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		Introduction

		

		Welcome to the second 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 third book in the Office Bimbo Series is called The Hacker. Look for it soon.
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		“Y ou’re not afraid of flying, are you Lauren?” Mason Perry asked, Lauren’s boss and mentor at their law firm. Lauren was a junior lawyer, hired within the past year. She and Mason were flying across the country to attend a conference. “You should have told me if that were true.”

		“No, sir,” Lauren answered. “I’m just not comfortable with the idea of flying on a private jet, that’s all. It’s bad for the environment.”

		“I suppose we could have flown on a commercial airline,” Mason pondered. “But we are using a new jet fuel made out of carbon dioxide. We aren’t actually adding any additional pollutants to the atmosphere. Commercial airlines don’t use it yet. And besides, a private jet gives us the opportunity to chat and get to know each other better.”

		Lauren pushed her glasses back up her nose and nodded her head. She supposed that made sense. It still felt wrong somehow, but she had trained herself to avoid so many situations that it was easy to feel like she was in the wrong.

		“Would you like something to drink?” Mason asked. “I recommend a martini. Susie makes a great martini.”

		“Um, I don’t drink,” Lauren answered. “Alcohol that is. But I’ll have a bottle of water if there’s one available.”

		“Sure thing. And food? You must be at least a little peckish.”

		Lauren sat in her seat for a few moments, contemplating her answer. She was a little hungry, but she disliked eating outside of her regular meal times. As a creature of habit, Lauren was fastidious and maintaining her routine. It was going to be bad enough that the conference they were flying to was in a different time zone. Three hours was a significant alteration to her normal routine.

		“Sure, I guess I could have a snack,” Lauren finally answered. She hated people thinking she always had a stick up her ass with how rigid she kept her routine. Usually she was able to avoid issues by keeping to herself. Even though Mason was her boss, she mostly kept to herself. She would send him progress reports on her work, but she rarely interacted with him in person. But it was not just Mason she kept at arm’s length. That was true of almost all her relationships, both professional and personal.

		“Are stuffed peppers all right with you?” Mason asked. “I don’t know what the recipe is, but they are delicious.”

		Lauren just nodded her head, agreeing that stuffed peppers would work for her. Luckily, despite her strict routine and aversion to alcohol, Lauren was open to most other foods, although she did try and maintain a healthy diet. She limited her sugar intake and avoided most carbonated beverages, but that was about it.

		Mason pushed a button by his seat, summoning Susie, the stewardess. Lauren looked out the window at the blue sky above and white clouds below as Mason ordered for the both of them. He was familiar with the routines on the plane. She was not. It was easier to let him take charge.

		Susie quickly scurried off to get started on preparing their orders, leaving Lauren and Mason alone once again. However, Susie quickly returned, first with drinks. Lauren was thankful for the bottle of water. She always felt dehydrated when she flew. She drank greedily for several moments, almost spilling a few drops from the corners of her mouth. It seemed that Mason had chosen the martini that he had spoken of. It was even served in a martini glass, although the glass appeared to be made of plastic and it was not filled to the brim, leaving room for sloshing from turbulence.

		Shortly thereafter, Susie returned a second time, this time carrying food. She handed a plate of four stuffed peppers to Lauren while she handed off a thick sandwich with a side of chips to Mason. He certainly knew how to eat well on these trips. Then again, he was far more familiar with the food and drink they had on board for these flights.

		“Eat up,” Mason said before biting into his sandwich.

		Lauren was still looking at the peppers in front of her. They were pink, which she found a little odd, but they both looked and smelled tasty, making it hard for her to question them. Obviously they had been prepared in advance and heated in the small galley in the back of the plane. It was the only explanation for how quickly the food arrived.

		“Yum,” Lauren said after taking a hesitant bite of the first pepper. She was not sure of exactly what the stuffing was made from, but whatever it was, it was delicious. There was a perfect balance of sweet and spicy that led to Lauren eating all four stuffed peppers far too fast. Luckily, they were not that big. But they had certainly hit the spot.

		“Someone was hungrier than they let on,” Mason observed as he continued to eat his sandwich.

		“I guess so,” Lauren said sheepishly.

		“Well, I guess I better fill you in on a couple things about the conference,” Mason said, changing the subject. “I know you probably have your own ideas about what sessions you want to attend while we are there. That’s understandable, but I need to tell you now that the firm has created its own schedule for you. If there are other sessions outside of the ones we will require of you, you are welcome to attend those.”

		Lauren said nothing, but she bristled at the idea of the firm deciding what sessions she should attend. There had been no mention of that when she was asked if she wanted to attend. However, that was no real surprise. Much of the firm seemed to be populated by a certain kind of man who seemed to look down on the idea of women reaching above their station. She had little doubt that the partners thought women were best suited to stay in the kitchen all day and not enter the workforce. College was to meet a husband, not to actually earn an education. And the thought of actually hiring a female lawyer was only made possible by the pressure of it being the twenty-first century. Lauren knew she was the token woman on the law staff. There were other women, but they all worked in support roles, some seemingly being more supportive than others. Not that Lauren wanted to know the sordid details. But she was certain there was hanky panky going on in the office. She just had not actually witnessed it yet.

		“And it is important to remember that while you are here, you not only represent the firm, but you also represent me. Therefore, I expect perfect obedience from you. If I tell you to do something, I expect you to do it with no questions asked, unless those questions are for clarification purposes only. Is that understood?”

		Lauren wanted to scoff at the idea that she needed to obey Mason’s every command, but she suddenly found it hard to argue with it. If that was what she needed to do, then she would do it. Lauren could be obedient. She could do what she was told.

		“Yes, sir,” Lauren answered.

		“You know, you can call me Mason when it’s just the two of us like this. You can save the formalities for when we are in company.”

		“Is that an order?” Lauren asked.

		“Sure, I can make that an order if you need me to.”

		“Thank you, Mason,” Lauren said, placing special emphasis on using her boss’ first name.

		“Terrific. Now, let's get to the bottom of this aversion you have to alcohol. What’s that all about? I want all the details.”

		Lauren had never told anyone the story of her one time drinking alcohol and what had happened as a result. It had been in college. She had been out with her boyfriend of the time. They were at a party. They were drinking. The boyfriend pressured her for sex. He always did that, even though he knew she wanted to wait until marriage. Not that it was a religious thing. She just wanted the commitment to be there before she ventured into the world of sex. However, rather than say no as she always had before, she said yes. The whole event, even under the influence of alcohol, had been painful and unwelcome. She broke up with the boyfriend the next day and she had not had a drop of alcohol since.

		“That is quite a story,” Mason said as he considered Lauren’s explanation. “I was not expecting that. But still, sex and alcohol are only tangentially related. You do not need to worry about anything like that. Alcohol is good, at least in moderation. Sex is good, well, pretty much all the time. That’s the way I see it, at least.”

		As much as Mason was just commenting on her story, he was also giving Lauren an order. And she took it as such. As she sat there, she made the decision that alcohol was not the terrible thing she had convinced herself that it was and that sex before marriage was not necessarily a bad thing. Maybe she had been a little uptight before? Luckily, Mason was there to help set her straight and to help her loosen up a little, to get that stick out of her ass, so to speak.

		Without saying a word to Mason, Lauren pushed the call button, summoning Susie. The stewardess appeared a moment later.

		“Could I have a martini?” Lauren asked. “Mason said you make a great martini.”

		“Of course,” Susie said. “Right away.”

		She turned and accepted Mason’s glass. He had finished his martini and was requesting another. The pair exchanged a quick word that Lauren could not hear. She briefly wondered if she should be concerned, but the shake of Mason’s head somehow made her feel better.

		And it was a short wait before Lauren was presented with her first martini. She accepted it gracefully and took a small sip to see how it tasted. Not that Lauren knew anything about alcohol. Her one alcohol experience back in college had been had on cheap beer from a keg. This was a properly made cocktail.

		“Pretty good,” Lauren said before taking another sip. She could taste the alcohol, but she felt no revulsion as she had expected.

		“And no sex either,” Mason added with a wink once Susie had left the main cabin. “Those two things don’t have to be connected.”

		“I guess you’re right,” Lauren said, smiling. Maybe this trip would be what finally got her to relax. Or maybe the stick that had firmly been lodged in her ass for years was finally starting to slip out. Either would be an improvement. Even Lauren knew that.
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		Lauren and Mason had arrived at their destination without any fuss. They got checked into their rooms and Lauren decided it was best to spend her evening taking a long hot bath and simply relaxing.

		The conference did not start until Monday morning, but Mason had arranged for them to get a couple extra days to enjoy the host site and unwind. Conferences had the potential to be long and dull, depending on the topics covered. This conference appeared to be no exception, meaning it helped to come in relaxed and to have an extra day or two to unwind following Friday’s conclusion. It meant the return flight was not scheduled until Sunday, more than a week after they arrived.

		For Lauren, she had figured she would spend her free day before the conference started by reading a book. If she was especially adventurous, she would do her reading by the pool. Not that she would be dressed to go swimming or otherwise show off. That was not something Lauren did. Even had she been interested in showing off, she had never felt comfortable in her own skin. She did not even like to wear skirts or dresses due to how they showed off her legs. When she did, she always chose the longest skirts or dresses that the occasion allowed and always wore thick stockings or tights underneath.

		However, Lauren’s grand plan for how she was going to spend her free day got off to a rocky start when Mason invited her to have lunch with him. It was a purely professional occasion, but it was not what she had planned. And Lauren could not think to turn down the lunch offer. She was an obedient employee and would do anything that Mason asked of her.

		“Martinis for the both of us,” Mason ordered as they sat down at their table in the hotel restaurant. “Olives in the lady’s drink, please.”

		“Yes, sir,” the waiter said as he hurried off to enter their order and notify the bar of the drinks order.

		“Isn’t it kind of early to be drinking?” Lauren questioned.

		“One, drinks with lunch are acceptable when dining with others. Two, today is a free day and doesn’t count anyway. So relax and enjoy yourself.”

		Lauren did not argue. Not that she would have if she had anything to argue about. There was no way she could argue with her boss. She trusted Mason to make the right decision. And after all, he made it clear that she needed to be obedient this week.

		The drinks came and Lauren did as she was beckoned. She drank and ate with her boss. Lauren found the olives in her martini especially delicious. That was a surprise. Normally she did not particularly like olives, but she found these ones to be far tastier than she could have ever imagined.

		“You know,” Mason said after he finished his meal and pushed himself back from the table a few inches. “I hope you don’t take this the wrong way, but I really like what you’ve done with your hair.”

		“My hair?” Lauren questioned, confused about what he could be talking about.

		“Yes, when you first came on board, you had brown hair in that short style. You had a boring librarian vibe going for yourself then. But now your hair looks much better. To think you had been dying your hair brown before. Your natural blonde color looks much better on you. And it doesn’t hurt that you’ve been growing your hair out. It looks good longer and there’s so much more you can do with it. You can wear it up in a bun or wear it down. You can wear it in a ponytail or even in pigtails if you wanted.”

		Lauren shook her head, trying to come to grips with what Mason was telling her. His words made no sense. Lauren had never dyed her hair before. She had always been a brunette. She had always kept her hair short.

		And yet, despite her insistence that she had short brown hair, even now, she could see the blonde hair framing her vision. It only became more obvious when she shook her head, as her blonde locks swung back and forth, in and out of her regular field of vision.

		Lauren placed the heel of her hand against her forehead. This was hurting her head. Something was clearly off, but she could not be sure what it was. Her memories were not lining up with reality. That is, unless she was going crazy and everything she saw was a hallucination. That, or her memories were actually from a dream. Neither scenario was a desired option. Hallucinations and dreams should not have made her feel so off kilter.

		“Are you all right?” Mason asked, concern painted on his face.

		“Um, yeah,” Lauren struggled to answer. Her headache was getting worse. “I think I need to go back to my room and lie down for a bit. If you’ll excuse me.”

		“Of course,” Mason said, getting up and coming around to her side of the table to help her up. “Do you want me to walk you back to your room?”

		“No, that’s all right. I think I can manage. I’ve just got this awful headache all of a sudden.”

		“Okay,” Mason said. “But I’ll drop by around dinner time to check on you. If you need me before then, you know how to get a hold of me.”

		Lauren nodded her head before she started to shuffle away. Luckily, her room was a short walk and elevator ride away and she encountered few people along her route.

		“Ugh,” Lauren said as soon as she was back in her room. She sank back against the door as soon as she shut behind her. Taking a deep breath, she wondered whether something serious was wrong with her.

		After a few moments, Lauren shuffled into the bathroom. The reflection that greeted her was not one that she remembered. The shoulder length blonde hair looked completely foreign on her, yet it looked completely natural too. Mason was right. Her hair did look good. It was a wonder she had ever dyed it before. Maybe it was to keep people from treating her like a dumb blonde. That was a reasonable explanation.

		Lauren started to undress, figuring she needed a nap. Jet lag was as good a reason as any for her headache and disjointed memories. When she pulled down her pants and panties, Lauren did note that her pubic hair was also blonde, confirming that she was a natural blonde. That fact was comforting to her. It seemed unlikely that she would have dyed her pubic hair too.

		Climbing into bed, Lauren tried to sleep, but she was not actually tired. The darkness helped her headache a little bit, but she found it more helpful to just accept what Mason had told her. She had cut her hair short and dyed it brown when she had applied to the firm, but after getting the job she had dyed it back and let it grow out again. That was the only explanation that matched up with the facts she had been given.

		By the time Mason checked in with Lauren that evening, she was up and about. They ate dinner together back in the hotel restaurant, but this time Lauren stayed away from the cocktails, opting for a glass of wine instead. It had taken time, but Lauren was finally accepting the truth about herself. She really was a blonde.
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		“G ood morning, ladies,” the speaker for Lauren’s first session at the conference greeted the small room full of women. Lauren’s schedule included a whole series of sessions with the common theme of women in law.

		Walking into the meeting room at the start of the day, Lauren had actually been hopeful to network with other women, especially those who had started the climb up the promotion ladder. Her goal had long been to make partner at an established law firm. It did not need to be her current firm, but it would certainly make it easier. Jumping ship to another firm would almost certainly require her to start over in some form or another, putting in the time before she could properly climb the ladder toward partner again.

		However, Lauren quickly discovered the other women in the session were much like her, young, ambitious, but junior lawyers at best. There was no one more senior than she was. Worse, the first session speaker did not impress Lauren as someone who could be viewed as a titan in the field of law. In fact, the smiling woman who stood behind the lectern looked more like she earned a degree in fashion instead of law.

		If it had not been for Mason’s insistence that she attend these sessions, Lauren would have walked out right then and gone in search of another session she could attend. This was clearly not her place. But having agreed to Mason’s demands of her, Lauren kept her mouth shut and did not complain.

		The one bonus of the session was the snack bar. Despite having eaten breakfast already, Lauren found herself sidling up next to the snacks and filling her plate with a solid helping of olives. She figured they were the same ones as she had the day before in her martini. And from the looks of it, most of the women in the room seemed to have been clued in on the fact the olives were absolutely delicious. Most of the other foods had been ignored in favor of a helping or two of olives.

		“I think it’s the pimento that tastes so good,” one of the other women said, leaning over toward Lauren and whispering in her ear. The woman also had a plate full of olives.

		At the front of the room, the speaker spent her time introducing herself. Her voice was soft and melodious. It was fitting, since her name was Melody. However, Lauren found it difficult to pay attention. Her focus was instead on her plate of olives. They were quickly disappearing, popping one after another into her mouth, only pausing long enough to chew and swallow.

		Lauren almost got up to get a second helping, but she suddenly found herself rooted to her chair, looking up at the speaker and listening, unable to tear her focus away.

		“Ladies, I know how it is,” Melody said. “I was once in your shoes. I literally went through this training series a few years ago. And now they have been kind enough to bring me back so I can teach you. And our first lesson for the week has to do with the impression you give others. As women, we have such a hard time in the workforce. We have to put up with sexist expectations and often we have to work twice as hard as a man just to receive half the credit. But I want to impress upon you that there is an easier way. There is a way to be let into the men’s social circle without using the threat of sexual harassment. And the first part of that is learning to smile.”

		Lauren did not understand how smiling could help her, but she, like all the other women in the room, reflexively turned the corners of her lips up into a small smile. However, that was not enough for Melody. She went around the room, taking a moment with each of the dozen women in the room, critiquing their smiles.

		“I want you to think of the funniest joke you can remember,” Melody said when she reached Lauren.

		Lauren did her best, trying to remember a joke she had overheard in the break room at work. She had not been part of the group where the joke was told. She had merely overheard it while she was heating her lunch in the microwave. At the time, she had laughed inwardly, keeping her expression otherwise unfeeling. This time, however, Lauren broke out into a small smile.

		“That’s better. Keep practicing and I’ll come back around to check on you again.”

		Melody went around the room multiple times, helping each woman perfect her smile. By the end of the session, Lauren’s face hurt from smiling, but she could not stop. It was as if her face was stuck smiling.

		However, Lauren now understood how important it was to smile. While she had never had the resting bitch face that some women had, she had never looked happy. And it was important to convey a happy and positive attitude in the workplace. Others around her would pick up on it and the act of smiling would actually elevate Lauren’s mood. None of that was a bad thing. Smiling had become Lauren’s default and she was more than happy with that.

		“Have a good day?” Mason asked as Lauren joined him for dinner. Her smile was broad and bright.

		“It was good,” Lauren answered. “I learned a lot.”

		“I can tell,” Mason said. “You look very happy. I’m sure everyone’s mood is improved with you around. I know mine is.”

		A shiver of pleasure ran up and down Lauren’s spine. Her brain was awash with endorphins and an unfamiliar tingle was building between her legs.

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Lauren said, still beaming. “Smiling is one of the most important things I can do.”

		Mason returned Lauren’s smile, knowing that she had successfully made the first step. He could not wait for the week to conclude so that he could truly enjoy himself. And he was certain Lauren would enjoy herself as well. That was half the reason for this conference.

		

	
		

		4

		

		“Y esterday, we covered smiling,” Melody said as Tuesday’s session got underway. Like Monday, the women had all loaded their plates with the olives from the snack bar. They were snacking away happily, all of them smiling, just as they had been the day before. “But there is more to bringing happiness to others than just smiling. To help things along, we have 11 volunteers who will be joining me to help you all take the next step in one-on-one sessions. In fact, we will be in those partner groups for the next two days, in addition to today.”

		The women, including Lauren, nodded along, too caught up in their snacking to fully understand what Melody was talking about. However, they were all certain the partner groups would really help them with their careers.

		Just as Melody finished speaking, the door opened and 11 more women walked in. They were all dressed much as Melody was, looking like they were playing the role of a sexy secretary on a movie set rather than being the successful lawyers they were supposed to be. Not that Lauren cared. She had already learned so much from Melody that she was far past looking at how women dressed to determine how successful they were.

		“Lauren, I will be pairing with you for today’s session,” Melody said as the women all paired off.

		“Okay,” Lauren smiled, counting herself lucky to be paired with the session speaker as opposed to the other volunteers. She held them no ill will, but she felt better about being in the hands of the session speaker.

		“Let’s have a seat up by the front of the room,” Melody said, leading Lauren to a more secluded part of the room. “You can bring your snacks.”

		Lauren smiled at that. She could not imagine leaving her snack plate behind.

		It only took Lauren and Melody a few moments to get settled. They sat across from each other. For the first time, Lauren noticed Melody’s body. Her breasts were quite large, although Melody had covered them tastefully for her role as session speaker. However, now that she was aware of Melody’s prodigious bust, Lauren could not help but think that Melody might have been the most beautiful woman she had ever seen in person before. Not that Lauren had seen many truly beautiful women in person. She mostly saw them in the media and that was harder to quantify.

		“You look happy,” Melody said, starting off the one-on-one conversation.

		“I am happy,” Lauren responded. “Smiling helps me be happy.”

		“That it does,” Melody agreed. “But you know what else can help make you happy?”

		“What?” Lauren asked, not knowing where this conversation was headed.

		“When you look good it helps you be happy. Would you like me to help you look your best?”

		Lauren did not know what to say, but she nodded her head in agreement. She would do anything to make herself happy. Because when she was happy, she helped make other people happy. Happiness was contagious like that.

		“Let’s talk about your face then. That’s the first thing most people see of you right now. I want to help you iron out how you see yourself and therefore how other people see you. But the thing is, what I see in you probably isn’t what you see. Does that make sense?”

		Lauren shook her head. Whatever Melody was talking about, she did not understand it. Lauren had never been someone who cared much for her appearance. She simply ignored her reflection most of the time. Maybe that was why she had stupidly cut her hair and dyed it for her job interview. She really had no idea what was attractive and what was not. She would take all the help Melody would provide.

		“Well, let’s start with your eyes,” Melody said. “You have beautiful green eyes. Did you know that?”

		“Green?” Lauren asked. She had always thought she had brown eyes. However, as she was contemplating what color her eyes were, they turned from the brown she had known to green.

		“Yes, green,” Melody answered. “I can understand how you might not have seen that behind your glasses, but you have wonderfully big green eyes.”

		“Oh,” Lauren said, taking in this new information.

		“Of course, your long lashes may have played a role in that too. They are really quite impressive. Are they naturally that full and long or do you use false lashes?”

		“Um,” Lauren said, thinking. “I don’t do anything like that. I’ve never been much into makeup and fashion.”

		“Lucky you,” Melody said. “Your skin looks so good without makeup. You must have great genetics. Pretty much every woman I know would kill to have your natural complexion.”

		“Really?” Lauren said. “I didn’t know that.”

		“Oh yes. You have wonderfully smooth skin. Of course, it helps that you have such great cheekbones. It really helps give you an ideal heart shaped face.”

		This was all news to Lauren, but she could not help but smile at all the good news. She had never viewed herself as pretty or attractive before, thinking she was plain. But Melody was certainly helping to change that impression of herself and Lauren was not about to complain.

		“And I love how your nose looks. You must have had that done. It looks too perfect to be your natural nose. I especially love how it’s turned up a little at the end. It’s very cute.”

		Did she have surgery on her nose? That was the question Lauren was asking herself as she tried to remember. There were so many things she was learning about herself. And then there was the question of why she would have had surgery on her nose to begin with. Did she break it?

		“I broke my nose in college,” Lauren said, creating a backstory that had previously never existed. “I got hit by a lacrosse ball as I was walking across campus. The parents of the guy who hit me paid for surgery. The surgeon recommended I just go with my original nose, but I never liked how it looked that much, so I got him to give me something that looks good.”

		“The surgeon did great work,” Melody agreed. “Was that when you started getting lip injections too?”

		“Injections?” Lauren said, no longer feeling as confident in her created backstory. Sure, she had her nose done, but she was not so vain as to need additional work.

		“Those lips of yours can’t be natural,” Melody said. “I’ve never seen anyone with as big of lips as yours, the way they project off your face, the way they naturally enhance your smile.”

		Lauren looked down her nose and saw her lips, how they pushed out from her face. They were clearly there, projecting far more than they should have on their own. She did not even need to make a kissing or duck face to see them.

		“It was around then,” Lauren said, not being entirely sure on the exact moment she started getting lip injections. “I probably saw some photos or a magazine that made me want to get them while I was at the surgery clinic.”

		“Regardless, they look fantastic,” Melody said. “And I’m sure you enjoy putting those lips to good use.”

		“Good use?” Lauren asked, not knowing Melody’s meaning. Her lips were purely for aesthetics, not function. She just liked how the plump lips looked on her. She would not continue getting the injections if she did not enjoy how her face looked with them.

		“Your lips look perfect for sucking on something, like a popsicle or a lollipop,” Melody said. Then her voice got really low as she whispered, “Or even a cock. Has anyone ever told you that you have duck sucking lips?”

		Lauren’s eyes opened wide at the shock of what Melody was suggesting. She would never. Sex for her had always been that one moment with her college boyfriend.

		Melody read Lauren’s expression easily. “It’s not like sucking cock is sex. And to be honest, it’s fun. There is almost no other activity where you hold so much control over another person’s pleasure. You should try it sometime. At the very least, you would be putting your lips to good use. I can only imagine how much a guy would like to have your lips wrapped around his cock. You know that’s what guys are thinking about when they look at you, right?”

		“They are?” Lauren asked, completely clueless about everything sexual. Outside of her one experience with missionary sex when she was in college, Lauren had completely ignored everything sexual. There was so much she did not know.

		“Definitely,” Melody answered with a smirk. “But that’s to be expected. The best way to get through to a man is with his dick. His cock is like magic that way.”

		“I’ll take your word for it.”

		There was not much more to Tuesday’s session. As the women came back together, Lauren saw how beautiful they all were. She had not noticed that before. Some of the women had clearly seen a surgeon, as Lauren had. Some were even more obvious about it. Others were more subtle or completely natural. However, the one thing they all had in common was that Lauren would classify their faces as beautiful. She was beginning to feel like she was in good company.

		However, that evening, Lauren found the desires to put her newfound knowledge to the test. As she and Mason ate dinner, she could not help but notice how he kept staring at her. Then, as she got up to make a trip to the restroom, she noticed the bulge in Mason’s pants.

		The whole time Lauren was away from the table, she questioned whether she was reading the situation correctly. Could she really do something so crass as suck her boss’ cock? And yet, as she stood in front of the mirror, looking at her plump lips, she could imagine them wrapped around Mason’s cock. Surely, such an action would give her a leg up when it came to promotions. Giving Mason what he wanted from her was surely a great way to get what she wanted too. This was not a matter of manipulation, however. This was just a matter of being a team player and doing everything she could for the firm.

		After her return to the table, Lauren kept licking her lips, imagining what Mason might taste like. Now that the idea had firmly been planted in her head, she could not get it out. She knew exactly how the evening was going to end. She could only hope it would be good for both of them.

		“Oh, that’s nice,” Mason said a little later, back in his suite. He was sitting in a chair. Lauren was on her knees, between his legs, bobbing her head up and down on her shaft. She had asked nicely if she could suck his cock. If Mason had been surprised by her boldness, he did not show it. If anything, he almost seemed to expect it of her. And that expectation almost made Lauren embarrassed that she had never done her duty as a woman before. Her boss needed a blowjob and now she was going to make sure she was always available to give him one. That was the role of a good employee like her.

		“I want to cum on your face,” Mason said as he neared his point of no return.

		Lauren sat back and used her hands to continue working his shaft. And a moment later, she was rewarded with a rope of cum crossing her nose. The next surge hit her glasses, making it difficult to see. Not that it mattered. Lauren was not going anywhere. Finally the rest of Mason’s seed hit her lips as his balls finally emptied.

		“That was a great start,” Mason said happily. “But we’re going to need to keep practicing that. Also, Melody told me that she wants you to wear either a loose skirt or loose pants tomorrow. Don’t ask me why.”

		“Okay,” Lauren said happily. She gave a cummy smile before she licked her lips clean. “Yum, I didn’t know cum would taste so good.”

		“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Mason said, dismissing Lauren.

		She wiped her glasses partially clean, enough where she could see, before she got up and walked to the door that connected their rooms. She could finish the clean up in her own room before she fell peacefully asleep, a big smile on her face from a job well done.
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		Lauren was brimming with excitement as she walked into Wednesday’s session. She felt like a whole new woman. Her smile was big, clearly happy with how her week was going. Sure, Lauren was not learning much about the law, but there was only so much more her brain could take in that regard. But she was learning so much more. She was learning about herself. She was learning about how to succeed in the world of law and business. She knew her future was bright and only getting brighter.

		“Oh good, you wore a skirt,” Melody said when Lauren walked in. “That’s perfect.”

		“Mason gave me the heads up last night before I went to bed. You were right about our talk yesterday. I tried some stuff out and it was amazing. I’m definitely doing that again.”

		Melody smiled, enjoying in the successes of her student. “Go grab some snacks and we’ll get started shortly.”

		Lauren continued to smile as she made a bee-line to the snack table. Some of the other women were already gathering there. The array of food that had been laid out on Monday had been replaced exclusively with olives. That might have sounded strange to Lauren before the week had begun, but she no longer complained. That was all she wanted to eat during the session anyway. They were tasty.

		And Lauren figured the woman who had whispered to her that it was the pimento that made the olives taste so good was probably right. She would ahem told her so, but after the realization that all of her fellow women in the room were stunningly beautiful, she no longer remembered which of them had come up with the idea. Despite Lauren feeling incredibly close to all the women in the room, they were complete strangers to her. She would not even know their names if all the attendees did not wear name badges. But even then, it was hard to keep track of who was who when it was almost impossible to pull her gaze away from their faces. Their beauty was stunning.

		After gathering a plate full of olives to snack on through the introduction of the session, Lauren sat down and waited. Once Melody stood up at the front of the room and started speaking, everyone settled down. Not that anything Melody said in the introduction to the day’s talk was important. Lauren and everyone else in the room knew the most important part of the session would come during the breakouts when each of them would work with someone one-on-one. Lauren considered herself lucky to have Melody as a partner for that part. She vaguely wondered if that was something Mason and the firm had paid extra for or if it was just random. If it was the former, Lauren knew she needed to come up with a way to thank Mason. A second blowjob was definitely in order then.

		“With that out of the way,” Melody announced, “it’s time to get into our partner groups.”

		At that moment, the 11 women volunteers entered the room on cue. It was an efficient operation. The volunteers always entered the room right as they were summoned, yet Lauren never saw them queueing up out in the hallway. Not that it mattered when she got to partner with Melody.

		This time Lauren did not need to be summoned to the front of the room to join Melody. She got up, popping the final olive into her mouth, and moved forward, greeting her teacher once again with a smile.

		“Are you ready to learn more about being your best self?” Melody asked as she motioned for Lauren to sit across from her in a two-chair pairing.

		“Always,” Lauren answered happily. She knew the sky was the limit for her if she was the best version of herself that she could be.

		“Terrific. Now I want to talk to you about the importance of keeping your body fit. That is incredibly important if you are going to succeed in your career and in your life.”

		“I know,” Lauren said, dropping her head. “I’m not very good at the kind of thing. I was never very athletic. I didn’t do sports as a kid or anything like that. Even PE was hell for me.”

		“Hmm,” Melody said. “That’s not the person I see before me. I see someone who had clearly spent many, many hours in the gym over the years.”

		As she spoke, Lauren’s body slowly transformed. She had always been skinny, bony even. Now she was filling out in an athletic manner, gaining lean muscle she had never had before.

		“And I’m sure all that yoga and dance practice is paying off with great flexibility,” Melody continued. “I bet if you flexed your abs, you could almost make out a six-pack.”

		“I do spend a lot of time in the gym,” Lauren admitted, making an about-face in her mind as new memories slotted themselves into her head to make her changing body a realistic reality. “It takes a lot of work, but it’s worth it.”

		“I believe you,” Melody said. “But tell me, did you get that nice butt from workouts alone or did you have help?”

		It took a moment for Lauren to decide on an answer. Was her bubble butt all natural or did she have the help of a surgeon? She had had no implants. That was a step too far in her mind.

		Lauren blushed as she started to speak. “I got a Brazilian butt lift when my squat routine wasn’t enough to get the results I wanted.”

		“There’s nothing to be ashamed about with that,” Melody comforted her, reaching out and patting Lauren’s knee. “But I’m sure you have no regrets about it.”

		“That’s true,” Lauren said, forgetting her shame and embarrassment. “The hardest part was letting myself gain enough weight to let the fat be redistributed. Luckily, I’ve never had a problem keeping a little extra in the caboose. Only, it wasn’t enough. I wanted more.”

		Melody smiled as she watched her protege truly begin to come into her own. “I bet you’re still doing squats and other exercises though to keep your butt in shape.”

		“Definitely. And today is butt day. After this session, I’m headed to the gym to work out. Except, now that I think about it, I didn’t bring my workout attire. Do you know of anywhere I can buy some?”

		“I’m sure the concierge desk will be able to help you there,” Melody said. “Who knows? The hotel store might even have something like that for you to use.”

		“Good idea, I’ll check there when we’re done here.”

		Lauren’s one-on-one session took less time than some of the other women. It gave Lauren time to look around and see how incredibly attractive so many of her attendees were. Sure, they had beautiful faces, but their bodies were great too, and each of them in their own way.

		Eventually Melody brought everyone back together and gave a few parting remarks. Not that Lauren was listening attentively. Her mind was already on her workout. She had yet to explore the hotel gym. She could only hope it was well enough equipped for her needs. Hotels did not always have very good gyms, but she had always found ways to get through.

		Later that night, over dinner, Lauren regaled Mason with her workout efforts, including buying a whole new workout outfit. She did not comment that her panties had started to feel especially tight. Luckily, with the spandex shorts she had purchased to wear, she did not need to wear panties underneath them. However, she did tell her boss how she must have spent at least five minutes admiring her butt in a mirror in the gym. Her tight shorts looked great on her, highlighting all the effort, both physical and monetary that she had put into her appearance.

		“I’d like to see you in those shorts sometime,” Mason had commented nonchalantly.

		“How about after dinner?” Lauren offered immediately. “I can do a little modeling for you in your room before I perform a repeat of last night.”

		Mason called for the check immediately. He very much wanted to experience that.
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		When Lauren arrived at her Thursday session, she felt more alive than she could ever remember feeling before. Her whole body was awash with energy. Not wanting to create a repeat of Wednesday afternoon where she rushed to get her workout in between the end of her session and dinner with Mason, Lauren had set an early alarm so she could get her workout in straight away, without any distractions.

		Despite working hard in the surprisingly well-appointed hotel gym, Lauren felt as if she was bursting with energy. She looked good and she felt good. There was not much more she could ask for. Coupled with a great job with lots of room for advancement, Lauren felt great about where her life was headed.

		“Good morning,” Lauren chirped as she entered the meeting room.

		“My, don’t you look chipper this morning,” Melody said. “That morning workout must have done you wonders.”

		“It sure did,” Lauren replied before she furrowed her brow in confusion. “Wait, how did you know I was working out this morning?”

		“I saw you when I walked past the gym on the way to the pool,” Melody answered. “Sometimes pool workouts are just as good as gym workouts. You should try it sometime.”

		“Maybe I will,” Lauren said as she left Melody by the door and continued inside toward the snack table. She had eaten a smaller breakfast than she normally would have following a workout, knowing she would be supplementing with the delicious olives the hotel provided.

		However, as Lauren considered the idea of a pool workout, she suddenly found herself worried that something was wrong. She never went swimming, mostly because it required her to wear form fitting and revealing clothing. Lauren absolutely refused to wear a bikini. Even a one-piece suit could be too revealing for her tastes.

		Not that Lauren was a complete prude when it came to her body. She certainly enjoyed the spandex shorts she bought for workouts, but that was different. And she could still wear baggy t-shirts with those shorts. Still, pool workouts were still worth considering, assuming Lauren could decide on exactly how much she was willing to put her body on display. It did help that she looked good. The facial work she had done, coupled with the almost obsessive way she worked out, not to mention the extra help she got in the butt department, left her looking fantastic. However, even with all that work, there were times when she just could not get over the idea that showcasing her body was bad.

		Just as Lauren finished filling her plate with olives from the snack table, Melody stood up at the front of the room and called everyone to their seats. This was to be the last one-on-one session, which made Lauren disappointed. She might not have seen much in Melody at the start of the week, but she had learned so much from her and she was thankful beyond recognition that she had been paired with her. Melody had a way with words that always seemed to make everything clear. Lauren simply could not trust the volunteers in the same way that she trusted Melody.

		“Today is our penultimate day together,” Melody announced as the attendees happily listened and ate their snacks. “And while every day is important, I always like to think that today is the most important of our five days together. When you leave this room later today, there will be people from your past who simply won’t recognize you anymore. You are all so close to reaching your full potential. Trust me when I say that after this week, no one will be able to stop you from succeeding, no one will be able to stop you from achieving your dreams, whatever those dreams could be.”

		Lauren smiled happily as she popped another olive into her mouth. She was eating them far too fast, but she simply could not stop herself. And despite having her attention torn between the quickly dwindling pile of olives on her plate and Melody speaking at the front of the room, Lauren had to admit what Melody said sounded good. Her ambitions were only growing. Achieving partner at the firm no longer felt like a maybe, but only aa when. She was destined for it.

		Just as Lauren finished her plate of olives, Melody called for the attendees to split up into their pairs from the past two days. On cue, as always, the additional volunteers entered the room, moving toward their respective places. Lauren rose and stepped forward. Melody was already pulling a chair over for her to sit in.

		“What’s on the menu today?” Lauren joked, making a reference to her now empty plate which she stuck under her chair so it would be out of the way.

		Melody gave Lauren a knowing smirk as she sat down across from her pupil. “Would you believe me if I said boobs were on the menu?”

		Lauren stared at Melody, not knowing what she meant. Despite the confusion, Lauren still sported her ever-present smile.

		“What do you think is the one thing men talk about most when it comes to women?” Melody asked.

		Lauren saw Melody’s meaning right away. “They talk about women’s breasts, don’t they?”

		“It certainly seems likely. Now, what do you think about your breasts? How do you think men would react to them?”

		Again, Lauren needed little time to think of her answer. “They would think my breasts are small.”

		Lauren had never paid much attention to what men thought of her body, but she knew there were many women who had bigger busts than her. And she was also aware of the male fixation on breasts. It was just that Lauren had always assumed there were men who liked the small-breasted like herself. But considering the lack of success she had found in the romance department, Lauren was beginning to wonder if she needed to consider alternatives. She had already done so much to her body surgically. Would breast implants really be that big of a step?

		“I certainly wouldn’t call your breasts small,” Melody advised. “I mean, sure, there are a few women out there who are bigger than you, but that’s wither because they’ve gone to extreme lengths to have big ballooning breasts or they are big women to begin with.”

		Lauren tried to frown at Melody’s assertion that she was well endowed. Her memories felt fuzzy about all of that. However, as she looked down, she was faced with the reality of cleavage. And despite the fact her breasts were actively growing before her eyes, Lauren could not see it. Each moment, each blinks of the eye, left her feeling as if the size she saw was the size she had been moments before.

		“Given all the other work you had done, I have to assume those are implants,” Melody said.

		Again, Lauren looked down to note the rounded tops of her breasts. The upper pole fullness had been a major selling point of the ultra high profile implants she had selected. She liked to give the impression that she was wearing a pushup bra, even when she was not wearing a bra at all, such as this instance. Her implants sat high enough on her chest, she did not really need a bra for everyday activities. And when gravity finally did its thing and started to cause her breasts to sag, Lauren figured that would be the time to return to the surgeon and go bigger.

		“I got them done by the same surgeon who did my butt,” Lauren finally answered as her breasts finally reached their zenith. They pushed out at her top, her nipples pushing against the fabric for a little extra pop. She did not need to leave the top few buttons of her blouse undone, but she chose to, wanting to give her girls a little fresh air. In the office, she always kept her breasts under wraps, not wanting to cause any disturbances. Not that the whole office was unaware of her assets. She had only been able to afford the operation once she had a proper lawyer’s salary. However, there was no regret what so ever. Lauren was proud of her body and that included her breasts.

		“And I bet you like to call them your tits or your titties,” Melody pushed. “At that size, those seem like appropriate names. Boobs or boobies would also work, but as a working woman, those sound so juvenile, don’t you think.”

		Lauren nodded her head in agreement. “I’ve got big tits,” she said, using that name for the first time. The word rolled off her tongue so easily. It was as if she had been calling them her tits or her titties ever since she got them.

		“Yes,” Melody said with a chuckle. “Yes you do. But can I tell you a secret?”

		“Sure.”

		“I’ve got implants too.”

		Lauren could only watch as the woman she most looked up to slowly unbuttoned several buttons on her blouse. Like Lauren, Melody did not seem to be wearing a bra, making it easy to see that, yes, she had augmented tits. In fact, their tits looked extremely similar, almost as if the descriptions used to model Lauren’s tits were the same that had been used to model Melody’s tits.

		“You have really nice tits,” Lauren commented.

		“Thanks, sweetie,” Melody replied with another smirk. “But do you know what I really like? I like it when guys cum on my tits. It feels so good to have them shoot their hot seed onto my tits. Then I like to rub it into my skin while they watch. Usually that gets them hard again so we can have more fun.”

		Lauren had never imagined her tits could be so sexual. Sure, they looked great and men thought they were sexy, but she had never considered letting a man cum anywhere other than in her mouth or on her face. Could she really let a man paint her tits with his cum? However, the moment she asked herself that question, she knew the obvious answer. Of course she could do that. And just as Melody said, she was certain it would be a lot of fun.

		In fact, Lauren was going to try that out after dinner, letting Mason cum on her tits instead of her face or in her mouth. But there was more to the shift in her thinking than just that. Before, Lauren never would have imagined her boss getting to see her breasts. Now she could not wait before he came on them so he could watch while she massaged his cum into her skin. It was a new step in their working relationship, but one that Lauren was not going to regret. She was fulfilling her purpose and helping ensure that she continued to move up the career advancement ladder.
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		Walking into the meeting room Friday morning for her final session of Women in Law, Lauren was greeted with a slightly different sight from the one she had seen from days past. There was no space for the rows of chairs that had once filled the room, because almost all of the space was taken up with racks of clothes. Lauren had not seen so many clothes in one space outside of a department store.

		“What’s going on?” Lauren asked Melody at the door.

		“I’ve got a special surprise for everyone today. I think you’re all going to really like it. I know I will. But don’t worry about it right now. Go grab your snacks and stand up by the front of the room. We’ll hold a little meeting up there before I let you all loose.”

		Lauren had learned not to argue with Melody. As far as she was concerned, Melody must have been a genius. Everything Melody said was like gold. Lauren could not imagine ever disagreeing with her.

		And if Lauren had any doubts about Melody’s advice, they had been erased following her post-dinner blowjob with Mason. As Melody had recommended, Lauren asked Mason to cum on her tits, something he was more than happy to do. And after, when she started to rub his cum into her skin, before she knew it, Mason was hard and ready to go again. However, this time, Mason wanted something a little different. Rather than another blowjob, he wanted Lauren to make him cum with her tits.

		Had Lauren been a little more with it, had she been a little less horny, she might have denied him this request. Instead, she accepted and discovered a whole new world of how she could use her body to have fun without actually having sex. And this second time around, after using her tits to get Mason off, he came on her face again, painting her glasses, which was becoming a favorite of hers.

		Mason had certainly been happy with the events of the night before. He even commented that Lauren was likely to rise quickly with the attitude and dedication she had shown him this week. Lauren could barely suppress a squeal of delight at the news. She just knew that she was on her way up.

		Now, almost 12 hours removed from that event, Lauren still thought back on it fondly, loving how it had made her feel and how much power she had over Mason’s pleasure. Not that she could ever deny him with that power. That was not her place. She needed to use that power for good, not hoard it.

		Lauren ate her olives like she had every day, enjoying them just as much as she had before. Part of her wanted to find out where the hotel got them so that she could eat them at home. However, there was another part of her that knew that these olives were special and that they would not be needed after this week. She would be able to return to her regular routine in another few days and put to use everything she had learned at the conference. Little did Lauren realize that the routine she had once followed was no more. She had already developed a new routine that would forever define her life and the role she played in the world. Not that she had any complaints about that. She was truly happy for the first time in her life and she knew that happiness would only grow stronger in the future.

		“Ladies, welcome to our final day together,” Melody said as she gathered everyone together at the front of the room. “Today we are going to focus on looking our best. It is important to always put ourselves on display. You have all put too much work into your bodies not to make sure that everyone can see the fruits of all that time and labor. Many of you may be wondering why your clothes do not fit you as you think they should. That is why we have all these clothes here today. You will each get to select several outfits to take home with you as a gift from the organizers of the conference. And I will be here to help you identify what you should be wearing. Remember, you have the most power when you wear your sexuality openly. Sex is your power. It is important to use it to the best of your ability.”

		Melody sent the women into the racks, telling them to start choosing outfits they think would work well for them when they returned to their homes and jobs. Lauren got started, but she had the hardest time deciding what was appropriate. Part of her seemed to gravitate to the sexy and revealing styles present, but Lauren could not find it in herself to fully embrace this new side of her.

		“Something is wrong,” Lauren told herself. “I need to get out of here. This isn’t right.”

		“Everything okay, Lauren?” Melody asked, approaching the struggling woman as she ran her hand up and down a silk dress.

		“Something isn’t right here,” Lauren said. “This isn’t me.”

		Melody could only smile as Lauren tried to fight against the conditioning and body modifications she had undergone. True, the way Lauren and the other women had to create new memories for themselves as they changed into their new selves was sure to cause some issues, but Melody had never seen someone fight so hard against it. At least not since Melody herself had undergone her transformation. That felt like ages ago now, but she was only too happy to help usher in a new generation of sluts and bimbos into the workplace. Melody could not imagine her life turning out any better than it already had and she was sure all these women were going to feel the same way when they returned home to their job, even if they did not return to the same jobs as those they left. They just needed to embrace this new reality that had been created and run with it.

		“Come here,” Melody said as she led Lauren over to a mirror. “What do you see?”

		“I see me, I guess,” Lauren answered dismissively.

		“No, I want you to really look at yourself,” Melody said forcefully. “I want you to look at your reflection and tell me about the woman you see there.”

		“Fine,” Lauren said with a sigh. “I see a pretty woman who has a great body that she worked hard for and paid a lot for.”

		“That’s a start,” Melody responded. “But did you know I see so much more than that? I see a woman who knows that her best asset is her body. I see a woman that not only has worked hard to get the body of her dreams, but she loves to show it off. She loves knowing that people see her and stare. She loves knowing that men and even a few women see her and wonder if she is wearing underwear. She loves knowing that she is in the personal fantasies of multiple people. And even more than that, she loves all the power that gives her. And she loves using that power. She loves giving pleasure to others. She loves doing what her bosses tell her to do. She needs that guidance. She needs to be told how to use her great power.”

		“But—“

		“No buts,” Melody interrupted the struggling Lauren before she could mount a defense. “You’re a hot piece of ass and it’s time you start acting like it. This is who you have made yourself to be. This is who you wanted to be. There’s no use denying it. You look too hot to deny yourself your rightful place in the world. Say it for me. Tell me you’re a hot piece of ass.”

		“I’m, um, a hot piece of—do I really have to say it?”

		“Yes, you need to say it. This is who you are. It’s time you fully acknowledge it.”

		“I’m a hot piece of ass,” Lauren said quietly.

		“Louder.”

		“I’m a hot piece of ass.”

		“With more feeling.”

		“I’m a hot piece of ass.”

		“Say it like you mean it.”

		“I’m a hot piece of ass.”

		“There, isn’t that better?” Melody asked the smiling Lauren. “I bet you’re pretty horny too. I know about those blowjobs you’ve been giving Mason. You must be climbing the walls with arousal, unable to get yourself off while providing such pleasure to him. A girl has needs, you know?”

		Lauren nodded her head in agreement. Who was she to ever question Melody? She knew everything there to know about her. Lauren could not imagine ever disagreeing or questioning her role in life again.

		“Say it for me,” Melody whispered in Lauren’s ear.

		“I have needs,” Lauren said with conviction. She did have needs. Blowjobs and tittiefucks made her aroused.

		“What kind of needs?” Melody prompted.

		This time it took Lauren a little longer to answer. However, there was only one answer she could think of. “I have sexual needs.”

		“Of course you do. You’re a hot piece of ass. Sex is expected of you. You love being sexy and that naturally culminated in what?”

		“Sex?”

		“Bingo,” Melody said. “A girl like you probably needs to have tons of sex, at least once a day, I imagine. But who knows. You might be one of those lucky girls who needs it more.”

		“But sex before marriage—“

		“Is a glorious thing,” Melody said, completing Lauren’s response, taking it in the opposite direction of what she had intended.

		“It is?” Lauren asked as years of believing otherwise eroded from her memory.

		“Sex is just fun between two consenting adults. Sure, there is the prospect of pregnancy, but there are ways to limit that risk. And as a hot piece of ass, you should be having as much sex as you can. I mean, you have needs and fingers and batteries just isn’t going to get it done. You need the real thing.”

		“You mean a cock?” Lauren asked.

		“And the man that cock is attached to. You’re a hot piece of ass and a horny little mix to boot. It must have been so hard to make it through these sessions without sex breaks. But don’t worry. Today is our last day together and tomorrow you can fully embrace the women you were meant to be. Now go pick out some sexy clothes. And remember, you want to select clothes for the office, but also for outside the office.”

		Lauren nodded her head as Melody gave her a gentle swat on her ass, sending her back into the racks so she could select the outfits she would be wearing for the rest of the trip.
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		Lauren sat out by the pool Saturday afternoon, wearing a bikini. The bikini had been something she had picked up during Friday’s session. It was one of many outfits she had managed to return to her room with.

		The fact it was the first time she had ever worn a bikini was not even considered when she put it on. The thong back did not even faze her, nor did she realize it ever would have. However, considering all the money she remembered spending on her ass, she was not about to cover it with cloth unless she needed to. After all, she was a hot piece of ass.

		Not that Lauren was putting herself on display at that moment. She was curled up in the shade, reading a book. Yes, her big tits were very much on display, but if anyone was going to stare, they would have to work hard to do it. Lauren did not get the opportunity at the start of the trip to read, but she was making up for lost time now.

		“Here, I brought you a martini,” Mason said as he approached. He placed the glass on the side table next to Lauren’s lounge chair. The martini included three olives.

		“Thanks, Mason,” Lauren said with a smile as she set aside her book to begin drinking. “Did you enjoy your conference sessions?”

		“Not as much as I enjoyed our time getting to know each other better. I hope this closeness we have shared does not fade away when we return to work on Monday.”

		“Never,” Lauren assured him. “Trust me, I can’t get enough of that cock of yours. You say the word and I’d be happy to visit you at the end of my workday.”

		Mason nodded happily, knowing that things were about to change even more for the better.

		Despite Lauren’s love of the olives the hotel used, she waited until she had finished her martini before she ate them. All the while, Mason waited in the adjacent lounge chair, casually eyeing Lauren’s now very well proportioned body which she had been kind enough to put on display. If Lauren noticed his lingering gaze, she did not say anything. Then again, she now welcomed the attention. That was the biggest lesson she had learned from yesterday’s session with Melody.

		“You know, I’m surprised you’re reading at all at a time like this,” Mason said after he felt the olives had enough time to take effect.

		“What do you mean?” Lauren asked. She had just picked up the book to resume reading.

		“I mean, don’t get me wrong, but you don’t exactly look like the reading type. Sure, you can read if you want to, but outside of work, there isn’t much point when you are as intelligent as you are. It’s not like we hired you for your brains.”

		“Wait, you didn’t?” Lauren asked as her head started to slowly fill with fog.

		“You can handle the phones and scheduling, sure, but it’s not like you’re some rocket scientist. As I recall, you barely graduated high school. And given your sexual proclivities, I have a feeling some of those grades might have been a bit inflated, if you know what I mean.”

		Lauren held her fingers against her temples, trying to concentrate. Why were her thoughts coming to her so slowly? She was not dumb, was she? Those were the questions that slowly made their way through her mind.

		“But like I said,” Mason continued, “you perform your job admirably. I could not ask for a better assistant. And I certainly appreciate your dictation skills. Your typing might be shit, but you can certainly take my dick in any of your holes.”

		Sitting there, Lauren started to realize the truth about herself. She really was just a hot shell of a woman. Sure, she had a brain. Most living creatures did. But hers was definitely not what she was valued for. With enough repetition, she could learn a task, but even that could be exasperatingly difficult sometimes, especially when she was horny. And she was horny so often. If she did not reach orgasm at least three times a day, she was climbing the walls. Sure, her fingers or a vibrator could do the trick, but Lauren had come to love the real thing.

		Even now, sitting close to Mason, Lauren could sense the growing hardness of Mason’s cock. She salivated over it. Her pussy was wet, threatening to leak out and show through her bikini. If Mason did not take her off to fuck soon, she would need several cold showers to calm down.

		“You’re right,” Lauren finally said, handing the book over to Mason. He would know better what to do with it. “I don’t need this book. I don’t know what I was doing with it. I’m not smart enough to read long books.”

		“Reading isn’t for everyone,” Mason agreed. “Although I appreciate that you still try to look smart. But we all know those glasses aren’t fooling anyone. You can see just fine without them. But I appreciate that you wear them. You have no idea how much I like cumming on your glasses.”

		As Lauren sat there, her eyesight returned to normal, something which she had not experienced since she was a little girl. However, there was a problem. As her eyesight improved, her ability to see actually decreased. Her glasses were unaffected by the power behind the olives. It could cause the change in Lauren, but it could not change the physical world around her.

		“What happened?” Lauren asked, concerned. “I can’t see good anymore.”

		“Oh, sorry about that,” Mason said as he reached over and pulled Lauren’s glasses off her face. “I forgot about that part.”

		Without her glasses, Lauren felt much better. She could see again. Although she had no idea what had happened. But Lauren also knew she was not that smart. Mason was the smart one. As far as she could think, he knew everything. Or at least he knew everything outside of things like makeup and fashion. Those were the few things that Lauren considered herself an expert in.

		Mason took a moment to pop out the lenses from Lauren’s glasses. She would not need them anymore.

		“Here you go,” Mason said, handing back the glasses. “That should fix the problem. Just don’t let me cum on them until we get regular glass put back in those. I don’t want you to get cum in your eyes.”

		“You’re the best,” Lauren said with a genuine smile. She really meant it too. Lauren was glad to have Mason around to look out for her. She had no idea what she would do without him.

		“Anything for my sexy bimbo assistant,” Mason said.

		Lauren beamed at the compliment, but her smile started to fade as the words Mason used began to filter through her mind. There was so much of the world she did not understand. It was easier to smile and giggle first and then figure everything out when she had time. At least that way she never missed laughing at a joke, even if she did not get it.

		“Wait, isn’t being a bimbo bad?” Lauren finally asked. “I thought it was bad.”

		“Before I answer your question, let me pose you a question,” Mason said. “Are you bad?”

		Lauren sighed. She felt that Mason was always doing this to her. He would answer her question with another question. She was pretty sure he enjoyed it as a way to tease her. And as long as he enjoyed himself, she did not mind, but it was really hard to have a question about something and by the time Mason had finished asking his questions she had forgotten what her original question was.

		“I don’t want to be bad,” Lauren finally answered. “I’m not, am I?”

		“No, you’re not bad,” Mason answered. “But if you’re a bimbo and you’re good, shouldn’t that mean being a bimbo is good?”

		Lauren had to think about that for a few moments. Logic was not one of her strong points. Just because she worked with lawyers did not mean any of that had brushed off on her. She was just as challenged now as the day she was hired. The only difference was she had a great rack to show off now after making decent money as Mason’s assistant.

		“So being a bimbo is good?” Lauren asked. “I don’t get it.”

		Mason laughed. Lauren knew he was laughing at her, but she did not mind. She could be pretty funny sometimes, even if she never understood why. “Being a bimbo is good in my eyes. It’s something you should be proud of. I don’t know what I’d do if I didn’t have such a great little bimbo as my assistant.”

		“You’re sweet,” Lauren said, blushing. “I don’t know what I’d do if I didn’t have you to explain things to me. That must mean we make a perfect team.”

		“In more ways than one,” Mason added. “Now why don’t you and I head up to my hotel room so you can take some dictation for me. My cock is hard and I’m sure you’re in need. You usually are.”

		“Ooh, yes, I’m good at taking dictation, emphasis on the dick.”

		“Yes, yes you are.”

		It was going to be a good final night of their trip together.
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		The Lauren that stepped onto the private jet to return home had only a passing resemblance to the Lauren who got on the plane the week before. The original Lauren had been plain and boring with a known stick up her ass about anything and everything that disrupted her routine. That stick had been replaced with a propensity to take cock up her now augmented ass, something she never would have considered before her time at the conference.

		It was hard to focus on any one change to Lauren as she boarded the plane. Everything about her had changed. In addition to her physical changes, her entire demeanor had shifted. The smile she wore on her face with her plumped up lips was genuine. And she was eager to please, knowing that her best asset was in her body, not her mind. She was truly happy now, something she had not been when she first boarded.

		However, few people who saw this Lauren would have paid attention to her demeanor. They would have seen her for what she was. She was a bimbo, a badge she wore proudly. Her long blonde hair, her tight body, her large tits and her sizable ass were what people saw when they looked at her. And Lauren’s outfit did everything it could to make sure they saw little else.

		Starting at her feet, Lauren wore black sandals with a minimal number of straps and a stiletto heel that would have been difficult for most people to walk in. However, she wore them as if she had worn ridiculously high heels all her life. The only time she eschewed high heels was when working out or when sleeping. She even had a pair of shower heels she could wear in the bathroom, a parting gift from Melody.

		Lauren’s dress, if it could be called that, was something that she never would have been able to wear on a commercial airplane. It was made of mostly black lace and fishnet material. The dress was mostly sheer, with a few strategically placed black panels to maintain the little modesty she had. This was not a dress one wore panties or other underwear with.

		The skirt managed to reach the tops of Lauren’s thighs, but the side panels below her waist had been replaced with wide fishnets that showed off her tanned hips. That same fishnet material also covered the front and back of the dress, leaving lace sections to cover her nipples and the sides of the dress. All in all, the dress was far more alluring and much more revealing than the bikini she had worn the day before. The fakeness of her tits was on full display, which was an important factor in Lauren choosing to wear that particular dress on the flight home.

		The dress had come with fishnet and lace arm warmers, but Lauren had skipped wearing those in favor of a turquoise faux fur cropped coat. She mostly let it hang off on her arms, letting her shoulders remain bare.

		“Susie, can I get a martini after takeoff?” Lauren asked as she passed by the stewardess.

		“Of course,” Susie answered. “How about you, Mr. Perry?”

		“That would be lovely. And then after, I hope you can make yourself scarce. Lauren and I have some private debriefing to do.”

		“Of course, sir,” came Susie’s answer. She was not so naive to think her employers never had any fun onboard. And she had been with the firm long enough to see several promising young lawyers go off to this conference and return as bimbos like Lauren had. Lauren was not the first and Susie was certain Lauren would not be the last. Luckily, the firm paid Susie well enough to keep her mouth shut about such matters. It was none of her business what the people like Mason got up to in their free time. And if women like Lauren give up promising law careers to become bimbos, she was okay with that too. After all, Lauren had not looked particularly happy when they left and now she had the biggest smile Susie had ever seen.

		The plane left on schedule. Lauren enjoyed takeoff. The vibrations of the plane nearly made her cum. She had begged Mason to fuck her before they left the hotel that morning, but he had insisted she wait. He would not even let her play with her pussy on the ride to the airport. Even though she put on a happy and content appearance, Lauren was close to climbing the walls in need. Her knuckles turned white as she gripped the arms rests of her seat on takeoff, not from fear, but from trying to hold herself together. She could not remember ever being this horny before.

		Once they finally reached their cruising altitude, Susie entered the cabin carrying a tray of drinks. She did not share that she had made herself one as well, but she was certain Mason would not mind. He was going to be plenty occupied with his companion soon enough.

		“Thank you, Susie,” Mason said as he took both drinks before handing one to Lauren.

		“Just ring if you need anything,” Susie said before she returned to the galley at the back of the plane. The sound of the door closing gave Mason a smile.

		Lauren sipped her martini. It was very good. It tasted even better than the martinis at the hotel. However, when she got down to the olives, Lauren was disappointed to discover they were not as tasty as the ones she had been eating all week at the hotel. Not that Lauren minded too much. Olives were not a concern to her. Mason’s cock was all she could think about.

		“Did you know I’m not wearing any panties?” Lauren asked as she finished her martini. As nice as it was to drink, she was looking forward to the buzz even more. Sex was fun. Buzzed sex was even better.

		“Everyone who has seen you knows you’re not wearing panties,” Mason said. Not that he was mad at his bimbo assistant. She might be dumb and ask stupid questions, but her mind was always in the right place.

		Lauren giggled. “Oh yeah, I forgot.”

		“Why don’t you come over here and sit on my lap?” Mason offered, tapping his knee.

		“Oh, goodie,” Lauren squealed as she jumped out of her seat with excitement. However, she knew better than to get too excited for what would come next. She knew she needed to put on a show.

		Taking each step carefully and slowly, Lauren crossed the distance between her seat and Mason, letting her hips swing back and forth as she went. By the time she reached Mason, he already had his cock out. It was hard, needing now further encouragement from her. Not that Lauren would have minded giving her boss a fluffer before he fucked her. There was nothing she would not do for him. She considered herself lucky just to be in his mere presence.

		“Lift up at that dress and let’s get started. I want to play with those big tits you have while you fuck yourself on my cock.”

		“Yes, sir,” Lauren said with another giggle. She let her coat fall to the floor before she hiked up her dress, revealing her bare pussy. She decided she liked the hairless look, especially when she was not wearing panties.

		Lauren then turned and made a big show of sticking her ass out at Mason, letting him take it in. Her surgeon was an artist and she loved being his canvas.

		“I’m going to have to remember to get you a princess butt plug,” Mason commented as he watched Lauren put on her show. “An ass like that is just begging for the extra decoration. And I’d like to see you fidget and squirm when you’re sitting at your desk outside my office. I think we’d both enjoy that.”

		“Yes, sir,” Lauren said again as she fought back against showing her excitement for such a gift.

		Finally ready, Lauren backed up and started to lower her ass toward Mason’s hard cock. He grabbed her hips and guided her down onto him.

		Little did Lauren realize that this was the moment she lost her virginity. As much as Lauren believed she was a complete slut, fucking many cocks over her adult life, those were all false memories. And Mason had been saving this moment for the flight home. He had managed to get her off with his fingers and a vibrator before, often with his dick in her mouth. But finally it was in her pussy, the place he most wanted it to be.

		“Yeah, baby,” Lauren said as she sank down onto her boss’ cock. “You fill me so good. I never get tired of this.”

		Soon Lauren was riding Mason’s cock for all she was worth while he reached around and played with her tits through her dress. Luckily, it seemed strong enough to withstand a little manhandling, because Mason was not gentle. Not that Lauren was looking for anything gentle.

		“You needed this, didn’t you?” Mason said. “You needed this like the little bimbo slut you are.”

		“Oh yeah,” Lauren moaned in agreement. “I needed your cock so bad. I can’t live without it. I’m just a big dumb slut. I need you inside me. I need you to cum in me.”

		“You want me to cum in your pussy?” Mason asked.

		“Do it,” Lauren cheered as she bounced enthusiastically on his cock. “Cum in my pussy. Fill me up with your seed.”

		For a spit second Mason wondered if Lauren was on any birth control. He had forgotten that small detail. But then he told himself he did not care. If he got her pregnant, well, there were worse things than having a bimbo for a wife.

		At that thought, Mason reached his point of no return. Despite never actually having regular sex before, Lauren was ready for him. She could feel his cock twitch inside of her. Feeling that, she worked all the harder to milk his cock for every drop of cum it could provide.

		“Here it comes,” Mason nearly roared as his cock surged with a torrent of hot white cum.

		Lauren’s vision turned white as she came along with him. Her body spasmed and nearly went limp. It was only thanks to Mason’s strong arms that she managed to stay upright. Her whole body practically hummed as the orgasmic energy flowed through her, hitting every nerve in her body, curling her toes and causing her hands to dig into Mason’s arms. He was thankful he had not given her long nails.

		“Welcome to the Mile High Club,” Mason said with a grin.

		“Wow,” Lauren said as she started to come down off her orgasmic high. “That was so much fun. When can we go again?”

		“As soon as you get me hard again,” Mason said with a knowing smile.

		“Oh, goodie,” Lauren said as she jumped up off Mason’s lap, letting his softening cock out of her tight pussy. She knelt in front of him, not even bothering to pull her dress back down. Then with practiced grace, Lauren took Mason’s cock into her mouth, cleaning him of their combined juices, before she focused on making him hard once again so he could fuck her again.

		As Lauren did her work, bobbing her blonde head in his lap, Mason checked his watch. They had another three hours before they arrived, giving them plenty of time for another couple rounds. Mason had seen many of the firm’s young female lawyers return from this yearly conference as bimbos, but Lauren was the first one he had a hand in making. And despite his biased outlook, he figured Lauren might just be the best bimbo the firm had ever had. However, only time would tell.

		

	
		

		10

		

		Lauren showed up to work exactly on time. It was difficult to be late. Her condo was directly across the street from the law office. That was by design and a change she would need to adjust to.

		The firm had taken care of all of Lauren’s living arrangements. It was part of the contract that she signed when she showed up Monday morning for work. The firm had even gone to the trouble of buying her a whole new wardrobe to fit her new body, along with furnishing the condo.

		And it was a good thing that they had moved Lauren’s home so close to work. There was no way she would have made it into work on time had she lived at her old apartment. The time it took her to get ready in the morning was significantly longer than it had been before. And that was assuming she would not get lost on her way to the office. Given her bimbo disposition, there was no guarantee that she could make it more than a few blocks without getting lost. That was why she lived in the building across the street.

		Lauren showed up at the office wearing a short skirt and a black suit jacket. There was nothing under the jacket, leaving a deep line of cleavage on display. It was overtly sexy, but also practical. It only required a couple buttons to be undone for Mason or anyone he wanted to see her tits to do just that.

		And Lauren was perfectly happy in her new role as Mason’s assistant. Then again, she had convinced herself that she had always been his assistant. She had no idea that she had ever been a lawyer.

		As Lauren sat at her desk, mindlessly playing with her hair as she waited for something to happen, she overheard Mason speaking on the phone in his office. The door was open so she could hear if he called her for anything.

		“Yes, she turned out better than I’d hoped,” Mason said. “And to think that we get all this credit for hiring young up and coming lawyers and then never have to actually deal with them.”

		Lauren paid little attention to the words she heard. They were meaningless to her. All that mattered was what Mason told her directly.

		“Yeah, her replacement is supposed to come in for her final interview soon. In another year, we’ll have another bimbo working at the firm.”

		Lauren looked up as a young woman approached her desk.

		“Excuse me, I’m Angela Downing. I’m here for an interview.”

		Lauren smiled. “Sure thing. Just one moment.”

		Lauren made a big show of getting up and walking over to Mason’s office door. She knocked just as he was hanging up the phone. “Ms. Angela Downing is here to see you about an interview.”

		“Thanks, Lauren,” Mason answered. “Send her in.”

		Ms. Downing stepped past Lauren as soon as she heard Mason give his approval. She wanted nothing to do with his bimbo secretary.

		Lauren missed all of this, not noticing the displeasure she was shown. Not that it mattered. Lauren just closed the door and returned to her desk. She knew her boss would want to take some dictation when he finished the interview. That was what Lauren cared about now. And that made her a happy bimbo. As far as she was concerned, she led a perfect life.
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