thinking about how to continue to help you,” Jim said, turning serious. “You’ve made huge strides already, but if you’re going to get that job offer at the end of the summer, we need you doing everything possible to get there. And I think the next thing we need to talk about is how to best use your natural intelligence.”

		“My what?” Erin asked, confused as to what her mentor was talking about.

		“Your intelligence. I mean, come on. By now you must have gotten some inkling that you aren’t the smartest person around. I’ve seen your transcripts. You’ve gotten good grades. However, I’m guessing that’s only because you have spent almost every waking moment studying and the frequent help of others.”

		Erin stood there, aghast at what Jim was telling her. Was he really calling her dumb?

		“It’s not that you aren’t capable, but after watching you work for these past six weeks, it’s become obvious to me that you just aren’t that quick on the uptake. Your brain just works a little slower than normal. And you know what? That’s okay. There’s no harm in admitting the truth.”

		Erin simply nodded along. She was not as certain that Jim was right as he was, but she was not doubting him. He had not yet led her astray. However, this did seem to be a bit more than she could honestly believe.

		“Basically, I can see how hard you are working. But the truth is, all that hard work doesn’t actually get you as far as it should. So I was thinking that this week I want you to focus on working smarter, not harder. And I know the whole working smarter phrasing is a bit strange when you are finally coming to terms with your own difficulties with intelligence. If there’s something you aren’t sure on, I want you to ask for help. And if whoever you’re asking needs a little extra persuasion, I’m pretty sure you know how to add a little enticement to your offer.”

		“What do you mean, enticement?” Erin asked, already feeling the effects of a slower mind.

		“I know what you did with Logan Saturday night,” Jim said. “You might not realize it, but guys talk. They brag. And Logan was bragging about how good that blowjob was. It was the best he’d ever had. You should be proud of that fact.”

		Erin blushed at the compliment. She was glad to hear he liked it so much. She had liked it too.

		“Blowjobs are great incentives,” Jim continued. “And I’m sure you could figure out another few ways to get the guys in the office to help you. Other than Susan, they’re all men. They have specific needs and wants. I’m sure you can figure out how to satisfy those needs.”

		Erin nodded her head. Yes, she could see exactly what Jim meant. She needed to stop pretending to be a smart woman and instead focus on what she was best at. She needed to understand that her body was a tool to be used to her advantage and that her own sexual nature was actually an asset in the office. She just needed to be willing to use it.

		And that was when the idea struck her. Erin owed so much to Jim. She needed to thank him for everything he had done for her.

		“Jim, I want to thank you for everything,” Erin said, still a little hesitant. “Do you think I could give you a blowjob to help say thanks.”

		“I think that’s a marvelous idea. Why don’t you slip under the tablet and get to work? Our lunches won’t be here for another few minutes. You’ve got time.”

		Erin did as she was instructed. A moment later and she had Jim’s cock in her mouth. Erin loved sucking cock.
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		The next week had been a fun one for Erin. She had handed out more blowjobs than she ever could have imagined. And her work had become better too.

		Additional paperwork had been required of her and much of it left her confused and unsure how to continue. Luckily, there was an office building full of people who could help her. The other interns were almost like putty in her hands. They were always the first people she went to, knowing that the four men would jump at the chance to help her in exchange for a blowjob. Erin was spending a lot of time on her knees.

		“You stupid slut,” roared Susan as Erin climbed out from underneath Logan’s desk.

		Erin looked up to see fire in her idol’s eyes. Erin felt like a deer caught in the headlights. She froze in fear, having no idea what to do.

		“You can’t just weasel your way around doing your work by getting my intern to do it for you,” Susan continued. Her volume had dropped, but her anger had not. “Logan has his own work. Just because your mouth is a gateway to heaven doesn’t mean you can interrupt his important and time sensitive work. Now get out of here before I get your dumb ass fired.”

		Erin scrambled to her feet and ran out of the room. Tears already streaked her face. What was she supposed to have done? Erin could only wish she were smarter and not such a dumb slut.
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		Erin had barely had time to stop herself from crying and to fix her makeup when Jim came to collect her for their meeting.

		“What’s wrong?”

		“Susan yelled at me,” Erin wailed as she fought hard against the tears. She really did not want to start crying again. She would have to fix her makeup for a second time.

		“Here, come with me,” Jim said as he wrapped a comforting arm around Erin’s shoulder. She let herself sink into him as she guided her out of the office and down onto the street. Soon they were seated in their familiar spots in the bar next door.

		The bartender seemed to already have their drinks ready. Erin accepted hers happily, looking for anything she could do to drown her sorrows. It was not her fault that she was the way she was. But just because she was not the smartest person around did not mean she could not help.

		Erin sat there, her shoulders hunched over. She did not look like the happy and sexy woman he had the pleasure of watching over the past week. He had especially come to enjoy their morning blowjob routine. He had been planning to push her over the edge to doing more, but Susan had gotten in the way.

		Jim had never liked Susan, but she served a purpose at Thatcher Capital. Yes, she made the firm money. But more importantly, she acted as a beacon for young women like Erin. It was because of Susan’s success that Jim always had his pick of mentees. But this was the time of year where Susan always got grumpy. If she were not such a loose cannon sometimes, he would bring her in on the plan. Unfortunately, it was not to be. They would always remain adversaries, at least to a certain extent.

		Erin was already through her second martini by the time Jim had finished his first. They were both three-olive martinis, which had helped brighten her day.

		“You really shouldn’t pay any attention to what Susan says about you,” Jim started. “To be honest, I bet you rub most women the wrong way. I mean, most women can’t handle a sexual being like yourself. And it’s even harder to handle a sexual being like you when you have the big tits that you do.”

		“I have what?” Erin asked, confused. If she was honest with herself, this past week had been especially eye-opening in terms of what she considered attractive. She had never paid much attention to breast size, but along with her increased interest in sex had come a growing need to learn about it. There were so many incredibly sexy women out there and there were a lot of them that had big fake breasts. It was clear that guys liked them, but that fact left Erin feeling small.

		“I mean, I assume you have implants, given how big and round your breasts are,” Jim answered.

		Erin shook her head as she looked straight ahead. What he said did not make sense. Or at least she did not think it made sense.

		However, as she sat there, her breasts began to grow. The weight of them was what she noticed first. Then came the sensation of her top slowly stretching across her chest, adding to the pressure she already felt.

		Then the memories hit her. She had never been happy with her breasts. After starting her lip filling routine, she next set her sights on a breast augmentation. The trouble was coming up with the money for them.

		Even now, Erin was not exactly sure how she had pulled it off. It helped that she had requested them for her birthday. All her friends and family pitched in. Some people just go out and drink on their 21 st birthday. Others get a car or finally move into their own apartment. Erin got herself a set of fake tits.

		The hard part had been keeping up with her coursework while she recovered. Her professors certainly did not understand her need, especially as she underwent the surgery during the school year. But she somehow managed. Erin was probably lucky that she had already been accepted for her internship, because she was pretty sure her grades dropped a lot after that. The recovery was harder than she wanted to admit, but in the end, she knew it was all worth it.

		“My best guess is Susan is just jealous of you,” Jim continued. “You are a young and sexual woman with both a willingness and need to put yourself on display and fulfill those deep desires that you and just about every man has. Meanwhile, she is none of those things. All she has to her name is lots of money.”

		“You’re right,” Erin said as her breasts continued to expand. It was a good thing she had gone braless today. There was no way any of this would have made sense in her mind if she had to remove a bra after her sudden growth spurt.

		“Getting those tits shows something else,” Jim said. “You may be a dumb slut with almost everything, but you are good with money. That’s why we can trust you here at Thatcher Capital.”

		Erin reached up and grabbed her tits through her tight top. “These were a super smart investment, weren’t they?”

		“Even if for some strange reason you don’t get the job offer that I am sure you will get, I know there are hundreds, even thousands, of places that would hire you in a heartbeat.”

		Erin giggled. “You’ve done so much for me.”

		“If you want to thank me properly, you should let me be the first guy to fuck your tits. We can do it back at the office.”

		“I’d love that.”
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		It was Monday morning and Erin had just come out of Jim’s office where she had given him his morning blowjob. She sat down at her desk and took a moment to push her tits around, wanting to maximize the visible cleavage. She always made it a point to look her best and that meant putting her girls on display. There was no reason to spend so much money on them to hide them away.

		Erin smiled as she watched the other interns walk in. She had called each of them in turn over the weekend. After letting Jim fuck her tits on Friday afternoon, Erin had decided that she quite liked having her tits fucked. It seemed only natural to give her fellow interns some time with her tits as well.

		However, they did more than just fuck her tits. Every time they came on her tits, she ended up too horny to stop herself from begging them to fuck her properly too. They each needed some help to recover, which Erin was more than happy to provide with her cock sucking lips.

		It only took about 30 hours to get to each of the other interns. She enjoyed every moment of it. However, Erin took it another step further. She called Mike on Sunday. He was only too happy to have her come over for a fuck. However, he wanted something less traditional. He wanted to fuck her in the ass.

		Erin hesitated for only a moment. As soon as they started, she realized this was not going to be her last venture into anal. And she did not even mind cleaning his cock with her tongue afterward.

		It had been a full weekend and Erin was looking forward to the week ahead. She was one step closer to the lucrative job offer that she knew she could earn. She just had to keep focused on the goal.
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		When Erin and Jim held their next meeting, Jim was surprised with how far Erin had come in the past few weeks. He had figured he would need more time, but Erin took to his suggestions easily. There was almost no resistance. He almost wondered if this was what she really always wanted, deep down on the inside. Not that he would risk asking such a question. It might ruin everything they had worked toward.

		Over the past week, since Jim had helped give Erin the figure that she would need in her future line of work, he had become impressed with how quickly she worked her way through the men of the firm. There were only a handful of men she had not seduced in some fashion or another. Bobby, the CEO, had yet to take a sample, but that would surely happen eventually. That was if the plan went as expected.

		Erin was well on her way to enjoying the three-martini lunch. Although he was certain that too was because of the olives. Those little things really worked a number on the people who ate them. They could make almost anything a reality.

		As the two sat across from each other, Erin sipped her martini seductively. She was already on her third and would be little more than a fuck doll when they returned to the office. But then again, that was kind of the idea. Get her drunk and horny and let the guys blow off some steam.

		And it was even easier now that Susan held no sway over the impressionable young woman. Jim had heard Susan screeching from his office. When he poked his head out to check on things, he saw Susan screaming her head off at Erin. But unlike the week before, when Susan’s anger had pushed Erin to tears, this time that anger just brushed off Erin. Apparently Erin had offered her services to Susan for taking up Logan’s time. He could barely believe it, but seeing the result made him smile. Erin had come so far in only a few weeks. Now they were coming up to the finish line.

		“You’re doing great,” Jim finally said. “I don’t actually have much to tell you this week. But, since I am your mentor, I should probably tell you something. You’ve been great at your job so far. But I’m curious, if you could work under anyone at Thatcher Capital, who would you want to work under?”

		Erin tilted her head to the side and put her finger to her lips as she thought. Even now, she was posing, trying to make herself more sexually appealing. However, the past two weeks of believing she was actually dumb had done a number on the workings of her mind. She was now as dumb as she led people to believe.

		“Um, I guess I would want to work under Bobby,” Erin finally answered. “He’s the big boss, right?”

		Jim smiled, knowing that he now only needed to push and prod. He no longer needed to force anything.

		“And how would you need to dress if you were working under him?”

		Again, Erin spent some time thinking about her answer. She wanted to get this right.

		“I’d probably have to dress a little nicer sometimes,” Erin answered. “Maybe wear dresses more. Or some nice boots. And I could wear a necklace that hangs into my cleavage. That would be nice.”

		Jim could see her fantasies were beginning to take over. That was fine by him.

		“I don’t want to interrupt your shopping planning, but I just want to tell you that I think it would be a good idea to start dressing for the job you want. Impress the man you want to work under. You can use your clothing allowance. Make sure you get something that shows off your bubble butt. Another genetic marvel.”

		Erin sat there confused for a moment, but she quickly put her past memories aside and embraced the new ones of her having a nice butt. More importantly, Jim could see that she was back to thinking about all the shopping she could do at the company’s expense. She was coming along nicely.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Erin very much enjoyed her weekend spent shopping. She bought lots of new clothes, all of them tight, many of them slinky, but all with the respectability she would require if she worked under the CEO of Thatcher Capital.

		She had even more fun finding clothes to properly show off her bubble butt. She did not understand why she had so few clothes that fit her properly, but she shook off those concerns. They were unimportant, especially when she had the opportunity to fix the problem. It was better to work the solution than to worry about the problem.

		Erin did make another visit to see Mike. He had said something about wanting to try out her new ass. She just giggled, not understanding what he meant. However, she was more than happy to acquiesce. She even showed up at his house wearing a butt plug.

		When Erin showed up at work on Monday, she wore a red sweater dress that was both short and low-cut. And it was tight enough to really emphasize her hourglass figure and properly hug her ass. The icy-blue stockings were a new addition to her wardrobe, but they helped contrast against the red of the dress and gave a different look to her legs.

		As she minced across the office in her high-heeled red ankle boots, she caught Bobby sneaking a peak at her ass. She gave it a little wiggle as she continued on her errand. Erin was glad the CEO was noticing her and her efforts.
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		Erin was drunk. She always giggled more when she was drunk. Although she did plenty of giggling when she was sober too. It just seemed like a natural response to a world she did not understand. And she no longer understood most of the world around her. After all, she was not very smart.

		“I think it’s safe to assume the latest batch of olives have taken effect,” Jim said.

		“If you say so,” Erin replied. She had come to believe everything Jim told her, whether the olives were involved or not. However, there were some things that Jim wanted her fully primed to learn about herself.

		“Look, we both know you aren’t high finance material,” Jim said.

		“I’m just a dumb slut.”

		Jim chuckled as he chose his next words. “True. But really, I think it’s time you start embracing your real self. You’re not just a dumb slut. You’re a bimbo. Do you know what it means to be a bimbo?”

		“Aren’t bimbos bad or something?” Erin countered. She vaguely recalled being called a bimbo a few times as an insult.

		“Not at all,” Jim answered. “Bimbos are always bright and cheerful. Sure, they aren’t very smart, but they are pleasing. They live to please the people around them, especially the men and especially the men they work for. You are a sex and fashion obsessed woman at heart. And it’s clear you’re submissive. You would do anything to please me right now, wouldn’t you?”

		“Oh yes,” cooed. “I’d do anything.”

		“See? You’re basically a bimbo already. But now it’s time to own it. Sure, you’re dumb and you’re slutty, but you can hold yourself together to get a job done. You can answer phones, or greet visitors. You can do anything your dim little mind can figure out. And just as always, if you can’t figure something out—“

		“I can ask a man,” Erin interrupted, finishing Jim’s sentence.

		“Good,” Jim said with a smile. “I think you’re really going to like being a bimbo. And you won’t even really have to change anything. You just keep being you. You were always a bimbo. Now you’re just open about it.”

		“I’m a bimbo,” Erin said with a broad smile.

		“Good, now get under the table and blow me.”

		“Ooh, goodie,” Erin cheered. “I love blowies.”

		Erin quickly slid under the table and performed the act she might have been best at. Her blowjobs had already been good, but it was clear she had practiced on her own time. She had added deepthroating to the mix and everyone, including Jim, was appreciative.
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		“Hello, this is Thatcher Capital. Erin speaking.”

		Erin held the phone close to her ear. She had spent the weekend getting her hair and nails done at the mall. But she saw a pretty pair of hoop earrings in a display case and had to buy them. The only problem was her earrings made it difficult to answer the phone.

		At first, Erin had tried to take out her earring every time the phone rang, but that took too long. They were not earrings that were easy to take off. Eventually, she just started holding the phone as close to her ear as possible, and that mostly worked, except when someone was not very loud. Luckily, she could always ask them so speak up.

		“I’ll transfer you right away.”

		Erin had learned the phone system during her first week at Thatcher Capital, just like all of the other interns. Admittedly, they were usually going to be calling out, rather than answering calls, but they had learned both sides of the system.

		After Erin successfully transferred the call—she only lost maybe one out of fifty calls—she returned to admiring her nails. The stylist had made them nice and long for her. And they were pink to match her lipstick. But unlike her lipstick, there were also little glittering sparkles in the nail polish, making them reflect the light. Erin thought they were pretty.

		The phone rang again, but this time she spotted that it was an internal line.

		“Hi, Mikey,” Erin said into the receiver. “What can I do for you?”

		Mike had taken a certain shine to Erin over the past couple weeks. Her willingness to perform certain acts had made her more appealing in his eyes. And if he was honest, he wanted to get as much use out of her before she received her job offer.

		“I’ll be right there. I’ll bring the lube.”

		Erin pushed the secretary away from phone button to allow incoming calls to go to the whole system and not just her desk. Then she pushed herself up out of her seat and grabbed the bottle of lube from her purse. As Erin sashayed toward Mike’s office, she noted that she still was wearing her butt plug. She had forgotten about that. Mike would enjoy unplugging her before he replaced it with his cock.

		This was a good day, for everyone.
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		“E rin, I’d like to see you in my office,” Bobby the CEO of Thatcher Capital said at the end of what was to be Erin’s final day as an intern. Regardless of what happened, her internship was over.

		Logan, Dru, Timothy, and Javier had already found out they were not being offered a position. Thatcher did not have any positions available for any of them. Admittedly, they were all fine with that news. They had anticipated that. And they were all given an hour or so with Erin as a parting gift. It was only fair, since everyone knew Erin was likely to receive a job offer. Only it was a different offer from the one she had hoped for at the start of the summer.

		“Of course, sir, right away.”

		Erin jumped up out of her seat and hurried into Bobby’s office. Her tits bounced with each step, giving something spectacular to look at as she approached. Her heels might have made it hard to move very fast, but they made sure she looked good in the process.

		“Have a seat,” Bobby said, motioning to a chair in front of his desk.

		As Erin sat down, Bobby took his own seat behind the desk. He leaned back and watched as Erin demurely crossed her legs. Not that her actions did anything but highlight the brevity of her skirt and the fact that there was bare skin between the tops of her stockings and the hem of her skirt.

		Bobby did not seem concerned about any of it.

		“I’m sure Jim already told you that he has been grooming you for a job offer,” Booby said. “And he was correct. I am looking for a new personal secretary. My last one is now working as a stripper.”

		Erin said nothing. She simply sat there and listened, unsure what exactly would be expected of her. She had never thought to ask Jim. As a bimbo, her ability to plan ahead was limited. It was easier to just go with the flow. But that also left her open to making mistakes. One wrong move and she could see her dream job evaporate before her eyes.

		“Anyway, here is the deal,” Bobby said, leaning forward and placing his elbows on his desk. “As my personal secretary, I have full access to your body. If I want to fuck, we fuck. Got that?”

		Erin nodded her head. That was something she could do. She was already on call with most of the men in the office. It was a bit of a surprise she ever had time to answer the phone.

		“Good,” Bobby said. “But that also means that I control who you fuck and when you fuck them. I even control how you fuck them.”

		Erin looked shocked. All that cock was getting taken away from her. How would she manage to get through the day if she was not cumming multiple times at work everyday?

		“Don’t worry,” Bobby added, seeing Erin’s concern. “You’ll still get to fuck the guys in the office. Hell, I’d give you a chance with Susan if she ever got that stick out of her ass. I heard about the offer you made her. Nice try.”

		Erin went back to smiling. She appreciated the fact sex was still on the menu. And she liked hearing that her proposition to Susan went over well with the boss.

		“All I’m saying,” Bobby continued, “is that fucking you should be a reward for the guys. I want them earning that extra million for the firm because they know by holding firm on their bet they’ll get a chance to have those luscious lips wrapped around their cocks. Got it?”

		“Yeah, I think so,” Erin said. Her heart was beating fast in her chest. This was a scary moment for her. But it was also exciting. This was her big moment. If she could make it through this meeting, she was certain she would have her job. She never could have believed she would be sitting here, hearing the terms set out for a real job with such a prestigious financial firm.

		“I will also expect you to take part in the client acquisition and retention program. That is where we use you to help persuade people of a certain net worth to let us invest their money with us or as a reward for our oldest customers. I’m sure you will be up to the task.”

		“Me too,” Erin chirped up. She had no problem with spending some quality time with rich people. And it was all to make her boss’ job easier. It was a no brainer for a bimbo like her.

		“And finally, I want you to know that we plan to take care of you. You will be given a retirement account that should kick in right around the time your looks start to fade. Until that point, we will make sure you remain gainfully employed, either here at Thatcher Capital or at a local strip club the firm is invested in. You wouldn’t mind stripping, would you?”

		“I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” Erin said almost automatically. And that was the truth. She really would do whatever Bobby asked of her. She was his to command.

		“Terrific,” Bobby said with a broad smile. “If you want to look over your contract, I can give you the time to do that. I know you probably aren’t the fastest or strongest reader. You can sign whenever you’re ready.”

		Bobby pushed a contract across the desk and a pen. There was a sticker on the top page that read “Sign Here”. After spending a summer working at Thatcher Capital, Erin knew that the people here were all trustworthy. There was no backbiting or anything beyond friendly competition.

		Erin picked up the pen and signed her name. It came out a little ragged. Her nails were to blame. It was hard to hold pens or type with her nails, but she would not give them up for anything. She loved the way she looked. She was a sex and fashion obsessed bimbo through and through. There was no denying it. It was actually a wonder to her how she had survived three years of college before she finally found the place she belonged.

		“Fantastic,” Bobby said as soon as Erin dropped the pen on the desk. “Now how about we break in this new partnership by me setting you up on this desk here and fucking what’s left of your brains out?”

		“Yes, please,” Erin said as she jumped up and minced around the desk.

		Bobby took little time in undressing his bimbo secretary. Although he had her keep her heels on. She looked good in them and it was too big a deal to undo the buckles on them. He was hard and he wanted to fuck the woman who he had watched transform into a bimbo all summer.

		“Ooh, your cock is so big,” Erin cooed as soon as Bobby pulled his cock out. He had set Erin up on his desk, her bare ass right on the edge. “But do you think it will fit?”

		“I know I’m not the biggest man in the office,” Bobby said, “but I appreciate the effort.”

		He held Erin by the shoulders and slowly leaned her down onto her back. Her tits stoup straight in their artificial glory. Bobby had already loved that about fake tits. Even when they looked natural, they only looked natural in one position. When the woman was on her back, they always stuck up off her chest.

		“These are nice,” Bobby said as he grabbed Erin’s tits and squeezed.

		“Ooh, you like my titties?”

		“Fuck yeah, I do,” Bobby said.

		“I like them too. They’re so big and sexy. You know what you can do? You can use them like handles as you fuck me with that big cock of yours.”

		Bobby knew the physics of that was not quite right, but he could not blame Erin for that. She was just a bimbo, after all.

		Releasing her tits, Bobby’s hands flowed down over her narrow waist until they latched onto her hips. It was there that he took hold of her as he pushed his cock into her wet and waiting pussy.

		“Yes,” Erin squealed as he entered her. “That feels so good. Fuck me with that cock. Fuck me hard.”

		As Bobby started doing just that, he wondered if he should have future interns like Erin withhold themselves from the rest of the staff until he was able to enjoy this moment. There was something virginal about it. But then again, Erin would not be nearly as experienced with his cock if she had not practiced beforehand. He appreciated the culmination of all that practice.

		“I’m going to cum,” Bobby announced as he reached his point of no return.

		“Do it,” Erin egged him on. “Cum in my pussy. Fill me up with your cum.”

		As the pair came together, a symphony in the key of orgasmic pleasure, Bobby knew it was time to give Jim a raise. Erin was more than he could have hoped for. And if Erin proved to keep giving him a raise on a regular basis, she too would get to see more money in her paycheck.

		But more importantly, both Bobby and Erin had found themselves in a perfect partnership. Bobby was in charge and Erin got to be the bimbo she never knew she wanted to be before. Everyone was happy.
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