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		“Y ou’re making me take vacation time?” I asked my boss, John, surprised that he had the audacity to say such a thing. Yes, I knew I was a workaholic, but that didn’t mean I needed someone else to tell me to take a break. I was perfectly capable of regulating my work output to prevent burnout. The last thing I wanted to do was sit around at home all day with nothing to do. That sounded like torture.

		“Anna,” John said. “This isn’t negotiable. You’re taking the vacation time. I’m mandating it. And if you don’t take it, you’re fired.”

		I let out a huff as I crossed my arms over my chest. I was not happy with John’s decision and I wanted to make sure that he understood that. “You know that I’ll be bored out of my mind while I’m away.”

		My boss smiled at my comment, almost as if he knew I was going to say that. Or maybe he was enjoying my displeasure. Either would make some degree of sense.

		“If you feel that way, I know just what you can do,” he said. “My buddy is an investor in a new resort on the coast. I can probably swing you an invite and free stay.”

		I narrowed my eyes at John, trying to figure out if he had an angle he was playing. The problem was I couldn’t see one. Maybe he was being genuinely nice. I knew he had that potential in him, even if he usually seemed like a prick.

		“If it sucks, you’ll be sure to hear from me,” I said. As much as I didn’t trust my boss, I wasn’t about to pass up a free resort stay. If I had to take some vacation time, I might as well get pampered for free.

		“I’ll make the call.”

		Two days later, I was dropped off at the resort headquarters after taking a taxi from the airport. It turned out the resort was more than just on the coast. It was in Mexico. John had failed to explain that part to me. However, I had my passport already and the cost of the flight was included in my resort stay. Even my taxi ride was paid for. All I had to do was tip the driver.

		The sun beat down on me as I met a bellhop at the door. He quickly grabbed my suitcase and carried it for me as he led me to the front desk to check in. The clerk, a woman wearing far less clothing than I had originally anticipated, had everything ready for me. She even knew it was me before I stepped up to the counter. The surprise in her clothing was the fact she did not seem to be wearing a blouse beneath the blazer all the staff seemed to wear. She was not even wearing a bra. Then again, with breasts like hers, a bra did not seem to be needed. They had to be fake.

		“Ms. Michaels, we have you booked in a beachside villa. You have a view of the beach and the ocean. Brad will take your bag there for you.” The bellhop nodded and then walked off with my suitcase in his hand. I was not used to this level of luxury.

		“You can call me Anna. I prefer that over my last name.”

		“Of course, Anna. And if you’ll sign these forms, you’ll be all set for your free week here at the resort.”

		I looked through the forms I needed to sign. They were more complex than most forms involved in a hotel stay. Then again, I was getting this place for free, so I supposed they needed to protect themselves in case I trashed my villa. I had no plans to cause damage, but I supposed it was best for them to cover their bases and put the liability back on me.

		And as I worked my way through the forms, the clerk continued to speak, “I am including a recommended itinerary for your stay, making sure you have the opportunity to partake in all that the resort has to offer. Nothing is mandatory, of course, but trust me when I say that you will not be sorry by taking advantage of our services.”

		I noticed a slightly judgmental tone from the clerk as she gave her recommendation, as if saying that I needed help in some way or another. I knew I wasn’t a great looker. I spent most of my time working. I preferred it that way. If I wasn’t working, I was bored and uncomfortable. My only hope was that I could find a way to turn off my brain and relax during my stay.

		“Oh and I understand that one of our investors recommended you for your stay, Anna.”

		“His name is Jeremy, I think,” I said, confirming the clerk’s understanding of my situation. All I knew was Jeremy was one of John’s friends. I had never met him before.

		“He will likely want to check in with you at some point during your stay,” the clerk explained. “You won’t have to if you don’t want to, but it is common for the guests who are sponsored by the resort investors to get a visit at some point during their stay.”

		“That shouldn’t be a problem.” I had no problem with Jeremy checking in to see how I liked my visit. It made sense to me. He wanted to make sure that I was enjoying myself so that I could go home and talk up how great the resort was.

		“Do you need someone to guide you to your villa? I can arrange for someone to drive you out in a cart if you want?”

		“I’m fine,” I said as I picked my keycard up off the counter. “I could use the walk after the flight. Thanks for your help.”

		“Have a great stay.”

		I walked away from the checkin counter and out a side door. The walkways around the resort were shaded, which I was thankful for, since I was not yet wearing sunscreen. I had made sure to bring plenty with me, knowing how much sun I was likely to see during my stay. The resort was beautiful. There were not a lot of people around, but the resort was new. It was probably not up to capacity yet. Not that I was complaining. I had never considered myself to be much of a people person.

		It was about a fifteen-minute walk from the main building out to my villa. It was right on the beach. I could step out the backdoor and find myself walking across the white sand. And the villa itself was fantastic too. It seemed as if every room was designed to make use of the view, with large windows to make sure that one could see the ocean from every spot within.

		“I guess I’m not going to be walking around here naked,” I joked to myself as I found my suitcase in the bedroom and started to unpack. Not that I planned to walk around naked, but I needed to be aware of the fact that people could see me from the beach at night with the lights on.

		Whenever I traveled, which was relatively rare, I always unpacked my suitcase and used the dresser and wardrobe provided. I hated the idea of living out of a suitcase. The trip had been put together so quickly, there hadn’t been time to prepare that much. I couldn’t go shopping for new swimsuits or anything like that. I had to work with what I had. And what I had included a plain black one-piece and a yellow sarong wrap that made me look a bit like a bee. I figured I might do a little shopping while I was here, but for now, I just wanted to relax.

		Relaxation, however, was not on the menu, as it turned out. The schedule the clerk had given me only gave me about half an hour to get myself settled in my villa before I needed to go to an orientation meeting. I didn’t know what that entailed and I knew I didn’t actually need to go, but I figured it wouldn’t hurt to get a full taste of what the resort had to offer me.

		I didn’t get a chance to change clothing before I headed off to the conference center for orientation, but at least the walk was enjoyable. I was actually smiling, enjoying the warm and sunny weather. I could hear the waves crashing against the shore, making it all the better. If I were a surfer, I bet those waves would have been fun to ride. Not that I had ever considered surfing for myself. I didn’t trust myself on the water. I could swim, but I stuck to swimming pools, not the open water.

		The orientation took place in a small conference room. I was the only guest there, highlighting the fact that the resort was not yet up to full capacity. However, there were two men in suits, and not just the blazers the staff wore. These were upper level management folks, it seemed like.

		I never caught their names, but they already knew to call me Anna. They welcomed me and had me sit down before they got down to their spiel. To be honest, I didn’t really remember what they said to me. I might have even fallen asleep. When I came back to myself, I’m sure my face turned a little red as I realized I had drifted off, but the two men showed no indication that they had noticed. They gave me a special keychain with a barcode that I was supposed to scan anytime I ordered anything. It was going to be my payment method during my stay. Apparently I didn’t even have to tip. That was included in my stay. I wasn’t going to complain about that.

		As I wandered back in the general vicinity of my villa, I ended up stopping off at a little tiki bar right on the edge of the beach.

		“Hi there,” the shirtless man behind the bar said with a smile. “What can I get for you?”

		I wouldn’t have known the man worked there if it were not for his name tag hanging around his neck. His name was apparently Chad. So far I had met a Brad and a Chad. They did not have particularly inventive names here, but I supposed that was just coincidence.

		“Do you have a resort specialty?” I asked, not really knowing what kind of drink to order. It was warm out, so something cool would be nice, but I wasn’t picky beyond that. I held up my keychain to show that I was both a guest and I guessed a special guest as well.

		The man smiled and held up a scanner. “Let me scan your keychain and then I’ll know exactly what you need.”

		That was a weird response, but I did as he asked. He scanned my keychain and then started making me a drink. I didn’t even know what I wanted, but that didn’t seem to matter. Chad had an idea of what I needed so I decided to let him go ahead. If I didn’t like what he prepared, I could always order something else if I didn’t like it.

		“Here you go, Anna,” Chad said as he handed a large pink slushy drink across the counter with a big straw sticking out of it. “Let me know how that tastes.”

		I could feel the cold of the ice coming through the glass into my hand. I put the straw to my lips and started to suck. I couldn’t describe the flavor, but it lit up my mouth with a taste that I loved. It was like it hit every one of my tastebuds with the best thing I had ever tasted in my life. It didn’t matter that there was alcohol in it. I sucked down the drink in record time.

		“Can I offer you a second one?” Chad asked. It was only then that I realized I was still standing at the bar, not having moved since I received my drink.

		I nodded my head and handed over my keychain again. Chad scanned it and then made me another drink.

		Things got pretty hazy after that. I ended up back at my villa, but it was morning when I finally felt like myself again. I tried sifting through my memories from the bar and whatever happened after, but they just weren’t coming to me. It was like I had blacked out. Thankfully, I didn’t have a hangover, however, my chest was oddly sore. I couldn’t explain what had happened to me on that front, figuring I had run into something on my way back to my villa last night.

		I looked at the itinerary that had been provided to me while I was still in my pajamas. I hadn’t remembered there being so much organized relaxation time. There was time spent at the pool, lounging, and time spent at the beach, also lounging. But I had a hard time finding fault with those suggestions. Some sun and relaxation would not hurt at all. Especially if I had one of those cold drinks Chad made me yesterday.

		I finally got moving, showering and making sure my hair looked decent. I usually didn’t care much about my appearance, but something about the moment made me care a little bit more. People were going to see me and as a guest of the resort, I wanted to make a good impression for the sake of the resort. Or something like that. All I knew was I made sure to run a brush through my hair and I even applied some lip gloss. I didn’t even know I had lipgloss, let alone that I brought it, but I wasn’t complaining. It looked good and tasted even better.

		When it came time to put clothes on, I decided I should wear my swimsuit. If I was going to be lounging at the pool, I figured I should be dressed for the pool, even if I had no intention of actually swimming. I didn’t want the chlorine to mess up my hair. I opened the dresser drawer where I had stored my swimsuit the day before, but then stood there, looking at it.

		I was confused. I was looking down at my black bikini, but I somehow thought I had a one-piece swimsuit. I ran my hadn’t through my hair as I tried to think. It was all so hazy. I needed to remember to go easy on those drinks, even if I fully intended to indulge myself during the day. But rather than get blackout drunk, I needed to pace myself and just keep a nice buzz going.

		Shaking off the confusion, I donned my bikini and then wrapped my white sarong around my waist to give me a little extra cover. The sarong was mostly sheer, so it wasn’t like I was really hiding anything, but I felt more comfortable wearing it than not. I didn’t show much skin usually. I spent so much time at the office, wearing office appropriate outfits, that I rarely had a chance to wear something more provocative. But a bikini and sheer sarong certainly fit the bill.

		Even though I had yet to eat breakfast or even really see other guests, I headed straight for the pool. I swapped my keycard to get in, but when Chad showed up at the lounge chair I had selected for myself, he was ready to scan my keychain and get me both something to eat and drink. And I was perfectly willing to let him do that as my gaze drifted over his muscular chest and six-pack abs. My only thought, however, was that he must have been making some serious overtime if he was working such long hours.

		Chad returned a few minutes later with a plate of fruit and a drink that looked like some sort of slushy mimosa.

		“Thank you,” I said with a smile as I accepted both the plate and glass. I placed the plate on the table next to me and then sat back before taking a long sip of the drink. It was delicious, although I couldn’t begin to describe the flavor. It was sweet and tart and everything in between. But I was almost certain it had alcohol in it, so I made a note to myself to take it easy. I needed food too.

		Despite it still being early in the morning and the sun not yet making its way to where I sat poolside, it was still plenty warm. I was perfectly comfortable wearing my bikini and sarong as I sat back and snacked on pieces of delicious fruit and slowly sipped my frozen mimosa. I barely noticed when Chad returned to scan my keychain again and replace my drink. I just laid back and closed my eyes, only opening them when I raised my head to take a drink.

		Soon my head was floating and a smile had reached my lips. I was finally relaxing and it felt so good. Years of built up tension just seemed to melt away. My arms and legs felt so heavy. It was just easier to sit back and enjoy the sounds of the piped in music, whatever it was that was playing from the poolside bar. I didn’t really care. I just enjoyed listening to it as I was lulled to a state of near sleep.

		At some point Chad ushered me to the beach for the second half of my day. I was too out of it to put on suntan lotion, but he was more than happy to give me a hand. I felt like I had a personal assistant through all of this. And considering he kept my drink glass full, I was in no mood to complain. And the sun on the beach felt wonderful. Chad even asked if I was interested in sunning topless, since there were no other guests on the beach at the moment.

		“No, I’m not that kind of woman,” I answered, my words slightly slurred. I knew that if Chad wanted to take advantage of me in my current state, there was nothing I would have been able to do to stop him, but he was a perfect gentleman. He was a perfect gentleman with a body that simply would not quit. His chiseled abs and the corded muscles on his arms were more than enough to satisfy. But he also always seemed to know what I needed, even before I knew it myself. That was service that could not be beat.

		“Of course not,” Chad answered before he went off to make me another drink.

		After that, things got hazy again. It was not that I blacked out, but it was like my memories became really hard to access. I knew they were there and I figured if I thought hard enough about them, I could remember them, but there was a block there, keeping me from doing it. It was like I didn’t want to put in the effort.

		Somehow I made it back to the villa, because I woke up in my bed, wearing a tank top and a pair of panties. At some point I had changed out of my bikini, so I hadn’t been completely out of it. And I didn’t have a hangover, which was a major plus. The fact I had only been consuming drinks that had been made for me and no water along the way should have been concerning, but since I wasn’t getting any hangovers, I figured I was in the clear.

		When I climbed out of bed I looked down and smiled as I seemed to be having a good breast day. I didn’t even know one could have those, but my girls were looking particularly full and perky. I bit my lower lip as I imagined going topless at the beach. Maybe I could do that if there was no one else around. And maybe Chad would even help rub suntan lotion into them. I had a feeling I would like that.

		My day ended up much as it had from the start. I went to the pool and Chad was once again there in his bare-chested glory. I was wearing my thong string bikini. I loved how it was pink. Pink was my favorite color. If the bikini hadn’t had a thong back, I would have left my sheer pink sarong at home, but I wanted a little bit of coverage for the walk across the resort. Once I scoped out my spot by the pool, I ditched it, no longer feeling the need. And soon Chad was bringing me food and a drink. It was the perfect start to a relaxing day.

		I woke up on my third full day at the resort and found myself smiling as I looked down at my tits. I had slept in the nude, which meant every inch of my body could slide against the silken sheets. I didn’t want to get up, but I knew I had a schedule to keep. My tits always looked so great. They were big and round. And they weren’t the only part of me that was round. I had a nice bubble butt too. I was so glad that I spent all that time keeping my body fit and trim. I just felt so sexy all the time.

		I didn’t bother to put on a robe when I got up. It wasn’t like my sheer robe would hide anything anyway. If someone wanted to see my body, there was very little to stop them from seeing it. There was no reason to cover up anymore than I wanted to. And there was something especially nice about not bothering with clothing unless it was specifically needed.

		After my shower, I took time to style my hair. I looked at my reflection for a long time, trying to figure out why I felt it was different. Was my hair lighter than I remembered it being before? Maybe all that time spent in the sun had bleached it for me. I wasn’t about to complain about that. The lighter color looked good. But it also seemed longer than I remembered it being.

		I shook my head, clearing my thoughts and letting out a little giggle. I couldn’t remember the last time I got my hair cut, but since it looked so good as long as it was, I wasn’t about to complain. Actually, I kind of liked the idea of continuing to grow it out. It would be more difficult to maintain, but I was already sacrificing plenty for my looks. There was no harm in spending a little bit more time everyday on that sort of thing.

		When I stepped out of my villa, I wore a tiny bikini that barely gave me any cover. It sat low on my hips and my pubic hair would have easily been visible if I had any. And then there was the top, which was basically just a couple tiny pieces of fabric to cover my nipples tied together with some string. But I thought it was super sexy and just perfect.

		Rather than head to the pool, my schedule sent me to the beach first.

		“Hi, Chad,” I said with a smile as I untied my top. He had a drink and food already for me, but he still swiped my keychain. I giggled as he then started to rub suntan lotion into my skin. He didn’t want me to burn and I was doing my best to avoid tan lines.

		“Oh, your hands feel so good,” I moaned as he rubbed the lotion into my tits. They weren’t just big and round, but they were sensitive too. I loved having them touched like that. Chad knew what he was doing.

		“You should always feel good,” Chad responded and I had to admit, with the drink he had made for me already going to my head, I had to agree with him. I did want to feel this good all the time. I vaguely wondered what I would need to do to make that happen. However, such considerations were short-lived. I just didn’t have the energy to do much thinking, especially with Chad’s hands all over me.

		That afternoon, I went to the resort salon for a bit of a makeover. It was not so much that they were completely changing my look, but they were teaching me how to perfect my look, using makeup and whatnot to enhance my already impressive features. My full lips would be the envy of every woman around and would make men salivate over the thought of me sucking their cocks. I couldn’t actually remember doing that before, but I was sure I was as experienced as I felt when I thought about it.

		I didn’t understand how it happened, but I soaked up everything the sexy stylists told me like a sponge. They were all busty blondes like me, so I trusted them completely with what I should do. And they had lots of great advice, especially when it came to how I wanted people to see me. It wasn’t just enough to wear lots of makeup to make me look sexy. Being sexy was about the attitude. Men liked to see silly and stupid women who were hot. And it helped to play that up with my style.

		By the time I was done with my makeover, I was pretty sure I had never looked more like a bimbo before. And it felt so good. Just looking at my reflection in the mirror was enough to turn me on. I looked into my eyes and didn’t see anything. I was just a confused and sexy bimbo and that was all I wanted to be.

		For once, it seemed that my evening had not turned into a hazy mishmash of foggy memories. But that just meant I got to enjoy myself as I got ready for a night out. I kept my hair and makeup the same as how the stylists had done it at the salon. There was no sense in changing it when it was already perfect. All I had to do was change into a sexy dress.

		As I looked through my wardrobe, I had a sense that something wasn’t right. I had a ton of sexy dresses, to the point that the wardrobe was almost overflowing. But I didn’t remember my wardrobe looking like that before. I had a vague image of a plain black dress that went all the way past my knees and had a neckline that was more like a collar than anything I would want to wear to highlight my tits.

		“I don’t understand,” I said. Something was wrong, but I couldn’t figure out what it was.

		I glanced over at the counter of the kitchenette and spotted a large frosty glass of my favorite drink. I didn’t even know to expect it. Chad must have brought it to my villa, never wanting me to be far from my favorite drink. He was such a stud.

		I took a long drink from the glass of frosty goodness. As soon as the slushy mixture passed my tongue, I felt a happy buzz behind my eyes. A giggle escaped from my lips before I started to smile. I had already forgotten what was bothering me.

		As I returned to my wardrobe I selected a low-cut dress with a hem that swished around the tops of my thighs. There were several cutouts that would expose various parts of my sexy and tanned body, which was all the better. If I was going to play the part of a sexy bimbo, I needed to make it clear that I wasn’t a thinker. I was warm and sexy and loved to experience a man’s touch.

		I didn’t bother with panties and I hadn’t brought any bras with me. With tits like mine, bras just got in the way. And panties would get in the way too, assuming the night ended how I hoped it would end. I was wet and ready for a hard cock to slide up between my legs.

		There was a small dance party out on the beach. I had paired my flowery dress with a pair of wedge-heeled sandals. They were a little difficult to walk in, especially on the sand, but they really made my bubble butt pop. I noticed that most of the people at the dance party were employees. I saw the salon ladies and the clerk who checked me in. They were all still wearing their blazers that were a part of the resort uniform.

		Chad was there too, and he immediately came over to me. He too was wearing the resort blazer, but his chest was bare beneath it. I hadn’t ever seen him wear a shirt before and I didn’t care if he ever did. He was too handsome and if I had to bet, it would be that he had a big cock. I could just sense it.

		“Let’s get you a drink and then we can hit the dance floor,” Chad suggested.

		I just giggled and let him take the lead. It was easier to let someone else handle the details. Even though I was mostly lucid, I still felt a satisfying fog in my mind, keeping all those scary thoughts at bay. It was better that way. I didn’t want to think. I just wanted to feel sexy.

		As soon as I had the drink in my hands, my night started to get hazy again. But I just went with the flow and enjoyed what the night held for me. I danced with Chad and a few of the other employees. The women were all super sexy, even in their work uniforms. Their big tits pressed into me as we danced together, making me jealous that they were all bigger than me. I had amazing tits that were super sensitive, but theirs were still bigger and sexier.

		And at the end of the night, or at least the last I remembered from the night, I sank down to my knees and pulled out Chad’s cock. I was right. He was pretty big. I really wanted him to fuck me, but I ended up wrapping my lips around his cock and sucking him deep into the back of my throat. I didn’t even know I could take a cock that deep before, but Chad seemed to really like it. His groans of pleasure were definitely fun to listen to as I sucked him off. And then he came all over my face and the tops of my tits, somehow missing both my hair and my dress. I spent the rest of the evening scooping his cum into my mouth with my fingers. He tasted really good.

		However, I didn’t remember much more after that. I’m guessing Chad made me another drink and that made it hard to remember anything after that, but I’m pretty sure I had fun. All I knew was I ended back in my villa, with my face clean and my body completely nude.

		As soon as I woke up with the rising sun, I smiled. Then I brought my hands up and ran them over my big tits. There was a brief moment where I wondered if they were bigger, but that was silly. Tits couldn’t grow like that overnight. I really needed to stop wondering about things. It was going to give me worry lines or something like that. Besides, I knew guys preferred bimbos like me not to think. Thinking just got in the way of the fun and the pleasure.

		And my tits felt so good in my hands. I dragged my long nails gently across the surface. When they reached my nipples, I shuddered as my pussy practically gushed with arousal. I was so turned on. I was pretty sure I hadn’t been fucked the night before. That was the sort of thing I would remember, I was pretty sure. But I knew I couldn’t trust my memory. No man would, why should I?

		I had half a mind to play with myself, getting the much desired orgasm, but I needed to keep my schedule. Not only did I want to hit the beach for some nude sunbathing, but I also had an appointment with Jeremy, the man who had sponsored me for this wonderful resort vacation. I was so happy and relaxed. This place was amazing. A part of me never wanted to leave.

		I jumped out of bed, enjoying the way my tits bounced on my chest. They were so big and they had the perfect balance between soft and firm. I loved them. As I applied my makeup and did my hair, I also admired my hourglass figure. I really needed to start taking selfies to enjoy my sexiness. I was hot enough to eat, that was for sure.

		Knowing that I was going to be sunbathing nude, there was a part of me that wanted to just slip on a pair of sexy shoes and leave the villa without actually putting on any clothes. I would be taking it all off again anyway, but I knew there were still some rules about nudity here. I might be perfectly fine with men and women going around the resort completely naked, but there were some real prudes out there. Instead, I paired my high heels with a barely there bikini. It left the bare minimum covered, which was my preference.

		Chad greeted me at the beach. He was always there, taking care of me. He took me to the nude section of the beach to make sure I didn’t scare any other guests. Apparently there were other guests who had now arrived. It wasn’t just that I had been here with a less than full resort, but I had been the only guest to start with. But all that was now changing and I hoped that meant there would be more sexy men to play with.

		The rest of my morning developed into a happy haze where I sunned myself on the beach, letting Chad rub the suntan lotion into every inch of my skin. He left no place unattended. He didn’t even mention how wet I was. He had to have noticed, because he made sure to give my thighs and hips lots of attention.

		But my time on the beach was short lived. The haze of my morning started to fade and I found myself once again relatively lucid. But that was just so I could focus on getting ready for my appointment with Jeremy. I wanted to leave a good impression. It was through his kindness that I had been able to finally unwind and relax at his wonderful resort.

		I had never met Jeremy and had no idea what he was like or what he liked in a woman, so I didn’t want to be too forward. I dressed in a slutty dress that left most of my tits on display and barely covered my ass. I couldn’t have worn underwear under it if I’d wanted to. The dress was tight, hugging my curves and showing too much skin to the point that underwear would just get in the way or ruin the lines of the dress. Not that I minded. I was pretty used to going commando now. The only time my pussy was actually covered was when I was wearing a bikini.

		The meeting was back in the conference center where I had my first orientation meeting. It took me a little longer than I’d planned to make it there. Between my wonderful high heels that made me wiggle across the resort and the fact I kind of got lost a few times and had to ask people for help, I was running a few minutes behind when I finally walked into the proper conference room.

		Jeremy was already waiting for me and the moment I saw him, it was like I had just seen god. He was so hot, with an even more muscular physique than Chad. I didn’t even know that was possible. And unlike Chad who showed off his muscles constantly, Jeremy wore a dress shirt that he had rolled up to just below his elbows.

		“Anni, it’s good to finally meet you,” he said, his deep voice flowing over me and almost rumbling in my chest. I looked down to see if he was making my titties jiggle just by speaking. It certainly felt that way.

		“Hi,” I said, not sure what else to say. But it was only after I said my greeting, I realized he had called me Anni. The wheels in my head turned, trying to process the name. Wasn’t my name Anna? But he had called me Anni, so that had to be right. I trusted him to know my name better than me. He was a smart man who did investment stuff. I was just a silly bimbo.

		“Please, come and take a seat,” Jeremy said. He pushed his chair back, but I took the initiative wiggling forward, swaying my ass and letting my big tits bounce slightly in my dress. Rather than take my own seat, I instead sat in Jeremy’s lap. I pushed my ass out and sat down. His hands came up to my hips and held me close to him.

		Before even another word was said, I could feel his cock pressed up against my ass through his pants. I couldn’t be completely sure, but he felt big. I licked my lips without even thinking about it, wanting to see, to taste, to feel his hard cock. I was so wet and horny. If I didn’t get fucked soon, making me cum, I was going to go crazy.

		“Like this?” I asked as I ground my ass into his lap. I wanted Jeremy to know that I was easy. I was an easy bimbo slut.

		“This works,” Jeremy said with a chuckle. “I was hoping to get to know you better. You were our first official guest. Have you enjoyed your stay so far at the resort?”

		“Oh, I, like, totally love it,” I gushed. “It’s like the best place ever. I don’t know that I wanna leave.”

		I looked up over my shoulder and saw a smile on Jeremy’s face. He looked like a smart man. I could sense how the wheels turned in his mind. I had no way of knowing what was going through his head—I was too dumb for that—but it was like knew something, that there was a plan, and maybe, just maybe, there was a way that I might be able to stay at the resort, permanently.

		“These tits have come in nicely,” Jeremy said as he brought his hands up and started to fondle my tits through my dress. I didn’t know what he meant, but it didn’t matter, because my eyes rolled up into the back of my head as the pleasure coming from my tits, and especially my nipples, nearly overwhelmed me. It was like my tits were hooked up straight to my pussy. It wouldn’t be long before I formed a wet spot on the back of my dress. “Have you noticed any issues with the changes?”

		“Changes?” I moaned. I sank back against his muscled chest, unable to think more about what he was asking me. I felt like a sexual toy, an object for Jeremy to play with at his pleasure, for his pleasure.

		“No, I suppose you wouldn’t remember,” Jeremy commented, but I wasn’t really listening anymore. “That’s the joy of this process.”

		Jeremy moved one hand up toward my face. He placed a finger at my plump lips and I eagerly and automatically sucked his finger into my mouth, using my tongue as if his finger was a little cock. His other hand drifted down across my taut belly to the junction between my legs. His fingers dipped under the hem of my short dress and his finger probed my lower lips.

		“Mmm,” I moaned around Jeremy’s finger. He really was playing my body like a musical instrument. I was putty in his hands, unable to think while his hands were on me.

		My mind went hazy as the pleasure nearly overwhelmed me. Somehow he managed to lift me up and free his cock, all while keeping me on the edge. I would have been happy to put my hands to use, to release his cock from its confines, but my efforts weren’t needed.

		But once his cock was free and Jeremy lowered me back down, his cock pushed up into me, filling my pussy. I let out a long moan as his massive cock stretched my pussy. I had never felt anything like this before.

		“Bounce for me,” Jeremy said, whispering in my ear. “Ride me like the slutty bimbo you are.”

		I didn’t say anything, but I couldn’t turn down an order like that. I started to bounce up and down, fucking Jeremy’s large cock. All he had to do was sit there, but his hands found my tits and as he pushed my dress from my shoulders, completely revealing my tits to the cool air of the conference room. My nipples hardened as I bucked my hips and squeezed the muscles of my pussy around that big cock, doing everything I could to milk it for everything Jeremy could give me.

		Time lost all meaning to me as I fucked myself on the best cock I could have ever imagined. I just embraced the pleasure and let it consume me. Cock and pleasure was all that mattered.

		When Jeremy finally came, when his cock surged with his hot white seed, I started cumming too. As his cock erupted inside of me, my whole body shuddered with wave after wave of pleasure shooting through me. I felt it in my pussy, I felt it in my legs, I felt it in my arms, and I felt it in my head. I already knew I was a dumb bimbo, but I was pretty sure that orgasm made me even dumber, burning out brain cells that I didn’t even know I had.

		And when it was done, when I had finally finished cumming, I sank back against Jeremy’s chest, turning my head and pressing my face up against him. I breathed deeply, enjoying his masculine scent. His cock was still inside of me, still big, but not as hard. Jeremy might as well have been a god to me, but he still had his limits. I did too. So I was perfectly happy and content to just sit there as he recovered, not knowing if we were going to go for a second round or talk some more. Not that I could do much talking after a fucking like that.

		“So, you want to stay here at the resort?” Jeremy asked after what felt like a long time.

		I simply nodded my head, keeping myself pressed against him. But words were not needed to explain myself. He could see it. He could feel it. There was more to communication than being able to talk and I was an open book.

		I spent a lot of time with Jeremy over the next several days. I also spent a lot of time with Chad out by the pool or on the beach. It was so nice to just lay out in the sun, working on my tan, not having to think about anything. My mind would draw a complete blank and I could not have been happier. Everything was so simple when I didn’t have any thoughts to get in the way.

		But my official stay was coming to an end. My return flight was scheduled soon. Only, I didn’t want to get on that plane. I could only vaguely remember my life before the resort and the haze remained a constant companion, always there, making it hard to think. It was like a pink fog blocked out all the negative thoughts and worries I could have had, that I used to have. Now I could just focus on the things that made me happy, which was mostly looking sexy and feeling really good. And nothing felt better than sex, so that was my main focus.

		But the official end of my stay soon arrived and there was nothing I could do about that. But on my final day, I got up and made sure to look my absolute best. My big titties were barely covered in the sundress I had picked out for returning to civilization. The fabric was cut and tied off over the front of my tits, meaning I was not only showing lots of cleavage, but also some enticing under boob too.

		The dress was really short, swishing around the bottom of my ass. Just leaning over or sitting was enough to expose myself, but wearing anything longer seemed wrong. I was a sexy bimbo. I was meant to be seen. I was meant to be manhandled. And with the high heels I wore, my legs and ass looked even better.

		Jeremy told me he would be meeting me before I left. Just thinking about his cock was enough to make me dripping wet with arousal. He had taken me in every single one of my holes since I first met him. Not that his was the only cock that had made its way inside of me since Jeremy first fucked me. I had sucked and fucked at least half the staff. Some of the women staff even fucked me with strap-ons. I couldn’t get enough sex.

		I wasn’t surprised when Jeremy came and picked me up and walked me to the conference building. I had already started to pack my clothes, but somehow they didn’t want to fit in my suitcase. That seemed pretty silly. I knew I had arrived here with just the one suitcase, but I couldn’t fit all my clothes and my shoes. It made no sense. Then again, nothing really made sense to a bimbo like me.

		“Anni, you don’t need to worry about packing right now,” Jeremy said and I happily stopped. I hated to worry.

		I held tight to Jeremy’s arm as he guided me to the conference building. He was such a strong and nice man.

		The moment Jeremy led me into one of the small conference rooms, my eyes lit up with recognition. I might not remember most of my life before coming to the resort—I didn’t remember most of it since coming to the resort either—but I recognized John. He was my boss and the man who helped send me here.

		“Anna?” John gasped in surprise. “Is that really you?”

		“It’s Anni,” I countered. I didn’t like disagreeing with men, but it was important he got my name right. I was Anni, not Anna. Anna was the name of a boring girl. Anni was the name of a bimbo. It was my name and I was a bimbo.

		“Wow, I can’t believe what they’ve done to you. I love it.”

		I didn’t understand the first part, but hearing that he loved whatever it was had happened to me here at the resort, I wasn’t going to complain. Instead, I preened, enjoying the compliment.

		John and Jeremy started conversing between each other, but I tuned them out. If there was one thing I knew as a dumb bimbo, it was that the things men talked about were way above me. My role was to look pretty and sexy until they wanted me to take out their cocks. And for that, they would actually talk to me.

		However, as I stood there, smiling with my plump and pouty lips, I started to realize something. While Jeremy was a hunk of a man with his strong muscles and dominant personality, John seemed like a shadow of a man in comparison. He was thin and gangly. He looked weak, while Jeremy was strong. I knew he was my boss, but he was the last man in the world I wanted to take orders from. It hurt my head to even try to think about it.

		“Come on, Anni, let’s go,” John said, turning his attention to me. His voice was commanding, but it lacked the oomph that came from Jeremy and his deep voice.

		I looked from John to Jeremy, trying to figure out what I was supposed to do. Jeremy’s expression was hard to read, but I sensed there was a knowing smirk behind his hardened features. He knew something. I just had to figure it out for myself, which wasn’t exactly an easy feat.

		“No,” I finally said, deciding I should put my foot down. And that was what I did. I put my foot down, which caused my body to vibrate and my tits to jiggle in the low-cut sundress. “I’m staying here.”

		John looked confused. He looked to Jeremy for help, but Jeremy gave him nothing. And just like that, John folded. His shoulders slumped and he lowered his head. “I thought you were going to come back with me and be my bimbo. That’s why I sent you here.”

		“Stop crying,” I snapped. I had never in my life sounded so bitchy, but when it came to John, I couldn’t help myself. There was no way a beta male like him could ever satisfy me. I needed an alpha like Jeremy. “You don’t deserve me. But I’ll send you my sexy selfies so you can simp over me.”

		John looked back up at me, but this time it was with a strange mix of devotion and arousal. I glanced down and saw how his cock was straining in his pants. He was more turned on than I was and I was almost always ready to fuck.

		“I guess our friendship is over,” John cried at Jeremy before he fled the room.

		“Worth it,” Jeremy called back.

		As soon as the door closed, Jeremy turned his now predatory gaze toward me. He stepped forward and raised his hands to my tits. I let out a long breathy moan as he fondled me. I loved being a bimbo plaything.

		“Good job on turning him down,” Jeremy said. I was too lost in the pleasure emanating from his hands on my tits to respond. “And now you get to stay here forever. I’m sure we can find a job for you. Maybe you can help all the women who will be staying here in the future adjust to being bimbos, just like you.” Jeremy paused for a moment, clearly enjoying the feel of my tits in his hands. “These are definitely the biggest tits at the resort now. I love them. I love you.”

		I practically purred at his compliments. But then Jeremy slipped the straps of my dress off my shoulders and pushed down, freeing my tits and soon the rest of me. Whatever he had planned for my permanent stay at the resort could wait. For the moment, we had more important things to attend to.
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