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      Sandra picked at her food as Hannah sat down beside her.

      "What's the matter?" Hannah asked, never having seen her friend look so down before. Their friendship was still young, but they became fast friends when Sandra began working at the Capitol.

      Sandra was an intern for Senator Stackhouse, one of the most respected men in the Senate, and he was not even forty-five years old yet. She had just graduated from college, finishing a five-year program that saw her finish with a degree in political science. This was not her first political job, but it was the first one she had needed to move for.

      "He's never going to give me even a second glance," Sandra lamented.

      "Oh," Hannah said, understanding her friend's problem. "I didn't realize the hots you had for your boss was this bad."

      When Sandra started working for the Senator, she never expected to fall in love with him. But wane had developed a crush on him within the first week. He was handsome and he was known all around as Mr. Ethics. He was perfect. And not even his age was enough to deter her.

      "It's not just having the hots for him," Sandra said with a sigh. "I'm in love."

      "How can you be in love with a man twice your age?" Hannah pressed. She was nine years older than Sandra and liked to think she had more perspective on these matters.

      "He is not twice my age," Sandra immediately countered, furrowing her brow.

      "Okay, fine, but the age gap between you is still old enough to legally drink."

      Sandra did not like to think about that sort of thing. And that knowledge did not help her deal with the feelings she had developed for her boss.

      "You work for a man who married a woman twelve years younger than him, so I don't see what the problem is. Tell me you've never been interested in an older man."

      Hannah looked to the side, knowing she had been caught. There was the time she went on a date with a man who turned out to be one of the professors at her college. It had been a blind date sort of situation. And Hannah could have left it at that if there had not been a second date.

      "So what can you do about it?" Hannah asked.

      "It might be different if I had your boobs," Sandra said. She looked down at Hannah's chest. Even though Hannah wore a tasteful blouse and cardigan combination, there was no hiding her naturally large breasts.

      "What are you saying?" Hannah asked.

      "I did some research," Sandra said. "I pulled up old photos of him, whenever he was photographed with a woman he was dating."

      "Ah, so he's a breast man," Hannah said with a knowing smile. "Do you think you haven't caught his eye because you don't have a pair of these?" Hannah pointed at her breasts. She would have grabbed her boobs, but she knew better to do that in such a public place. Although given the proclivities of her boss, she had a feeling that even if someone complained to him about such behavior, he still would not fire her. The moment Mr. Mandel was sworn in, he became an instant member of the boys club.

      "I mean, it's not like I have anything worth looking at," Sandra said.

      "But he is Mr. Ethics," Hannah said. "Would it even matter if he wanted you? He'd probably say no just because you're his intern and it would be unethical to use his position of power and actually date you."

      "I'd quit in an instant if I knew he had feelings for me. These feelings are more important than anything else."

      Hannah would have tried to talk Sandra down from such a ledge, knowing it rarely went well for the woman if she quit a job for a man she thought she loved, but she also had a feeling that Sandra could not be talked down. Instead, she had another idea.

      "Why don't we talk to Mrs. Mandel? She usually visits her husband for lunch and her tits are probably fake, since they're so big and round. She might know of a surgeon who could help you."

      Hannah hoped such talk would scare Sandra off the topic. However, rather than scare her friend, Sandra started smiling. "That's a good idea. Let's go. I don't want to miss her."

      The two women abandoned their lunches, with Sandra practically dragging Hannah to Mr. Mandel's office. Hannah decided it best not to divulge the fact that whenever Mrs. Mandel visited, it was usually for a lunchtime quickie. The doors were not sound proofed, so they could hear the moans. And sometimes Mrs. Mandel left his office still licking the cum from her lips. She was such a bimbo, but everyone loved her, because she was always so positive. And hot. She was smoking hot, no matter what she was wearing.

      When they walked into Mr. Mandel's outer office, they found Mrs. Mandel sitting at one of the desks, fixing her makeup. It looked like her mascara had run, probably because she had been choking on her husband's cock.

      "Oh, hi, Hannah," Mrs. Mandel said as she looked up. Usually it was common to call the staff by their last names, but Mrs. Mandel only ever seemed to do that with the men in the office. The women always got called by their first names. "Am I sitting at your desk? I can move. I just needed to touch up my makeup after I had lunch with my husband." No one had any doubts what her lunch had consisted of, especially the way her huge tits were left pouring out of her top. She looked every bit of the trophy wife that she was.

      "Mrs. Mandel," Hannah said.

      "Please, call me Rosie," she said, fluttering her eyes at both Hannah and Sandra.

      "Okay, Rosie," Hannah continued. "This is my friend, Sandra. She is in the market for a breast augmentation and we were wondering if you could recommend any surgeons."

      "Hi, Sandra," Rosie said, turning her attention to the other woman in the room. She gave Sandra an appraising look up and down. She saw potential in Sandra, not that potential was specifically required for the process that had given her the body she now sported, but it helped.

      Sandra stood there, wringing her hands together, feeling Rosie's judgmental eyes on her. She was not used to this kind of appraisal, having always thought it was her mind that should matter most.

      "Why do you want bigger titties?" Rosie finally asked.

      Sandra would have rolled her eyes at Rosie's question if she were not in such awe of her beauty. Instead, she stood there, practically shaking in her shoes.

      "I've fallen in love with my boss, Senator Stackhouse. And I've figured out he has a thing for women with big boobs, which I obviously don't have."

      "Since this is for love, I think I can help you," Rosie said as she reached a long-nailed hand into her purse. She had to push a few items out of the way, what with all the hair and makeup products she regularly carried around with her, but she eventually found what she was looking for.

      "Call the number on this card," Rosie said as she held out the small piece of thick paper. It had been given to her after her transformation and told to use it when she thought there was a chance to expand the Cabal's influence. Rosie had not known what that meant until now. But she was sure that this was the right moment. "Tell them everything. And they will help you make your dreams come true."

      "Thank you so much," Sandra said as she took the card. There was just a phone number on it, with no other information. "I'll call right away. But I need to get back to my office now."

      Sandra said her goodbyes to both Hannah and Rosie. And as she walked across the building to her own office, she could not wipe the smile off her face. She was finally going to get her heart's desire.
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      Sandra was surprised with how quickly a meeting was set up. She called the number on the card and explained her situation. The man on the other end seemed sympathetic, but as soon as she mentioned how the subject of her affection was Senator Stackhouse, she was instructed to arrange for a long weekend for herself so that she could have the necessary work completed. There was never any mention of cost, although Sandra doubted she could afford it.

      The meeting was to take place in a luxury townhouse in the nicest part of the city. Sandra had lied, saying she needed the four-day weekend to go home to see a sick family member. She felt bad about the lie, but she was pretty sure a long weekend to get implants to deduce the boss would be frowned upon.

      Not that the Senator was the one making that decision. Sandra was only an intern. And while she worked closely with the Senator, he was higher on the hierarchy in his office, above her real boss. So a lie was needed, at least until she returned to the office, when it would become obvious what she had done.

      Sandra felt a bit awkward as she stood on the stoop after ringing the bell. She was not sure what to expect with this meeting. It was Friday morning. She wore a light jacket to hold off the morning chill. The rest of her outfit was casual, with a pair of jeans covering her legs, choosing comfort over appearing professional, as she was not working in the Senator's office.

      The door opened to reveal a man in his sixties, with gray hair, but a clean-cut appearance. He wore a tailored suit with a tie. Sandra immediately regretted dressing so casually.

      "Good morning, Miss Bristol," the man said. "I am Mr. White. Welcome to my home."

      Mr. White stepped aside so that Sandra could enter. She was thoroughly confused. Was Mr. White a doctor? She did not understand why she would be meeting at his home instead of an office or clinic.

      "Thank you," Sandra said as she stepped inside the old, but wonderfully maintained townhouse. "I'm glad you could see me on such short notice."

      "I happened to be in town for a meeting with members of my organization," Mr. White said as he led Sandra into the parlor. "Please, have a seat."

      It was a large space, with high ceilings and plenty of seating. A fire burned in the fireplace and candles flickered on the mantelpiece. On one side sat several plush couches and chairs, with a coffee table between them. In front of the couch closest to the doorway was a glass display case filled with various bottles of wine.

      Sandra sat down on one of the couches, now feeling completely out of place. Mr. White sat in one of the chairs, sitting gracefully, but with such presence, Sandra had a hard time looking away from him. Even before she knew anything about this man, he seemed to have great power and authority.

      "I realize you shared your story on the phone already, but I would like to hear it for myself before I make you an offer."

      Sandra swallowed hard, steeling herself for the explanation that seemed ready to change her life. She shared everything, feeling it improper to hide anything from this man. She told him how much she loved the Senator. She told him how he only seemed to have eyes for women with large breasts. She told him how willing she was to do anything that would secure him for herself.

      Throughout her explanation, Mr. White's smile grew bigger and bigger. He had been looking for a way to get his hook into the Senator. He had always seemed too ethical. But here was a chance to bring the Senator into the fold. Somehow his researchers had not identified Senator Stackhouse's taste in women. And Sandra seemed just desperate enough to use it against him.

      "I have good news for you, Miss Bristol," Mr. White said when she finished. "I can help you. I can give you all the tools you need to get the Senator to return your love."

      "You can?" Sandra asked, looking hopeful. "But how much will this cost?"

      "The cost for you will be free," Mr. White answered. "And this will not just include a breast augmentation. We will give you every tool imaginable to seduce the Senator. By the time you return to the office, Thomas Stackhouse will be putty in your hands."

      "I don't understand," Sandra said. "There must be a catch."

      "You're a smart girl, for now," Mr. White said. "Yes, there's a catch. You see, I lead an organization that works with politicians behind the scenes, to help them make good decisions and helps in the matter of elections. We were responsible for Mr. Mandel's election victory, along with some of his wife's assets."

      "Oh, wow," Sandra said. "So what would you need from me?" She was not repulsed by Mr. White's organization, although she did not fully understand Mr. White's goals.

      "We have so far had no success in working with Mr. Stackhouse. He has rebuffed our attempts at making contact. All we would ask of you is that you make the introductions for us. Does that seem reasonable?"

      "I... I don't know what to say." Sandra was aware of how some less than ideal people and organizations tried to gain influence with politicians. However, the Senator was known for his strong ethics and she figured that simply making the introductions would be harmless. He could always turn Mr. White away. And she would have the body that would finally catch his attention. She would be perfect for him and he could handle the rest.

      "It's a simple yes or no," Mr. White said. "Say yes and we will make your dreams come true. Say no and you walk out that door, knowing there's nothing you'll ever be able to do to have the man you love."

      "I'll do it," Sandra said. She knew this could be a mistake, but she was in love, and love could make people do strange things.

      "Fantastic," Mr. White said, clapping his hands together. "Let's have a drink to celebrate your decision."

      At that moment, a woman wearing a skimpy maid uniform walked into the parlor carrying a tray with two wine glasses on it. She leaned over, showing off her impressive cleavage, as she handed Sandra a glass of rosé wine. She then did the same with Mr. White. Sandra missed the wink the two shared with each other.

      "To love," Mr. White said, holding his glass aloft.

      "To love," Sandra said, mimicking his actions. Then she took a sip from the wine, not knowing this was the first step in her transformation.

      "As soon as you finish your wine, we can begin our work together," Mr. White said. "I have my two best makeover specialists ready to assist you in our private salon and clinic in the basement. Kari and Emi are delightful."

      It was all happening so fast. Sandra took another drink before she realized she still had questions. "What do you mean by makeover?"

      "It means very little to just have bigger tits," he answered, his language growing crass. "If you want to seduce the Senator, you're going to need to be the whole package. Your tits, your ass, your lips, not to mention your hair, face, and mind."

      "Oh, yeah, of course," Sandra said as she felt a strange warmth in her head. It was suddenly a little difficult to think. But this was what she wanted. She wanted to seduce Senator Stackhouse. She wanted him to love her as much as she loved him. And as strange as she felt, she had to admit it felt good.

      Once Sandra finished her wine, Mr. White led her downstairs. The old fashioned luxury of the townhouse was replaced by a sterility that actually gave Sandra a sense of security, knowing that this space was safe for whatever they had planned for her.

      "Hi, I'm Kari," said a cheerful blonde with huge tits.

      "And I'm Emi," said an equally cheerful blonde with huge tits.

      "We're gonna make you perfect for the Senator," Kari said.

      "I'll leave you in these two women's capable hands," Mr. White said. "Welcome to the Cabal."

      And with that, Sandra was left alone with the two obvious bimbos. But Sandra smiled, somehow confident in their abilities. Their breasts alone were in line with what she imagined Senator Stackhouse would like.

      The pair led Sandra into a nearby room, complete with a medical style reclining chair.

      "Let's get those clothes off so we can get started," Kari said.

      "Um, yeah, okay," Sandra responded. Her hands came up and slowly unzipped her jacket. Then she pulled off her top, revealing her bra. Her shoes came off next, followed by her socks. Then the jeans were pushed down her legs, leaving her in her underwear.

      "Let me help with that," Emi said as she moved around Sandra and unhooked her bra. Sandra's small boobs jiggled ever so slightly as they lost their support. Kari helped remove Sandra's panties, leaving the intern completely bare.

      "Yes, I think this will work," Kari said. "This won't be a full bimbo makeover. Parts of the body will be, but the Master wants her to be capable of a little bit of hard thinking. But we've got to amp up the loyalty. She works for us now."

      Emi nodded her understanding. It would be difficult to get Sandra ready in just four days, but it was possible.

      For Sandra, however, she barely heard Kari explaining her future. If she had been fully aware of what she was agreeing to, she might have made a different decision. However, she wanted the Senator so badly, being madly in love with him. This offer was the first chance she had to take action and that counted for something.

      It felt as if she was floating. Sandra allowed herself to be placed in the chair. There was no need for restraints. Sandra was already pliant and content to do what was asked of her.

      And soon the earbuds were placed in her ears, pumping pink noise into her already susceptible mind.

      "You're going to be such a sexy woman," Kari cooed. These were words Sandra heard and she smiled in response.

      "You're going to be a perfect seductress," Emi said.

      "You're going to be a perfect seductress for the Cabal," Kari countered, each of them standing on either side of her, leaning down so they could speak directly into Sandra's ears.

      "You want to seduce Mr. Stackhouse into the Cabal."

      The two makeover specialists went back and forth, working on Sandra's mind, enhancing her desires. And as they went, Sandra found herself getting more and more turned on as she listened, her ears bombarded with the pink noise, blocking out her own thoughts as new ones were given to her. She licked her lips, an involuntary response to her situation. Her incredible mind was already jumping ahead, planning how she was going to seduce the Senator, persuading him to join the Cabal. She wanted her prize, but she knew the only way to get it was by bringing him to Mr. White.

      The pink noise never went away as Kari and Emi transitioned to working on Sandra's body. Her breasts were inflated, slowly stretching the skin. The expansion seemed unnoticeable in real time, but as Friday turned into Saturday, and then through the rest of Sandra's long weekend, her breasts slowly grew bigger and bigger until they were big and round, standing up off her body.

      But Sandra was given more than just big tits. Her lips were made big and juicy. Her ass was turned into a proper bubble butt. Her skin was smoothed out, removing every imperfection. Her eyes were made better and she was given new piercings to decorate her body with beautiful jewelry. Even Sandra's hair was altered, made lighter until she had a light blonde mane of hair that went halfway down her back.

      When it was all over, the woman who had been the Sandra of old was still recognizable. She still looked like Sandra, but an enhanced Sandra, a more perfect Sandra, a Sandra who had been redesigned with seduction in mind.

      And that was what Sandra now wanted, more than anything. It was her purpose. She existed to seduce Senator Thomas Stackhouse, to become his sexual plaything, so that he would join the Cabal. She still loved him, but she understood her duty was to the Cabal first. And once Sandra had completed her end of the bargain, Mr. Stackhouse would get to decide if there were any further changes he wanted to make to her, turning her into his perfect woman.
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      Senator Stackhouse was known for arriving at the office early, before the rest of his staff. He liked the early morning quiet, allowing him to take care of some of his work without his staff.

      However, all of his staff knew this, including Sandra. And now that she had all the tools she needed to seduce the Senator, she knew the best time to get him alone was on the first morning she was set to return. That way her new appearance could be a complete surprise to him and everyone else.

      Sandra wore a long coat as she walked into the outer office. She had watched from afar as the Senator entered the building, planning to give him little time to get settled in his work before she arrived. There was a slight delay entering the building herself, her face no longer quite matching her identification card, but a whisper in the guard's ear and a flash of her cleavage had him distracted enough to let her through.

      It felt like such an empowering moment. The power Sandra had with her new sexy body made her question why she had not done this sooner. Not that the opportunity had previously presented itself, but if it were possible for Sandra to have had second thoughts about what she had done, the interaction with the security guard would have been enough to chase those thoughts away.

      Sandra shrugged off her coat and draped it over her office chair. As an intern, she had the smallest desk and the least comfortable chair, but she did not plan on doing much work today, or ever again. Once she had the Senator wrapped around her finger, all she wanted was to be his little fuckdoll.

      With the big moment now upon her, Sandra took a moment to check her outfit and makeup, wanting to look perfect. She wore a cropped pink blouse that left her huge tits on display. It was so easy to get lost in her deep valley of cleavage, even for her. The blouse was paired with a tight and ridiculously short black skirt. It barely preserved her modesty when standing. The pink thong she wore underneath was the only thing that kept her pussy from seeing daylight when she sat down or bent over.

      The high heels were another great addition to her outfit. They slowed her down, but that only gave people more time to enjoy her sexy body. And it was not just her proportions which made her stand out. Her face was perfectly made up, her plump lips looking extra juicy with the pink lipstick and gloss she wore. Her hair was styled to frame her youthful face and she was adorned with gold hoop earrings and a pearl necklace, adding class to her slutty office attire.

      "Good morning, sir," Sandra cooed when she finally entered the Senator's office, posing just inside, putting her big tits on full display for him.

      Senator Stackhouse looked up, not realizing he was no longer alone until she spoke. His eyes latched onto her cleavage, struggling to take in the rest of her.

      "Uh," he managed to say, but was otherwise dumbfounded. His cock rose to attention, although Sandra could not see it with his desk in the way. She could still sense it, however. It was as if Sandra had a sixth sense, always knowing if she was successfully turning a man on. And the Senator was more than aroused. He had been left flabbergasted by her perfection.

      "I hope you have some time for some one-on-one instruction this morning, Senator," Sandra said, her voice coming out soft and sweet, like honey for the ears.

      "Sandra?" the Senator said when his eyes finally tore themselves away from her substantial chest and looked at her face. She was still recognizable, but just barely.

      Sandra giggled as she released herself from her sexy pose. She closed the door behind her and then sexily swayed toward him, stepping around his desk.

      "Yes, sir," she said as she stopped beside him, only feet away. He turned his chair to face her, looking up at her round tits from below.

      "What happened to you?" His voice was weak, overwhelmed by this sexy surprise.

      Sandra felt the power she had over his boss. He was enraptured by her body and especially by her tits.

      "I fell in love with you. But you wouldn't look at me. But I figured out what you like. So I got these." Sandra grabbed the undersides of her tits and lifted them up, almost presenting them to her boss. "But while I was gone, I got other upgrades, too. I want you so bad. My pussy has soaked my panties just being in your presence."

      Sandra dropped gracefully to her knees in front of the Senator. She looked up at him with doe eyes. She looked so innocent, despite her body's sexy proportions and the way she had put herself on display. The Senator swallowed hard, gripping the arms of his chair, his knuckles turning white.

      "Please, let me suck your cock," Sandra said as she placed a hand on his knee. The tent in his pants twitched, his cock throbbing for her lips to be wrapped around it.

      But the Senator was not prepared to give in so easily. He stood there, his face pale, his mind finding all of the reasons why this was a bad idea. He knew he would not be the first senator to accept a blowjob from an intern. But he knew what kind of trouble this could get him into. It could tarnish his image, making it all the harder to get re-elected.

      "Please, Tom," Sandra said, pleading with her. She looked almost pained not to be sucking his cock. No one had ever called him Tom before. He had always been Thomas.

      But that was all it took to make him cave. This sexy little minx wanted him. He wanted her. It seemed so perfect. And then hearing his name, calling him Tom with her soft voice, pleading with him, almost begging. No man could resist this siren before him.

      The Senator gave a subtle nod, but that was all Sandra needed. She reached up with long-nailed fingers and deftly freed his cock from its confinement. It rose to full mast, standing long and thick, perfectly hard.

      Sandra licked her lips, eager to taste him. She ran her tongue along the underside of his dick, teasing the tip. She swirled her tongue around the head, licking up and down each side, getting wetter and hotter as she prepared his cock.

      "Oh, god, just do it already," the Senator groaned. His hands gripped the edge of his chair as he struggled to contain himself. He did not know how long he could last, but he knew it would be far shorter than he expected.

      Sandra smiled, treating his words as a compliment. She then opened her pink-painted lips and took him into her mouth, sealing him inside of her.

      The Senator looked down to see the sexy blonde bobbing in his lap, going to town on his cock. He groaned as waves of pleasure flowed through him. He had been on the receiving end of a woman's mouth before, but it had never been this good. There was no way he could last for long.

      But Sandra was not done impressing her boss. She dove down fully, opening her throat to him. The head of his cock slipped through with ease, without a hint of gag reflex. Cabal bimbos had no gag reflex, but he had no idea what he was getting himself into on that front. All he knew was his intern had taken a long weekend to turn herself into a walking wet dream for him and he was no longer in a state to understand those implications. All of his thoughts now centered on his cock. It was his duck that was in charge.

      Sandra kept going, sneaking in short breaths when she popped off his cock for mere moments before she dove back down again. She held her hands behind her back, fully content to allow her mouth to do all the work.

      "Fuck," the Senator said. It was the first time he had cursed in front of Sandra. But he was no longer fully in control of himself. "I'm about to cum."

      If Sandra's mouth was not occupied, she would have encouraged him, wanting him to cum in her mouth so she could swallow it all down. Instead, she pushed her lips down to the base, forcing his cock into her throat again. And this time she hummed. It came out almost like a purr, but the vibrations in her throat were enough to push the Senator past his point of no return.

      His cock twitched and she pulled back, keeping her lips wrapped around the end of his shaft, her tongue teasing the tip, ready to receive his load.

      His cock surged with cum as he came. Rope after rope shot from his tip and Sandra sucked it all down, letting it flow over her tongue so she could taste him fully. She kept sucking, trying to get every drop from him, making sure none was wasted.

      "Holy fuck," the Senator said with a sigh when he was done. He slumped back in his chair, spent.

      Sandra took her time with his softening cock, making sure he was nice and clean, without any remnant cum anywhere.

      "I needed that so bad," she said as she stood up. "But I'm going to need so much more from you. If I were a doctor, I would prescribe you a sick day. But since you're already here, I think we should put a note on the door, saying you're not to be disturbed as you, like, try to work through it. And by work through it, I mean you're going to be screwing my brains out on your desk, because that’s what we both want."

      Even with Sandra's mind not having been fully bimbofied, there were still some bimbo qualities that slipped through as she spoke. Mistakes in grammar and the addition of the occasional superfluous word were part of her new normal. Not that many people would mind. She definitely looked the part of a bimbo, dressed up as an oversexed secretary.

      "But..." the Senator said, but even he knew there was no way he could deny this vixen. She was everything he had dreamed of in a woman, a hidden part of his nature that she had still been able to discover.

      He looked at the calendar that was open on his desk. His day was surprisingly empty. There were a few calls he had to make, but he could push them back until tomorrow. He was not needed on the Senate floor and none of his committees were meeting today.

      The Senator grabbed a blank piece of paper and scribbled out a note to his staff, calling it a working sick day and telling them that he was not to be disturbed.

      "Post that on the door," he said, handing the paper to Sandra. She was still the intern after all.

      Sandra swayed sexily as she sashayed out of his office. She returned a minute or so later, her task complete. When she closed the door to his inner office, she locked it behind her, making sure they could not be disturbed. With his en-suite bathroom, they had little reason to leave. And the Senator always kept food and drink available in the office, just in case the need arose.

      "How do you want me?" Sandra asked as she once again posed for the Senator, sitting on the edge of his desk. While she was out, he had cleared his desk of anything important, giving them a surface to work with.

      "I want to see everything," the Senator said. His cock was still free and making an attempt to rally.

      Sandra smiled. "Of course. Anything for you, Tom."

      The way she said his name was enough to get a rise out of his cock. He was nearly ready for her.

      Sandra took her time removing her outfit. She started with her skirt, sliding it down her legs, revealing her little pink thong in all its glory, barely covering her pussy.

      Next came her blouse, the little buttons already straining to contain her momentous tits. And as soon as they came into view, the Senator’s eyes glommed onto them, drinking them in.

      “I love your tits,” the Senator said. “They are fucking amazing! How am I supposed to concentrate? I don't care if you're wearing nothing else. Just keep those puppies right where they are. I'll take it from there.”

      Sandra smiled, pleased with how things were progressing. It was the Senator who reached out and took hold of Sandra’s thong, pulling it down, revealing her wet and waiting pussy. He leaned forward, kissing her sex, then licking up, he swirled his tongue around her clit.

      "Fuck," Sandra moaned, her hands gripping the desk behind her. Her knees began to shake as wave upon wave of pleasure washed over her body. She was so close to cumming already, but she knew she needed to hold herself back.

      She looked down over her tits and saw his cock sticking straight out. He was ready for her now.

      "Please, fuck me," Sandra begged as she sat up on the desk, her bare ass on the cool wood.

      The Senator smiled as pulled Sandra's thong the rest of the way off, flinging it across the room using the elastic of the waistband. Then he stood up, his cock sticking straight out.

      "Oh, I'm going to fuck you," Senator Stackhouse said. "I'm going to fuck your brains out."

      The Senator stepped up between Sandra's thighs, parting her legs to make room for himself. She leaned back until her elbows were on the desk, her big tits sticking up off her chest, blocking her view of what he was doing. But she knew. She could sense it. Sandra had a sixth sense now and she knew exactly how hard Thomas Stackhouse was. And she knew that hardness was all for her.

      "Fuck, you're tight," the Senator groaned as he pushed himself into her, his cock splitting her open in a way she had never imagined before.

      Sandra was no stranger to sex, but this was unlike anything she had ever felt before. Her body had been remade, designed for this purpose. And while she had specifically been designed to give others pleasure, there was a natural feedback system built in. When she made others feel good, her body felt good, too. And she felt amazing.

      The Senator began thrusting in and out of Sandra's pussy. He grabbed her hip with one hand as he reached up to fondle her tits with the other. They were too big to fit in his hand. They were massive compared to what they had once been. But Mr. Stackhouse loved them. And for the moment, it felt as if they were all his.

      Sandra gasped and moaned as the Senator fucked her. Every stroke seemed to send shivers throughout her body. She arched her back, pushing her tits towards him. She wanted to feel his touch against her skin. She wanted to be worshiped by him. Then there was no doubt that she could be his.

      "Yes!" Sandra cried out as the Senator hit a sweet spot inside her. She threw her head back, moaning loudly as she fought back against the impending orgasm. Her body was primed for it. Her new baseline of arousal was higher than what it took for her to cum before she was transformed by the Cabal. It was a battle to keep herself on this side of her climax, wanting to cum with the Senator, making it all the more special with their first shared orgasm.

      But as his balls had already been drained once, he had greater stamina this time. He could fuck her harder and faster while still holding off.

      "Harder," Sandra begged, needing him to reach his climax. She could not hold back for much longer. She felt as if she were a dam, holding back against an entire lake of arousal. She was already cracking. She could only last for so much longer before the dam gave way.

      "Fuck," Thomas Stackhouse grunted as he placed both hands on her hips to give him greater leverage. He slammed his cock into her, in and out, over and over again. Each thrust nearly knocked the wind out of her. She gasped and moaned, almost squealing with each movement.

      Sandra writhed on the desk, her mind struggling against it all, trying to hold back, but also desperately wanting to cum. She needed it. It felt as if she was on the brink of madness. Her own heightened arousal had her close to completely breaking.

      "Oh god," the Senator shouted. "Here it comes."

      Then the Senator exploded inside Sandra, filling her with his seed. To him, it felt like an explosion of pleasure in his cock as he shot another load into her.

      For Sandra, it was indescribable as she came. The dam could finally burst, and it did so with an explosion of her own. The orgasmic waves rushed through Sandra as she screamed out, the pleasure completely overwhelming her. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as stars appeared in her vision. Senator Stackhouse really seemed to have fucked her brains out and she loved it.

      It was several minutes before either of them regained their composure. For Sandra, the sensation lingered long past the point of being able to talk normally. Her voice remained low and husky, yet still soft and sweet.

      "You fucked me so good," Sandra said as she looked up at the Senator. "I can't wait to do that again, Tom."

      "I still don't understand," he said.

      "There's nothing to understand," Sandra cooed. "I'm yours."

      Only that was not entirely true. And while the pair were able to take a break, to rest and drink some water, before they went at it again, there was the simple fact that this whole scenario should have been impossible. But with nearly every prize, for Sandra was definitely now a prize to be won, there was also a catch. And the price of Sandra winning over Senator Stackhouse was about to come due.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Senator Stackhouse could not believe he had found himself in the luxury townhouse. He had never imagined he had reason to meet with Mr. White. But now he sat across from the man, each of them holding a glass of expensive scotch.

      It was unclear how this meeting got on his schedule. None of his staff had owned up to the inclusion, but he was not someone who blew off appointments. The Senator had not been expecting Mr. White, but he felt a sense that leaving now could be disastrous for his political career.

      Of course, his mind had been distracted as of late. The reason for his distraction was simple. It was Sandra and her amazing breasts. He had been thinking about them nonstop, walking around with a tent in his pants, unable to will his cock to go soft.

      "I’m glad we could finally have this meeting, Senator," Mr. White said. "I have wanted this opportunity for a long time. But now we finally have something in common."

      "What do we possibly have in common?" The Senator asked. "I know who you are and what you represent."

      "That's where you're wrong," Mr. White said as he held up a hand. He snapped his fingers, a signal to the help.

      Senator Stackhouse heard her before he saw her. The clip clop of her high heels had become well known to him since Sandra's transformation.

      "Hi, Tom," Sandra cooed as she walked into the room. She sashayed across the room, wearing a sexy dress that left her tits and legs mostly on display.

      Sandra sat down next to the Senator, pushing her body and her big tits into him, holding herself close to him as if he was her protector. She reached into his lap, stroking his cock through his pants. It was clear what she wanted. It was what she always wanted.

      "You're behind this?" the Senator asked.

      "She came to us," Mr. White said with a chuckle. "Miss Bristol apparently fell in love with you in the short time she has served as your intern. And since you never paid her any attention, she figured out what you liked."

      "And she came to you to give her those tits?" Senator Stackhouse was shocked Sandra would do such a thing.

      "Miss Bristol had no idea who I am or what my organization represents, but she was so infatuated with you, she was willing to do anything to get your attention. She was even willing to compromise you. And I must say, she did an excellent job of it. She had no idea we bugged your office. We have a day's worth of video with you fucking her every way from Sunday. If the video ever sees the light of day, you'll lose your ethics merit badge."

      The Senator's face turned red from a mix of anger and embarrassment, but he was left momentarily speechless. How was he supposed to respond to that?

      Finally he collected his thoughts. "First, spying on a Senator like that is a crime and I'll see you behind bars. Second, even if the tape came out, it will show Sandra seducing me. I did nothing wrong."

      "It's this simple, Senator," Mr. White responded with confidence. "We have the tapes. We've removed any evidence of our incursion into your office. No proof exists except for our tapes, except for the tapes themselves. And if this ever did come before a judge, the evidence would be made public. And I can guarantee the evidence will be edited to make you appear to be the aggressor. What we can't make clear from simple editing, we can always alter Miss Bristol's words. I am certain she would be willing to replay the scene with a few altered lines."

      Senator Stackhouse looked from Mr. White to Sandra with disbelief. "She would never," he said.

      Mr. White said nothing. Instead, he snapped his fingers and pointed to his lap.

      Sandra immediately disengaged from the Senator. She stood up and minced over to Mr. White, making her tits jiggle as she moved. Then she made a big show of sitting down in Mr. White's lap, pressing her substantial backside into his crotch. He reached up and grabbed her tits. Sandra arched her back and let out a little moan, clearly enjoying herself.

      "You see, we put a failsafe in all of our girls. She still loves you, even more than she did before, but her loyalty lies with the Cabal. She will do anything I ask, even if it means your downfall."

      Sandra continued to sit there, fully enjoying having her tits fondled. She paid no attention to what either of the men said. Their words were unimportant to her.

      "Fuck," the Senator cursed as his predicament became clear to him. "I suppose you want me to resign."

      "Resign?" Mr. White said. "No, making you resign would be a waste. Nor am I interested in tarnishing your image. You are Mr. Ethics in the Senate. People trust you. But there will be times when I would want either your vote or for you not to raise a fuss. I'm not a monster. And if you play ball, I will aid in your re-election efforts. And you'll get to keep Miss Bristol. Take her as a wife if you want. Or keep her as a secret side piece. I honestly don't care."

      "And if I resign anyway?" the Senator asked.

      "Then I will use every power at my disposal to ruin you. And I can guarantee you won't ever see Miss Bristol again. With a few tweaks, we can prepare her for another life serving the organization."

      There was visible pain on Senator Stackhouse's face. The idea of losing Sandra was too much to bear.

      "But if you do agree to my proposal, I should mention that if you want any additional changes made to Miss Bristol, we can do that. You'll get your own bespoke bimbo plaything. And I can guarantee she will love it."

      "Can you make her tits even bigger?" the Senator asked.

      Mr. White broke out in laughter. "Yes, we can do that. Now drink up. That's good scotch. And welcome to the Cabal."

      Senator Stackhouse finished his drink and Mr. White sent Sandra back to the man she loved. She sat in his lap, loving being with him. She was so glad he had chosen her. And the thought of getting even bigger tits excited her. They were already so big, but she wanted to be perfect for him.

      This life might not have been the one Sandra had planned for herself when she started her internship, but she was more than happy with how it was turning out. She loved being the Senator's bimbo and she was so happy that he had joined the Cabal. It was the best of both worlds, where she could serve her two masters and have as much sex as possible with the man she loved.
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