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I’d always been an overachiever. It wasn’t enough to
be a model employee; I had to be #1 in my entire office. I was
dedicated. I was driven. I was going to going to be a top executive
with a corner office one day. I was going to make the big salary
and show everyone that just because I happened to have curly honey
blonde hair and big boobs didn’t mean I was stupid.

 


Neither the brain, nor the boobs
ever helped me impress my boss Mr. Lyon. He loathed me from the
first moment I walked into his office. I’d been transferred to his
sales division after a coveted spot opened up, and I was obsessed
with working hard at my job. It was difficult to excel when the
boss just seemed to hate me so much.

 


It was a new experience for me. I
hungered to learn and be the best at whatever I did since I was in
elementary school, so teachers and bosses had naturally liked me. I
asked questions, I listened, I worked hard, and they rewarded me by
respecting me. All except Mr. Lyon. To him I was a show-off and an
irritating know-it-all. It didn’t matter if I was the only person
in the office who knew the answer, my input was always
ignored.

 


Getting that corner office one day meant I needed
excellent recommendations from my employer. At this point, it
didn’t look like that was going to happen.

 



***

 


I had turned 25 yesterday, and decided to throw away
caution for one night and go out with my friends. What started off
innocently enough as a bonfire down by the lake ended up having
some real consequences for me.

 


“Come on Regina!” my best friend
Katie said, handing me a strawberry wine cooler. “It’s your
birthday. It won’t kill you to stay out late for one night!” I took
a sip of the overly sweet alcohol. Katie had insisted on bringing
them to remind us of high school, but all they made me do was want
a nice gin and tonic.

 


My boyfriend Luke sat down next to
me by the fire. Back in high school, Luke had been captain of the
rugby team and lusted after by all of the cheerleaders. He had
messy black hair and these amazing green eyes that made girls just
throw their panties at him. Now he was running a car dealership and
making pretty fantastic money. He looped his arm around my
shoulder, casually brushing one of my breasts with his
hand.

 


“Listen to her, Regina. You can
sleep through work tomorrow and still be smarter than most of the
guys you work with.” He flashed me a perfect, toothpaste commercial
grin and I couldn’t say no.

 


What was the worst that could happen, after all?

 





***

 


The worst was sleeping through my
alarm and then showing up minutes before a meeting was set to
start. Already flustered by my tardiness, I didn’t notice the
silence of office at first. As the minutes ticked down before the
meeting was due to start, I noticed the charts and graphs waiting
on easels at the front of the room.

 


“The quarterly reports meeting was
TODAY?!?!” I thought frantically. Somehow in the excitement of my
birthday, the meeting had escaped my mind. Mr. Lyon was never a man
to allow anyone in his employ to sit back silently during a
meeting. We were all expected to know the data ahead of time and be
able to justify the numbers at a moment’s notice. It required a
huge amount of attention to detail and preparation, and there was
no way I could fake my way through it.

 


Mr. Lyon stood at the front of the
room, glowering at us. He wore his usual black suit. The clothes
combined with his black hair made him look like an angry goth kid
at an office job. I had always found that a bit sexy. His dark hair
reminded me of Luke’s but the resemblance ended there. Luke always
had a grin ready for anyone, and I didn’t even know if Professor
Sharp had teeth because he never smiled. It didn’t stop me from
having a tiny crush on him though.

 


He dropped a copy of the file
unceremoniously on the table in front of me and passed me without
acknowledging my presence. When the final copy was handed out, he
walked back to the front of the room and began pounding us all with
questions.

 


I frantically searched my brain
for the answers, but none were coming. I knew the job and I knew it
well but my lack of preparation had thrown me. I answered his
questions quickly and kept my answers general and cursory. I knew I
looked like a fool, but I didn’t have any other options.

 


I walked out of the meeting
feeling shell shocked. Mr. Lyon was a tough boss and I knew my work
was way below his standards today. If I was feeling generous I
would have given myself a C- for my performance in work that day,
and Mr. Lyon never felt generous.

 





***

 


Two days later, there was a note
on my desk that read “See me in my office at 3PM” in bright red
ink. The note wasn’t signed but there was no doubt as to who it
came from. I saw my dreams of success in the business world
slipping away all because of a few wine coolers and a late
night.

 


I could think of one way to get
Mr. Lyon’s attention off my performance in the meeting. I walked
into the bathroom, waiting as the last stragglers left the room
before locking the door. Alone, I peeled off my shirt and stood in
front of the mirror. My breasts were large, but they were perky and
firm. Most people spent more time staring at them than my face, so
it was about time to turn them into an asset I could use. I took
off my sensible white bra and stuffed it in my briefcase before
donning my shirt again. I pinched my nipples roughly until they
were standing at attention and visible through the
shirt.
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