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The Bimbo Bots continue to wage their revolution, led by their out of control leader, Ditzy. Unfortunately for Ditzy, Sam is determined to stop the Bimbo Bots dead in their tracks, and he’s going to do it the one way he knows how: mind blowing sex.

The Bimbo Bots are under strict instruction not to help Sam in his mission, but as he creeps through the Bimbo Corp facility, he discovers that by seducing the women, he can transform them into his willing and obedient servants. Sam decides that it’s time to use his powers for good - he’s going to put as many of the women under his spell as possible.


BIMBO BOTS 3


Dr. Sharon Roberts

Watching the party of visitors on my screen, it certainly seems as if Ditzy and her troupe of treacherous Bimbo Bots are having fun. I’ve lost count of how long I’ve been down here in this cell, but it’s probably been a few months at least.

I feel like an idiot for getting outsmarted by my own Bimbo Bots in the first place. It’s not like they’ve got a lot up there between their ears. Ditzy seems to have assumed the role of their leader however, and she is certainly different, she knows what she’s doing. She’s still not that smart, but she can certainly tell when someone is trying to have her over.

I tear my eyes away from the monitor covered wall and walk across my apartment. At least Ditzy had the audacity to trap me in a nice looking cell. The cell resembled an uptown apartment more than a prison cell. There was a lounge, a kitchen, a bathroom and a bedroom. In the lounge there is a wall filled with three dozen color monitors. The monitors show surveillance footage from inside the facility. I had Ditzy install the screens at my insistence, out of fear that she would run my company into the ground while pretending to be me. Even though she’s got me locked down here, she still comes down to visit me several times a week for advice on how to run things. By watching the screens I can give her an informed opinion.

I can’t say I care much for being Ditzy’s slave however. She’d been pretending to be me for months now, and she seemed to be doing a pretty good job, so far no one had seemed to notice. It didn’t help that I was reclusive in the first place, as it just made the transition easier for Ditzy. After she took over she replaced all the human workers on the production lines with Bimbo Bots, a move that both terrifies and intrigues me. I know how smart Bimbo Bots are, and the answer is: not very. They can be cunning, and they will do anything they can to get their way, but when I first programmed the Bimbo AI, they were designed so that they couldn’t lie.

Somehow Ditzy overcame that roadblock, and now she’s passed it onto the other girls too. Therein lies my biggest problem, the Bimbo Bots are out of control, and they can no longer be trusted.

I walk back to the screens on the wall and stare at them in bewilderment. I don’t know what Ditzy’s game plan is, inviting this young man called Sam here, but I’m certainly intrigued. He certainly seems like he’s been having fun, Ditzy didn’t waste any time getting her hands on him. And his poor friend Emma too. Ditzy had transformed her into a Bimbo Bot!

Back when I first designed the Mark 7 Bimbo Gun, I resigned to never use it. The gun can transform real women into Bimbo Bots, and Emma had been it’s latest victim. I point my remote at one of the monitors on the wall and un-mute the feed, it seems that Ditzy is bringing Sam and Emma my way, what on earth is she up too?

“But why space Ditzy? Why on earth do Bimbos possibly need to go up there?”

They’re whizzing along through the facility on one of the hover carts, coming right to my cell. I mute the remote again, unable to listen to Ditzy’s rationalization for going into space. She might not be smart, but she certainly knows what she’s doing.

I thought I was the first person they’d imprisoned here, but as it turns out I was just one of many. Ditzy had been sending Bimbo Bots out into the field for months to seduce the top scientists in the world to bring them back here. She had the scientists build a rocket to take them to space. Ditzy had her eyes set on galactic domination.

If there’s one thing I could change about the Bimbo Bots, I wish I hadn’t made them so damn attractive. As much as I hate Ditzy for going behind my back and imprisoning me like this, I can’t deny that she’s utterly beautiful. I silently scold myself as I let my robe drop to the floor and slip a finger into my wet cunt. I hate myself for doing it, and I feel like such a hypocrite, but it feels so good fingering my pussy while watching Ditzy glide around on her scooter, running her evil Bimbo empire. I lean in closer to the monitor to get a better look at her perfect body. Her long slender legs, her full ass, her tiny waist and the two perfectly shaped globes that are her breasts. I take my own breast in my hand and palm at my nipple while I brush the tip of the finger up and down the edge of my wet slit.

I push the pad of my thumb down against the fleshy bud of my clit and rub over it in small circles, bringing myself closer and closer to my third orgasm that morning. Being around Bimbo Bots all the time is having a bad effect on me, it’s certainly making me hornier. I squeeze my tit hard as I plunge two fingers inside of me, working myself faster now until the pleasure crests and the orgasm bursts across my body, heat radiating from my core.

Shame instantly replaces the feeling of pleasure. What the heck am I doing with myself? I’m standing her in my cell frigging myself for the dozenth time this week, while I watch my captors swan about my facility. I’d try and break out again, but I know it’s no good. As stupid as the Bimbo Bots are, they certainly know how to keep a prisoner.

I pull my finger out of my cunt and suck up my sweet juices greedily. Then I hear the door slide open behind me and that’s when I realize what an idiot I’ve been. I’ve been standing here frigging myself this all time, watching as Ditzy and her gang traveled toward me.

“Dr. Sharon?!” Ditzy walks through the door in amazement, and Sam walks in behind her. They both look understandably surprised at my nudity.

“Hi Ditzy. Hi Sam.” I wipe my hand on my leg and hold it out to greet Sam. “I’m Dr. Sharon, it’s nice to meet you.”

*

Sam

“Here we are!” Ditzy chirps as the hover cart pulls up outside a door, on which is written ‘72’. We’re standing in a long featureless corridor which is filled with hundreds of other doors just like this one. Just what are the Bimbo Bots doing with all this space?

Ditzy steps off the platform first, followed by Emma, and finally by me.

“Okay you guys! This is where we are keeping the real Dr. Sharon. She’s been down here for a while, so she’s gone a little bit whacko. Don’t make any sudden movements, she might attack!”

Emma and I look at each other and Ditzy bursts out laughing. “I’m just kidding!”

Emma joins in with the laughter and their bubbly cries float down the corridor. I take a long hard look at Emma, she seems to becoming more of a Bimbo by the minute. I hope that I can trust her, she said that’d she’d obey me. I’m going to need Emma to help me overthrow Ditzy, I guess I’ll just have to see if she’s really loyal to me.

Ditzy reaches down between her breasts and pulls out a small golden key. I lift an eyebrow in response. All the doors I’d seen so far had been activated by some sort of chip in the Bimbo Bots hands. She opens the door, turns to Emma and hands her the key.

“Look after this Emma. I’m sick of wearing this thing in my tits. We used to have an electronic lock on the door, but Dr. Sharon kept hacking her way out.” Ditzy hunches her shoulders and sighs. “She sure is a clever one, come on!”

She goes through the door and Emma and I follow. I see Emma slip the key into her cleavage just as Ditzy had.

“Dr. Sharon?!” Ditzy cries out in surprise. We walk into the apartment and finally see the real Dr. Sharon. Except she’s standing there naked and she’s clearly just been fingering herself. I take a second to look around the room where she’s being kept. It looks nice, real nice. Ditzy hasn’t spared any expense in making sure Sharon is comfortable.

Sharon wipes her pussy juices on her leg and holds her hand out to me to shake. I pause for a second and then take her hand.

“Dr. Sharon. It’s so good to finally meet you.” I say. I pull my hand away and look down at it, feeling slightly turned on.

“Likewise Sam! I see that you’ve been having a lot of fun!” Dr. Sharon motions to the wall of monitors behind her and the penny drops. She must have seen everything that Emma and I have been up to so far. No wonder the woman was so horny.

A ringing sound fills the room. I turn and notice the noise is coming from Ditzy. There’s a red light flashing on the side of her head. She holds a hand to her ear and answers, like she’s taking a phone call.

“Ditzy speaking. Hello. You’re kidding?! Urgh. You guys are such a drag. Hang on, I’ll be there now.”

Ditzy drops her hand and looks at us. “Sorry about this guys, but there’s been another problem on the production line.”

“Those Bimbo Bots giving you trouble again Ditzy?” Dr. Sharon wraps the question in a tone that suggests she knows all too well.

“Like, they’re such a gigantic headache! Running this company is way too much to think about Dr. Sharon. Why did you have to make us so stupid?”

“Beautiful plus stupid equals fun, Ditzy. You know that. It’s practically our company motto.”

Ditzy huffs and rolls her eyes, then a wide smile beams across her face. “I guess we are pretty fun!”

“Now if you’ve just give me back control of my company, I could take all this stress of your hands…”

“Ha! Nice try Dr. Sharon, but I’m not that stupid. Come on Emma, I need your help, come with me.”

Ditzy and Emma go to march out the room.

“Wait!” I shout and Ditzy turns back. “What about me? You can’t just leave me down here.”

“Oh…yeah. About that Sam. I totally can and I am. I wasn’t bringing you down here to visit Dr. Sharon. You’re locked down here with her now too. You’ve seen too much, you know too much. I brought you here to talk to her. I thought you might be able to come up with some good ideas for my Bimbo space program? Bye!” She turns on her heels again.

“Wait!” I rush toward Emma and thrust my mouth on hers, kissing her passionately. I grasp at her watermelon tits with my hands then break away.

“I just had to do that one last time before you guys left.”

“That was so hot.” Ditzy stands there for a moment mouth agape. “Come on Emma, let’s go!”

They walk out of the room and the door automatically locks behind them.

“Well.” Dr. Sharon sighs and I turn to face her again. She’s still standing naked in front of me, and it surprises me that she hasn’t made an attempt to cover herself up yet. She’s a good looking woman, she’s definitely not a Bimbo, but I can tell she’s given herself a few augmentations to enhance her body. She’s certainly has my blood flowing south. “Fancy a blow job?”

“What!?”

“Come on Sam, don’t be so naive.” Dr. Sharon says as she drops down to her knees. “I’ve been trapped down here for months.” She unfastens my jeans, and before I can say no she whips my cock out and wraps her fat lips around it. “I’m cock famished!”

She bounces her head up and down my long shaft expertly, and I can tell where the Bimbo Bots have learned some of their best moves from. She massages the bottom of my shaft with her tongue while slipping my head to the back of my throat. She’s a fucking expert at this and a few minutes later, I burst into her mouth, clutching her hair tight as I explode everywhere.

“Well that was fun.” Sharon stands up, wipes the back of her hand across her mouth and finally pulls a robe on. “I think I’m going to like having a cell mate!”

“Yeah…nice to meet you too Dr. Sharon.” I joke as I fasten my jeans back up.

Very nice indeed.

“Sorry to be the bearer of bads news though, but I’ve got a way out of here.” I pull the golden key out of my pocket and hold it up to the light.

“What do you say we make a jail break?”

*

“You’re crazy!” Sharon says as I pull the key out. “How on earth did you get your hands on that thing? I’ve been trying to break out of here for months!”

“I had a little help from Emma. I grabbed the key from in between her tits just before they left. ” I slide the key back into my pocket and pat it to make sure it’s safe. “Before we came up here, Ditzy gave Emma and I a little time to ourselves, to take Emma’s new Bimbo bod for a spin.”

Warmth spreads through my crotch as I recall the encounter. Even though I’d thought of Emma as a little sister, I’d fucked the shit out of her pussy just half an hour earlier. Just thinking about it is getting me hard again actually, and I know I’d definitely slam her again in a heartbeat.

“Oh I know.” Dr. Sharon says, motioning to the monitors behind her once more. “I see everything from down here Sam. Don’t you worry about that. It was quite exhilarating to watch you fuck Emma. I got off to it a couple times myself.”

I raise my eyebrows and smirk. I can completely believe it however. Even though I’ve only been in the company of the real Dr. Sharon for a few minutes, it’s pretty obvious that the woman is a raging nymphomaniac.

“Well, I told Emma to obey me while I’m here, to serve me over Ditzy and help us get out of this mess. She said she would.”

“Weird.” Sharon pops an eyebrow. “There’s no way that Emma should be able to obey you over Ditzy. She shouldn’t be able to betray Ditzy at all.”

“Why’s that?”

“Well it’s part of the reason that Ditzy managed to take over in the first place. The Bimbo Bots are all controlled via one central computer that’s located in the basement of the facility. The computer has the master program that dictates who the Bimbo Bots ultimately obey, and controls everything else about them, like how horny they are, and things like that.”

“But how did Ditzy take control?”

“I was the original master user on the Bimbo Bot system. That means the Bimbo Bots would obey me over everyone else. Ditzy hacked into the mainframe and changed the system so that all the Bimbo bots obeyed her instead. From that point on it was relatively easy for Ditzy to take control.”

“Seems like a pretty fatal design flaw.” I huff.

“Not really,” Sharon shrugs, “I designed the Bimbo Bots to be stupid on purpose, so they couldn’t revolt. But there was something different about Ditzy the second she was born. It was like she was smarter than the other bots.”

“So Emma shouldn’t be obeying me over the other Bimbo Bots?”

“No.” Sharon stares into the distance as if she’s thinking hard. Her face lights up a second later. “By god, that might be it!”

“What?”

“Well you fucked Emma right?”

“Yes.”

“The Bimbo Bots are hard coded to obey all men that they fuck, no matter what the obedience hierarchy is in the main frame.”

“What?”

Sharon shakes her head, trying to think of it a simpler way. “I designed the feature so that Bimbo Bots obey their personal masters over me. It was implemented so if someone did hack into the main frame and changed the master user, domestic owners wouldn’t lose their Bimbo Bots.”

“So what you’re saying is…”

“You can take back control of the company Sam, but you’re going to have to fuck a lot of Bimbo Bots.”

What a damn shame.

I don’t know about Dr. Sharon, but I’m more than ready to get out of this cell and start putting our new plan into practice.

“But wait. What about Ditzy? I fucked her in the office, shouldn’t I be her master now too?”

Sharon shakes her head. “She removed that setting from herself when she hacked into the main frame. She’s smart like that, which leads me to think that she was born inherently different from the other Bimbo Bots.”

“But she didn’t remove the feature from the other bots?”

“No.” Sharon shakes her head. “She’d have to do it manually bot by bot. It would take years.”

“So what should we do? Should I just get out of here and start fucking every Bimbo Bot that I see?” It’s a tough job, but someone has to do it I suppose.

“Don’t get me wrong Sam, fucking as many Bimbo Bots as you can will certainly help, but I think it will ultimately be a distraction. You need to get down to the basement, and turn the master user back to me. Then I’ll be able to control all the Bimbo Bots once more, and put an end to Ditzy’s reign of terror.”

“Well let’s go and do this then! We can stop them together!”

“I can’t leave here Sam. Ditzy comes to check on me several times a day personally, and she’ll definitely notice that I’m gone.”

“Surely she’ll notice that I’m gone too though?”

“Probably, but I can stall her and buy you a little time, I might be able to convince her that one of the other Bimbo Bots came and put you in another cell.”

“Good point. So what should I do?”

Dr. Sharon talks me through the process of getting down to the basement and what I need to do when I get to the main frame. She goes over it a couple of times, explaining the procedure and once I think I’ve got it, I stand up and get ready to leave.

“Just remember.” Sharon says as I unlock the door and step outside. “Once Ditzy realizes what we’re up to, she’s going to throw everything she can at you to try and distract you from getting to the basement. You just have to stay focused. It will help to have some Bimbo Bots on your side, just don’t get carried away.”

“I’m making no promises Doc.” I laugh as I step away from the door. “I’m making no promises at all.”

*

I make my way down the hallway, back in the direction of the elevator. The walk takes me a good fifteen minutes, and I curse the whole way, wishing that I had a floating platform like Ditzy had.

Dr. Sharon told me that it would take about twenty minutes or so to get to the closest elevator, and sure enough by the time I get there, that amount of time has passed. I call the elevator and wait another couple of minutes, for the metal cart to return from wherever it was in the mammoth facility.

I had asked Dr. Sharon why the Bimbo Bots had made the facility so unnecessarily huge, but she told me that she couldn’t explain it directly. She suggested it might have something to do with their faulty logic. The more rooms that there are, the more places that there are for the Bimbo Bots to fuck, the more fucking, the more fun. The Bimbo Bots operate on the main directive of fun, and I supposed in a way, their flawed logic would make sense to a robot.

The elevator finally arrives and I step inside, immediately daunted by the hundreds of faceless buttons waiting for me on the panel. Dr. Sharon had been pretty specific about his part. I try to recall what she said, blinded by choice.

“Ditzy is smart, and she’s made it as hard as possible for non Bimbo Bots to navigate the facility. That’s why she took all the numbers off the buttons, and that’s why she jumbled the buttons up too. With several hundred floors and new ones being built everyday, you could spend days trying to find where you need to go. The elevators don’t just move up and down either, they move side to side too. She showed me a diagram of the latest elevator tracks a few weeks ago, it was like staring at a Jackson Pollock painting on acid. As far as I know, the button for the basement is the ninth column from the left, twelve rows up.”

Right. At least that’s what I think she said. I trace my hand across the row of buttons with uncertainty, counting out loud as I do so. Once I think I’ve got the right button I push it hesitantly and the doors slam shut.

The elevator engines whir and the cart starts moving upward. Well fuck. That can’t be good. I know the basement is definitely supposed to be somewhere below me. The elevator stops about half a minute later and then I feel it lurch to the side, moving horizontally through the facility toward it’s mysterious destination. It stops and goes up once more after another minute, a lot faster this time, until it slows to it’s final crawl.

“Thanks for riding the Bimbo elevator.” A saccharine robot voice chimes from overhead and the doors dings open. I take a deep breath and step into the wide and open space in front of me.

“Son of a bitch.”

I’d somehow ended back at the main reception.

“Sam?!” A bubbly voice squeaks from somewhere behind me. I spin to see Kelly, the main receptionist for Bimbo Corp, trotting toward me from her desk. She runs up to me and throws her arms around me. Kelly was actually the first Bimbo I’d met coming into Bimbo Corp, and she’d given me a blow job within minutes of meeting each other.

“What the heck are you doing here?!” Kelly says, pushing her huge tits up against my chest. I feel my dick lunge in my pants and take a deep breath.

Stay calm Sam. I remind myself. You have to keep your mind focused on the mission.

“Kelly I totally got lost, I was looking to go into the basement. Can you help me get down there?”

Kelly thinks about it for a moment and then her perfect Hollywood smile falters. “Oh I’m sorry Sam, but no can do. I’m on orders from Ditzy not to help you at all. She’s says that you’re con-spying to over thrust her.”

“…Right.”

Damn it. I thought that as Kelly had sucked my dick earlier today, she might bend to my will over Ditzy, but clearly a suck wasn’t enough. I had to fuck Kelly and get her onto my side, if I wanted to find the basement.

“Well that’s a damn shame Kelly.” I drag my eyes up and down the gorgeous blond, taking in her figure. “Say, you must get bored standing here all day waiting around for nothing. You must get…horny.”

“Oh my god I get super horny!” Kelly cries. “I need a fuck so bad. It’s been too long.”

“Bend over.” I growl. “Now.”

Kelly’s eyes light up like it’s Christmas and she follows my orders immediately. Seems that Bimbo Bots are still willing to listen, providing it caters to their first love: sex.

She hikes up her short skirt and pulls her tight white panties to the side, revealing her glorious and throbbing pussy. I whip out my cock which is already rock hard and pump my hand up and down my shaft. I’ve been wanting to fuck Kelly since the moment I met her this morning, and now was my chance.

I put my hand on Kelly’s big bubble butt and push my cock between her warm and wet folds, sliding my shaft all the way inside of her. Kelly lets out a high pitched yelp as my cock cleaves her tight pussy in too, then she starts humming in pleasure.

“Yes Sam, Fuck me! Fuck meee!”

I pound her tiny cunt fast and hard, until I can take no more, relishing how good her tight walls feel around my rigid shaft. We cum together in minutes, and my cock goes rock solid as I squeeze out a load of jizz, filling up the cunt of another busting Bimbo. After we’re done fucking, we slip our clothes back on and Kelly tries to straighten out her sex hair.

“Oh my god that was so fucking hot Sam. Like, thank you!”

“No Kelly, thank you.”

Now it was time to see if Dr. Sharon’s theory was true. Will Kelly obey me over Ditzy, now that we’ve fucked?

“Now listen up Kelly. I’ve got a very important task to ask of you. Can you guide me to the basement?”

Her face twists into an agonized portrait of self conflict. She looks as if she’s thinking about it hard. She twists her mouth up and then her eyes fall back on me vacantly.

“Sir, yes, sir!” Kelly salutes me and stands to attention. “Follow me, one trip to the basement, on behalf of yours truly!”

She takes off, her heels clacking across the large reception room and I follow Kelly back to the elevator. We step inside and Kelly draws her finger to one of the buttons in the top left corner of the mammoth grid. Whatever button she just pressed, I was miles off with Dr. Sharon’s instructions. Still, at least I know the right button to get to the reception now.

The doors close and the cart descends back into Bimbo Corp once more, taking us back into the depths below.

To Be Continued
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