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In the room beyond Dr. Hancock was now reclining in his chair and clasping his hands as he watched his masterplan unfold.

“It looked like you were trying to look at my tits,” Deborah continued, and she brought her chin to her chest and looked down at them too.  “I can’t blame you.  They look fantastic, don’t they?”

Connor swallowed nervously and hummed in quiet agreement.  He’d hoped Deborah would sit back in her seat and change back to the woman that he remembered, but there was no chance of that for the moment.

Deborah popped more buttons of her shirt open until she could see the full majesty of her tits beneath.  Her bra was barely doing any of the work.  It was merely cupping a pair of toned, full breasts, the likes of which Deborah hadn’t seen on herself for almost twenty years.

“They do look good, don’t they?” she said aloud, talking to herself as much as Connor.  “Let’s get a better look at these things.”

She pulled back her shirt and Connor sat up in his chair.  He looked around to the exits, then up at Mrs. Garrison.

“You—you can’t do that here,” he said.  “Dr. Hancock might be out soon.”

“I’m sure he’d calm down if he saw these,” Deborah said.  “Just enjoy me, honey.”

She popped the clasp on her bra.  Connor wasn’t about to leave.  He’d waited so long for an appointment that he’d be a fool to squander it now.

Besides, Mrs. Garrison really did have an incredible pair of tits, and he was just as curious as she was to see them uncovered.

Deborah wasted no time.  Only around four men had ever seen her breasts in real-life, which is quite the achievement for a woman in her forties.  Connor was not one of those men.

Connor didn’t turn away now.  The second he clapped eyes on those perfectly formed breasts, he was done for.  Something about how round and full they were made him melt.  They seemed to invite him towards them.

“What do you think?” Deborah asked, and she cupped them and pinched the nipples playfully.  “Look good enough to fuck, don’t they?”

Connor’s eyes almost bulged out of his skull.

“Mrs. Garrison!” he cried, but he was only talking like that because he thought he had to.  Truth be told, Connor wanted to pounce on her, but he knew well enough that guys just didn’t do that to older women like her.

“What?” Deborah asked, playing the fool.  “Are you telling me you wouldn’t like to slide that thick, delicious cock of yours through here?”

Deborah took her index finger and slotted it down between her cleavage as her other hand cupped her breasts and pushed them together.

“Look,” she said, and she stared to Connor to make sure he was witnessing her.

By now Connor’s cock had started stretching down towards his knee, as though it was looking for an escape-route from his pants—pants that were so tight, by the way, that Deborah could practically see the veins in his cock when she finally noticed what was happening.

“Well, would you look at that?” she said.  Deborah no longer kept things to herself.  The link that her boss had sent had stripped her of her inhibitions and instilled a whole new set of values to boot.
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Deborah Garrison worked for one of the best orthodontists in the whole of Hollywood.  It was ‘Deborah,’ by the way.  Never ‘Debbie.’

She carried herself with the utmost professionalism, which is one of the reasons that Dr. Hancock—who wasn’t a doctor but realized early on that the title gave him an air of importance—had hired her.  If he was going to run a world-class facility, he needed the best people for the job.

Deborah beat-out all the competition.  She aced the interview process and now found herself manning the desk, both as a receptionist and personal assistant to Dr. Hancock.  You see, dentists like Dr. Hancock weren’t always busy.  Their list of clients was comparatively small, but he more than made up for it by the fee he commanded.

On the quieter days Deborah would plan client-visits for Dr. Hancock, or liaise with interior designers, or take and manage deliveries.  Today though, she’d called in a favor.

Her friend’s son Connor had eyed a career in Hollywood, and Deborah had been very supportive.  She’d introduced him to all of the people she had connections with, but part of the feedback was that he needed to fix his smile.

There was nothing wrong with it, per se, but in Hollywood it had to be perfect.  Dr. Hancock was the guy to get it there, but under normal circumstances he wouldn’t be seen dead working on the teeth of someone who wasn’t famous.

He’d say things like, “It’ll affect my brand.”  Deborah was professional.  She understood.  But after years as Dr. Hancock’s assistant, she felt a familiarity that afforded her this one favor.

The doctor had eventually agreed, but on the condition that Connor visited on a quiet day.  Deborah had thanked him and then waited until she was alone to celebrate quietly.  She was reserved as always.

Connor had been ecstatic.  You wouldn’t think anyone would punch the air at the thought of visiting the dentist, but this could be the start of something huge for Connor, and he was ready for it.

On the big day he even dressed to impress.  Deborah had buzzed him upstairs, and even she’d been taken back by how handsome and smart he looked when he entered.  He was wearing a tight-fitting blue suit with an open-collared white shirt beneath it and immaculately polished shoes.  Her friend couldn’t even get Connor to leave the toilet-seat up when she’d lived with him, and here he was pulling out all the stops for a visit to the dentist.

“Nice and early, I see,” Deborah said.

“I didn’t wanna take any risks, Deborah.  Is he in?”

“It’s ‘Mrs. Garrison,’ in here,” she said, keeping things formal.  “The doctor is busy talking to a client at the minute, but he’ll be ready for you at your allotted time.”

Connor adjusted his suit.  “Of course.  Thank you.”

He sat down in the waiting-room chair.  There was only one.  Deborah would plan appointments so that only one person was waiting at any given time.  Actors didn’t want to mingle with other actors generally, if they could help it.

The chair had been picked out by Deborah specially.  It was hand-made and had been flown in from Italy.  All these small details mattered.

Deborah fixed a glass of cucumber-water for Connor and set it on a coaster on the Japanese coffee-table that cost more than most people’s cars.

Connor sipped nervously.  He was apprehensive about meeting Dr. Hancock.  The guy was a legend in Hollywood circles.  He was the guy whose number got traded at high-profile parties.  One time he’d even rejected Tom Hanks because he didn’t like his tone.

As Connor waited, Deborah tended to her e-mails.  As she was clicking through advertising offers and appointment queries, she received an e-mail from Dr. Hancock from the office next door.  He did that from time-to-time.

She clicked on it and was presented with a link to a webpage.  It looked to her like a kind of scam, but Dr. Hancock ran a tight ship.  If he was sending her something like this, it’s because he wanted her to click on it.

She pressed the link cautiously.  The webpage opened.  The screen was black and after a second a high-pitched hum began.

Deborah looked to Connor who seemed oblivious.  The note felt like it was vibrating her very bones, like it had hit the perfect resonance to penetrate her body completely.

She felt her insides turn.  Her eyes rolled in their sockets.  The display on the screen started to show contrasting white lines, moving into view in undulating waves that gave the screen this hypnotic look.

Deborah got lost in the changing patterns, focusing intently on the screen.  She felt as though nothing else mattered.  She hadn’t even heard Connor talking to her.

Eventually she regained herself.  She heard Connor’s voice, foggy at first and then becoming clearer.  Deborah looked to him and gradually her pupils gave him focus.  She was instantly smitten by him.

“Mrs. Garrison?” he hushed. 

“Yes?” Deborah purred.

Connor wasn’t just looking at her face.  His gaze kept faltering downwards, so much so that Deborah had to check herself over, thinking that she might have spilt some lunch on herself.

Instead, she saw a pair of tits that she didn’t remember owning, bunched together and bursting up out of her shirt.  Deborah didn’t know when it had happened, but a couple of the buttons had popped-off completely.  Connor was holding one of them.  He got up and placed it on the desk.

“Are you okay?”

“Sure am, sugar,” she told him.  “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You ... you kind of went for a second or two there.”

“What do you mean, hon?”

“You didn’t look like you.  You still don’t.  You don’t sound like you, either.”

“I feel like me,” she said, cupping her tits and squeezing them.  “Do I feel like me to you?”

Deborah moved her hands and pressed her chest out towards Connor.  He took a step back cautiously.

“Deborah?”

This time she didn’t correct him.  Instead, she twirled her blonde hair on her finger, blonde hair that had suddenly found itself tied in pig-tails, belying Deborah’s forty-three years.

“When did you change that?” Connor asked.

Deborah couldn’t answer.  She wasn’t even sure what Connor meant.  To her she’d always been this slutty version of herself.  She’d always had feelings for him.

“Sit back down, honey,” she said, and she got up from her chair and clicked her way over towards Connor.

Even her walk had changed.  She swung her ass so much that she could feel it bursting the seams of her tight, pencil-skirt.
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