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Amber is in desperate need for money. Good thing she’s just seen an ad from Bimbo Corp in the paper. They’re looking for women to transform into hot and lusty bimbos. Lucky for Amber, she’s wanted to be one for as long as she can remember…

Once she gets to Bimbo Corp, she falls in love. All the women there are perfect. Curvy, voluptuous, busty and dumb as a box of rocks! Amber is taken down to the cells, where Ditzy introduces her to Dr. Sharon.

Dr. Sharon uses Ditzy’s latest invention, The Bimbo Gun, to shape and transform Amber’s body right before her eyes. She can focus on any body part, molding and sculpting until Amber is a portrait of sizzling Bimbo perfection.

Will Dr. Sharon be able to resist her new creation once she’s finished sculpting? Only time will tell…


BIMBO BOTS 5


Amber

When I first saw the ad in the paper, I couldn’t believe my eyes. Even now as I ride the bus to the Bimbo Corp facility, I hold the ad scrap in my hands, reading the paper over and over again.

Want to be a Bimbo?

Tired of your plain old body? Want to be a stunning bimbo babe? Then look not further! Here at Bimbo Corp we’re constantly developing the latest technology to help improve and change women’s body’s on a daily basis. Our latest invention, The Bimbo Gun, is hot off the production line and ready for testing, and we’re looking for hot young women to help test it out!

So what are you waiting for? This is the chance to get the body that you’ve always wanted! All you have to do is call the number below, and we’ll start your application immediately. But that’s not all, we’ve not even mentioned the best part. We’ll pay all successful volunteers $5,000 in cold hard cash! So come on down!

Call 555-DITZY-BIMBS NOW!!!

It must have been the hundredth time that I had read over the ad. Every time I do my body flushes with adrenaline and I feel butterflies in my stomach. Me? Get to be a bimbo? The thought alone sent shivers of anticipation down my spine.

I’d never been happy with my body. I’m tall, skinny, and very petite. A lot of people tell me I should be grateful for the body that I have. They’d constantly bombard me with compliments, telling me that I could be a model, or I could work on the runway.

I don’t want to be a skinny ass runway model! I want to be a busting bimbo babe. I don’t know where the desire came from, but for as long as I can remember I’ve been fascinated with big titted barbie doll bimbos. The faker the better.

I crossed my fingers before puberty hit, hoping that I’d wake up one morning with a bubblegum ass and watermelon tits, but the morning never came, and I’ve spent the last few years secretly miserable. I’d even dyed my hair at one point, transforming my regular red locks into peroxide blonde, but my natural color came back so quickly, I couldn’t afford to keep dying it. I’d looked into getting breast implants too, but I definitely couldn’t afford that, so I’d resigned myself to being another stick thin eighteen year old with mosquito bite tits.

So you can imagine how excited I was when I saw the ad in the newspaper. I was actually looking through the paper for a job, and I thumbed all the way to the back, where the dirty pages normally are. Yeah, I know, it’s a little seedy, and I felt a little grossed out just looking through the ads for all the weird sex stuff. I also felt shamefully aroused too, but who can blame me? When you’re staring at a page full of fake breasts, I’d expect anyone to get a little turned on.

I’m so hard up for money now, that I’d decided to finally bite the bullet and look into being a stripper, or an escort. I was looking through the sex ads at the back of the paper for companies to call, when I stumbled across the ad for from Bimbo Corp.

I read the ad at least three dozen times before I worked up the courage to call the number, and when I did I got through to someone immediately. I spoke to some girl who kept calling herself Ditzy. I don’t know if she was a receptionist at the company or something, but she was very bubbly, and her voice was saccharine sweet. She sounded like a regular dumb valley girl. I could easily imagine how Ditzy looked however, and I knew that she would be a stunning Bimbo, just like I wanted to be. Ditzy asked me to send a photo of myself in my underwear, to see if I was elly-gill-bull (I think she meant eligible), to take part in their program.

A few days after I sent my photo I got a call back from Ditzy saying that I’d had been successful, and she’d invited me to come and visit the Bimbo Corp facility. She asked me if I’d be able to visit the facility that weekend, and stay over for a new nights. I told her I absolutely could, and then Ditzy gave me instructions on how to get there. Being too broke to drive, or get a cab, Ditzy said that she would arrange for the Bimbo Bus to pick me up. All I had to do was pack an overnight bag and wait for the bus at the station in the morning.

*

I don’t know why I’d assumed that I’d be the only girl on the bus. But when I saw the neon pink bus pull up, I noticed that there were dozens of other girls on the bus. Stepping on I’d noticed the girls were all like me, skinny, tall, but pretty. An absolutely stunning blonde was at the wheel of the bus, wearing what looked to be a skimpy stewardess uniform. She had reflective shades over her eyes, but the only thing I could focus on where her breasts, hulking out of her tight white blouse.

“Welcome to the Bimbo Bus darling! I’m your driver, Suki! Get your butt on and make your way to the back!” Suki shut the doors behind me and put the bus into gear.

I smiled at the girls nervously as I walked down the middle of the bus. Some of them smiled back, other flashed me a bitchy stare, some didn’t even look my way at all. There was only one space left on the bus, and that was by a young black girl, with frizzy black hair. I smiled at her politely before shoving my bag into the hold overhead, and sat down next to her in silence.

We’ve been on the bus for a few hours now, and we’ve left the city altogether. We’ve been driving through the desert for the last hour or so, and the heat is sending me into a hazy sleep, my head rolling on my shoulders.

“Hey watch it!” The girl next to me rolls her shoulder up, knocking my head up from off her, starling me awake.

“Wh-what?!” I stammer, shaking myself awake. I must have fallen asleep on her shoulder again. It was the fourth time in the last hour.

“You keep falling asleep on me girl!” She pushed a hand through her frizzy black curls and rolled her eyes. “Go sleep on someone else!”

“I’m sorry. I’m just so tired in here with all the heat. I get really drowsy on long journeys. The rattling of the bus soothes me for some reason.”

She twists her lips, as if she’s not sure what to think of me. She breaks into a beautiful wide smile, and I feel myself relaxing a little more.

“It’s okay.” She laughs. “Me too. My name’s Kora by the way. Nice to meet you.” Kora holds her hand out and we shake. “So you on your way to the Bimbo shit too?”

Kora’s voice is a little ghetto, and I can tell that we’ve come from different backgrounds.

“I guess we all are!” My eyes flit around the packed bus, taking all the different girls in. There are girls from every creed and color. Quite a few of them have dozed off.

“Well I don’t know what it’s all about.” Kora throws a hand through her curls again. “But I’m getting in, getting my money and getting out.”

“So you don’t really want to be a bimbo?”

“Girl I don’t even know what the fuck that means. I just assumed this was some modeling job. That’s what the girl on the phone told me. Her name was Ditzy or something.”

“Did you see this ad?” I pull the newspaper scrap from out of my jacket pocket and show it to Kora. She looks the ad up and down and then nods.

“Uh huh. That’s the one. I just saw $5,000 and called the number without reading the rest of the ad.”

“Oh. Okay.” I put the newspaper scrap back into my jacket and sit up straight.

“You ain’t actually telling me that you want to be one of these stupid bimbo sluts do you?” Kora drops her head to one side and looks at me in disbelief.

“Well…yeah actually. I’ve wanted to be a bimbo for as long as I could remember. There’s something about it that I find so hot. It’s all I’ve ever wanted.”

“Well I’m sorry to burst your bubble darling, but there’s no way they can actually do any of that stuff they said in the ad. Come on. Ain’t no one can change bodies apart from plastic surgeons and Bob Harper. This is just a modeling job, plain and simple. They’ll put any old shit in these ads to get girls to call.”

“I guess. We’ll just have to wait and see.”

Kora and I spent the rest of the journey sat next to each other in relative silence. It disappointed me that she hadn’t believed the words in the ad. I’ve been excited about this for weeks. The chance to be an actual real life bimbo…and to get paid for it! It almost seemed to good to be true.

My heart sank in my chest at the thought, while I played Kora’s words over in my mind. What if this was just a ruse to get girls to come along to a normal modeling job? I’d done plenty of modeling jobs before to try and scrape cash together, but they had always bored me mindless. Standing in front of a photographer for a few hours in a warehouse full of stick thin models. Urgh.

No thanks.

The driver was proof enough that something magical was happening at Bimbo Corp…right? I’d never seen a woman so stunning before in my life. I hadn’t even heard of Bimbo Corp until I saw the ad in the paper. After my phone call with Ditzy I did as much research into Bimbo Corp as possible. If even half the things I read about them are true, then it sounds like the most amazing company. Their latest product, the Bimbo Bot, seems to be taking the world by storm, being rolled out in brothels across the globe. It made sense that I’d never heard of them before, I’m a straight single female. Why would I ever have to go into a brothel?

One sweltering eternity later, the bus finally arrives at the Bimbo Corp facility, which is a monolithic metal warehouse in the middle of the desert. Apart from our neon pink bus, there’s only one other car in the colossal black parking lot.

The driver, Suki, pulls the bus up in front of the main entrance and stands to face us. “Listen up ladies, grab your stuff and leave the bus! We’ve arrived at Casa de Bimbo!”

Everyone on the bus stands and we file off the bus one by one. It takes about five minutes for everyone to grab there stuff and get off completely.

Suki is the last one to jump off the bus, shutting the doors behind her.

“Alright my future Bimboettes, follow me inside!”

Suki walks us through the main entrance of Bimbo Corp, into a sprawling reception hall that spreads in every direction as far as the eye can see. Everyone in the group is mesmerised by the size of the room, heads turning in every direction as we walk.

“Jesus.” Kora whispers to me as we shuffle through the reception hall in a tight knit pack. “They must have some money here.”

Suki leads us to the reception desk which appears to be empty. She lets out a large frustrated sigh and slams her hand on the desk.

“That god damn Kelly! She’s never at her desk when she’s supposed to be. She’s the worst receptionist ever!”

Suki takes a deep breath and composes herself.

“I guess I’ll just have to show you to your dormitory myself girls. Follow me to the elevator, we might have to take a couple of trips, seeing as there’s so many of you…”

*

The elevator ride down to the dorms seems to take a couple of minutes, and all the while the girls in the cart look around at each other uneasily. I get the foreboding sense that this place is colossal. We exit the elevator finally and Suki guides us down a series of long and twisting hallways until we reach our dorm.

The dorms that we are staying in are absolutely gorgeous. After Suki showed us around the dorms, she left us to our own devices, and said that Ditzy would be down to see us in a few hours. The dorm looks like a fancy hotel, there’s a large communal lounge area, that splits off into private rooms. Every room seems to have it’s own private en suite too. The place looks fancy and I feel like I’m staying at the four seasons. All of the girls seem pretty happy with the living arrangements, even Kora.

After I unpack my things I go into the lounge, spot Kora across the room reading on a couch, and I go over to sit next to her.

“So, are you taking back what you said about this just being another random modeling job?” I throw myself down down on the couch next to her. Kora lift an eyebrow and looks at me wearily.

“It’s pretty fancy I guess, nothing that I haven’t seen before though.”

I scoff and roll my eyes. I guess there’s just no pleasing people. Girls are talking to each other in the lounge, starting to unwind and I can sense the group is starting to get to know each other. I feel a little intimidated by the room, I’ve always been shy, and not that great at making conversation with strangers. I open my mouth to talk to Kora some more but then I notice she’s buried her head back in her magazine.

The main doors of the dormitory open and I look up to see a stunning blonde standing in the doorway. The blonde is perfection on endless legs, with a big fat bubble butt, a tiny wasp waist and two huge breasts. She’s wrapped the flawless package that is her body in a gold spandex bikini, which accentuates all of her curves perfectly. She has short curly hair, and an incredibly cute face, which is covered in make up. In some ways she reminds me of a doll, she looks so flawless.

The girl steps in and two equally stunning girls steps in behind her, wearing silver spandex bikinis. The whole room falls quiet quickly, mesmerized by her beauty.

“Hey girls! I’m Ditzy!” If she hadn’t have said her name I would have recognized her by her voice immediately. This was the girl who had invited us all here.

“I’m Ditzy and I’m one of the resident Bimbo Bots here at Bimbo corp! That’s right! I might look like a real girl, but I’m actually a delicious fuck robot!”

Kora blows air through her lips and whispers under her breath. “This is some real bullshit. Ain’t no way these girls are robots.”

I roll my eyes and attempt to distance myself from Kora. If she’s going to bring a bad attitude in here, then I don’t want Ditzy to see me with her. She’s not fucking up my chance to be a Bimbo.

I shuffle along the couch putting distance between Kora and I. One second later I hear Kora screaming.

“What the fuck! Get away from me girl!”

Ditzy has somehow flown across the room in the space of a few seconds and she is standing right in front of Kora.

“I assure you that we most definitely are robots, Ms. Kora Applegate. Could a human do this?!”

Ditzy puts her thumb in her mouth and blows into the end of it. Then, before everyone’s eyes, her breasts start to inflate in real time, blowing up to three times their size.

Practically every jaw in the room hits the floor in amazement. Ditzy’s inflating tits have stunned Kora into silence.

“That’s what I thought bitch!” Ditzy’s saccharine voice sings across the room like a happy whistle. “Try and come at me again!”

She struts way from Kora, back to the middle of the room. I stare at her ass, hypnotized as it jiggles about in it’s skimpy spandex confines.

“So here’s what we’re going to do! I hope you’re all settled by now. I’m looking for our first volunteer to become a Bimbo, so who’s it going to be?!”

Half the room throws their hands up, but I move before anyone else, I’m on my feet with both my hands in the air, begging, no screaming, to be the first one. I get the impression the rest of the girls in here are only in this for a pay check. They don’t understand what it means to be a Bimbo.

Ditzy scans the room with a massive smile on her face, impressed by the desperation. Her eyes stop on me, and she points in my direction.

“Amber Brightheart! You’re pretty hot! Come with me!”

I look around almost in shock. She’d picked me. I was going to be first. My heart started thundering in my temples. This was it. This was my moment.

I was going to become a bimbo.

*

I follow Ditzy out the room, my heartbeat thundering through my body the whole time. Her three Bimbo sidekicks follow in silver spandex behind us.

We walk back to the elevator and Ditzy presses one of the faceless buttons on the impossible sized grid. The door slams slut and the elevator descends further into the complex.

“Relax darling!” Ditzy can see that I’m visibly nervous. “I’m taking you to see two of my friends. Dr. Sharon and Sam. They’re human just like you. Dr. Sharon actually invented the Bimbo bots. But I invented this…”

Ditzy pulls out what looks to be a toy laser gun, before holstering it again.

“It’s the Bimbo gun, and I think Dr. Sharon is going to like it.” Her eyes fall on my flat and rake like body. “And you, for that matter!”

“I’ve only been a Bimbo for a few hours.” One of the Bimbo girls behind me chimes in.

“That’s right, and you love it don’t you Emma?!”

“Sure do!”

After another impossibly long ride in the elevator, the doors finally ding open and Ditzy guides me onto a scooter of some sort, which appears to be hovering. We speed down another endless hallway full of random doors, until Ditzy stops the car.

“Here we are! Dr. Sharon’s room. Emma can you give me the key?”

“Sure thing!” Emma shoves a hand into her cleavage and roots around for a minute. She seems to have trouble finding it, so she rips her bra off, unleashing her perfectly mammoth tits. I stare at her breasts, hypnotized, and feel myself tingling between my legs.

“Um, I totally think I’ve lost it Ditzy.”

Ditzy’s face twists into abject terror and she slams her feet down in the hallway, throwing a tantrum like a child.

“Unbelievable! You’ve only had the god damn thing for a few minutes! Bianca, Zoe!”

The two Bimbo bots in silver spandex stand to attention. “Take Emma here to the Bimbo Hospital. It’s clear to me that she needs to get her head checked.”

“Yes Ditzy!” They crow in unison and drag Emma down the hallway, leaving Ditzy and I alone.

“I’ll just have to open this door the old fashioned way.”

A second later Ditzy smashes her fist through the door, sending the thick metal plate off it’s hinges, flying into the room. I stand mouth agape at the tiny woman’s impossible display of strength. Just how strong are these creatures exactly?

“Wait here a second. And strip off. I want you naked. Now. I want to surprise Dr. Sharon and Sam.”

Ditzy goes into the room and I stand outside while she talks to the people inside. Moments pass before I hear her having another tantrum. I get the impression that Ditzy might have a real short fuse.

“What do you mean he’s gone?!”

I peel my tank top off, along with my leggings and then I removed my underwear. I stand in the corridor with my arms crossed against my body, completely nude and more than self conscious. It’s bad enough that I don’t like my body. Do I really have to show it off?

“Alright!” Ditzy shouts at me through the doorway, jerking her head for me to come inside. “Come on. Get in!”

I walk through the door sheepishly, and find myself in another pleasant looking room. It reminds me of another fancy hotel suite, except one wall is covered monitors, that seem to be showing some sort of surveillance footage.

There’s a naked brunette with glasses standing in front of the wall. She looks just as surprised to see me, as I am her.

Ditzy gives us a short introduction, and then she hands the bizarre looking Bimbo gun to the nude brunette. She leaves the room in a hurry, shouting something about some guy name Sam, and slams the door back into it’s frame with her alien strength. I find it weird that Ditzy has this woman locked down here. It almost feels as if we’re in some strange prison cell. I definitely get the sense that Sharon doesn’t want to be here, and that she isn’t happy with the situation, but her moods seems to change immediately when Ditzy shows her the gun. Sharon relaxes a little, and I notice she bites her lip while checking out my nude body.

Dr. Sharon and I exchange our awkward hellos, and then she tests the gun out on a cup on her table.

“Your name is Amber right?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re sure you want to do this?”

“Oh yes. I’ve wanted to be a Bimbo for as long as I remember.”

“Okay.”

I feel as if Dr. Sharon needs justification for what she’s about to do. But it doesn’t seem to take that much to convince her. Her eyes spark with excitement.

“I really shouldn’t be doing this, it’s stupid to let Ditzy to distract me like this, but -”

She pushes her glasses up the bridge of her nose and takes a deep breath.

“Okay Amber. Try to stay still.”

Sharon points the gun at my tits and my heartbeat starts thundering in my chest again. A warm purple light shoots from the end of the gun, falling on my tits. I giggle at the pleasant sensation, the light almost feels as if it’s massaging my skin.

Sharon talks to herself while figuring out the gun. “So I guess these dials here…”

She tweaks the dials on the back of the gun, while keeping the light focused on my tits, then something amazing happens. My breasts begin to grow.

I look down at my naked body in amazement. I’m more than familiar with how I look from this angle. I see it practically everyday.

Looking down, I have always been able to see my thighs and my feet while standing up. My small tits are so flat, they don’t obstruct anything at all.

I stare down at my chest, hypnotized, as the warm purple light pulsates over my skin.

“They’re growing! My God, Dr. Sharon, they’re growing!”

She keeps the light trained on my breasts, while adjusting the dials on the gun. I watch in amazement as my breasts inflate from a AA cup, to a B cup, then past a C cup, to a D cup. Dr. Sharon keeps going until my breasts look like full sized watermelons. She moves closer and points the light at different parts of my breasts, sculpting and reshaping them until they’re perfect.

“There.” She lowers the gun and her eyes fix on my breasts hungrily. “What do you think of that?”

“I love it!” I almost can’t believe it’s real. I bring my hands underneath my new tits and grope at them, feeling the heft of their weight, relishing at how full they feel. I look up at Dr. Sharon and notice that she’s playing with herself while staring at me.

“This is amazing…I don’t know how Ditzy did this. What should I sculpt next?”

I blabber out a list of suggestions. My ass! My waist! My hips! My nose! Everything! Change everything!

Dr. Sharon doesn’t waist any time getting to work. She moves the laser over my body, sculpting me like a woman possessed. I stare down at myself in amazement as she molds my body into a completely new shape, adding mass and taking it away until it looks perfect. She blows my ass up into a big juicy booty, smooths out my hips until they’re round and voluptuous. She points the laser at my waist, turning the dial back, forcing my waist to shrink until I can nearly wrap both my hands around it. Then she comes closer and focuses the light on my face, turning the dial up while pointing the gun at my lips, inflating them until they’re big and juicy. She points it at my nose, turning the dial back, and I watch in the mirror as my nose shrinks before my eyes, until it looks like a cute little button.

After she’s done we both stand there in the mirror looking at my new body in amazement.

“Hm.” Sharon looks at the side of gun. “Looks like I missed a few features. Here…”

She flips a few switches and points the gun at my hair. Each time she squeezes the trigger my hair changes to a different color and style. We settle for straight platinum blonde. Then she does my makeup and my nails in the same fashion. By the time I’m done, I look like barbie come to life.

Sharon drops the gun onto the side and walks up behind me in the mirror. She wraps her hands around my body and presses her naked crotch against my fat ass.

“Do you know how beautiful you look?”

I could cry, but I know that it would ruin the extensive eyeliner and makeup. Her hands brush down my flat stomach to my fat pussy, causing warm sparks to fizzle across my skin.

“I want you to fuck me Amber. I want you to me my little Bimbo servant slut.”

“Yes Mommy!” I speak out loud and find myself surprised to hear a squeaky saccharine Bimbo voice coming out my mouth.

“Lick my cunt.” Her hands rest on my shoulders, forcing me down on to my knees. I put my hands on the inside of her crotch and draw my tongue up and down her dripping slit in long, hard strokes, tasting her sweet juices.

“Oh God! Oh God yes, that’s it.”

I take the fleshy bud of her clit in my mouth and suck on the sweet nub while pushing a finger inside of her cunt. Sharon’s fingers scrunch through my hair and she clamps my head against her pussy as she comes.

I sit on my knees, fucking her cunt with her tongue while playing with myself too. Sharon cums a few minutes later, her pussy juices dribbling down my chin and onto my tits.

“You taste so good mistress.” I hum with lust while sucking her juices from off my fingers.

“Get on to your back.” Sharon orders. “I want to taste your sweet cunt.” I let out a moan of pleasure and do as she says. I spread my legs wide open and her head is in between them instantly.

My back arches from off the floor in pleasure as she fucks my cunt with her fingers, drawing small circles across my clit with the point of her tongue. I squeeze my tits, writhing about on the floor in pleasure while biting my lip.

Before this, I’d never even kissed a woman before. I was still a virgin. Now I’ve been transformed into a Bimbo slut, and I’m fucking a woman.

A long loud moan escapes my lips at the thought. Sharon fucks my cunt hard with her fingers, and I scrunch my hand through her hair tight, looking for something to hold onto. I’m about to cum, and I’m about to cum hard.

Rolling warmth spreads across my body from my core, chased by cold sparks of electricity. I squeeze my eyes tight closed, biting my lip as I hum in pleasure through the orgasm. After, Sharon pulls me into her bedroom and we fuck again, and after that she pulls me into the shower, where I lick her asshole on my knees.

“Oh darling you’re such a wonderful distraction.” Sharon hums as we finally dress ourselves. “I wish that we could fuck for hours more.”

“Can’t we Mommy? You own my body. I’m yours to do with as you wish.”

Sharon bites her lip at the thought of the idea.

“Soon sweet thing.” She crushes her lips against mine and we kiss passionately. “But first I want need you do to something for me.”

“Anything Mommy. What is it?”

Sharon picks up the Bimbo gun and points it at the cell door. She fires the laser and twists a dial back. The door shrinks to a quarter of it’s original size and falls out the frame, crashing onto the floor.

“My friend Sam is somewhere in this facility. He’s trying to stop Ditzy and give back control of the Bimbo Bots to me. I need you to find him, and I need you to help him.”

To Be Continued
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