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Bill thought that an invitation to come and work for Bimbo Corp was a good thing. Now that he’s been trapped there for months, he’s not so sure. Being a prisoner in a facility full of sex-starved nympho robots certainly has it’s upsides though…

On the outside, Bill was a genius inventor, infamous for his high-tech inventions that could bend the will of any women he desired. Since then, Bill’s inventions have advanced tremendously, and he can change a lot more than personality - he can sculpt and transform bodies to absolute perfection.

Bill has a whole host of tricks up his sleeve, and he’s decided that enough is enough. It’s time to outwit his dimwitted sex slave captors. He’s going to escape. Bill has a lot of toys in his arsenal, and he’s going to use them all exacting his lustful revenge on the Bimbo Bots.


BIMBO BOTS 7:
Bimbo Hunter


Dr. Bill Harper

I can’t say how long I’ve actually been here at the Bimbo Corp facility. When Ditzy first invited me here under the guise of Dr. Sharon, I jumped at the opportunity. I don’t know how Ditzy found me, or how she even knew who I was, but allow me to explain briefly, before I start my story.

If you’re reading, then I’m probably dead. Nah, just kidding. I’m only fucking around with you. I am however imprisoned here, at the Bimbo Corp facility. One of the many scientist suckers tricked into coming here, only be to be trapped by the renegade and out of control Bimbo bot leader, Ditzy.

On the outside, in the real world, I’m somewhat of a notorious figure in the scientific community. There was a lot of heat on me a few years ago, after I invented a device that allowed me to hypnotize and seduce women. I don’t know why, but I’ve always had a thing for Bimbos. My first inventions were mainly based around the mind, but since then I’ve come along way. Now my devices can sculpt and augment women in real time, as well as bending their will to my purposes. Ditzy must have found out about my misdoings in an old news article. She must have liked what she saw, because she called me up and invited me to come and visit Bimbo Corp. I’m a massive fan of Bimbo Corp, they’re the industry leaders in Bimbo sex toys. So naturally I went.

It was all trick. Now I’m holed up somewhere underground in this mammoth facility. I’m not the only one either. Ditzy has a whole network of scientific experts that she had seduced and trapped here. I should have known better when ‘Dr. Sharon’ jumped under the table and started blowing my cock. Wherever the real Dr. Sharon is, I need to find her, and help her take back control of this facility.

Admittedly, my cell is actually quite nice. Ditzy has been nothing short of a great host. My cell doubles up as a living area and a work area, spread across two floors like a luxury penthouse. The second floor contains my apartment, and the first floor contains the lab, where I work on my inventions, creating new devices for Ditzy. My inventions are getting better every time, and my latest one, a portable sculpting Bimbo Gun, is a real piece of magic. As soon as it was done of course, Ditzy took it away, but I still felt proud.

You’re probably wondering why I haven’t bothered escaping. I have tried, a few times, but I’ve always been unlucky. Ditzy catches me or one of her Bimbo guards do. Then she sends a couple of girls to my cell in an effort to distract me and it always works. She’s smart, she knows that if she keeps me happy, I’ll stop trying to escape.

At least that’s what I’ve led her to believe. I’ve not tried to escape in the last few weeks, because I’ve been working on a way out of here. I have a few new inventions that will help me escape, and the time is almost right to my plans into fruition. I’m going to find Dr. Sharon, and get out of here.

*

Ditzy stops by my cell at least once a day, and today proves to be no different. She swings by just after lunch, just after I finish applying the final touches to my secret projects. I hear the door to my cell whoosh open behind me, pushing my secret invention under the table.

“Bill!” Ditzy clacks her heels across my lab as she runs toward me with her arms out stretched. I meet her with a tight embrace and she hugs me, pushing her massive tits into my face. I can’t help but go hard. Even though this woman is technically my captor, she’s still fucking hot.

“There’s my favorite inventor!” Ditzy says, breaking away. “What are we working on today?”

“Hypno-lips.” I say, holding up a hypnotic lipstick I finished weeks ago. “One taste and girls will do anything a guy says.”

“I love it!” Ditzy bounces up and down excited. “I’ve brought you a little subject, another gift. You have to use it.”

Ditzy trots out into the hallway and returns with a young black girl, who looks nervous as anything.

“Bill this is Kora. Kora this is Dr. Bill Harper! Say Hi Kora!”

“Hey.” The girl lifts her hand unenthusiastically and looks around the lab uninspired. “Are we doing the shoot here or something? I’m getting bored of this place.”

Poor girl probably got lured her under false pretenses just like me.

“Sure are!” Ditzy lies. “Bill, why don’t you have fun with this one. I’ll leave you be for now. See you tomorrow!” Ditzy struts out of my cell, spanking Kora’s ass on the way out.

The door seals shut, leaving Kora and I alone.

“So are you like the photographer or something? Where do you want me to pose? Have you got outfits ready? Makeup?”

“Here.” I say, handing her the hypno-lipstick in my hand. I have no idea what the girl is talking about, but it won’t matter after she puts this on. I know, I know, it’s probably not fair seducing the young girl at a time like this. If she’s another prisoner here under Ditzy’s will then we should be working together, I shouldn’t be taking advantage. But she’s hot okay? If my track record is anything to go by on the outside, I can only be expected to act the way I do in the free world!

“Do my own makeup?” Kora scoffs as she snatches the lipstick out of my hand. “Unbelievable. Is there anywhere to change?”

Kora opens the lipstick, twists the pink stick up and drags it across her bottom lip.

“You can change here.” I tell her. Kora raises her eyes and looks at me like I’m mad.

“Yeah, like I’m going to change in front of you, perv. I know what you shoot directors are like, you probably just want to sleep with me. Well let me tell you for free, that’s not going to happen. You’re definitely not my type.”

I let her finish putting the lipstick on and then I count to thirty, smirking to myself knowingly.

“What the heck is so funny here?” Kora stares at me and rolls her eyes.

“Nothing.” I laugh, full well knowing that she’ll do anything I say in a few seconds times. “Hey, why don’t you get changed for the shoot here. Just take your clothes off.”

Kora is wearing skin tight jeans, and a strap top. She’s got a tall, thin and rakish body. She could probably be a supermodel if she wanted to. Heck, she probably was, that’s why she kept going on about a shoot or whatever.

She just needs her breasts and ass blowing up and she’d be pretty remarkable. I have a lab full of equipment and nothing but time.

Kora weighs up my instruction to strip nude in front of me.

“Um…what. Just change here?”

“Sure! Why not? We’re friends.”

“We are?”

“Yup.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right actually.” Kora shakes her head and laughs to herself like she’s being stupid. She pulls her top off over her head, underneath she’s wearing a lilac bra. She pulls her jeans off too, wriggling out of them. She undoes her bra, and rolls her panties down her legs, baring her sweet chocolate pussy to me. She’s completely nude now, standing in front of me doe eyed.

“What now?” Kora asks.

“Bend over. I’m going to eat your pussy.”

“…O-okay.”

She bends over one of my lab tables, spreading her ass cheeks and giving me a glimpse of her glorious pink interior. I drop to my knees behind her and draw my tongue up her wet and throbbing slit. Kora tries to stifle a moan, slapping her hand against the table top of my lab bench.

“F-fuck!” She stammers as I push my tongue inside of her slit. I’m so god damn hard in my trousers, I need to be inside this girl, now.

“Oh, Bill!” Kora moans as I stand up and spank her ass. I undo my trousers and let them drop to the floor.

“It’s Dr. Bill.” I remind her.

“Dr. Bill!” I push two fingers into her cunt, making her walls spread around them. I look down at her body and bite my lip with lust. She really is well put together, she’s a definite hard body. Still, there are a few augmentations I want to make first…

“Wait, where are you going?!” Kora spins around like a junkie after a needle.

“Wait there.” I run to the other side of the lab and grab a TNA pill, running back and placing it into Kora’s hand.

“What’s this?” Kora says staring down at the small pink pill.

“That’s a Tits’N’Ass pill. Take it.”

“What does it do?” Kora asks, placing it onto her tongue.

“Swallow and find out!”

She does as I say. I stare down at my wrist watch, counting the seconds in anticipation. 5…4…3…2…

I look up at Kora and hear the old familiar ‘pop!’. A second later, a pair of glorious watermelon tits pop onto her chest, along with a trunk full of junk on her formerly flat ass.

“Oh my days!” Kora pulls her head back, observing her new body. “You did that?!”

“Yup. Now turn around. I’m going to slam your pussy into the middle of next week.”

Kora does as I say, and I slip my cock into her dripping and tight cunt, nearly choking as I feel her walls clenching around my shaft. I squeeze my hands around her new bubble butt and start pounding her cunt from behind. Within a few minutes, I’ve got Kora singing like a bluebird. I take a handful of her new and improved tits, relishing my handy work.

“Dr. Bill - Dr… Oh - yes!” Her shouts are staggered between hot and twitching breath. I’m working her cunt full speed now, slipping the full length of my shaft in and out of her twice a second.

“I’m there, I’m - !!!”

She cums hard, and her pussy clamps down like a vice around my shaft, inviting me to do so too. I cry out loud as I explode inside of her, filling her tight and swollen cunt with rope after rope of my thick and virile seed. I only pull out when I’m sure I’m done, and when I do, Kora lets out another large moan, almost disappointed that my cock has vacated  her premises.

We both lean against the counter, waiting for our breath to return. When it finally does I pull my trousers up, dressing myself again. Kora stands there naked for a moment, looking as if she’s remembering something.

“Wait a minute…what the fuck!? Did you just fuck me?!”

Seems like the hypno-lips had worn off.

“I did indeed darling, and it seems like you rather enjoyed it.”

“I - but - you - but how?!”

“Doesn’t matter.” I pick her clothes up off the floor and throw them at her. “Get dressed and get ready to leave. We’re getting out of here.”

Kora scrambles into her clothes while firing questions at me.

“What do you mean, leave? Where are we going?”

“You want to get out of here don’t you?”

“Well, yeah!”

“So shut up and follow me. I’ve been working on an escape plan, and I’m going to get us out of here.”

Kora pulls her clothes back on and I grab my bag of equipment off the side. I’ve had this bag ready for a few days now, and I’m going to use every baby in this arsenal getting out of here.

I walk over to the counter at the center of my lab and hold my palm flat against the screen. The marble pattern on the counter top fades away, replaced by a map of the Bimbo Corp facility.

“That’s pretty fancy!” Kora says as she walks up behind me.

“A necessity.” I tell her. “Ditzy comes to visit me at least once a day. I’ve been planning an escape for a while now. I managed to secure these plans of the Bimbo Corp facility from one of her Bimbo bots a few days ago.”

“How the hell did you do that? They seem loyal to her as anything.”

“They are. It wasn’t easy. I had to hack into a Bimbo Bot remotely, it was tough work, but I managed to get the plans.”

“This place is massive.” Kora says, looking over the plans. She wasn’t wrong. Ditzy’s Bimbo Bots had been building and expanding the underground facility in every direction for months now, completely unchecked. I didn’t have any exact figures, but my rough calculations put the floor space of the facility at one billion square feet. And it was growing everyday.

“How on earth are we going to get out this maze?” Kora asks. “Have you seen the elevators? It’s like being inside a fucking rubicks cube.”

“That was done on purpose by Ditzy. She removed all the numbers from the elevators to make it impossible for non Bimbo Bots to navigate the complex. She changes the buttons up everyday too, so there’s no memorizing it.”

“So how do we get round that smart dick?”

“I think I have the algorithm she uses to change the elevator codes. I know which buttons will take us where.”

“And where are we going?”

“First of all we’re going to find Dr. Sharon.”

“Dr. Sharon? She was the broad that invited me here.”

“No. That was probably just Ditzy pretending to be Dr. Sharon. Ditzy took control of Bimbo Corp months ago, I suspect she’s got Dr. Sharon holed up here somewhere.”

“I see. Well how you going to find her? This place is massive.”

“It is, but Ditzy is predictable. Look at the plans. All the prisoners are kept on the same floor. That means Dr. Sharon is here with us somewhere on Basement level 94. The floor is split into eight sections though, so we have to get an elevator that will take us horizontally across to her section.”

“Shit dawg.” Kora blinks hard. “This shit is making my head hurt. Just push the buttons and I’ll follow you wherever holmes. You still don’t know what sections she’s in right?”

“No, but I have something that might lead me to her.”

I pull the Bimbo Hunter out of my satchel, setting it down onto the table. “What’s that?”

“This is the Bimbo Hunter. I’ve been developing it in secret without Ditzy’s knowledge. I just have to type the name or serial number of a Bimbo Bot into the device and it will tell me where that Bimbo is. I have it on good authority that Dr. Sharon has a preference for Bimbo Bot servant called Honey. Ditzy sends Honey down to Dr. Sharon’s cell at least once a day for fuck time. If I get the Bimbo Hunter to track Honey, it will lead straight to Dr. Sharon, then we can escape.

“Damn Dr. Bill!” Kora slaps her hand on the table. “You’ve got this all figured out! Let’s track this Honey bitch then, come on!”

“It’s not that easy. We’re too far underground for me to get a working signal here. If we can get higher however, I can get a signal and track her. So we need to go up.”

“Fuck man. There’s always something in this place isn’t there.”

“You know it.” I press my palm against the table once more, turning the map display back into marble counter top. “Follow me, we’re getting out of here.”

I run to the door of the cell with Kora close behind. I’ve got my pack of gadgets on my back and a head full of plans.

It’s time to get out of here.

It’s time to get back at Ditzy.

*

I bet you can guess that we end up getting lost. I had come up with a device to navigate Ditzy’s impossible elevators, but it fell flat on it’s face. As soon as Kora and I got into the elevator, I ran my algorithm through my Floor Finder (C). I want to get to the reception first. If we can get up there, I can get a sufficient enough signal for the Bimbo Hunter, and it will come back online.

“God can’t we go already.” Kora rolls her eyes and schlumps against the elevator wall while I fiddle around with the Floor Finder.

“Just a minute…I’ve nearly got it.” I set the reception as my destination and the Floor Finder works it magic, using the internal algorithm to calculate which button Ditzy has set the reception to today.

“Calculating…”

“Calculating complete. 14th row from the left, 7th column down. Please fuck me.”

I can see Kora staring at me out the corner of her eye. “Did that thing just to ask you to fuck it?”

“I had to make this using old Bimbo Bot parts. Don’t judge.”

I put the Floor Finder back into my satchel and locate the correct key, counting the rows and columns three times myself just to make sure.

“Here goes nothing.” I press the button and the doors slam shut. The cart lurches upward, a good start, we’re moving in the right direction at least. Kora and I ride the elevator in relative quiet, just listening to the sounds of the gargantuan facility around us. There’s something about Bimbo Corp that is inherently terrifying. Like an abyss waiting to swallow you whole.

“Destination arrived.” The elevator dings and the doors open. “Welcome to Bimbo Beach.”

Artificial sun pours into the elevator and the sound of dance music streams from the artificial beach.

“Oh for fuck sake.” I shake my heard wearily, pushing my glasses up to the bridge of my nose.

“Come on Einstein.” Kora says stepping into Bimbo Beach, we might as well have a look around while we’re here.

“We need to get to the reception.”

“Your junk floor thing is clearly broke. Maybe there’s someone in here that can help us?”

“…fine.” I relent. Seeing no other option. We could spend the next several hours going through the floors one by one, or we could stop and ask for directions. I don’t anticipate we’ll get much help from a beach full of partying Bimbo Bots, but it might be fun to look around anyway.

The first thing I do is check the Bimbo Hunter.

“Signal found!”

“Excellent!” I open the Bimbo Hunter keyboard and type ‘Honey’ into the unit straight away.

“Searching…” The screen swirls for a moment and then it flashes red.

“No results.”

Wait what? Fuck.

“Well looks like that plan failed Doc.” Kora laughs.

“Must have been some bad intel. Fuck. I really hoped that would work.”

“Well we might as well have a look around while we’re here.” Kora says. “Might find something useful.”

Kara walks ahead of me, and I follow her down the beach, mesmerized by the crowds of beautiful bimbo women.

Taking a look around Bimbo Beach proved to be a very good idea. At first, I had actually got the impression that we were outside when we first stepped out the elevator. The long white sands of Bimbo Beach were sparkling in an intense summer heat, which I could actually feel on my skin. Azure blue sky surrounded us and the beach was full of airhead bimbos in skimpy bikinis, running around and splashing in the water. On closer inspection I realize the azure sky is thousands of monitors, lining a domed ceiling. The artificial sun - well - that I can’t explain.

We’re not there long, when Kora ends up bumping into someone that she knows.

“Hey I think I know that girl. Amber? Amber!”

Kora runs after a red head bimbo in the distance, pushing through the crowds of bimbo beach babes.

“Hey stud.” A blonde lifeguard with pigtails and a thin red bikini walks past me, giving me the eye. “Fancy a blow job?”

Do I ever.

I have to stay focused though, Bimbo Corp can be an awfully distracting place when you want it to be.

“Maybe some other time.” My heart breaks at the words coming out of my mouth. “You wouldn’t happen to know how to get up to reception would you?”

“Sorry stud.” The girl looks me up and down. “I’m not supposed to help Sam. Orders of Ditzy.”

“Who the hell is Sam? My name is Bill.”

“Meh. Whatever.” The Bimbo lifeguard walks off into the crowd, spanking the ass of a passing girl as she goes. I carry on walking, until I catch up to Kora, who is having an animated discussion with her friend.

“I can’t believe this place!” Kora says.

“I told you it was real! Look!” The other girl motions down at her massive breasts.

“Girl I can’t believe it.” Kora feels up the red head, squeezing her boobs freely. “Check me out too, I’m packing heat up front and behind!” Kora turns, showing her friend the work my TNA pill did on her earlier.

“And this is the man to thank!” Kora sees me approach and introduces me to her friend. Her name is Amber, apparently she came here with Kora on the bus.

“Did they use the gun on you?” Amber asks.

“Oh no, not me. Dr. Bill gave me a TNA pill.”

“TNA?” Amber turns her head.

“Tits and Ass.” I explain. “You mentioned someone used a gun on you. Do you know who it was?”

“Why yes. It was Dr. Sharon.”

Kora and I look at each other with our mouths open. So. Ditzy had taken my invention and given it straight to Dr. Sharon for testing.

“Dr. Sharon? Thee Dr. Sharon? You’re sure it wasn’t Ditzy in disguise.”

“Oh I’m sure.” Amber says. “Ditzy was the one who took me to her cell.”

“Wait. You were in her cell?!” I can’t believe my luck. Had I really just bumped into someone who knows where Dr. Sharon is by pure chance? “Amber, I’m trying to find Dr. Sharon, it’s very important. Do you remember what number her cell was?”

I look at Amber, begging, pleading with all my might.

“No, sorry.” Amber shakes her head. “If I could get down there I might be able to show you though.”

“Can you take us? Can you take us now?”

Amber pulls a face. “I don’t know how to get there. I’m looking for someone myself, I don’t even know how I’m supposed to find him! I arrived at Bimbo Beach by complete accident, the elevator doesn’t make any sense. And now that head lifeguard wants me to take part in some mouth to mouth competition!”

What?

“Alright listen up!” An amplified voice shouts from behind us, and the beach turns to face the voice. The blonde lifeguard in pigtails from before is shouting through a megaphone.

“We’re doing the mouth to mouth competition, so all entrees gather up!”

“I’ve got to go Kora, that’s my call!”

Before I can stop Amber she runs through the crowd toward the lifeguard with the megaphone.

“Come on.” I say, facing Kora. “We need to catch up to Amber. She might be our only hope of finding Dr. Sharon.”

Up ahead I see Amber run into a beach side shack. We run through the crowd after Amber until we meet the pigtailed lifeguard outside the shack.

“Wow stop there!” She blasts a whistle, holding her palm out. “Who are you?”

“I’m Dr. Bill, please, just let me past, I need to find my friend, Amber.”

“Well Dr. Bill, I’m lifeguard Cindy. And let me tell you… Amber is taking part in the mouth to mouth competition. She’s training to be a lifeguard now. I can’t just let you in. Your name isn’t on the list.”

“Look I need to get in and speak with her. It’s urgent.”

I’m already feeling nervous about being out my cell this long. I can’t afford to stand around wasting time, waiting for Ditzy to notice that I’m gone.

“Well sorry buddy. You can’t come in, unless…”

“Unless?”

I know it’s useless trying to run around Cindy, or even trying to physically struggle with her. Dr. Sharon made the Bimbo Bot phenomenally agile and strong. They do have one weakness however.

“Well…there’s a changing shack over there. Maybe we could…”

Her voice trails off and she stares down at my crotch. If this is the negotiation that I need to get my way, then I’ll do it all day long. Cindy is a perfect ten. I don’t have to think twice.

“Come on.” I say, grabbing her by the wrist. I pull Cindy into the changing rooms and as I do, I turn to Kora and mouth the words, “Get Amber.” Now that I’ve pulled Cindy away from the door, Kora is free to jump in, grab Amber and jump out again. All I have to do is see to Cindy.

Easy enough.

I slam the door of the changing shed behind us and yank the straps of her bikini down immediately, freeing Cindy’s huge watermelon breasts.

“Oh fuck!” Cindy throws her hand down between her legs, massaging her cunt through her Lycra bathing suit.

“Get on your knees.” I growl. “Now.”

“Yes sir!”

Cindy drops to her knees and her hands clasp at my trousers. She whips my cock out in record time, stuffing it into her mouth. I suppress the urge to groan as I watch her glittery pink lips wrap around the head of my throbbing cock. Cindy stares up at me with her crystal blue eyes, which are lidded with extremely long fake eyelashes. With the amount of makeup she’s wearing, she looks like a doll. It’s incredibly tempting to burst in her mouth right there and then, but I want to fuck her pussy too, so I hold off.

“Up.” I grab Cindy by her pigtails, pulling her up to her feet.

“Turn around.” She does and I stare down at her ass, mesmerized. Her juicy bubble butt has practically swallowed her tiny red bathing suit whole. I yank the thin piece of fabric covering her pussy to one side and slip a finger inside her, probing her sopping cunt.

“Oh Daddy!” Cindy slams her hands against the wall of the changing shed, spreading her legs wider. I take my cock in my hand and push it into her slit, spreading her cunt around my shaft.

“Oh - ohhhh!”

Her lips spread open and wrap around my shaft, enveloping it as I sink all the way inside of her. Once she hits the bottom, I pull out sharply and ram my cock back inside of her, and I start fucking her hard.

Cindi yelps like a small dog while I ram my cock into her tight cunt. I don’t want to toot my own horn or anything, but I’ve been told that I’m fairly well hung by numerous women. Cindy’s tight little pussy doesn’t know what to do with itself, and I can tell that I’m stretching her to her absolute limits. I glide my hands over her round hips, up to her tiny waist. I can nearly touch my fingers around her waist, that’s how curvy this chick is. I take a tight hold and thrust my cock in and out of her.

Cindy yelps louder, and I can tell she’s close. A few seconds later, she’s banging her fist on the wall and her pussy is spasming all over my shaft, squirting her cream down and onto my balls.

The sensation pushes me over the edge, and I let go, firing my spunk deep into her cunt. I fill her up fast and I fill her up quickly, howling like a wolf all the while. The small shed has got fucking hot in the ten minutes we’ve been in here, I need to get outside and get some fresh air.

“Thanks for the ride bitch.” I spank Cindy on the ass. She’s still bent over with her hands steeled on the wall, processing the mind shattering orgasm I’ve just given her.

I duck out of the shed quickly, dressing myself, and run back to the beach shack. I see Amber and Kora standing outside. Success!

“You look like you’ve had fun. Flustered Dr. Bill?”

“Never fuck in a metal hut on the beach. Recipe for sweat.”

“Okay Dr. Bill, you tore me away from my mouth to mouth competition. This better have been important.”

“Come on Amber.” Kora laughs. “It was just a bunch of girls making out with each other.”

“Well…it was still fun!” Amber crosses her arms and pouts.

“Look Amber, I need your help to find Dr. Sharon. You’re the only one who can find her, and it’s urgent I get to her as quickly as possible. I need to get her out of here.”

Amber mulls my words over in her head.

“Hm. Well. Maybe. But I’m trying to find someone too. Dr. Sharon asked me to find Sam and help him at all costs. He’s doing something to stop Ditzy…or something. I don’t know.”

Sam? That’s what Cindy had called me earlier. Is it possible this guy is trying to stop Ditzy too? Ideally, I need to find Dr. Sharon as fast as possible and get out of here. I don’t really want to be running around Bimbo Corp completing random errands, but Amber is the only person I know right now who can lead me to Dr. Sharon. I don’t have much choice.

“Alright, we’ll help. But I don’t know how. Is there anything you can tell me about Sam?”

“All I know is that he’s running around with a bunch of rebel Bimbo Bots.”

“That’s great!” I rummage through my satchel, and pull out the Bimbo Hunter. I boot it up and breathe a sigh of relief when I see that it’s managed to keep it’s signal. “Do you know any of their names?”

“Hmm…” Amber thinks hard. “No. Sorry.”

Fuck. All the air leaves my body. Just when it feels like we’re getting somewhere.

“Wait a second.” Kora steps up. “I think I do. When Ditzy was taking me to see you Bill, she mentioned something about Sam and the ‘treacherous Emma and Kelly’, does that help?”

“Well fuck. Let’s find out.”

I put ‘Emma’ into the Bimbo Hunter first. The screen flashes red.

“No Bimbo Bots found with that name. Please fuck me.”

“Let me guess…” Kora says, raising an eyebrow at the lust riddled gadget.

“Yes. More spare parts. But no. No Emma. She’s not a Bimbo Bot. Let’s try the other one.”

I input ‘Kelly’ into the device and hold my breath while the Bimbo Hunter searches.

“I don’t get it.” Kora says. “There must be a hundred girls here called Kelly. How does it find the one you want?”

“Bimbo Bots all have unique names.” Amber answers for me. “Dr. Sharon told me that earlier.”

The screen flashes green. Success!

“Target found. Location on screen. Give me your dick Daddy.”

“Yes! We’ve got her! If Kelly is with Sam, then this will lead us straight to them! It looks like they’re on the same floor as Bimbo Hospital. If we can find our way down there, you’ve found your guy Amber!”

“Alright!” Amber jumps up and down cheering, her mammoth tits bouncing in her tiny bikini.

“Now just comes the challenge of using the elevator to get down there.” Kora sighs.

Fuck. I hadn’t thought about that.

“Bimbo Hospital?” A voice speaks from behind.

We all turn to face the speaker, and I see it’s Cindy.

“I can take you there.” Cindy bats her lashes at me, smiling bashfully.

“I thought you weren’t helping me out Cindy? What’s changed?”

“Er, a mind blowing orgasm Bill, that’s what! Come on, I’ll take you down there now!”

Of course. That’s when I remember that all Bimbo Bots are hard coded to individually obey any man they fuck, over the primary network user. Ditzy might have controlled Cindy a few moments ago, but she’s mine now. I own her.

“Alright then!” We run across the sands and back to the elevator. I just have to help Amber find Sam, and then she’ll lead me to Dr. Sharon.

It’s all starting to come together.

To Be Continued
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