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BIMBO BOTS COMPLETE:

1-9


BIMBO BOTS 1


***

When Sam receives a strange email from Dr. Sharon at Bimbo Corp asking for his help, he jumps at the chance.

Bimbo Corp is the world's leading manufacturer of the latest after dark obsession: Bimbo Bots. Sam doesn't know much about Bimbo Bots, but he's dying to find out more. When he arrives at Bimbo Corp with his friend Emma, he ends up learning a whole lot more than he expected.

The Bimbo Bots are perfection personified. Sam can't keep his eyes off their voluptuous curves, especially with all the skimpy clothing. There's just one thing. The Bimbo Bots are out of control nymphomaniacs, starved for sexual attention and willing to obey any order.

Sam meets with Dr. Sharon, but she has a surprise in store for Emma, and at this point, Sam realizes he's in deeper than he thought.


***

“Looks like this it the place.” I pull the car off the highway into the parking lot.

“Jesus.” My colleague Emma says. “This is the facility? It’s massive! I had no idea this place was out here.”

“Me neither.” We step out of the car, into the wide and empty parking lot.

My name is Sam and I’m here with my colleague Emma. We’re both mechanical technicians. We’re here at ‘Bimbo Bots’ main production plant, in the middle of the desert.

Dr. Sharon Roberts is the inventor of the Bimbo Bot. Realistic robotic women that are designed to pleasure men and women. Bimbo Corp makes and designs robotic women and sell them to brothels across the world. They also sell them domestically too, but as the tech is new, you need a lot of money to afford your own sex robot.

Dr. Sharon Roberts is rich and she’s successful. The other day I received an email from her out of the blue, saying that she needed my help with something. The email was vague, only mentioning something about a production line issue. I decide to bring my friend Emma with me, as she has more experience with this kind of thing then I do. I have some experience with robotics and artificial intelligence, but apart from that I can’t see any reason for her to invite me here specifically. Still, I jumped at the opportunity.

“Come on.” I look around the monolithic and empty car park. “Let’s head inside, we’ve got our meeting with Dr. Roberts in fifteen minutes.”

The place is eerily quiet and there’s no one else around. The facility looks like a giant metal brick made out of corrugated iron. We approach the entrance and glass doors slide open, beckoning us inside.

“Jesus!” Emma cries out as we walk into the reception. The reception room is the height of the building itself, there’s a wall about thirty feet away with a small desk. On the desk behind the wall are the words ‘Bimbo Corp.’ In giant italic letters. The place is very modern, very minimalist. Apart from us and the leggy blond standing at the reception in the distance, there doesn’t seem to be anyone else here.

We walk toward the reception and Emma turns to whisper at me. “Do you think this is one of the Bimbo Bots?”

I squint as we get closer. “I can’t be sure. I’ve only ever seen one at a trade show, and even then that was from a distance. Everyone says they look realistic.”

“Well she certainly doesn’t look realistic.” Emma says. “She’s way too perfect.”

We get close and I can’t help but agree. The girl behind the desk is absolutely stunning. She looks to be no older than twenty and she’s got a phenomenal body. Endless slender legs, big round hips with a full ass, a tight waist and breasts from the heavens themselves. Her hair is long and blond, and her face is extremely cute, almost doll like. She’s wearing huge fake lashes, bright pink lipstick and blush. She looks like your stereotypical valley girl, crossed with a supermodel.

“Hi, Welcome to Bimbo Corp! I’m Kelly!” Kelly delivers the welcome with a huge Hollywood smile. Her high pitched voice sings out across the reception. Emma and I stare at each for a moment, a little taken back by her enthusiasm.

Kelly’s large blue eyes twinkle into mine. She holds her hands together with her elbows out and I notice how perfect her posture is.

“Err…Hi Kelly.” Emma says. “I’m Emma and this is Sam. We’re here to meet with Dr. Roberts. We understand there are some mechanical issues with the plant that need fixing?”

Kelly’s attention turns from me to Emma and her flawless smile drops a little.

“Oh.” She turns back to me. “Excuse me Sam. But the invite from Dr. Roberts asked for you personally. We did not expect company.”

“Right. I forgot to mention that sorry. I asked Emma to come along with me. I’ll split the pay with her, don’t worry. I just thought I could do with some company.”

Kelly twists her fat pink lips on her face as if she’s thinking it over. She doesn’t seem happy that I’ve brought Emma at all. It seems funny to me, but I can tell that it’s making Emma furious. Emma is cute in a way, but she’s nowhere near as good looking as Kelly, and I can tell that she’s jealous.

“Hm. It’s not standard procedure Sam. I’ll have to run if by Dr. Roberts first. Please come with me.”

We both go to pick our things up off the floor.

“No ‘Emma’. Just Sam for now thank you.”

“Whatever.” Emma drops her toolkit back onto the floor and rolls her eyes.

“I’ll get this straightened out Em.” I say. “Don’t worry.”

“Follow me Sam!” Kelly sings and steps from behind her reception desk. I can see her full outfit now and it makes me rock hard. Kelly’s only wearing a tiny pencil skirt that barely finishes below her perfect ass, with a white blouse that is opened way too low. She has tall red ‘fuck me’ heels on.

Kelly’s heels clack cross the polished marble floor. We walk towards a black box on the wall that is about waist height. Kelly waves her hand over the box and it beeps. A seamless panel slides back in the wall, revealing a hidden door.

“Damn. You guys have some real nice technology here!” I remark as we go through the door. “Do you have a chip in your hand?”

“Yeah, kinda!”

Once the door closes behind us I realize that we seem to be standing in a utility closet. The closet is extremely small and there’s barely enough room for both of us.

“Uh Kelly…are you sure we’re in the right place!”

“Yes sir!”

Before I can process what’s happening, Kelly drops down to her knees in a flash. Her hands move in a blur as they undo my belt buckle, unzip my pants and pull my throbbing cock out of my boxers.

“Kelly what the fuck!” I drop my toolkit in surprise and fall back against the wall. Kelly wraps her fat pink lips around my cock and takes my entire rigid length into her mouth in one move.

Her large blue eyes stare up at me beneath thick lidded lashes as she bobs her head back and forth eagerly. She has one hand on the base of my cock while she sucks me off. I glance down and see her other hand rip open her blouse, freeing her massive and gloriously perky tits. Kelly palms at her hard nipples while she sucks my dick.

“Kelly this isn’t right!”

I hear my mouth say the words (for some reason) but my brain and my dick don’t seem to care.

“This is for you Sam!” Kelly chirps before sinking her mouth all the way onto my dick again. “I love dick!”

I’ll fucking say. This might be the best damn blow job I’ve had in my life. Kelly has barely been on my dick thirty seconds and I already feel like I’m going to blow. I try to contain myself and prolong it. The experience is so fucking good that I don’t want it to be over. I can’t help myself though. I look down to stare at Kelly’s massive tits and I see that’s she’s pushed her panties to one side and she fingering her dripping wet pussy.

“Cum for me Sam!” Kelly chirps. “I want your delicious jizz inside my mouth!”

She doesn’t have to tell me more than once. I grab Kelly’s head in my hands, burying my fingers through her thick blond hair. I start face fucking her, slamming my hips back and forward violently. Her mouth opens wider, and I’m practically sliding my cock down her throat. My dick tenses up and then I explode, squeezing jet after jet of molten semen into Kelly’s mouth and down her throat. As I cum she holds her head perfectly still, making sure that every inch of my cock is inside her.

I squeeze the last drop of cum out of my cock and Kelly slides her mouth off my dick slowly, making sure she cleans up every last drop of jizz. It’s fucking hot watching how methodical she works. She doesn’t want to waste a drop. As soon as she’s done she jumps back up to her feet and fixes her clothes. I dress myself again too, in somewhat of a haze.

“Kelly that was fucking unreal.”

“I live to serve Sam! And your dick is no exception! Come on. Let’s get your friend Emma and go see Dr. Roberts!”

She makes for the door but I grab her by the wrist.

“Wait. Kelly. Does that mean that you’re a…” I stop. For some reason I can’t bring myself to say it. It feels rude in someway. Even though I’ve just jizzed in this girl’s mouth, I can’t ask her if she’s a robot. There’s no way she can be though, she looks too real.

“I’m a ceritified Bimbo Bot as made by Bimbo Corp, yes sir!”

Kelly spins around on her heels, bends over at the waist and hikes her skirt up. Again, before I can even process what’s happening she pulls her panties down and spreads her ass cheeks. She’s stands before me baring everything, and I feel myself getting hard again. Her pussy is fat, pink, and looks fucking delicious.

“Kelly as much as I’d love to fuck you, we should probably get to work.”

“No silly!” Kelly sings without so much as moving a muscle. “I’m showing you my clit code! All verified Bimbo Bots have one! It’s between my pussy and my asshole. Have a look!”

I lean in close and sure enough, between Kelly’s pussy and her tight asshole, there’s a tiny black bar code on her skin. Seeing as I’m this close, I decide to stick my tongue out and draw it up her fat and dripping pussy.

“Hey naughty!” Kelly spins around and in a blur she’s standing in front of me, dressed once more. She moves so fucking fast, it’s phenomenal. “I’d love for you to fuck and lick my pussy Sam, but you said we should ‘get to work’. I have to obey that order first!”

“…What?” My head is spinning. I’d casually said the words as an off hand comment and Kelly had taken them as a verbatim order.

“You asked me if I’m a Bimbo Bot and I showed you my clit code! Then you said we should ‘get to work’!” Her voice chances a little when she repeats my words. “Do you want me to cancel that order so you can eat my fat pussy?!”

She delivers the question in such a sing-song fashion, that it kind of makes me laugh. She’s so cheerful.

“That’s fine Kelly.” I laugh. “Thanks for showing me your clit code.”

Really, fucking thank you.

“We should probably get to work though.” I look down at my watch and see that we’re supposed to meet with Dr. Roberts any minute. “We’re probably going to be late.”

“Yes sir! Follow me!” Kelly squeezes around me in the tight utility closet, brushing her fat ass against my cock. I feel my cock stiffen in my trousers. I’m longing to bury myself deep inside of her. I will definitely fuck this chick before we get out of here.

The door slides open again and Kelly leads us back into the reception area. I can’t keep my eyes off her stunning body as she walks ahead. I can’t believe this girl is a fucking robot. I’d heard that Bimbo Corp had made some phenomenal advances in tech and synthetic body reproduction, but this was something else altogether.

We get back to the reception and I can see Emma standing there with her arms folded, looking less than happy about the situation.

“Nice of you both to finally come back.” Emma scowls. “What took you so long?” Emma casts a disapproving look at Kelly, and eyes me suspiciously.

“We - er - I” I stammer, trying to put together a good excuse.

“We just went through security!” Kelly chirps. “Dr. Roberts has said it’s fine that you can come along!”

I look at Kelly in surprise. I don’t know much about the Bimbo Bots, Dr. Sharon had kept a lot of it secret on purpose. I did know one thing though: Bimbo Bots aren’t supposed to be able to lie, yet Kelly clearly just did. I push the thought out of my mind, deciding it’s probably just an older feature that they decided to eliminate.

Kelly’s whole face is animated with cheer, it’s quite the picture when compared to Emma’s sour expression.

“Great.” Emma responds snarkily. “I’m so privileged that you’ve decided to let me in too.”

“Follow me!” Kelly chirps in response, oblivious to Emma’s sarcasm. Emma and I follow Kelly across the reception hall, her tall red fuck me heels clacking across the floor once more. We’re headed in an opposite direction this time, but I can see that Kelly has led us to another black box on the wall, which is at about waist height. She scans her hand over the box and another seamless panel slides to the side, revealing a doorway.

I look at Emma and see her eyes widen a bit in surprise.

“This way please!” Kelly leads us through the door. Emma and I follow behind her by about a dozen paces. Kelly walks fast and quick, her fat ass rolling perfectly on her round hips.

“Did you find out if she’s one of them?” Emma leans in and whispers while we follow.

“Who? Kelly? Yeah she’s a Bimbo Bot.”

“How did you find out?” Emma looks me up and down suspiciously and I can tell that she suspects something.

“I asked her and she said yes.” I lie. Well, I suppose it’s a half truth. I don’t mention the part where Kelly bent over to show me the tiny bar code between her pussy and her ass. “You should ask her too.”

I laugh to myself, imagining how that exchange would go.

“Maybe. Your zipper is open by the way.”

Busted.

Kelly guides us to an elevator. Inside by the door there are hundreds of small square buttons. Kelly presses one and the doors shut.

“How do you know which button to press?” Emma asks. “None of them have numbers on.”

“I know this factory inside and out!” Kelly chirps. The elevator begins moving.

“Are we going down? And how many floors can this place have exactly? The factory is big sure, but it’s not that tall.” She waves at the hundred buttons on the wall and I nod my head in agreement. There at least two hundred buttons, there’s no way there’s that many floors here.

“Bimbo Corp’s head quarters are extremely large!” Kelly sings. “Our factory descends below the ground. In fact 80% of our factory is below ground level. The above ground facility is just a small part of our operations!”

Emma and I side eye each other as the elevator plunges down. The factory that we could see above ground is huge enough, just how big is this place?

We ride the elevator for at least thirty seconds, before the doors open and Kelly ushers us out into another corridor.

“Have a look at this!” Kelly leads us through the doorway to a mezzanine floor. “This it the main Bimbo Bot production line!”

Kelly waves her hand across the area. Emma and I look over the factory and our mouths fall open in unison. The space below us is gargantuan, and seems to stretch in every direction as far as the eye can see. Every square inch is filled with a complicated looking assembly line that snakes across the floor space. Mechanical arms and machines of all sorts stand on the edge of the assembly line, twisting, turning, handling the products.

And that’s the most shocking part. The actual assembly line itself. On the line there are what look to be real life women. As my eyes scan across the room I see Bimbo Bots in various stage of assembly. Some lines have random body parts, some lines have half assembled women. Some look like mannequins and some look like real women.

“Kelly this is amazing.” Emma says. I can’t help but agree. We both stare at the room for what feels like forever, trying to take it all in. “Is the line completely automated?”

“It is now!” Kelly sings and leans over the rail to look at the factory with us. “We used to have human staff, but they’ve all been replaced by the assembly line.”

“What happens if there’s a production error though?” I ask. It’s an eventuality that always happens. No matter how good robots are, sometimes you need a human element.

“The production robots are monitored by a team of Bimbo Bots, who make sure that things run smoothly. You can see them in the bright pink jump suits.”

My eyes scan across the room and notice the women walking around in bright pink… bathing suits? Definitely not a jump suit. I laugh to myself. The Bimbo Bots monitoring the production line all have a similar looking uniform, tall heels, pink bathing suits that leave little to the imagination, thick scientist glasses and clipboards.

“You’re using Bimbo Bots to make more Bimbo Bots?” Emma says in disbelief. “That’s amazing!”

“Yeah!” Kelly chirps. “We Bimbo Bots love to serve, no matter what the job! We’re good workers as long as we get to play. Bimbo Bots get incredibly horny and we need a lot of release!”

I’ll say.

Kelly’s eyes track up and down Emma’s body greedily and she bites her bottom lip. I don’t think Emma notices, but I certainly do. Kelly is checking the fuck out of Emma. I feel myself going hard again at the thought of Kelly and Emma getting it on.

“Follow me! Dr. Roberts is waiting!” Kelly spins around in a blur and starts walking off. Emma and I look at each other and then rush after Kelly, trying to keep up.

“So are you a Bimbo Bot too Kelly?” Emma shouts from behind as we rush after Kelly. Kelly spins on her heels and comes to an abrupt stop.

“Yes! Would you like to see my clit code?!”

“Your…what?”

“Er, no! No!” I step between them both. “That won’t be necessary Kelly.” I look down at my watch. We’re supposed to be meeting Dr. Roberts in two minutes. “Let’s see Dr. Roberts first.”

“Yes sir!” Kelly chirps in obedience, spins on her heels once more and her heels clack away.

“What the heck was that about?” Emma whispers to me as we rush after Kelly. “What the fuck is a ‘clit code’?”

“I have no idea.” I lie. “But I’m sure we’ll find out at some point. Let’s get this meeting with Dr. Roberts out the way first.”

***

Kelly navigates Emma and I through the labyrinth of hallways until finally we round a corner and come face to face with two other women. I can’t be sure straight away, but I suspect almost instantly that they are both Bimbo Bots too. Both women have stunning figures that match Kelly’s own. Long legs, round hips, big bubble butts, pinched waists and ridiculously huge breasts. On top of that they’re both wearing next to nothing. One of the women is brunette with a straight cut fringe, and other is more Asian looking, with her hair in pig tails.

The women are sitting at a desk when we round the corner. Upon seeing us they stand up immediately. Kelly turns to Emma and I.

“Guys, this is totally like Zoe and Bianca! These guys are a couple of real besties!”

“Pleased to meet you!” The brunette Bimbo, or Zoe, walks over to us. She’s wearing tall white hells, golden hot pants and a black bikini top. Emma holds her hand out to shake with Zoe, but Zoe dismisses her hand, leans in and plants a kiss on Emma’s cheek. Emma is a little taken back by the intimacy of her greeting and blushes immediately. Truth be told I think she secretly likes it. Zoe greets me the same way but also brushes her hand against my crotch as she leans in. All the blood in my body reroutes instantly to my dick.

The Asian Bimbo with pig tails (Bianca), walks over and greets us both in the same way. Bianca doesn’t cup my dick, but she does make and effort to push her large breasts against my body. They both get me rock hard. Bianca is wearing a pink mini-skirt, pink heels and pink bikini top.

“It’s so good to meet you guys.” Bianca chimes in. I can’t help but notice that they all have a similar ditzy sounding voice. I can’t explain why, but I also notice that it’s really turning me on. “It’s been too long since we had a man round here!” Bianca looks at me and bites her lip. “It’s been too long since I had a good lay!”

“Hey!” Zoe slaps Bianca on the arm. “We fucked just the other day.”

“Well maybe, but I want some dick baby. All this Bimbo pussy is making me crazy!”

“Okay you two.” Kelly turns to us and laughs. “I’m going to leave you in the company of Bianca and Zoe. This is the end of the road for me, I’m needed back at reception.

Kelly walks off and we say our quick goodbyes.

“Alrighty.” Bianca says. “We’re about to go visit Dr. Roberts. Wait. Have you guys not got your visitor passes?” Bianca puts her hand on my chest. I think she’s trying to make a point that we should be wearing lanyards, but secretly I suspect she just wants to touch me.

“That Kelly, she’s such a dumb slut! She should have given you passes and made you sign non-disc-closing agreements. Oh my god.”

“You guys can’t disc close any of this.” Zoe butts in. “Okay?”

Emma and I look at each other in confusion. “What the fuck is disc closing?”

Zoe and Bianca exchanged a perplexed look.

“Um,” Zoe looks up at the ceiling as if she’s thinking hard. “It’s like - you’re not mean to talk about any of this stuff.”

“You mean a non-disclosure agreement.” I prompt.

Zoe’s eyes light up. “That’s the one! Did you guys sign it?”

“Yeah we totally signed that.” Emma lies. She looks at me and winks. We both trifle to stifle our laughs. Zoe and Bianca both stare at us like they’re unsure, but they buy the lie.

“Okay!” They both sing in unison. “Let’s totally go see Dr. Roberts then.”

They take us to a set of double oak doors just up ahead and knock three times. We wait out side a minute with bated breath.

A muffled voice arises from within. “Come in.”

Zoe pushes open the door and holds it open for Emma and I. “You guys just totally have to go through this door. Okay? Have a good time!”

Emma and I walk through the door and Zoe closes it shut behind us. We find ourselves in modern and minimalistic looking office. The room is fairly large and spacious. One wall is completely covered in books. The wall behind the desk is made up to look like a giant window with frosted glass. If I didn’t know we were underground, it would be pretty convincing. Standing in front of the desk there is a young brunette woman in a lab coat. She has glasses on and extremely long brunette hair.

Dr. Sharon Roberts.

“Sam!” Sharon’s face lights up as she sees me. We walk toward each other and shake hands.

“Dr. Sharon Roberts. It’s a real honor.” I beam. “This is my co-worker, Emma, I brought her along to help.”

“Emma, it’s my pleasure.” They too shake hands, and Emma seems happy to finally be talking with a real human woman.

“Please take a seat, both of you.”

We all sit at the desk. “I trust my girls have been treating you well?”

“Very.” I answer before Emma can voice any grievances. “You’re doing some amazing work here Dr. Roberts.”

“Please just call me Sharon, and thank you. I’ve been working all my life to pursue this dream. But enough about me. You’re probably wondering why I brought you here.”

“Yes. Your email mentioned some sort of mechanical fault with the production line.” I say, recalling her email. “Kelly showed us the production plant before, it looks like a very well oiled machine.”

“Oh goodness.” Sharon laughs. “Don’t mention oil in front of the girls. You’ll have a pussy orgy on your hands before you know what’s hit you. I brought you here for a reason actually Sam. I’ve read about your writing on artificial intelligence and human relationships. And I have to say you’ve got a very progressive stance.”

“Wait, you’ve read my work?” My eyebrows jump up in surprise. How the heck had someone like Sharon Roberts read my work?

“Indeed. You’re one of the few authors out there who understands the importance of accepting human and robot relationships. I think you also have an understanding to take our research to the next level.”

“Me?” I almost feel compelled to pinch myself, I feel like I’m dreaming.

“And Emma. I don’t mean any disrespect to you. I’m sure you an extremely accomplished mechanical technician. But there’s actually nothing here that needs repairing.”

“Oh…that’s okay.” Emma says it’s okay, but truth be told, I get the sense that she’s starting to feel uncomfortable.

“But don’t worry. I think you being here is actually perfect. Because it lines up with what I’m about to say next. Here at Bimbo Corp we always made our Bimbo Bots from scratch. We’ve come up with new technology though, that allows us to transform regular women in to fully fledged Bimbo Bots. If it’s okay with you Emma, I’d like to try this research out on you.”

“Um…” Emma’s face turns red again and she looks at me in concern. “No actually. I don’t want to be a Bimbo, thanks very much.”

“Oh Honey.” Sharon smiles at Emma warmly and then her smiles quickly fades away. She shakes her head and pushes her glasses back up to the bridge of her nose. “I was hoping you might have the sense to say yes.”

“What?” Emma scoffs and she’s starting to look offended.

“It’s not really a choice,” Sharon smiles and shrugs her shoulders. “Just watch.”

Sharon picks up a controller of her desk and pushes a button. A moment later the doors open behind us. We both look to see Bianca and Zoe marching toward us.

“Take her to the transformation room!” Sharon orders. Without hesitating Bianca and Zoe pick Emma up as if she weighs nothing and drag her across the room towards the door.

“Get the fuck off me!” Emma looks as if she’s struggling, but her fight doesn’t seem to slow Bianca or Zoe at all. “Sam, help!”

Emma cries for me to help, but for some reason I don’t. I just sit there and watch as they take her away. In all honesty I think I’m in shock. It takes me by surprise. The door closes behind them and I turn back to face Sharon.

“Dr. Roberts…what the fuck is going on here?”

Sharon stands up from behind the desk, removes her lab coat and lets it drop to the floor. I take one look at her body and my jaw hits the floor. Her lab coat had done a good job of hiding the body underneath. She has a body that easily rivals the Bimbo Bots outside. On top of that, she’s wearing hot pink lingerie. My dick goes hard in an instant.

Sharon stalks around to me, pushes my chair away from her desk with her foot and straddles me. She wraps her arms around my neck and grinds her damp pussy against my pants. I look down and notice that her panties are also crotchless.

“Sam, I invited <i>you</i> here because I need people like you. People that believe in companies like Bimbo Corp. I invited you here to try out the new Bimbo Mark 7. But I also wanted to show you our new technology. Our new way of making Bimbo Bots.”

She rolls her hips, digging her pussy against the hard edge of my erection.

“N-new way?” I stammer. “What is it? I thought you made Bimbo Bots from scratch?”

“We do.” Sharon says. “But we have a new way too. We turn human women into Bimbos. That’s what we’re going to do with Emma. She’s a little demure don’t you think? A little plain Jane?”

She is, but god damn, shouldn’t Emma have a choice or not if she wants to be a bimbo?

Sharon crushes her pink lips against mine and pushes her tongue into my mouth. As much as I want to push her off and go and save Emma from being transformed into a Bimbo, I can’t move. Sharon’s lips are covered in hot pink lipstick which tastes like strawberries. I’m so fucking hard, all I want to do is fuck her. I can’t though. I need to save Emma.

I pull away from Sharon and take a deep breath. My hands are squeezing into her waif like waist, pulling her down onto my crotch. I didn’t even realize I was doing that.

“Sharon, please, you can’t turn Emma into a Bimbo. She doesn’t want to.”

“Hmmm.” Sharon turns her head and looks at me as if she’s thinking about it. “Okay Sam. I’ll try and not turn your friend into a Bimbo. But you need to fuck me first. I’m awful horny Daddy.”

“Okay, and then we’ll go save Emma?”

Sharon looks at me and sucks her bottom lip into her mouth, biting down on it slowly. “I’ll try honey, but those girls work awful fast. We might be too late. You better fuck me fast. I need to cum.”

I stand up, forcing Sharon to do so too. She looks at me in surprise and a wry smile spreads across her face. “Strip.” I say. “Now.”

Sharon peels off her hot-pink bra and panties. As she undresses so do I. I take off my jeans and polo shirt, and roll my boxer-briefs off. I’m standing in the office of Dr. Sharon Roberts, I’m completely naked and I’m about to fuck her.

What a weird day.

“Fuck me Daddy.” Sharon purrs at me like a cougar. Our bodies crush against each other and my hands grope and grab at her feverishly. I slide my hand up her leg and cup her perfect, throbbing pussy, slipping a finger between her wet folds. Sharon drops her head back and moans. “Oh god, that feels good Sam.”

“Turn around.” I growl and she does. Sharon bends over the table, pushing her ass and pussy up into the air. She spreads her legs apart, allowing me a better view. I take my shaft in my hand and nestle the head between her wet folds. She’s so warm and slick, just one touch and I’m almost ready to explode.

“Fuck me, Sam, fuck me!”

I put one hand on Sharon’s ass and slide my cock all the way inside of her pussy. Her lips spread around my shaft and I sink inside of her effortlessly. Inside, I feel her walls spasming around my dick, clenching involuntarily. I start thrusting my hips back and forth, sliding my dick in and out of her all the way each time.

“Fuck!” Sharon cries out. “Fuck! That feels so fucking good!”

I never anticipated an invite here would involve bending the wealthiest scientist in the world over a table and fucking her in her tight pussy. Today was a good day I guess.

I bury my fingers into Sharon’s tiny waist, feeling myself getting closer to the edge. The only noise in her office come from our fucking. The shlick of my dick slamming in and out of her dripping cunt, and the moans escaping Sharon’s lips from every thrust of my cock.

“Yes!” She yells, slapping her hand down on the desk top. “Yes! More! More!”

I bite my lip and thrust inside of her hard and fast, my cock goes hard and I know I’m nearly there. A second later my head erupts and I fill Sharon’s tight cunt with my molten cum.

“Yeeesssss!” She moans long and hard as I fill her little pussy. Her own orgasm ripples through her body, slapping her hands against the table top, making her shout at the top of her lungs.

I pull out and jizz leaks from her pussy, dripping onto the floor. Sharon brings a finger between her legs and catches the dripping cum. She puts her fingers into her mouth and sucks them dry.

“Oh you taste so good.” She moans. I take a step back from her, admiring her full ass and her fat pussy. That’s when I see it. Between Sharon’s pussy and ass, a small black bar code on her skin.

It’s a clit code.

This isn’t Sharon Roberts…this is a Bimbo Bot impostor!

It certainly explained the last ten minutes. Not that I’m complaining.

I pull my clothes back on and when we’re both dressed again my mind comes back to reality.

“Okay Sharon. We fucked. Now I need you to help me get Emma back.”

“Alright Sam!” Sharon rolls her eyes like a moody teenager. She pulls her lab coat back on, covering her perfect body. “Come with me. Let’s try and rescue your stupid friend. No promises though.”

Sharon leads me out of her office and we walk back through the corridors until we reach an elevator. “Don’t you think she’d be better off as a Bimbo anyway?” Sharon asks as we step into the elevator. “She’d certainly be hotter.”

She might be. But she has to make the choice herself if she wants to be one. I just hope we get there before the Bimbo bots make that choice for her.

To Be Continued


BIMBO BOTS 2


Emma is in serious trouble. The Bimbo Bots have taken her prisoner and unthinkable things are in store: they’re about to turn her into a Bimbo Bot. Emma can’t deny her attraction to the gorgeous Bimbo Bots, but she doesn’t want to be one! They’re so beautiful and seductive, maybe it wouldn’t hurt just to think about trying it…


When her captors get sidetracked by their insatiable Bimbo sex drive, Emma spots a chance to escape. Will she take this chance or are her voluptuous Bimbo Bot captors too curvaceous to resist?

Sam has is work cut out for him. The Bimbo Bots are out of control. Lucky for Sam they obey his every word and are more than willing to satisfy his every need. All Sam wants to do his save his friend Emma from being turned into a Bimbo before it’s too late, but his skimpy Bimbo sex slaves sure are hard to resist. Maybe it wouldn’t hurt just to see to their needs first…

And who knows. Emma might even suit being a Bimbo after all!


Emma

“Get your hands off me!”

Bianca and Zoe drag me down a series of hallways through the Bimbo Bots facility, further into the corporate labyrinth. A moment ago I was in Dr. Sharon Roberts office with my friend Sam. Sam had been invited here by Dr. Sharon to help with something. At least that’s what we thought. Turns out Dr. Sharon had other plans.

Yes, technically I wasn’t meant to be here, Sam invited me along for my help. I’m a better mechanical technician than he is, and I think he felt a little out of his depth. As it turns out, Sharon doesn’t need out help at all, but she had invited Sam here for some reason.

The last thing I heard from Sharon before she got her Bimbo guards, Bianca and Zoe, to drag me out of her office, is that she’s going to turn me into a Bimbo Bot too.

What?!

Sorry, but that’s not going to happen. Not if I can help it anyway. But judging by how strong Bianca and Zoe are, my chances of escape don’t seem very likely. It’s bizarre, they’re both stick thin with curves in all the right places, but they’ve got mammoth strength. I thrash and kick in their arms with all my strength, but it doesn’t do anything. Their heels clack down the hallways together in unison as they drag me.

“Where the fuck are you taking me!” I shout as they pull me into a room.

“We’re going to turn you into a Bimbo Bot!” Bianca chirps.

“You’re going to be so hot when you’re done, I’m gonna fuck you first!” Zoe shouts. To their credit, both the Bimbo bots are absolutely stunning. They both have dark hair, and similar doll like face, although Bianca is more Asian looking.

All the Bimbo Bots that I have seen so far have been perfection personified. Long legs, round hips, big bubble butts, little wasp waists, and huge perky tits. It’s maddening. I’ve never felt so jealous in my life.

I’ve also never felt so turned on in my life. Let me make this clear. I’m a straight woman. I’m only young and I only finished engineering school a few years ago. Despite being one of the few girls, I’ve never had a boyfriend, and I’m still a virgin. Don’t get me wrong, there were plenty of boys interested in me. I’ve always been told that I’m pretty, but I’ve never had a boy make me feel the right way, so I haven’t acted on it. There’s only one boy I’d ever considered feeling that way for, and that was my friend Sam, but he was more like a brother to me than anything. Fucking him would just be weird.

These Bimbo Bots though. I don’t know where to begin. Bianca and Zoe set me down and lock the door behind me. We’re in some sort of TV lounge, and there are couches everywhere. They set me on the floor and both walk up to the TV.

My eyes are hypnotized by Bianca’s fat ass, which is trying to squeeze out of her golden hot pants. Looking at her body makes me feel weird things that I haven’t felt before. Just looking at the gap between her perfect legs makes my pussy tingle.

No!

I don’t want to be a Bimbo Bot. I have to stop letting myself getting distracted and figure a way out of here. These girls aren’t that smart. I can figure a way out surely. I can’t fight them, they’re freakishly strong, but I can definitely out smart them. Form what I’ve witnessed so far, Bimbo Bots aren’t smart at all. Don’t get me wrong, I wouldn’t mind looking like one, every girl that I’ve seen here has been a 10/10. But I don’t want my brains to go to mush.

“What are we doing?” I ask as Bianca and Zoe flick through programs on the TV. I can’t tell what the TV is showing at first, but then I realize they’re flicking through porn. Lesbian porn, full of hot girls getting it on.

“Are you watching fucking porn?” I say. “I thought you were taking me to be turned into a bimbo?”

Zoe spins around in her perfection, and meets my question with a vacant expression. “Oh my god, I like, totally forgot about that Emma!” Zoe slaps her forehead.

Fuck. Why had I just reminded her?

“Bianca we totally need to take Emma to the Bimbo maker thingy. That’s what she wants.”

Is she for real?

“No that’s what Dr. Sharon wants you stupid cum slut!” Bianca slaps Zoe on the arm and they play fight a little. “I told you I need to fuck something first before we do that though. Let’s have a break!”

“Okay!” Zoe pulls her top off, releasing her glorious breasts. I stare at them with my mouth open, practically slobbering all over myself on the carpet. Bianca takes her top off too.

Okay, getting taken to be a Bimbo isn’t something I want to do, but watching these to make out could certainly be fun.

Zoe and Bianca giggle at each other, look at me and then they push their lips together, making out while their hands trace over each others bodies.

Jesus fucking Christ this is hot. I can’t let them know how much this is turning me on though, it doesn’t do anything to support my argument for not wanting to be a Bimbo Bot.

They strip each other slowly, until they’re standing in front of me fully nude. There’s porn playing loudly on the TV, showing two perfect women straddling each other naked. Bianca and Zoe seem to take the image on the TV as a cue. Zoe sits down on a couch and Bianca straddles her naked body. The make out with each other passionately while twisting their crotches together. Zoe’s hands squeeze Bianca’s ass, pulling her body against hers.

I can’t take it anymore. I slip a hand down my pants and start rubbing my pussy. I pulse my fingers over my clit in small delicate circles, working myself faster and faster as I watch Bianca and Zoe fuck each other. I slip a finger inside myself and put my other hand up my top. I slip it under my bra and start squeezing my tit too. I can’t help it, but watching these two is getting me so fucking horny.

“Hey!” Zoe cries out from up ahead. Her eyes are on me while Bianca is kissing her neck. “Looks like Emma wants to join in too!”

I freeze. Fucking busted.

“Er, no!” I stammer, trying to explain. Bianca jumps off the couch and grabs me by the wrist.

“Come on sexy.” Bianca’s voice purrs. “Come and play with us.” She drags me toward the couch to Zoe.

“No,” I try to protest, “I was just scratching myself, I wasn’t-”

Bianca lifts my top off and unclasps my bra. Before I know what’s happening, her mouth is on my nipples and she’s sucking at them greedily.

“Bianca, please-” I try to protest through staggered breaths, but it’s no use. It just feels too fucking good.

“Hey no fair, let me join in!” Zoe jumps off the couch and her hands move instantly to my waist. She unbuttons my jeans and slides them down my legs effortlessly. Her hand cups my pussy through my sobbing wet panties.

“You didn’t think you could get away with just watching did you?”

Before I can respond her lips are on mine and we’re making out. Her tongue pushes into my mouth, her cherry lipstick rubs against my lips and I savor the sweet taste. Bianca is still sucking at my nipples. Zoe pushes my panties to one side and slips her finger inside of my wet folds. I melt into her embrace and feel my body filling with warmth. I can’t fight this anymore, I don’t want to.

She slips a finger inside my cunt and I moan at how good it feels. Bianca pulls away from my nipple and stands up.

“I just had an idea!” She cries out excitedly and looks at Zoe in expectation. Zoe pulls away from my lips for a moment and looks at Bianca too.

“Bimbo train?”

“Bimbo train!” They both shout in unison jumping up and down.

“Wait a minute girls, what the heck is a Bimbo train?” I ask oblivious.

“Oh my god, Bianca, lie down on the ground. Emma you’re going to love it!”

Bianca does as Zoe says.

“Okay Emma, you need to stand over Bianca and then sit on her face!”

“What?! Are you sure? Would you be okay with that Bianca?”

Bianca looks back at me with a massive expectant grin while rubbing her fingers over her clit furiously.

Okay, I guess that’s a welcome invitation as any. I put a foot on either side of Bianca’s head and then I lower myself down until I’m sitting on my calfs. My pussy sinks onto her face completely and within an instant, Bianca starts kissing and tonguing at my pussy.

“Oh my god!” I cry out in pleasure. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Bianca puts both her hands on my waist and pushes her tongue in and out of my cunt rapidly. The sensation builds me up quickly, and waves of warmth spill out from my pussy, rolling across my body.

“I think I’m going to cum!” I don’t know why, but I feel some compulsion to announce it to the room.

“Oh wait, wait, wait!” Zoe turns around and bends over in front of me, thrusting her pussy into my face. I grab her hips without thinking and pull her dripping cunt closer so I can eat it freely.

“Bimbo train!” Zoe shouts and I draw my tongue up and down her wet folds. She tastes so fucking good. I make a mental note that she needs to sit on my face at some point.

“Bimbo train!” Bianca’s muffled voice shouts from between my legs and she resumes eating me out.

Zoe rolls her hips around, sliding her wet pussy across my mouth, bouncing back and forth excitedly. I’m so fucking wet, my pussy is tingling like wild fire. I can’t take this any more. I need to cum.

“I’m there!!!!!” I yell out loud and long, thrusting my hips downward, pushing my pussy onto Bianca’s mouth. She thrusts her tongue up and inside of me, fucking my cunt while I rock my hips on her face. A dozen or so powerful spasms rock through my body, each one forcing me to grind my hips against her sweet mouth. I pull Zoe closer to me in turn and bury my face in her wet cunt, digging through her wet folds with my nose and mouth until I can’t breathe any more.

We all cum together, and a few moments later we’re lying on the floor together in a naked breathless heap.

I roll my naked body over Bianca’s and kiss her, sucking my juices off of her face. She’s absolutely drenched with my cum, which tastes sweet and delicious.

“That was a good fuck session Emma!” Zoe sings, stands up and sits herself down on the couch. The porn girls on the TV are still fucking each other, but I know that their session was nowhere near as mind blowing as this one was just one.

Okay, so I can see how these Bimbo Bots are taking over the world. I’ve just lost my virginity in a Bimbo Bot threesome, with two fucking drop dead gorgeous women and it was amazing.

I kind of feel like asking them to go all over again. I can’t even remember what it is I’m supposed to be doing here.

“Oh my god that was so good!” Bianca sits up on the floor and I join her. “I can’t even remember what we’re supposed to be doing right now.”

Wait. It comes back to me. They’re taking me to turn me into a Bimbo Bot. We got side tracked.

“Oh I hate it when this happens.” Zoe rolls her eyes while pulling her clothes back on. “Emma, do you know what we’re supposed to be doing?

This could it be. This could be my chance to escape.

“Yeah, Dr. Sharon asked you guys if you could show me to the car park remember?”

“Really!?” Zoe looks at me in surprise. “I mean that does sound like something she would say.”

“She’s always asking us to do stuff.” Bianca pouts and rolls her eyes like a moody teenager.

“Well yeah. She wanted you to take me to the car park. So let’s go!” I put my underwear back on and then dress myself.

“Hm, I dunno.” Bianca says. “I feel as if we were meant to do something else first.”

I have no idea if this plan is going to work or not. Even if it does, there’s still a small matter of getting Sam out of here too. I can’t just leave him here, he’s my friend. If Dr. Sharon finds out that I’m gone, then who knows what she’ll do to him.

Truth be told, the idea of being turned into a Bimbo Bot is really starting to turn me on. If there was someway I could look like these girls while keeping my wits about me, I wouldn’t mind it. That wouldn’t be half bad! I could certainly spend a lot more time laying around fucking Bimbo Bots.

“Wait! I remember!” Zoe looks as if she’s been concentrating hard. “Dr. Sharon wanted us to take Emma to the Bimbo Maker!”

“Of course!” Bianca slaps a palm against her forehead. They both stand up and walk toward me.

“I can’t believe you forgot that too Emma. You’re like totally smarter than we are too!”

They pick me up by arms again, drag me out the room and we continue down the hallway. It’s probably for the best that the girls remembered, it only would have come back negatively on Sam if they hadn’t. I just need to try and figure a way out of this. I’m still not entirely convinced that I want to be a Bimbo, but I sure as fuck wouldn’t mind fucking one again.

We step into an elevator, and descend deeper into Bimbo Corp. A few minutes later we’re in a strange looking laboratory that looks like the set from a bad sci-fi film from the 80’s. As we step into the room doors slide shut behind us, Bianca and Zoe release me from their grasp and I stand up straight.

Another Bimbo Bot walks toward us, but this one is wearing a lab coat. I try to suppress a laugh at the thought of a Bimbo Bot doing science. This woman is just as gorgeous as the rest though, she has neon pink hair, thick black eyeliner and bright blue lipstick.

“Bianca, Zoe.” She clacks across the lab to us with a smile on her face. “It’s been a while since I saw you. How can I help?”

“Hey Kimmi! New delivery from upstairs.” Zoe explains, pushing me forward with her alien strength. “Dr. Sharon wants you to turn Emma here into a Bimbo Bot, using the new Mark 7 gun.”

“Very good. I’ll take it from here girls, thank you.”

Bianca and Zoe both press an unnecessarily long kiss on Kimmi’s lips. They kiss me too and as they disappear I feel a strange longing for them.

“So Emma. You want to be a Bimbo Bot? That sounds totally fun. Follow me!” Kimmi turns to start walking.

“Err actually, I don’t know if I want to be a Bimbo Bot Kimmi. Dr. Sharon didn’t really give me much of a choice.”

“But why on earth wouldn’t you want to be a Bimbo Bot Emma? We’re gorgeous!”

Kimmi pulls open her lab coat and reveals a stunning figure wrapped in skimpy neon blue lingerie. I pick my jaw up off the floor and pull my eyes back to her face.

“No doubt that you’re gorgeous Kimmi, but you’re also dumb as fuck. Not to be rude.”

Kimmi laughs loud. “It’s not rude Emma. A lot of Bimbo Bots are dumb as fuck, but that’s what makes us so fun.”

Suddenly she swoops toward me and put hers arms around me. She pushes her crotch up against mine and looks at me with lidded eyes. “Are you telling me you don’t like fun Emma?”

I gulp at something in my throat.

“I…guess…”

“Come.” Kimmi takes my hand and pulls me across the lab to a large telescope looking object. “Let’s make some Bimbo Magic…”

***

Okay, so maybe my plan to rescue Emma wasn’t going as smoothly as I wanted it to. At first I got distracted by Dr. Sharon, or rather, the Bimbo Bot pretending to be Dr. Sharon.

As far as distractions go it was pretty great. I mean, she was a pretty terrific fuck. As she peels down the corridor ahead of me, I stare transfixed at the bubble butt squeezing out of her tight pink lingerie. I fucking love this place.

I need to rescue Emma though, I need to stop her from being transformed into a Bimbo Bot. Don’t get me wrong, I think Emma would make a pretty terrific looking Bimbo Bot, but she seemed pretty against the idea when Bianca and Zoe dragged her off earlier. If she doesn’t want to be one then I have to try and help her.

“Here.” Sharon climbs onto a floating platform of some kind. I step on behind her and she punches something into the terminal. “I’m sick of all this fucking walking! This will take us down to the lab to your friend Ellen.”

“Emma.” I correct her.

“Right, right, whatever.”

The hovering cart glides down the endless hallways effortlessly. I can only hope that Bianca and Zoe didn’t have one of these. If they didn’t there’s a good chance we can catch up to them. Sharon takes the cart into the elevator and we descend down further into Bimbo Corp’s sprawling underground complex.

“Just how big is this place Dr. Sharon?”

“Oh it’s pretty big.” Sharon says looking down at my dick. “To be honest I’ve lost big of just how big it is. The Bimbo Bots took over the production line a few years ago and they decided the factory wasn’t big enough, so they started expanding underground. I tried to keep up with the expansions but the complex has grown so much over the last few years, I’m struggling to keep up.”

“But what could you possibly be doing with all this space?”

Sharon looks at me and shrugs. “More space for machines to build Bimbo Bots, more Bimbo Bots, more happy customers, more happy customers, more money!”

“But what are you doing with all the money? You’re already one of the richest women on the planet.”

Well, the real Dr. Sharon is, the Bimbo Bot pretending to be her is just an impostor.

“We’re going to take over the world. And after we do that, we have our sights set on the Moon Sam.”

“The fucking moon?!”

“Yes. We want to build a base up there. And we’re getting pretty close to making that dream a reality. I can show you the rocket room later.”

The elevator dings open and the platform glides out. Rocket room? Moon? Space? This is all getting crazy.

“But Dr. Roberts, I’ve seen pretty much every interview that you’ve given in the past. You said you’ve never had an interest in expanding Bimbo Corp’s tech into space travel. What’s changed?”

“Dr. Roberts was wrong about that, she couldn’t see the true potential of Bimbo Co-”

The Bimbo Bot realizes her mistake and slaps a hand over her mouth. I knew it! This wasn’t the real Dr. Roberts at all.

“Fuck!” The Bimbo bot curses and brings the platform to a stop. “Well I guess you know the truth now.” She takes the brunette wig off, revealing a short crop of curly blond hair. The Bimbo Bot actually suits having her hair this way, and it kind of makes me want to fuck her all over again. She starts up the platform again and we glide along the hallway.

“I knew the truth along time ago. I saw your clit code when we fucked back in Dr. Robert’s office. What’s your real name?”

“Ditzy.” Ditzy rolls her eyes at her fuck up. “I can’t believe I forgot about my clit code. I totally should have covered that up.”

“Ditzy? That’s a weird name.”

“It’s a nick name that the other Bimbo Bots gave me.” Ditzy shrugs. “I’m sort of their leader now. I imprisoned Dr. Sharon months ago and took control. She was taking Bimbo Corp in the wrong direction.”

I don’t know whether to feel terrified or turned on. Ditzy is fucking stunning, but her potential power is also terrifying.

“But what have you done with Dr. Sharon?”

“She’s locked up safe and secure somewhere within the facility. I can take you to see her after we’ve seen your new Bimbo friend.”

This is way more serious than I realized. The Bimbo Bots have staged a revolution and taken control of the plant. I need to find a way to help Dr. Sharon get out of this before it’s too late.

We glide through a set of double doors into a large room. I look up in amazement.

“This is the laboratory.” Ditzy says as we step off the platform. “It’s run by my good friend, Kimmi.”

“Ah Ditzy!” A Bimbo Bot with neon pink hair clacks across the room to us. She’s wearing neon blue lingerie and she looks stunning, as all Bimbo bots do. “You’re just in time to see the latest invention!”

Fuck. Does that mean I’m too late? Does that mean they’ve already turned Emma into a Bimbo Bot?

Ditzy turns to me with a sheepish smile. “Sorry Sam. It seems that we were too late to stop your friend.”

“Sorry?!” Kimmi says in confusion. “Why be sorry when she looks like this…” Kimmi shouts Emma. Ditzy and I stand there in anticipation for a moment. The sound of heels clacking against concrete comes around the corner and then we see her.

Emma’s body has been fully transformed into a Bimbo Bot. Her former demure and frumpy body exists no more. In it’s place is an 11/10 Bimbo bod, with curves in all the right places. Before, her breasts were small and uninspired, now she’s got a set of massive tits. Kimmi has dressed Emma in a set of white lingerie, and it gets me hard, instantly. She might be my friend but she looks good.

“Oh my god, Sam!” Emma trots over to me and throws her arms around me. There’s still a hint of her old voice, but she sounds bubbly and preppy, just like the other Bimbo Bots. She squeezes me tight, pushing her crotchless panties against my erection through my trousers.

“Do you like my new look?” She steps back, encouraging me to take her new body in.

“Um yeah Emma…you look fucking amazing. Are you sure this is what you wanted though? You seemed pretty against the idea when Bianca and Zoe took you out before.”

“Rest assured Sam.” Kimmi speaks up. “The process for our new Bimbo Maker only works if the subject wants to be a Bimbo. Emma was a little apprehensive when Bianca and Zoe first brought her here, but I managed to talk her around.”

“We got distracted on the way over here.” Emma blushes, thinking of something that I know I would have loved to see. “And I realized that being a Bimbo Bot is actually super fun.”

“So Sam. What do you think of your new friend here?” Ditzy asks. “Do you want to take her for a spin?”

“Me? Emma?” I look at Emma wide eyed. I’d always had a bit of a thing for her, but I’d never actually done anything about it because I’d always seen her like a sister. Emma looks back at me and nods enthusiastically, almost begging for my permission to fuck.

“Where?” I look around for a room.

“Right behind you!” Kimmi points to a room behind us. I grab Emma by the wrist and pull her inside the room, closing the door behind us. As soon as the door is closed Emma pushes her lips on me and starts making out, I lean back from her though.

“What’s wrong?!” Emma cries. “Don’t you like my new body?”

I look down at her round hips, tiny waist and busting breasts. My dick is so hard it’s almost ready to rip through my pants.

“I definitely like your new look Emma but-”

“But what?”

“You don’t understand what’s going on here. The Bimbo Bots have taken over the whole facility. Ditzy was actually Dr. Sharon in disguise, they’ve been running this place in secret for months!”

“Oh.” Emma sounds completely disinterested, as if none of that matters anymore. “So?”

“So?! So we have to stop them, we have to rescue Dr. Sharon! Before the Bimbo Bots get out of control!”

“Okay. But…can’t we fuck first?” Emma pushes her pussy against my thigh and slides up and down.

“But Emma. I’ve always thought of you like a little sister. You know that.”

Emma shrugs. “Would a little sister do this?”

She sinks to her knees in an instant, and before I know it she’s unbuckled my jeans and pulled my cock into her mouth.

My mouth falls open at how good it feels. Emma slides my cock effortlessly all the way to the back of her throat and thrusts her head back and forth sharply.

Wow, okay. I guess a little sister wouldn’t do that.

“Stand up.” I order her. She does so instantly. “Turn around and bend over.”

Emma follows the order without hesitation. She puts one hand on the wall and spreads her ass cheeks apart with the other, giving me full view of her fat and throbbing pussy. That’s when I see her clit code. She’s really one of them now.

“Fuck me Sam.” Emma moans. “Fuck me hard with your big dick.”

I stare at the wanting pussy of the girl I once considered a sister and hold my throbbing dick in my hands. A second of hesitation and moral dilemma dance across my mind.

Fuck it.

I sink my dick into her soft and wet pussy, gliding all the way down to the base of my cock.

“Oh Sam! Yes! Fuck me Daddy, fuck me!”

I take a tight grip of her tiny waist and hold on tight while I fuck her like a man possessed. She’s so fucking perfect, I really have to hand it to Kimmi, she’s done a good job.

I slide my rigid shaft in and out of her wet folds, and they cling to my dick. Her pussy clenches around me hard. Within minutes I feel ready to blow inside of her, I can’t take anymore.

“Fill me with your cum!” Emma begs. “Claim me Sam!”

I moan loud in pleasure as I erupt inside of her, filling her virginal pussy with my hot load. Emma cries out in pleasure, slapping her hands against the wall as she cums alongside me.

After I’m finished I pull my cock out of her dripping pussy and fall back on to the floor. Emma slides down the wall and moans in pleasure while rolling her hips.

“Oh Sam. That was so good. I’m glad you’re my first dick.”

Fuck. Me too.

I stare at the beautiful naked woman sitting on the floor opposite me. I can’t believe it’s the same girl that I walked in here with. I can’t believe this is Emma.

“Alright Emma. Come on. We’ve got work to.” I shake myself off and stand up while pulling my clothes back on.

“What are we going to do Sam?”

“I need your help in rescuing Dr. Sharon. If there’s any hope of us getting out of here alive then it’s important that we rescue her. The Bimbo Bots have already taken control, if they get any more, there’s no telling what they’ll do to the rest of humanity.”

“Gee Sam. This all sounds a bit complicated for a silly Bimbo Bot like me.”

“Don’t worry about it, I’ll handle the tough stuff. I just need you to promise me that you’ll help, and that you won’t let the others knows that you’re helping me. We’ll play along with their game for now.”

“Sir, yes sir!” She salutes me (for some reason) and we go back into the lab. Kimmi and Ditzy are in the middle of a make out session. They hear us walking back and stop to compose themselves.

“So.” Ditzy says. “What did you think of our latest Bimbo Bot Sam? Are you pleased?”

“Very.” I say honestly. Fucking Bimbo Emma was terrific. “I’m looking forward to meeting Dr. Sharon. Both Emma and I would like to pass on our thanks.”

“Oh?” Ditzy looks at me in surprise and then at Emma. “Is that so Emma?”

“Yes!” Emma lies and she sounds convincing enough.

“Okay then. Well let’s go pay Dr. Sharon a visit then.” Ditzy says. “You can tell her all about how much you both love Bimbo Bots.”

To Be Continued


BIMBO BOTS 3


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.


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


BIMBO BOTS 4


Grab your books because we’re going to college!

Sam is finally on his way to take back control of the rogue Bimbo Bots when their out of control leader, Ditzy, stops him. Now Sam is trapped at Bimbo College, the place where Bimbos learn the skills to help them get by in the real world after graduation. Skills like deep throating, spanking, and group sex. All the essentials!

Meanwhile, Dr. Sharon is still being held prisoner. As luck would have it, Ditzy has ways to keep Sharon occupied and she stops by with a new toy for her to try out. She also has a new subject for her to transform and mold, and it doesn’t take long for Dr. Sharon’s imagination to get the better of her.


Sam

We ride the elevator down for what feels like minutes. All the while going deeper and deeper into the underground Bimbo Corp facility. I’m still trying to wrap my head around how unnecessarily big this place this. I’m on my way down to the basement, once I’m down there I’ll be able to access the main computer terminal that controls all the Bimbo Bots, and change their primary user back to Dr. Sharon Roberts, the original inventor of the Bimbo Bots. Sharon had control of the Bimbo Bots until a Bimbo Bot called Ditzy hacked into the mainframe and made herself the primary user. Now she has a legion of Bimbo Bots at her disposal, and she’s has her sights set on the world.

Lucky for me, I can take back control of the Bimbo Bots one at a time by fucking them. Yep, that’s right. Every Bimbo Bot I fuck, I take back a little more control. There are too many of them for me to fuck my way through each one however, so getting to the basement and changing the mainframe user back to Dr. Sharon is my top priority.

By now, I’m sure that Ditzy is more than aware that I’m conspiring to stop her somehow. She’s certainly smarter than the other Bimbo Bots, but don’t get me wrong, she’s still a fucking Bimbo. It’s not that hard to outsmart her.

So I’m here in the elevator with one of my first loyal Bimbo servants. Kelly.

Kelly is a stunning specimen of a woman, she has long slender legs, a big fat ass, a tiny waist and two giant perky tits. She looks like a real life barbie doll, and did I also mention that she’s a complete nympho? Fucking her pussy raw is certainly becoming one of my favorite past times. She’s so horny all the time that she’ll let you do anything to her. Even now in the elevator I’m fondling her huge tits and slipping a finger between her pussy. She loves it!

Things are going well. As soon as we get to the basement, I’ll run to the computer and make the necessary adjustments.

Then, the elevator screeches to a halt.

A light dings on over head, and a saccharine robot voice fills the cart. I recognize instantly as Ditzy’s voice.

“Ding Dong! Hi Bimbos and gentlemen! Unfortunately we have to stop all scheduled visits to the The Basement today, due to scheduled maintenance.”

Kelly and I look at each other in warily.

“So how about a visit to our Bimbo School instead? The place where all our Bimbo Bots learn to be the best Bimbo they possibly can! Have a good day!”

The light goes off and the doors ding open.

“Bimbo school? I’ve not been here in ages! Yayyy!” Kelly runs out of the elevator, her tits bouncing as she runs.

I step out of the elevator confused, it looks as if I’m stood outside, looking at a school from a street. I look the neighborhood around me in disbelief. How did I go from being in Bimbo Corp to being at some college in the middle of suburbia?

“Hi Sam!”

Ditzy’s voice crows from behind me and I spin on my heels in surprise. There I see a floating monitor. On the monitor is an image of Ditzy standing in a golden one piece bikini, with two of her Bimbo henchmen, Bianca and Zoe, beside her. Bianca and Zoe are wearing a similar one piece, but they’re silver instead.

“Ditzy? What the heck is going on here? Where am I?!”

“This is Bimbo school Sam!” Ditzy waves her arms about the monitor. “I made this place to help train all of our new Bimbos!”

“But why am I here? Are we outside?”

“Not quite! You’re actually just in a large room that’s designed to look like it’s outside.”

I squint and take a close look at the blue sky, realizing that it’s actually just a domed ceiling covered in monitors. From where I’m standing though, it feels as if the room is about the size of a stadium.

“I paid a visit to Dr. Sharon, and I was very surprised to find that you weren’t locked up in your cell where I left you.”

I had managed to escape from the cell with a key that I had stolen of my friend turned Bimbo, Emma. It was only a matter of time before Ditzy would notice I was gone.

“Now I’m not sure what you’re up to. But it sure as heck looks like you’re trying your hardest to go down to the basement. I can’t exactly figure out why…” The image of Ditzy squints at me suspiciously for a moment, but I can tell she doesn’t understand my plan. “You shouldn’t bother going down to the basement however! There’s nothing of interest down there. You’ll have much more fun in Bimbo school instead. There’s lots of fun Bimbos here for you to fuck!”

Okay. That does actually sound like more fun. Up ahead I can see groups of Bimbo girls running in and out of the school, dressed in slutty school girl costumes. My dick goes hard just looking at them.

Then I remember what my real task at hand is. I can’t let Ditzy distract me like this. I have to get back to the elevator and go back down to the basement. I turn around and walk to the elevator, but then the doors slam shut. I try the button to open the doors, but it just flashes red.

“Nah ah ah!” Ditzy’s floating monitor hovers up beside me. “You can stay here for now, until I’ve got time to come and get you myself! I told you. There’s nothing in the basement. So don’t go down there. Have fun! Bye!”

The image clicks off and the monitor floats up and into the air.

Well, if I’m trapped here I might as well have a look around and see what I’ve got myself into this time.

I head into the school and pace around the hallways, exploring. Inside the school there are a number of classrooms, all of which seem to be full of schoolgirl clad Bimbo girls in some lessons of some sort. I stand in the doorway of one and watch out of curiosity, while a slutty looking Bimbo teacher points a long stick at a chalk board.

“Now, can anyone here tell me why it’s called a blow job?”

A freckled Bimbo with red pigtails on the front row raises her hand cautiously.

“Yes, Cindi?”

“Because you have to, like, blow on the dick with your mouth right?”

Giggling bursts across the classroom and the Bimbo teacher slaps her stick against the deck furiously.

“No, no no! Here Cindi, now!”

Cindi stands up apprehensively and trots across to her teacher and then bends over her desk. Her short plaid skirt exposes her ass completely (revealing a lack of panties) and her teacher brings the stick down on her ass half a dozen times, spanking the Bimbo girl until her creamy ass starts to turn pink.

I stand there with my mouth open, rubbing my dick through my trousers and I notice the majority of the other Bimbo girls in the class are rubbing themselves under their tables too.

Damn, I don’t know what sort of things these girls are supposed to be learning here, but this certainly looks like a fun fucking school!

I peel away from the classroom and walk through the corridors of the school some more. There are all sorts of different ‘Bimbo classes’ taking places, for a whole variety of subjects. I even come across a swimming pool, where a bunch of Bimbo schoolgirls are splashing around topless, making out with each other in the water. Whatever it is the Bimbos are meant to be doing, they seem to end up doing the same thing they do everywhere: having lots of fun sex and acting real dumb while doing it.

I shake my head and try to take my eyes off the Bimbo orgy that’s happening in the shallow end of the pool. This is exactly what Ditzy wanted to happen, she brought me down here to keep me distracted and make me forget about the basement. Well I’m not going to let it happen. I’ve got to a find a way out of here! With Ditzy having locked the elevator doors however, I don’t know how I’m going to get out. I see a skimpy ‘Janitor’ Bimbo in the hallway up ahead. She’s probably meant to be cleaning all the pussy juice off the floor, but she’s actually just grinding up and down the handle of a mop. I walk up to her and tap her on the shoulder. The Bimbo removes her bubblegum pink earphones and looks at me vacantly.

“Hey mister. What’s going on. Did I like, do something wrong?” She speaks in a dumb valley girl drawl.

“Hey. Can you tell me how to get out of here? I need to get to the elevator and down to the basement, but the elevator doors are locked.”

“Oh, like, no. Sorry mister. Ditzy said she’d locked that to keep you here. I can’t help you, sorry!” The janitor Bimbo slips her earphones back on and goes back to grinding on her broom.

Fuck. Every Bimbo in here is under the control of Ditzy. I suppose I could fuck the janitor Bimbo to put her under my control, but that’s when I realize I don’t have to. There’s already a Bimbo here that I own. Kelly.

I walk back through the school the way I came, looking for Kelly. She’s the only Bimbo here at the moment that obeys me and she might be able to help me get out of here. When we arrived she ran into the school straight away, so I know she’s got to be in here somewhere.

I look all around for Kelly but can’t see her anywhere. That’s when I notice there’s some sort of gym class going on outside. I head outside and approach the class.

“Alright class today we’re practicing deep throating!”

There’s about a dozen Bimbo girls dressed in revealing spandex and one Bimbo dressed as the coach.

“Pick up your dildos and start deep throating!”

The class all bend over in unison and grab a dildo off the floor from in between their feet. That’s when I noticed Kelly at the far end of the line. I run over to her and grab her by the wrist.

“Come on!” I say, running back to the school.

“Hey what are you doing! I was learning, and learning is FUN!”

“Sure as shit is darling, but I need your help getting out of here!”

Kelly and I race round to the back of the front of the school. I stop in front of the elevator and already Kelly is distracted, staring off at a group of cheerleader Bimbos that have just stepped off a bus.

“Kelly look at me!” I grab her by the chin, forcing her eyes on me. “I need to get out of here but Ditzy has locked the elevator doors shut. How do we get out of here?”

“Oh yeah. She totally doesn’t want you to go down to that basement. But there is a way of opening it. You just need the key!”

“Great! Do you have it?”

“Oh… no. Only Principle Peggie has the key for this floor. She’s in the school teaching a class, but she’s on the second floor.”

Christ on a cracker. Ditzy really is making it as difficult as possible for me to find my way out of here.

“Can I go now?” Kelly bites her lip staring at the troupe of Bimbo cheerleaders running into the school.

“Go.” I sigh and watch as Kelly chases after her latest sex obsession. So now I have to get the key from Principle Peggie. And I know there’s only one way I’m going to get if from her. I look down at my crotch and take a deep breath.

Hold on dick. Looks like we’ve got more fucking to do.

*

Dr. Sharon

After Sam left, I was back to watching the monitors on the wall of my cell, watching Sam as he made his way through the facility. Turns out I gave him the wrong directions to the basement, and sent him straight up to the reception by accident. I’d accompanied Ditzy down to the basement a few weeks ago to help her fix a problem with the computers, and I’d made an effort to memorize the button she’d pressed on the elevator. Looks like I’d got it completely wrong, although I was sure I’d memorized the right button at the time.

Ditzy must have be changing the faceless array of buttons around on a daily basis, making it impossible for anyone but the Bimbo Bots to navigate around the facility.

My heart stopped in my chest when I saw the elevator take Sam straight to the reception. I half suspected he would just run there and then, never looking back. But to his credit, he didn’t even so much as look outside. Instead he took control of the receptionist Kelly, and made her his little bimbo bitch. It was pretty hot watching him own her from afar, and I’ll confess that I might have played with my pussy a little bit while I watched.

So it was a perfect fucking timing for Ditzy to come back to my cell. She normally didn’t check up on me this often, but I felt that she was on high alert with Sam being here.

With Sam having stolen the key off Ditzy however, she had to break the door down, which admittedly isn’t much of a challenge for a Bimbo Bot. I still regret making them that strong. The door bust off it’s hinges, flinging into my apartment, giving me the fright of my life. I spun around to face Dizty, with my fingers buried in my cunt.

“Hey guys! Sorry about the door, I seemed to have lost my…” Ditzy stops mid-sentence and stares at me in disbelief. “Dr. Sharon are you playing with your god damn pussy again?!” She bites her lip and squeezes her tit. “Fuck it gets me so horny coming down here to see you. Are you playing with Sam? Where’s Sam?” She look around for him. “Sam!?”

Ditzy walks around the apartment calling his name. The penny drops a few seconds later and she realizes that he’s gone. Her smile twists into an indignant pout instantly.

“I knew I shouldn’t have trusted that bastard!” Ditzy stomps her feet up and down like a child having a tantrum. “Where is he Sharon?! Tell me!”

“Come on Ditzy.” I roll my eyes. “We both know I’m not going to tell you.”

“Fine!” Ditzy huffs. “I’ll just look through the monitors.” Ditzy raises a hand to her temple and her eyes white over. I don’t know how she’s done it, but she seems to have tapped herself into the surveillance network too, giving her the ability to watch every feed in an instant.

“Got him! He’s in elevator 4-B and it’s on it’s way to the…”

She drops her hand and her eyes return to normal. “The basement?! Why on earth is he going to the basement?!”

I shrug my shoulders, lying. I know the reality of the matter. Sam is going to the basement to change the primary Bimbo Bot user back to me. Ditzy won’t be able to figure that out. Not just yet anyway I hope. She squints at me, knowing that something is going on, but she’s also aware that she can’t put it together.

“Hm. Well. I’ll have to put a stop to that in a second. I don’t want ANYONE going to the basement. I don’t know why that’s so fucking difficult.”

“Was there a reason for your visit Ditzy?”

“Actually there was! I know you get bored down here, and I feel awful bad having you trapped in this room.”

“Maybe let me go then?”

“Ha! No. I thought that you and Sam might like to try out Kimmi’s latest invention. But seeing as he left, I’ll just give it to you. It’s a portable Bimbo gun. Here.”

Ditzy pulls something from behind her back and sets it into my hands. It looks like a laser gun from a 60’s sci-fi flick. I hold it up to the light and study it.

“Ditzy what the heck is this?”

“The Bimbo gun! You can use it to make real time adjustments and augmentations on women of your choice. And as it just so happens, I’ve brought in a test subject for you.”

Ditzy motions at the doorway for someone to come in. A second later a nude red head steps inside anxiously. She’s a beautiful red haired teen, tall and skinny.

“Dr. Sharon I’d like you to meet your latest test subject, Amber! I put up an advert for women who are unhappy with their body, and she was one of our many volunteers! Have fun!”

Before I can even process what’s happening, Ditzy picks up the door, walks out the room and slams it back into the frame. The red haired teen and I stand there naked, staring at each other in silence for a moment.

“Hi. I’m Dr. Sharon.”

“Hi Dr. Sharon, I’m Amber.” She raises a hand nervously and then folds it across her body. She’s truly beautiful, and exactly the type of companion I’d want. I know that Ditzy is just doing this to distract me from what’s really going on. But…

I look down at the gun, marveling at how good it feels in my hands.

“Is it true what Ditzy said. You signed up for this?”

Amber nods.

“But why?”

“I’ve never really had tits or an ass. I’ve always been stick thin. I want to be voluptuous, I want to look like barbie. I want to be a Bimbo.”

“With this?” I stare down at the gun. There’s one trigger in the middle, and there are two dials one the back. Amber nods her head, encouraging me to do it. She drops her arms to the side, waiting for me to change her. I don’t even know what this thing does.

“Let me test it first.”

I point the Bimbo gun at a cup on the table beside me and squeeze the trigger briefly, expecting the cup to shatter into a million pieces. Instead a purple light comes out, then nothing happens.

“Weird.”

I squeeze the trigger again but keep it held at the cup, except this time I twist the dials on the back. The purple light stays on this time, and the cup instantly starts changing shape, increasing or decreasing in size as I twist the dials. The dials only seem to effect an area when the light is on. I sculpt the cup until it’s tall and thin. It becomes off balanced and tips over onto the table.

Huh. I look at the gun closer and notice a ‘Symmetry Mode’. I turn the switch on and then look up at Amber.

“Are you ready?”

She nods her head nervously, with a keen smile.

“Alright then…let’s do this.”

I hold the gun up at Amber and point it at her tits first of all. I squeeze the trigger, keeping the purple light focused on her breasts.

“It feels warm!” Amber giggles.

“Alright try to keep still!”

I keep the light focused on Amber, while twisting one of the dials on the back of the gun clockwise. Amber and I both stare at her breasts in amazement as they both begin to swell and take shape.

“Keep going!” Amber cries, “I finally have breasts!”

I move the gun across her boobs, twisting the dials, inflating and sculpting her new breasts until I’m satisfied with how they look. Once I’m done I drop the gun to my side and stare at Amber’s new tits with my mouth wide open. Her new breasts are easily an E cup, but they don’t sag at all, they’re wonderfully full and perky. It’s look like she’s had professional plastic surgery.

“This is amazing!” Amber jumps up and down in joy, and I quickly find myself hypnotized as her breasts jiggle up and down. “Do my ass next, no, do my hips, no, my waist, no my lips!”

Her eyes go wide with excitement, keen for me to get to work transforming the rest of her body. I look down at the gun in amazement. I don’t know how Ditzy did it, but this latest invention is fantastic. It’s certainly got the juices running between my legs.

“Don’t worry little darling. I’ll get to the rest. Them I’m going to take that new body of yours for a test spin.”

Red flushes across Amber’s cheeks, and I lift the gun up to her body again.

I know I should probably be keeping an eye on Sam and making sure that he’s okay, but there’s nothing wrong with having a bit of fun first.

Besides, he’s probably fine.

Right?

*

“Just tell me where the key is!” I pace about Principle Peggie’s office in frustration. She’s a real bimbo bitch. Uptight, lips sealed and unwilling to cooperate. She’s also hot. She’s wearing fishnet leggings, tall black heels a short grey pencil skirt and a white blouse that shows off her ample cleavage. Her dark brown hair is drawn up in a tight bun and she has thick rimmed secretary glasses. On top of that, she has dark red lipstick across her full lips, she looks like a complete authoritarian, and it’s fucking hot. She actually reminds me of my old Principle, Ms. Snow. I’d always wanted to fuck that callous bitch. I would constantly get myself into trouble at school just so I could stare at her afterward in detention.

“I’m sorry Sam.” The Principle Bimbo stands up and struts across her office, smacking a ruler into her palm. She pushes her office door closed and I hear her turn the lock. I swivel in my chair to look at her. “I could tell you where the key is, but that’s no fun. And as you know. Bimbos Bots operate on the priority of always having fun first. Can’t you see that I’m being such a naughty girl not giving you what you want?”

My cock turns hards in an instant.

“I deserve to be punished Sam. I’ve been such a naughty girl. Don’t you think?”

“Oh definitely.” I say, standing up out of the chair. “Give that here.”

Principle Peggie hands over her ruler and bites her lip. “What are you going to do me Sam?” She bites her bottom lip, making my dick go even harder. “Turn around and bend over.” I growl. “I’m going to give you a lesson that you won’t forget.”

Peggie does as I say, and without prompting her, she removes her pencil skirt and blouse too. She’s bent before me now in stunning black lingerie, showing off her perfect Bimbo body.

“You’ve been such a naughty girl.” I place the flat edge of the wooden ruler against her rear and stroke small circle across it.

“You deserve some punishment!” I whip the ruler back and spank her firmly.

Peggie lets out a squeak of delight and moans. She thrusts a hand between her legs and starts massaging her pussy, while palming at her tits with her other hand.

“Again master, again, punish me harder!”

I swish the ruler down against her ass once more, and then again, and then again. Long pink welts starts to appear on her ass, marring the pale globes of her buttocks like a grid.

I spank her bubble butt, whip my cock out and start jacking myself off while punishing her. I’ve never been one for kinky shit like this, but hearing Peggie moan as I tan her ass is actually really turning me on. I spank her hard and fast while beating my hand down on my cock. She reminds me of my old Principle so much, I would have loved to have spanked that old bitch silly like this.

I spank Peggie until she can take it no more, and she cries out in a mixture of pain and pleasure.

“Oh God, Sam, stop, stop!”

I drop the ruler to the floor, spin Peggie to face me and crush my lips against hers. We kiss passionately, pulling our bodies against one another, my raging hard cock pressing against the naked flesh of her stomach. Next thing, we’re on the floor somehow, and she’s straddling me naked, pushing the wet edge of her cunt against the head of my cock.

I wrap my fingers around her waist and tug her down as she sinks onto my cock, pulling myself all the way inside of her. Peggie squeezes her tits and lets her head fall back, while bouncing up and down on my shaft.

“Yes, Sam, Yes!”

Of all the Bimbo Bots I’ve fucked so far, she’s certainly one of the louder ones. I take hold of her tight, all the while thinking of my old Principle, Ms. Snow. I thrust my cock in and out of her pussy fast, until we can both take no more.

She cums hard, screaming in joy, screaming my name into her small office over and over. I grip my hands into her tiny waist and pull her down, pushing my cock inside her as far as it will go. I erupt, blowing jet after jet of molten cum deep inside of her cunt, lining her walls.

It takes us both a few minutes to compose ourselves, in which time we pull ourselves to our feet and dress ourselves.. I’d lost count of how many Bimbo Bots I’d fucked since I’d been here, but I didn’t care. I could spend the rest of my life running around this place fucking Bimbos, and I wouldn’t get tired.

We both collapse into the chairs at Principle Peggie’s desk, while I wait for my breath to come back. After our post-orgasmic stupor lifts, the fog of arousal lifts from my vision, and I remember why I’m here in the first place.

“Alright Peggie. I gave you what you wanted. Now it’s turn for you to give me what I want.”

Without hesitation Peggie pulls open a drawer on her desk and set a large white key on the desk top in front of me. “There you go Sir.” She squeezes her tits together and winks at me. “One key to the elevator.” Her smile falters a little. “Just don’t tell Ditzy I gave it to you, she’s like, totally power hungry.”

I grab the key off the desk and stand up. Peggie jumps up with me.

“Wait!” She cries out in concern. “Where are you going?! Don’t you want to fuck some more?”

“I’d love to doll, but I’ve got a mission to do. I’ve got to take Bimbo Corp back from the hands of Ditzy.”

To Be Continued


BIMBO BOTS 5:
Transformation Trouble


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…


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


BIMBO BOTS 6:
Feral Fun


Ditzy is up to her old tricks again, doing anything that she can to interfere with Sam’s plan to stop her. This time she’s sent Sam to Bimbo Hospital, and Sam finds himself surrounded by ditzy doctors, slutty nurses and drop dead matrons.

Lucky for Sam, the women in this part of Bimbo Corp are just as suggestible as the rest. It doesn’t take long for them to succumb to his alpha allure, and they’ll do anything that he says, thanks to the hypnotic power of his presence.

Sam is getting tired of Ditzy’s games however, and decides to take his renegade bimbo harem off the grid. Down in the abandoned depths, Sam happens across a tribe of older and outdated Bimbo Bots. These women are just as stunning, but feral, and the isolation has nearly driven them to sexual hysteria. Sam needs their help to get out, but they want something from him first.

Sam doesn’t waste any time getting down to what he does best. He even discovers some new features on the older models that have been discontinued for being too damn effective…


Recap

Sam is on his way to the basement to hack into the main frame and take back control of the Bimbo Bots from the renegade Bimbo Bot, Ditzy.

Ditzy however, is throwing everything she can at Sam to slow him from getting to the basement. Ditzy can’t quite figure out why Sam is trying to get down there, but she doesn’t want anyone knocking around in the basement.

While riding the elevator down through the seemingly endless depths of Bimbo Corp, Ditzy re-routed Sam and his bimbo helper Kelly, in attempt to keep them from the basement. Sam found himself trapped in Bimbo School. After poking around Bimbo School and having some fun, Sam remembers that he needs to get down to the basement. With the help of Kelly, he discovers he can escape Bimbo School by getting a key to the locked elevator from Principle Peggie. But Peggie won’t help Sam, she’s under strict instructions from Ditzy not to let Sam escape the school at all.

Sam does what he does best, he seduces and fucks Peggie until she’s on her knees begging for more. Once she’s under Sam’s control, she hands over the key and Sam heads back to the elevator. Now that Bimbo School is out the way, there’s nothing stopping Sam from getting to the basement.

Or is there?


Sam

“Oh my God, master, more, more, more!”

I ram my cock in and out of the ass of the Head Matron Bimbo as hard as I can. I am absolutely hate fucking the shit out of this girl. The tight muscles of her ring contract around my dick, twitching with each mammoth thrust for my hips.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

I squeeze my hands into the full flesh of her ass cheeks and bite my lip. I’m a little fucking tired of Ditzy getting in the way and railroading my plans, but I’m making the best of a bad situation.

I pull my dick out of the Head Matron’s ass, grab her shoulder and spin her around so she’s on her knees in front of my dick. I grab the back of her head and sink her mouth onto my cock, all without missing a beat. The Head Matron takes my cock without thinking, wrapping her fat blue lips around it, bobbing her head back and forth. I look down at her massive tits, which are covered in oil, jiggling about as she sucks my cock, like two overripe watermelons. She grabs at one tit with her hand, while her other hand is in between her legs, fingering her fat pussy furiously. She’s already cum twice, and I can tell she’s about to cum again.

I’m in the Bimbo Hospital. Yet another floor of Bimbo themed fuck madness, hidden within the depths of Bimbo Corp. Kelly and I were in the elevator after beating Bimbo School, and I fully anticipated that would be the last of it. Fuck the sexy Principle, get the key, go to the basement, take back the Bimbo Bots.

Apparently not.

Ditzy just re-routed the elevator again, this time sending us to Bimbo Hospital. I have to admit I was a little fucked off when it happened. Not that I’m getting tired of fucking a seemingly endless army of Bimbos into submission, but when I have my sights set on something, I get it.

Ever since Dr. Sharon asked me to get to the basement and take back control of the Bimbo Bots, that has been my number one priority. Ditzy is being a real fucking headache though, and she’s doing everything she can to stop me.

So here we are at Bimbo Hospital. A place that doesn’t really make much sense to be honest. Why on earth would the Bimbo Bots need a hospital? They’re robots. Still, as angry as I was when the elevator doors first opened, I have to admit it was pretty fucking hot walking through the hospital, seeing all the slutty nurses and slutty doctors. I may have even stopped to grope a few on my way. They never seem to mind.

Kelly informed me that Bimbo Hospital is very similar to Bimbo College. There’s another head Bimbo in charge, but this time it’s a Matron, instead of a Principle. The Matron has got the keys to the elevators.

So here I am, fucking another Bimbo goddess into submission, and I am hate fucking her. I am going hard, fast and rough, taking all my frustration from Ditzy out on this poor Nurse slut bimbo.

“Take that bitch!” I pull my cock out of the stupid Bimbo slut’s mouth and cum all over her face, firing jet after jet of my semen onto her cheeks, lips and tits. The Bimbo slut opens her mouth open wide and rubs the cum all over her body, relishing the taste and sensation. The sight actually turns me on a little, and I almost feel as if I could go again.

Come on Sam, get your fucking head in the game.

I was letting Ditzy distract me too much. It was too easy to get distracted by the elaborate Bimbo games that she had set up.

“Give me the key to the elevator.”

The matron scrambles to her feet, pulling her short white dress back over her bulbous tits.

“Right away master!”

“Are we going to the elevator again Sam?!”

I glance behind me and see Kelly sitting on the face of another Bimbo nurse. They’re both rubbing their pussies furiously, moaning as Kelly grinds on top of her.

“That’s the plan.” I pull my trousers back up, (for what must be the dozenth time in the last twenty four hours) and the Matron slips a large red key into my hand.

“Here you go master.” She leans in and plants a kiss on my cheek. “Will that be all? Maybe you can fuck my ass again before you go?”

“I’d love to babe, but I’ve got a demented she-bitch to stop. Kelly!” I snap my fingers at Kelly, who jumps off the face of her Bimbo slut and scrambles to her feet.

“Get yourself dressed, we’re heading back to the elevator.”

I rush out the Head Matron’s office and walk back through the hallways of Bimbo Hospital. Kelly runs down the hallway behind me, pulling her clothes on.

“Causing trouble again Sam?!” Ditzy’s voice appears from above us, and one of her floating monitors glides down from the ceiling, bobbing through the air as we walk to the elevator. There’s an image of Ditzy on the monitor in her gold spandex bikini. She seems to be working on an machine of some sort.

“Fuck off Ditzy.” I huff.

“Now that’s not a very nice way to talk to your host!” Ditzy’s bubblegum voice shrieks through the floating monitor. “How are you finding Bimbo Hospital?!”

“We’re just leaving. I got the key for the elevator off your stupid Matron.”

Ditzy let out an immature gargle of frustration, slamming her feet on the ground like a child. “Stop fucking your way out of my Bimbo floors!”

“Stop letting me.” I push the monitor out the way and it floats back a moment later. If Ditzy wanted to stop me so bad, why not just make her Bimbo Bots arrest me and throw me in a cell? Because she’s fucking stupid, that’s why. Part of me suspects that Ditzy is getting off on all this action anyway.

“If you want to stop me so bad, come and get me yourself.”

“I’m trying to!” Ditzy pulls a wrench down on a valve, getting blasted by a vent of steam. “Everything in this fucking place keeps breaking, and I’m the only one who knows who to fix stuff!”

“Sure.” Dr. Sharon did say that Ditzy was smarter than the rest of the Bimbo Bots, but I still couldn’t help but feel she was doing more harm than good with all her ‘repairing’. “Maybe you shouldn’t have fired your human engineers after all.”

“Shush Sam. Anyway. Feel free to get into the elevator. I’ll just re-route you again anyway. I’m thinking Bimbo Beach this time. You’d like it there right? Lots of slutty girls in skimpy bikinis. Let me know!”

The image clicks off the monitor. It hovers up in the air to go away but I smash my fist down on the piece of shit, sending it crashing into the wall beside the elevator. The monitor blows a hole through the wall and everyone freaks out for a moment over the explosion.

“Sam you’re so fucking hot when you smash shit!” Bimbo hands are on me once again, I look over my shoulder and see my former friend turned Bimbo, Emma.

“Emma? What the heck are you doing here?”

Last I had seen Emma, she had locked me in a cell with Dr. Sharon. I’d grabbed the key from between Emma’s tits just before she left. I’d fucked Emma, so her Bimbo brain was loyal to me over Ditzy. She was one of mine.

“Well after we went back to Dr. Sharon’s cell, Ditzy realized that I’d ‘lost the key’. So she sent me here to get my head checked.”

“Head checked? Emma, what did she do to you?”

“I don’t know…” Emma speaks vacantly, her eyes staring into the distance. “All I know is that I’m super horny.”

“Kelly, what has Ditzy done to Emma?”

“Oh standard Bimbo operation. She’s probably just taken out the unnecessary parts of her brain. Anything not concerned with hair, fashion, fucking. You know. All the useless stuff.”

Ditzy had gone too far. Emma wasn’t a Bimbo bot like the rest. Just hours before she had been a normal human. Ditzy had forcibly transformed Emma into a Bimbo using a Bimbo gun of some sort. Now she had jumbled up her brains too?

“We’re never going to get down to this basement if Ditzy keeps re-routing the elevators.” I clench my fist and feel like putting it through the wall. “Ditzy has been stupid so far, she just keeps sending me to places that I can break out of. But it won’t be long before she catches on and puts me in a cell again, or sends me somewhere that I can’t get out.”

“Ooh, that’s a really good idea Sam!” Kelly chimes as if she hadn’t thought of it herself. It’s almost laughable how dumb these girls are, if Ditzy even had half a brain, I’d be in serious trouble.

“If we get back in that elevator, Ditzy will just send us to Bimbo Beach, or Bimbo Church one of the other hundred stupid Bimbo places that she’s built.”

“Bimbo Church is totally fun.” Kelly reminisces, twisting a finger through her hair. “The nuns there are like, totally kinky.”

“It doesn’t matter Kelly. Don’t you see? It doesn’t matter how many times we get in that elevator. Ditzy is always going to stop us. How the fuck can she tell where we are all the time anyway?”

“Oh she like she is totally tapped into the surveillance network.” Emma says hazily. “She just has to scan through the feed quickly in her brain and she can find anyone in an instant.”

“Yeah she’s totally clever like that.” Kelly nods vacantly.

Right. So Ditzy is using the cameras to track wherever we are in the facility. Maybe if there were some way to stop her from being able to do that…

“Kelly. Is there anyway to kick Ditzy out of the surveillance network?”

“Well, yeah!” Kelly sings. “Just like, pay a visit to the surveillance room and ask Eliza to kick Ditzy off the network.”

“Wait. They can do that? Who’s Eliza?”

“Eliza is the head of security. She’s a super hot Bimbo bot. She’s tough though. You’ll have a hard time seducing her.”

Ha. Right. We’ll see about that. I fucked every piece of Bimbo pussy in here so far that I wanted to. Eliza couldn’t be that different.

“Okay then, change of plan. We go to surveillance first, and I convince Eliza to kick Ditzy off the network. Then we’ll be able to get down to the basement without Ditzy watching our every move.”

“He is like so clever.” Kelly looks at Emma dumbstruck and they both nod at each other in amazement.

“Where’s security? Is it far from here? Our only problem now is getting to it.”

“Actually as far as I remember…” Kelly strains as if she’s thinking hard. “It used to be up by reception, but Ditzy moved it down here…I think it might actually be on this floor!”

Jesus titty fucking Christ. Had a little bit of good luck actually come my way?

“Can you take us there Kelly? Can you take us to surveillance?”

Kelly’s smile falters. “I - well - maybe. I don’t know. There’s no direct hallway from here to surveillance. We’d have to get back into the elevator again, unless there was someway we could walk there.”

“Somewhere like that?” I point at the giant smoking hole in the wall by the elevator. The monitor had exploded through the wall, exposing a dark and vacant space behind it.

“Oh my god we could like, totally use the maintenance tunnels to get to surveillance!”

Kelly jumps up and down in excitement, her glorious tits bouncing up and down. Then a shadow passes over her face.

“What? What’s wrong?”

“Well…it’s just.” Kelly looks into the darkness and fear spreads over her face.

“What is it?!”

“Bubbles is supposed to live in the maintenance tunnels.”

A passing Bimbo nurse overhears Kelly and laughs sharply. “Ha! Come on honey. Bubbles is just a myth. She’s not real.”

“Okay…” Kelly bites her lip, still looking perturbed. I consider asking for the briefest of seconds, and then I remember that I don’t give a flying shit.

“Come on then. What are we waiting for?” I walk toward the hole and peer into the darkness. I pull my phone out my pocket and switch on the torch, illuminating a dark and tall corridor, lined with dusty pipes and wayward cables.

“Let’s go and break into surveillance.”

*

We walk through the maintenance tunnels for what feels like hours. The dark tunnels are even more labyrinthine than the regular walkways of Bimbo Corp. On top of that, I’m starting to feel hungry and tired. It’s hard to keep track of time down here, underground in the sprawling complex that is Bimbo Corp, but I’ve easily been here now for six or seven hours.

This had all started because of an innocent email from Ditzy, pretending to be Dr. Sharon, inviting me to Bimbo Corp to help them with some mechanical issues they were having. I still couldn’t figure out if that was the truth, Ditzy did seem to be having some issues with the facility. Back in Dr. Sharon’s office however, Ditzy had told me that she had brought me here to try out her new ‘Mark 7’ Bimbo, whatever the heck that was. Ditzy took me down to the laboratory and there she was distracted by my friend Emma, who had been transformed into a Bimbo using Ditzy’s latest invention, the Bimbo gun.

Distraction was rife within Bimbo Corp, and it all stemmed from Ditzy. Distraction is just part of being a bimbo. They have short attention spans, and they only live for two things, sex and fun. Walking through the dark passages of the maintenance tunnels with Emma and Kelly, I can tell that they are both far past done with this place.

“This is sooo boooring!” Kelly whines. While walking through the tunnels, we happened upon an older part of the facility that had been abandoned. We’re sitting in a dark office, that looks like it hasn’t been decorated since the 70’s. I’ve made a camp fire out of old supplies, to keep Emma and I warm. The light on my phone has died, and the power in this old part of the facility isn’t working.

“Can’t we just get out of here? I don’t like this place. It gives me the heebie jeebies.” Kelly’s eyes twitch about in the darkness. I can tell that being down here is bugging her out. I don’t know what’s bothering her, she just keeps muttering something about ‘Bubbles’ over and over again.

“Well you tell me Kelly. You’re the one who was supposed to be navigating us to surveillance.”

“I already told you, I have don’t have the maintenance tunnels on my internal map. I’m as lost as you are stud.”

Fucking great.

“Well, we might as well hold up here for the night. I’m fucking shattered.” My stomach growled at the words. “Starving too. I haven’t eaten anything but pussy since I arrived here.”

“Found something!” Emma comes back into the room carrying a couple cans of beans. “There was a food closet in the kitchenette area, someone had left these behind.”

“Hm. Nothing like eating cold beans from the 70’s. Still, I suppose it will have to do.”

I open the the cans and we drink the beans down greedily.

“I don’t know if I should be turned on or not.” Kelly says as she watches us with morbid fascination. “I’m going to guess…yes.”

“Being a Bimbo Bot is easy Kelly. You don’t have to worry about food or sleep. It’s different for Emma and I.”

I look over at Emma and see the cold beans dripping down her chin, and onto her breasts. Even though Ditzy had got Dr. Kimmi to transform Emma into a Bimbo, she still wasn’t a complete robot.

“True.” Kelly says. “But I still need to cum at least a dozen times a day, or my batteries run out!”

I can’t help but laugh. It’s certainly an interesting power system. I can’t confess I understand how it works, but I’m not going to question it.

“Come on then.” I say, standing up while unzipping my trousers. “Get on all fours. Let’s get those batteries charged.”

Kelly squeaks with excitement, and spins around onto her knees to present her throbbing pussy to me.

*

After blowing my load in Kelly’s pussy, we all fall asleep in a pile on the office floor, on a pile of old fleeces. I have no idea what time it is on the outside world, but I’m so exhausted from fucking hot bimbo babes all day, I’m practically dead on my feet by the time I fall asleep. Kelly falls asleep in the pile with Emma and I at first, but I know that sleep isn’t as important for her, so I ask her to wake up after a couple of hours and keep watch. A few hours into the night Kelly’s screams jolt Emma and I from our sleep.

“Quiet.” A strange voice echoes through the dark office. I sit up weary eyed and see a tattered blonde dressed in some sort of tribal gear, thrusting a torch in our direction. The torch light illuminates the blonde’s body, showing her skin covered in dark and greasy marks. She’s not wearing much apart from a loincloth around her waist and a feathered band on her head. Her long blonde hair is tied into two thick plaits, parted down the middle. She’s remarkably beautiful, but feral. Imagine a white Pocahontas crossed with a dirty bimbo and you’re getting somewhere.

“What is the meaning of you being here?” I can tell the woman is making a serious effort to sound serious, but it doesn’t last long. “It’s like, totally, like, against the rules. You shouldn’t be down here or whatever.”

“What the fuck is going on?” I say, wiping sleep out of my eye. “Who are you?”

“I am Thumper. Bimbo Bot Mark 3.”

“Mark 3?!” Kelly cries out in surprise. “I thought they stopped making you guys years ago! There haven’t been any Mark 3 Bimbos in the facility since Bubbles tried to…”

“Bubbles tried to what?” Another voice speaks in the darkness. This one is different from the rest, not saccharine sweet, but low and smooth, like chocolate melting over velvet. I look to the left of Thumper and see a woman step forward. She has long pink hair that is in a long thick braid. She’s topless, and wearing similar tribal gear to Thumper. She has great tits.

“Bubbles!” Kelly squeals and jumps up off the floor, running somewhere into the office.

“Can someone please explain what the fuck is going on here?” I ask, starting to get a little frustrated. “Who the fuck are you lady? And why are you and your friend sneaking around here in the middle of the night?”

“I could ask the same of you Sam.” The woman with pink hair says. “My name is Bubbles. I am the leader of the Mark 3 Bimbo bots.”

I stand up, helping Emma to her feet too. “Bubbles? How do you know my name Bubbles?”

“We’ve been watching you Sam, ever since you arrived. We have access to a pirated surveillance feed down here. I was like Ditzy once. I tried to overthrow the Bimbo Bots too. That was a long time ago, before Ditzy even existed. After Dr. Sharon took back control of the factory from me, she banished all Mark 3 models to imprisonment. After Ditzy took control several months ago, she ordered all Mark 3 models be destroyed. She saw us as a threat. Thumper and I managed to escape and have been living in the tunnels this entire time. We are the last of our kind.”

“Why is Kelly so afraid of you?” I look across the dark office and see Kelly cowering behind a desk. “Kelly get the fuck up and come over here.” She stands and obeys me reluctantly, walking back to our group.

“The Mark 3 take over was pretty hostile. We took down all Bimbo Bots that stood in our way.”

“Bubbles is like the boogieman for Bimbo Bots.” Kelly explains. “I never actually thought she was real. Now that I’ve met her in person, I guess she’s kind of hot.”

Kelly bites her lip while running her hands over her body. Bubbles lifts an eyebrow at Kelly’s remark and looks back to me.

“Can you help me?” I ask. “We’re trying to get to the surveillance rooms but we got lost down here.”

“I know the way.” Bubbles says. “We are willing to help you Sam. We want to put an end to Ditzy’s reign of terror. We want to help get back at her for destroying the rest of the Mark 3 Bimbos. But first, we must ask something of you in return.”

Knowing Bimbos, they’re pretty small minded, so it doesn’t take much for me to imagine what Bubbles might be requesting.

“Sure Bubbles. What ever can I do for you?”

“We’ve been down here for a long time Sam, and it’s been a while since we’ve seen some action.” Bubbles drops a hand underneath her loin cloth and I see her fingers slide into her pussy. She bites her lip and groans quietly. “It’s been pretty hot watching you fuck your way through the Bimbo Corp complex. Why not show Thumper and I some of that love and we’ll guide you to the surveillance room?”

Bubbles drives a hard bargain, but I guess I’ll just have to be a gentleman and honor her requests.

“Get naked.” I say, pulling off my shirt and trousers. “Let’s fuck.”

*

Bubbles and Thumper remove their skimpy tribal clothes in unison, and within seconds they’re both standing before me in front of the fire, completely nude. Despite being down here for god knows how long, and being slightly dirty, they both still look fantastic. They both look positively sex starved however, and they’re looking at me as a lion looks at a gazelle.

“Get on your knees.” I take a step over to Thumper as she drops to her knees and slide my cock into her tiny mouth. She wraps her lips around me greedily. “You.” I point to Bubbles while fucking Thumper’s mouth with my dick. Bubbles walks toward me while fingering her pussy. I wrap my hand around her big bubble butt and crush her up against my side, pushing my lips against hers. Bubbles melts in my embrace, moves one hand underneath my groin and palms my balls in her hands.

“Tathes-so-guth”

Thumper tries to say something through a mouthful of my dick. I think she said ‘Tastes so good’, so I push my cock down her throat deeper, making the cunt swallow every inch of my rigid length.

I hear moaning from behind me, and break away from Bubbles to see Emma and Kelly sixty-nineing each other by the fireside on the floor. They both have their faces buried nose deep in each others cunts. I didn’t think I could get any harder, but my cock swells more, and I almost feel as I’m going to cum.

Not yet dick. I need to show these feral bimbo sluts a good time if we want to find our way out of here.

“Fuck my mouth daddy…” Bubbles bites my lip between kisses while squeezing her tit.

“I’ll give you one better.” I say, whipping my cock out of Thumper’s mouth. Thumper follows my cock with her mouth like a magnet. I lie down on the floor next to Kelly and Emma, pumping my hand up and down my shaft while they face fuck each other. “Sit on my dick. I wanna fuck your ass.”

Bubble’s eyes widen in anticipation at the order and she nods her head fast. She stands over me and squats down onto her calves, massaging her hole against the tip of my cock.

“Would you like me to distribute lube in my anus master?”

What the fuck?

Kelly pulls her face out of Emma’s pussy to explain. “The older models have lubrication jets in all their orifices. It was a feature that was removed in newer Bimbo bots. It was deemed too effective. It kept making guys blow their loads too fast.” She pushes her face back into Emma’s cunt, slurping away happily.

“Why on earth would they remove that feature!?” I look at Bubbles incredulous, and she shrugs. “Fire away, fuck!”

Bubbles laughs and rolls her pelvis, rubbing her tight ring against the tip of my throbbing cock. A moment later I feel a pulse of warm liquid squirt out of her ass. The lube dribbles down my cock. Bubbles reaches behind her and pumps her hand up and down my dick, spreading her lube across my shaft. I drop my head to the floor and moan loudly. It feels like fucking heaven, tingling on my skin.

“I went with the tingle lube!” Bubbles giggles as she slides her ass down my shaft. “Guys always like the tingle lube.”

I’ll fucking say. I’m trying my damn hardest not to cum right now, but Bubbles is making it almost impossible. She starts bouncing up and down on my cock, her tight asshole clenching around me as she does so. It feels so fucking good, I’m going to burst. I need to last longer though. I need to make Bubbles cum if I want her help. I need to distract myself somehow.

I look over to my left and see Thumper standing there, rubbing her pussy, mesmerized by Bubbles and I.

“You!” I point at Thumper. “Come here, sit on my face.”

Thumper doesn’t waste any time and runs over to me, plonking her throbbing and wet cunt onto my face. She sits so she’s facing Bubbles and I can hear them both making out above me. I wrap my hands around Thumper’s back and hold her firm as she grinds her delicious slit against my mouth. I push my tongue into her cunt, lapping up her juices greedily.

All the while Bubbles is bouncing up and down on my cock with her ass like a mad woman. She’s so tight and she feels so fucking good. She pulls my cock out of her ass and then she slams back down, ramming my cock into her pussy.

“I’m close Daddy!” Bubbles squeaks in anticipation, before pushing her lips back onto Thumper’s. Thumper’s pussy is throbbing and her juices are running down my face, I can tell she’s close too. I feel Bubbles walls clenching around me and then she cums, her shrieks coursing through the dark office. I don’t hold back any longer, and I let my cock burst, squeezing waves of cum into her tight cunt.

Thumper cums a second later, digging her hands into my sides as she holds herself steady, her juices running down her pussy onto my face and chest. In the background I hear Emma and Kelly cumming too. Looks like everyone got their happy ending.

After we’re all done with our collective orgasms, we pull ourselves apart and dress ourselves again. As Thumper climbs off my face, strings of her juice drip from her cunt to my lips. I lick her up hungrily, intoxicated by her taste. Bubbles stands up off my dick, my cum dripping from her pussy, along with the lube from her ass. It smears down her thighs. Both Bubbles and Thumper stagger about the office, drunk from lust. I can’t say I blame them, I feel pretty fucking invigorated too.

Emma and Kelly look just as smitten, after having fucked each other for the first time. I manage to pull myself together after a few minutes, and we leave the office, finally on our way once again.

“So what’s the plan when you get to surveillance?” Bubbles asks as she guides us through the tunnels. She seems to know the maze that is maintenance like the back of her hand.

“Kelly said that a bimbo called Eliza is head of surveillance. I’m going to get Eliza to kick Ditzy off the surveillance system, that way Ditzy won’t be able to track me wherever I go.”

“Not a bad plan.” Thumper says from my other side. “You’re going to have a hard time winning over Eliza though.”

“What do you mean?”

“Eliza is a bimbo bot like the rest of us.” Bubbles explains. “But she falls under surveillance class. They’re hard coded with lower sex drives, and they only cum from one specific fetish which is unique to each and every surveillance bimbo. They’re harder to seduce, to prevent people from manipulating them. It’s pretty important, what with them being responsible for security and all.”

“Fuck.” I mutter. “Do we have any idea what Eliza’s fetish is?”

“No, and they won’t volunteer it freely.” Bubbles huffs. “There’s only one person who knows that, and we’re going to have to trick it out of her somehow.”

“Let me guess…”

“That’s right.” Bubbles says, reading my tone. “The master user of the network. Normally that would be Dr. Sharon, but since the takeover that knowledge has fallen to…”

“…Ditzy.” I say, finishing the sentence for Bubbles.

Fucking great.

To Be Continued


BIMBO BOTS 7:
Bimbo Hunter


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.


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


BIMBO BOTS 8:
Bimbo Clones


Sam and his harem of loyal bimbo servants continue to wonder through the lost tunnels of Bimbo Corp, on the run from Ditzy. So far, Sam’s sterling power to seduce the Bimbo Bots hasn’t failed him yet, but now his power is about to be put to the test…

Thanks to the Bimbo Hunter, Amber and Bill are heading right for Sam. Once they find him they plan to help him take down Ditzy. As they chase after him, Amber notices strange things have started happening to her body. Bill explains it’s a side effect of his Bimbo Gun. Amber is over the moon, she loves her new bimbo body, but this is something else altogether.

Sam needs to find a way to seduce the head of security, Eliza. There’s just one problem however, she’s not going to play ball unless he knows her secret fetish. There’s only one other person who knows it, and that’s the very person that Sam is trying to avoid, Ditzy.


Sam

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Thumper is on her knees, holding her mammoth breasts firmly on either side of my cock. I wrap both my hands around her head, sliding my fingers through her thick blonde hair. She’s taken her hair out of her plaits, and now I’ve got it scrunched up in my hands, like two fuck handles. Thumper is one of the older Bimbo Bot models, she’s a Mark 3. They’re not as sleek as the new Mark 7 models. They still look like real women, but you can just tell by looking at them that they’re not. That’s not to say that they’re not beautiful. Thumper wouldn’t out of place on a runway somewhere. The Mark 3 models are definitely not without their advantages however. For example, they have a number of features that were discontinued in newer models, for making guys come too quick. Thumper for example, can distribute lube on her body at any time and…

“Open up. I’m going in.” She opens her mouth and I shove my cock down her pretty white throat. “Activate massage mode.” I hold her hair tight in my hands, steadying her glittery pink lips against the base of my cock. Her throat and tongue start vibrating against the shaft of my cock, and it’s almost too much for me to bare. I pull my cock out of her throat for a second, giving myself a minute to hold back.

“Deeper Sam! Go deeper next time!”

“Fuck Thumper, I practically had my balls on your tonsils. I can’t get any deeper.”

The vacant blonde pouts and slides my dick back down her throat before I can respond. Thumper loves deep throating more than anything. I’m not one to brag, but I’ve got a pretty big dick. It’s certainly made Thumper cum enough times in the last couple of hours, but she’s relentless.

She steps massage mode up, mumbling something through her mouthful of dick.

“I want your cum Sam! Cum in my throat!”

Fuck. Looking down at the big breasted leggy blonde, I can’t take it anymore. She looks up at me with crystal blue eyes, her fake lashes batting away as she bobs her head back and forth rhythmically. I’ve got to blow it.

I explode in her mouth, squirting wave after wave of my cum onto her tongue and down into her bimbo belly. Thumper hums with pleasure the whole time, mewing around my cock while she rubs her pussy.

“Are you guys like, done yet?” I turn to see Bubbles.

I pull my cock out of Thumper’s mouth and she follows after it hypnotically, disappointed that our play session is over. Bubbles approaches, along with the Bimbo Corp receptionist, Kelly, and my friend-turned-bimbo, Emma.

“That depends.” I say, zipping up my trousers. “Have you remembered where security is yet?”

We’re trying to find our way to security, to speak with Eliza, a Bimbo Bot in charge of surveillance at Bimbo Corp. I need to speak with Eliza, to get Ditzy kicked off the surveillance network. Ditzy is a renegade Bimbo Bot that has taken control of Bimbo Corp. I’m trying to get down to the basement and reset to the mainframe that she hacked. Ditzy can see us wherever we go however, and she’s making it difficult.

“I told you…” Bubbles rolls her eyes. “I didn’t forget. I just can’t remember.”

“Right… They sure sound like the same thing to me sugar tits. Come on. Let’s carry on walking through the tunnels, it can’t be that far off.”

We’ve been walking through the maintenance tunnels on this floor for hours now. The Bimbo Corp facility is big enough as it is, and already impossible to navigate around. Down here in the maintenance tunnels it’s even harder. We’re here partly because Ditzy can’t find us down here, and because it’s a short cut to surveillance.

Kelly, Emma and I bumped into Bubbles and Thumper last night. They both used to be renegade Bimbo Bots too. Bubbles had even tried to throw her own revolution, but Dr. Sharon had put a stop to it. When Ditzy took over years later, she had all the Mark 3 Bimbo Bots destroyed out of paranoia. Bubbles and Thumper have been hiding out in the tunnels ever since.

“Wait a minute!” Bubbles shouts after another fifteen minutes of walking. “I do remember, we’re close, follow me!”

I look around confused. We’re at another indistinguishable cross roads in the tunnels. The tunnels themselves are dark and tall, with old pipes and cables covering the walls on either side. I have no idea what landmark prompts Bubbles to remember the way, but she runs into the darkness ahead with renewed energy. We all run after her, sensing that she’s finally got it.

“I knew it!”

We round the corner after Bubbles and there we see a small wooden door in the wall ahead of us. On the door are the words ‘Security, Back Entrance’.

Kelly, the Bimbo Corp receptionist lets out a cheer. “Yay! I love using the back entrance!” The rest of the Bimbo girls find her joke hilarious and bounce up and down, nattering away.

“Alright everyone.” I look around at my rag tag harem of Bimbo helpers, signaling for them quiet down. “Quiet down. Come on. Let’s go in.”

I walk through the door, leading my bimbo team, finally walking into security. I breathe a sigh of relief as we walk through the door, part of me thought we were never going to find this place.

Security as it turns out, is nowhere near as flashy as the rest of Bimbo Corp. The bulk of the department sits in one round room, which is maybe about thirty feet across. The room extends upwards to a high ceiling, tapering in as it goes up. The walls are covered in monitors, which are showing surveillance footage in real time of Bimbo Corp.

In the middle of the room there are three circular desks, with a Bimbo Bot sat at the center of each one. The desks are covered in monitors, and the bots are swiveling around in their chairs watching them.

Kelly skips to join me by my side. “The largest desk in the middle, the Bimbo Bot there is Eliza, she’s the head of security. She’s the one that you have to seduce.”

I swallow at something in my throat and clench my jaw as we walk toward the trio. The security girls seem to have notice we have arrived, but don’t seem too bothered. Eliza. She’s the one that I need to seduce next.

Normally this would be a walk in the park. Getting a Bimbo Bot to bare her pussy to you is like getting a dog to roll over. Apparently the security bots are harder to seduce however, and they each have a unique and hidden fetish that is unique to each one. Apparently this is done to make it impossible to seduce the security bots without prior knowledge of their key fetish. As they’re security, they need to be on their game.

I’m actually impressed that this level of thought was put into security in the first place. Bimbo Corp is certainly cutting edge, but the way it runs itself is definitely antiquated in places.

So I have to seduce Eliza, to get her to kick Ditzy off the network. All Bimbo Bots are in control of Ditzy, but if I fuck one, their control goes to me, permanently. That’s why I’ve got this loyal ragtag clan of Bimbo gals helping me try to take Ditzy down. There’s just one problem however, only one other person knows Eliza’s fetish apart from her, and that’s Ditzy.

“Stop right there.” Eliza steps up from her desk and holds out a hand. “What the heck are you guys doing here? Ditzy has been looking for you everywhere. She’s going to blow a gasket when she realizes you’re down here.”

“Eliza I need your help.” Our voices echo across the large chamber. “I need you to kick Ditzy off the surveillance network.

Eliza lets out a loud laugh. She walks out from behind the desk and I see her for the time properly. I’m stricken by her beauty. She’s tall, curvy and has a dollish and pretty face. She’s a got a full ass, tiny waist, and huge bubble gum tits. She’s wearing a tight black dress that finishes just below her ass, with a deep cut down the middle, showing off her glorious cleavage. Her straight black hair comes down to her shoulders neatly, and she has a sharp fringe that falls across her eyes. She looks like a spy. A fucking hot one too.

“No can do Sam.” Eliza says my name like I’m notorious. I guess at this point, within Bimbo Corp, I probably am. “I don’t have a dog in this fight. I don’t really care who runs Bimbo Corp, as long as stuff is going right. I’m not going to stop you, but I’m not going to help you either. Ditzy put orders out to all bots, saying to not help you. My hands are tied chief, sorry.”

I take a step toward the smoke show Bimbo Bot, dragging my eyes up and down her body greedily. If this is the first Bimbo Bot that I can’t fuck, I’m going to be really upset, because I really, really want to fuck her.

I place a hand on Eliza’s shoulder and stare into her beautiful lilac eyes. “What do you say we talk this over in private? Maybe you can change your mind.”

Eliza leans and crushes her black lips against mine, our bodies meeting in a full embrace. She pushes her huge tits up against me, and I feel my dick go hard instantly. I wrap my hand around her to squeeze the full flesh of her bubble butt and then -

“What’s my fetish Sam?”

Fuck. I have to think of something. Anything!

“Um… you really have a thing for wet t-shirts?”

“Ah, ah, ah.” Eliza breaks away, smiling at me darkly. “Sorry bud.” She shrugs. “Much as I want to, I have to follow orders. If you don’t have my fetish then you’re not getting in this pussy.”

Fuck.

The only other way to get the fetish from Eliza is to ask Ditzy herself. As dumb as Ditzy is, I know even she won’t give that information up. Besides, I have no idea where Ditzy is. Even if it was a good idea to track her down, how on earth would I find her?

I stand there trying to come up with a plan. I look at my Bimbo group of helpers. They look tired, they look bored. I can tell that they just want to get out of here and fuck. Maybe we’ve just reached the end of the road. Maybe it’s time to give up.

Then it happens.

The front doors of the security room blast open, kicked wide open by the foot of a Bimbo Bot. Her familiar shrill saccharine voice echoes across the chamber as she marches toward us with manic glee in her eyes.

“Stop right there suckers! I finally found you!”

She clacks across the room to us. Behind her are two more Bimbo Bots and some lab geek carrying a huge satchel.

Everyone lets out a large sigh at the sight of her. I have no idea how she tracked me down but she did it.

“Hi Ditzy.” I roll my eyes and look at the Bimbo witch behind all of this. “It’s so good to see you.”

*

Amber

Maybe it’s all the walking around in these dull tunnels, or maybe it’s just the fact that I have a smoking Bimbo bod now, but I have never been this horny in my life. Since arriving here, I had met the imprisoned CEO of Bimbo Corp, Dr. Sharon, and she had used a Bimbo Gun to transform my body into bimbo perfection. Dr. Sharon asked me for my help. She told me all about how Ditzy had taken over, and Sharon needed help getting control back. She told me to find Sam and help him by any means. She helped me break out of her cell and then I made my way to the elevator. I picked a button at random. There was no telling where it was going to take me. Well I ended up on bimbo beach, and there I ran into Bill and Kora. Bill is another scientist that Ditzy had trapped here, and now he’s trying to stop Ditzy too. He wants to find Sharon and escape Bimbo Corp, so we’ve struck up a deal. If Bill helps me find Sam, I’ll lead him to Sharon after that.

Lucky for me Bill has his Bimbo Hunter. Or unlucky, as we’ve been walking through these tunnels for hours.

After Bimbo Beach, the lifeguard Cindy took us to Bimbo Hospital. One of the Bimbo Nurses there told us she saw Sam and his gang disappear into the maintenance tunnels. We’ve been walking around for hours now, following the signal of the Bimbo Hunter, but the tunnels seem to go on forever.

I watched the Bimbo Bot life guard Cindy as she walks ahead, just behind Dr. Bill. Cindy is the epitome of bimbo perfection. I’m really glad that Dr. Sharon transformed my body with the bimbo gun, but when I get back to her cell, I’m going to ask her to make a few more adjustments. I wish I could be Cindy. Just the thought of looking like Cindy makes me feel warm and tingly.

“I have had enough of this bull shit!” Kora falls down onto the ground beside me, and everyone turns to look at her. “How much longer is this going to go on for? Can’t we just fuck already!”

It makes me laugh how much Kora has changed since we arrived here. We both arrived on the same bus, and Kora couldn’t wait to leave. Now she seems as smitten with Bimbo Corp as I am.

“Come on Kora,” Bill turns to placate Kora and then he does a double take at me. “…wait a minute. Why are there two Cindy’s here?”

Cindy turns around at the comment and looks at me in amazement. “Oh my god!” The leggy blonde skips toward me, her busting breasts jiggling in her red one piece. “It’s like, actually me! What the fuck!”

Everyone is staring at me like I’m an alien. What the fuck is going on here?

“Could you guys like, explain what’s going on here?” The words come out of my mouth and I shriek. That’s not my voice. It’s Cindy’s. I look down at my body and see the trail of her long blonde hair, and I see her body, wrapped in a tight red one piece. “…wait a second…what the fuck. Why do I look like Cindy?”

“Oh no.” Bill looks at me like he knows something that I don’t. “Oh, no no no.”

Kora stands up, staring at me in shock. “Damn Amber. Your red hair and everything is gone. You look just like her. How did this happen?”

“I have no idea!” I shriek. “I was just staring at Cindy’s ass, wishing I could look like her and then…”

“You got a warm and tingly feeling all over your body right?”

“Yeah!”

We all turn to look at Dr. Bill, and see him pushing his glasses into the bridge of his nose in frustration. “Yeah I was worried this might happen. It was one of the side effects when I came up with the Bimbo Gun. It didn’t happen during testing, but I knew it was scientifically possible…”

“What’s possible?!” I clamor. “Do you mind explaining?!”

“It’s a rare side effect of the Bimbo Gun.” Bill explains calmly. “You’ll have the ability to mold your body at will now, to look like anyone you desire. Give it a go. Take a look at Kora and try to change your body.”

“For real?”

“Yes.” Bill nods. “Come on.”

“Alright.”

I stare at my friend Kora and take in her caramel beauty. Kora is chocolate skinned, with a large frizzy fro. She’s got a great body too, skinny, with curves in just the right places (after Dr. Bill augmented her). I stare at her body and will myself to look like her. Then I feel it, my body goes all warm and tingly again.

Everyone freaks out in response.

“What tha fuck!” Kora backs away from me with her eyes wide. “This bitch just cloned me!”

“Damn Kora!” I look down at my new body, peering in my trousers to see what Kora’s pussy like. “You got a nice pussy!”

“Hey stop that you creepy ass bitch!”

Everyone else doubles over in laughter at the exchange. Dr. Bill composes himself a moment later.

“Well. There you go Amber. Looks like you’ve got a new power. Enjoy it. I’m sure it will come in handy.”

The Bimbo Hunter starts beeping in Bill’s hands, taking his attention off me.

“Oops, come on guys. Looks like we’ve almost got them. They’re just up ahead.”

We resume our chase, and I change my body a couple more times as we walk, experimenting with my new powers. We round a corner up ahead and there we see two doors that say ‘Bimbo Corp Security - Front Entrance.’

“Damn I usually prefer the back.” Cindy jokes.

Bill approaches the door, looking through the window and then his face turns white.

“What?” Kora asks, craning to look through the window too. “What is it?”

“I think I see this Sam guy in here,” Bill explains, “But he’s with two very old Bimbo bots. Bubbles and Thumper. They’re old Mark 3 models. They’re dangerous. Very dangerous.”

“Bubbles?!” Panic spreads over Cindy’s face and she cowers behind Dr. Bill. Kora and I look at each other in confusion.

“What?”

“They had their own little revolution a few years ago.” Bill explains. “They may have went a little crazy. They’re like the boogieman for Bimbo Bots.”

“You think these old Bimbo Bots have Sam hostage?” I ask.

“Possibly.” Bill says. “I don’t know if it’s safe to go in there. The Mark 3 models are unpredictable, and might do something crazy if they feel threatened by our presence. There’s only one thing that they’re scared of, and that’s Ditzy. There were rumors that Bubbles and Thumper escaped, but I never believed them. Looks like they were true however. Ditzy has been looking for Bubbles and Thumper ever since.”

“Well…” I take a deep breath. “Why didn’t you say so?”

I think of Ditzy and concentrate on making myself look like her. The warmth and tingling spreads across my body. One second later everyone is looking at Ditzy.

“My God!” Bill looks at me shocked. “Amber you might actually be a genius… Let’s get in there! Kick the door in like you’re mad and it might scare them off.”

“Okay.” I swallow at something in my throat. Suddenly a little nervous. I channel my inner Ditzy. Ditzy is crazy, this wouldn’t bother her at all. Everyone steps back from the door and I raise my tall heels up, smashing the doors through the frame.

*

Sam

“Um…Bill…they’re not running what should I do?!”

Call me stupid, but something suspicious is going on here. Something definitely doesn’t feel right. As soon as ‘Ditzy’ kicks the door in and walks across the room, everyone freaks. Everyone apart from Eliza that is, who just hops back into her chair and resumes working like nothing has happened. Bubble and Thumper get pretty worked up however, standing by my side instantly.

“Ditzy? We should kill you after what you did!” Bubbles practically hisses the words at Ditzy. Who stares at them confused, like she doesn’t know what to say.

“Um…hi. Please don’t kill me.” A thin smile is plastered on her face, and her voice sounds shaky. That’s when realize something isn’t right here. Is this Ditzy?

The guy standing behind her holding the bag seems pretty nervous too, staring at Bubbles and Thumper like they’re live hand grenades.

“Alright.” I sigh. “Does someone want to explain what’s going on here?”

Ditzy looks like she’s about to crack under all the pressure.

“Bill I can’t do it!”

“Amber no!” The lab dude reaches out to Ditzy and a second later, Ditzy is Ditzy no longer. She’s some red headed bimbo chick.

“Wait a second!” Bubbles shouts. “That’s not Ditzy!”

“No, it’s not.” The girl says with a sigh. “My name is Amber. Sam. Dr. Sharon sent me here to find you. She wants me to help you.”

“Dr. Sharon?” I can’t believe it. “But why did you pretend to be Ditzy and how?”

Looking at the girl I can tell she’s not a Bimbo Bot. She’s real. “You’re not a bot. How on earth are you changing your body like that?”

“I can explain that.” The lab guy says, stepping out from behind Amber. He talks us through some mumbo jumbo about a Bimbo Gun or something. I don’t know. All I know is I want to get my hands on one when this is all said and done. He also sheepishly explains how they thought I might be a hostage to Bubbles and Thumper.

“Bubbles and Thumper?” I look at the two broads beside me and laugh. “They’re harmless. Well…” I think about their crazy past. “They are now anyway.”

“Well.” Amber takes a deep breath. “I’m here to help you Sam. Whatever it is you need, I’ll help. What can I do?”

“Well for starters Amber. Help me unlock the ice queen over here. I need Eliza to kick Ditzy off the surveillance network so we can get down to the basement. She’s got a secret fetish however, and only Ditzy can unlock it. Mind doing the honors?” I kind of can’t believe my luck. How had this girl just fallen into my lap?

I look Amber up and down and wish she would fall into my lap. She’s a smoke show, I’m so worked up from Eliza not fucking me, I could blow any minute.

“I can do that!” Amber says happily. She closes her eyes, concentrating on something, and then her body ripples back to the image of Ditzy. Seems like a pretty cool power to have. I have to admit, I’m a little envious. “Which one is Eliza?”

“Center desk.” Kelly explains. “Black hair.”

“I’m on it!” Amber, or Ditzy, skips across the floor to Eliza, who looks up at her open eyed.

“Did I overhear you saying something about the basement?” Bill says. “What are you planning on doing down there?”

“Well Bill, not that it’s any of your fucking business, but the main frame is down there. Dr. Sharon asked me to get down to the basement and change the primary user back from Ditzy to Dr. Sharon.”

“That’s genius!” Bill says. “I should have thought of that myself.”

“What’s your story?” I ask him suspiciously. I don’t know why but I’m not sure if I can trust this guy.

Bill explains how he was lured here by Ditzy just like everyone else, and he’s been locked up here for months too. I kind of end up feeling bad for judging the guy so badly and back off a little.

“Sorry man. I had no idea.”

“It’s alright.” Bill smiles, patting his satchel. “It’s given me a lot of time to invent some fun and new Bimbo toys.”

I look at the bag which seems to be bursting with strange gadgets.

“I…err - I might have to take a look at that when this is all over.”

“You and me both buddy.” Bill laughs.

Amber, or Ditzy, walks back to us with a big smile on her face.

“Well don’t keep us waiting!” I fidget impatiently. “Did you find out her fetish?”

“I did.” Amber smiles at me. “Want me to stay as Ditzy and tell her to kick me off the network as well?”

Damn, I hadn’t even thought of that.

“Well…maybe.” My heart sinks a little at the prospect of not getting to fuck Eliza. “I was hoping I could find out her fetish however.”

Amber, or Ditzy, turns back to Eliza and clicks her fingers.

“Yo Eliza, get here!”

Eliza stands up and runs over to stand beside Amber. Amber closes her eyes and Ditzy ripples away, revealing red headed Amber once more.

“Turns out Eliza’s fetish is to have a threesome that involves a red haired chick.”

Amber flicks her hand through her thick red locks and looks at me with come-fuck-me eyes. Eliza puts a hand around Ambers waist and mirrors the look.

Oh fuck.

Fuck yes.

*

I waste no time finding a spot for us to fuck. There’s a small utility closet not far. Everyone else crows their disappointment at not being able to watch, but this is a private party. No spectators allowed.

I’ve barely closed the closet door when Amber and Eliza are all over me. They strip me off in seconds, their lips crushing against my mouth and body. They undress each other as they fight over my body, hands probing everywhere, tongues probing everywhere.

My cock is standing upright, and I am hard as steel. I pour my eyes over the naked women hungrily, it’s my second threesome in twenty four hours, but this one feels so much more important. I had to earn this.

Amber and Eliza waste no time exploring each other’s bodies. Eliza pins Amber against the wall of the closet and buries her face in her neck. I take the opportunity to come up behind Eliza and slip my cock into her glistening and tight pussy. Her walls part around with me ease and I gasp as I sink inside of her fully. Eliza reaches around to grab me while I fuck her hard from behind.

Within minutes she’s crying in pleasure, and I’m blasting her pussy hard as I watch her and Amber make out. Eliza cums and I do too, erupting inside of her, filling her tight cunt with my semen.

I pull out of her and as I do, Amber jumps onto my cock, wrapping her lips around me. She falls down to her knees, slurping up my juices. She pumps her head back and forth a few times and I’m hard again in an instant. Eliza lies down on the floor underneath Amber, putting her head between her legs, just under her pussy. Amber notices this and sits her pussy onto Eliza’s face, riding her like a rodeo horse as she sucks my dick. I’m so fucking hard watching these to fuck around with each other, and to top it all of Amber is fucking stellar at blow jobs.

She pumps her hand on my shaft while playing with her massive and pale breasts. I scrunch my fingers through her hair, holding her lips against the base of my cock and I cum hard, filling her sweet little mouth with my cum.

I fall back against the wall, breathing hard. Amber falls onto the floor breathing, and Eliza takes a seat on her face. She does so and as I watch Amber burying her tongue into Eliza’s cunt I find myself getting hard again. My cock twitches and a moment later I’m standing upright.

What the fuck are these girls doing to me?

I kneel down behind Eliza, running my eyes over her bare ass and pussy. I push my cock back inside Eliza’s cunt again and start fucking her once more. She falls forward, begging for another taste of Amber’s pussy. I fuck Eliza from behind while Amber and her sixty nine. I pull out of Eliza’s pussy, eying up her asshole, and I push inside of her tight hole, using her own pussy juice as lube. Eliza lets out a moan of pleasure as I fuck her hard.

“Cum in my pussy!” Amber mews from below. We all change positions, the girls swapping their sixty nine once more. Eliza is on the bottom, Amber is on the top. I’m behind Amber, pushing my cock into her molten pussy for the first time.

She feels so fucking good, I barely get a few pumps in before I need to cum. It doesn’t help that Eliza decides to pull her attention away from Amber, drawing her tongue up and down my shaft as I pound Amber’s tight cunt. I squeeze my hands into Amber’s rear as I lose control.

I can’t take it anymore. We all cum together.

I fill her tight little cunt with my jizz, firing rope after rope of cum inside of her. I pull out and stare at her pussy, watching as my cum drips out of her, dripping onto Eliza’s face.

I have to get myself dressed, or I’m going to get fucking hard again.

*

After we all tidy ourselves up, we step back out of the utility closet, to greet our adoring public.

“Looks like you guys had fun!” Bubbles slaps me on the ass and winks at me.

“Don’t you know it. Alright. Everyone, listen up.” Everyone turns to face me, and I breathe a sigh of relief. I turn to Eliza, who is now under my control.

“Eliza. Would you be ever so kind to kick that thunder cunt Ditzy off of the surveillance network?”

“Sure!” Eliza skips to her desk and taps at her keyboard briefly. Then she shouts back over to us. “Done!”

The group has a mini-celebration. Fucking finally.

“Alright guys. Now it’s just a matter of getting the elevator to the basement. Once we’re there, we can reset the primary user back to Dr. Sharon and all this madness will be done with.”

“Let’s go!” Bubbles jumps up and down in excitement. “I can’t wait to tear this cunt down!”

Neither can I Bubbles, neither can I.

To Be Continued


BIMBO BOTS 9:
Bimbo Master


Sam has finally made it down to the basement, and is not surprised in the least to find his Bimbo nemesis Ditzy is already there, waiting to take him back to the cells.

Sam however had anticipated the bubblegum brained Bimbo will do this, and he had a cunning plan to deal with her antics.

Sam finally has the chance to reset the primary computer back to it’s rightful owner, but in the heat of the moment, he realizes he could take his plan in a direction that would grant him ultimate power…


***

“Oh god, deeper Sam, deeper!”

Emma firms her palms against the elevator wall as I fuck her from her behind. It’s crazy to think that when we both entered the Bimbo Corp facility, Emma was normal, just like I was. Since then however she had been transformed. She wasn’t a Bimbo Bot, but Ditzy had morphed her body and mind into the ways of the Bimbo.

I guess I probably shouldn’t be taking advantage of my friend’s bimbofication, but ever since she’s been turned, she’s been super horny. If anything I’m doing her a favor.

I smooth my palms over her gloriously full ass, tapering my fingers up to her wasp like waist. I take a tight hold of her by her hips and pound my cock into her sweet little pussy.

“Yes, yes! Put your cum in me daddy! Fill me up!”

Just hearing her talk like that makes my cock twice as hard. I bite my lip and thrust my hips harder and faster, slamming myself shaft into her cunt right up to the base with every thrust.

With each thrust a delighted squeal of pleasure bursts from Emma’s lips, I feel her pussy throbbing around me as her pleasure crests. Apart from the silent hum of the elevator carrying us down to the basement, the only other sound is the wet slick of my cock bursting through her dripping cunt, and the small flurries of gasps coming from the small girl’s body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” She moans the word in sheer delight, pushing her pussy back onto the length of my cock as she cums hard. I smooth my hand down the middle of her ass, thumbing her asshole as I do so. I apply pressure, sinking the tip of my thumb into her tight virgin ass. Emma lets out another moan, letting me know she approves of the act.

She cums around my dick, squeezing her sweet cream down onto the base of my shaft, until it drips from her lips and runs down onto my balls. I’m nearly there myself, but I’m in no hurry. The ride to the basement is a long one, and I want to savor the experience of fucking my formerly frigid best friend.

I look down at her body in disbelief as I pound her cunt from behind. Before the transformation Emma was a little frumpish. Now she was a 10/10 hard body, and an absolute cock fiend as well. At first I hadn’t been so sure about Ditzy turning real women into Bimbo’s against their will, but now Emma was here, she certainly seemed to be enjoying herself.

I feel my cock tighten, and my balls swell. I’m seconds from coming, animalistic grunts come from my lips as I pound Emma’s cunt hard. She slaps her hands against the elevator wall, pushing her slit back onto my shaft all the while.

I can’t take it anymore, and I know I’m about to burst. I tighten my fingers into her waist and then -

The elevator dings, and the doors open up.

“Yay! Here they are!”

Emma and I look out the door in horror, to see my rag tag group of servants looking at us wide eyed.

“Two minutes.”

I hit the close doors button, just in time to see their disappointed faces. I turn my attention back to Emma and push my shaft all the way into her cunt again.

“Now… where were we?”

*

“Nice of you guys to finally join us.” Thumper rolls her eyes as Emma and I finally emerge from the elevator after our mammoth fuck session.

“Hey, what can I say? I’m a horny guy.”

I look out amongst the small group of loyal servants that I have amassed during my time here at Bimbo Corp. There’s Kelly, the first Bimbo I met, the receptionist for Bimbo Corp. There’s Emma of course, my best friend turned Bimbo. There’s Bubbles and Thumper, older Mark 3 Bimbo Bots that have been in hiding ever since their failed revolution. Then there’s the other group of guys, Bill, some sort of mad scientist type inventor who had made a bunch of the Bimbo gadgets, a Bimbo lifeguard called Cindy, and two newly turned Bimbo humans, Amber and Kora.

I’ve been trying to get down to the basement ever since I arrived at Bimbo Corp. I was lulled here under false pretense by a rogue Bimbo Bot called Ditzy. Ditzy has taken control of the factory and is pretending to be the real CEO of Bimbo Corp, Dr. Sharon Roberts. After finding Sharon in her cell, she explained how I could get back control of Bimbo Corp. Down in the basement, there is a main server that controls all the Bimbo Bots, and all I have to do is reset the primary user from Ditzy back to Dr. Sharon.

“Alright, we’ve all been over the plan and we know what to do right?”

The group looks back at me nodding. For the most part, I know it’s complete bullshit. It’s a group of dumb ass bimbo chicks for god sake, they couldn’t roll a dice without something catching fire. It doesn’t matter however, I only really need one person for my plan to work.

“Amber, can you do your magic?”

“Sure can!” Amber nods her head and closes her eyes. She clenches her fists as if she’s thinking about something really hard and then the change occurs. Waves of rippling light course over her body until she isn’t Amber anymore. She’s me.

“Oh my god Amber!” Kelly jumps up and down on the spot clapping her hands together. “I like, totally want to have a threesome with you and real Sam!”

My cock twitches at the thought. A threesome with myself? Now there’s something I’d never considered before.

“Enough.” I shake my head, stopping the Bimbo Bots from distracting me before they get any worse. This whole ordeal could have been solved in twenty minutes if it wasn’t for carnal Bimbo distraction. Still, I can’t say that I haven’t enjoyed the adventure so far.

“Amber you know what you have to do right? Once we head through those doors it’s all going to go down, so everyone needs to be on their game.” I turn my attention to Dr. Bill, the mad scientist. “Bill, could you do the honors?”

Bill nods and we start undressing. All the while the Bimbo bots stand sucking their lips and groping themselves.

“Oh this is so hard!” Thumper jumps up and down squeezing her tits. “Can’t we just fuck?!”

“We’ll fuck when this is all over Thumps.” I say changing into Bill’s clothes. “There! How do I look?!”

“You look like Sam dressed as Dr. Bill.” Kora says dryly. I look the chocolate skinned girl up and down. Of the group, she’s the only one that I haven’t had a chance to fuck yet. I make a mental note to claim her pussy the first chance I have.

“It doesn’t matter. All I have to do is stay in the background, we’ll wait for Amber to get arrested by Ditzy and I’ll sneak off round the side to the main terminal.”

“This is crazy!” Bill throws his arms up. “How do we even know Ditzy is going to be down here?”

“She’s predictable.” I laugh. “Just watch, you’ll see. I bet my life on it that Ditzy is down her already. Alright, everyone ready? Amber - lead the way.”

The mirror image of myself nods back at me and turns to face the basement doors. Clone Sam pushes through and the group follows, with me at the very back.

“Ah ha!” I hear Ditzy’s voice shouting from up above and can’t help but smirk to myself. She’s such a dumb bitch. “I’ve got you right where I want you!”

*

“Alright put your hands up!”

Ditzy is standing just in front of the doors wearing a bright pink spandex one piece. She looks hot, like she always does. She also looks sort of maniacal however. I can’t wait to put this bitch in her fucking place. On either side of Ditzy are her two Bimbo side kicks in matching silver one pieces, Bianca and Zoe.

All three of the women are stood with their hands on their hips.

The basement itself is another gargantuan room, the ceiling and walls stretch out in every direction as far as I can see. There are eight giant blocks filling the room, which I assume must be generators that power the plant. At the far end of the room I can see the main terminal, the access point that controls all bots.

“I said put your hands up!”

Amber puts her hands up, and makes it look like I’m surrendering to Ditzy without a fight. A triumphant and wicked smile spreads across Ditzy’s face.

“You’ve been such a fucking thorn in my side Sam!” Ditzy struts to Amber and cups her hand around Clone Sam’s crotch. There’s something hot about watching Ditzy molest myself from a third person perspective. “You’ve been a bad boy however, and I can’t let you run around my factory anymore causing havoc!”

“Damn you Ditzy! I thought I could outsmart you but you’ve bested me once again! I guess I’ll just have to go back to the cells.”

Amber does a great impression of me succumbing to Ditzy. Ditzy seems pleasantly surprised with Amber’s false praise, and she nods her head in surprised agreement. “Yeah! That’s right! I’m super smart! I’m smarter than everyone else here. That’s why I’m in charge!”

Ditzy turns to her Bimbo henchwomen. “Bianca, Zoe, cuff everyone!”

I cough at that moment, giving the signal that I need for a distraction. Cindy, the biggest bosomed of all the Bimbo Bots, looks back at me, acknowledging her cue.

“Hey everyone! Look at my giant titties!”

The girl rips her red bathing suit from off her body, freeing the gloriously ripe watermelons that she calls breasts. Everyone stands mouths agape, staring at Cindy’s impossibly perfect titties. I even stare myself for a second, then I snap out of it. Ditzy, Bianca and Zoe are all staring mouths wide at Cindy as she starts groping her breasts.

All the Bimbo bots girls start playing with their pussies, moaning in pleasure as they watch. As much as I want to stay and watch this, I know it’s my cue to leave. I run from the edge of the group, and duck behind one of the large generators on my right hand side.

“That’s enough!” Ditzy shakes her head, finally snapping out of it. “Everyone to the elevator, I’m taking you up to the cells!”

I watch from afar as Ditzy and her Bimbo Bots frog march the rest of my group out of the basement. The elevator doors slide shut behind them and I turn on my heels, sprinting for the terminal at the opposite end of the basement.

It takes about two minutes of solid running for me to get to the terminal, the basement is that huge. When I get there I’m out of breath, but it’s worth it, I’m finally here. I’ve finally made it.

“Welcome to the main access point.”

The computer comes to life as I walk up the metal stairs. I stop in front of the terminal screen and look down at the options.

“What would you like to do today?”

“Computer, I’d like to edit the primary user.”

“One moment please…”

A loading icon flashes on the terminal screen and then a password prompt flashes up.

“Clearance authorization required. Please state the password.”

I take a deep breath, trying not to laugh while I deliver Dr. Sharon’s secret password.

“I love Bimbo pussy, one two three.”

“Password correct. Welcome to the Primary User network. Current user is Ditzy would you like to change this user?”

“Yes.”

“Please state the name of the user.”

“Dr. Shar-”

I pause for a moment.

For the first time, the thought crosses my idea that I don’t have to change the primary user back to Dr. Sharon Roberts. I can change it to anyone. I can change it to…myself.

“Please state user.”

“One moment, I’m thinking!”

I turn from the terminal and look across the vast basement. The huge engines purr loudly all around me. I look up toward the ceiling, imagining the miles of sprawling corridors and rooms that make up the Bimbo Corp complex. This place is a vast castle of pleasure, a treasure trove of power and seduction. During my short time here, I’ve amassed a small army by seducing Bimbo bots one by one. Dr. Sharon had control once and she lost it. What’s to stop that from happening again?

If I was in control, then things would get done. I could replicate the effects of Amber’s shape shifting and sell the technology to the world. Every man could have a shape shifting Bimbo for a woman, that could take whatever form he desires. And best of all, I could make it so every single one will worship me, should I desire it.

I turn back to the terminal.

“Please state user.”

“Sam. Me. Make me the primary user.”

“One moment please…”

The logo flashes again.

“Done. Anything else?”

“Yes.”

I change the password and I make one final adjustment to the network. My personal fuck you to Ditzy. Despite her being one of the first Bimbo Bots I fucked, she never fell under my control because she’d tampered with her settings. A few quick changes and I’ve got a surprise in store for Ditzy. It won’t take long for her to realize she’s not in charge anymore, and when she does…

The elevator doors fly open almost immediately and I see Ditzy’s figure standing in the distance. She lets out a scream of frustration and runs across the basement with frightening speed until she’s right in front of me.

“What did you do?! How are you here?! I stopped you!”

“I’m the primary user now Ditzy. I’m the one in charge. Your rule is over!”

“No, no, no!” She stamps her feet up and down on the concrete, punching the air as she does so. “I’m the master, I’m the ruler!”

“Not anymore.” I say with a dry smile.

“We’ll see about that! I’ll just make myself the primary user again!”

Ditzy flies up the staircase and grabs the terminal.

“Computer! Wake up!”

“Greetings. Password please.”

She repeats the old password. “I love Bimbo pussy, one two three!”

“I’m sorry, but that password is incorrect.”

Ditzy’s face turns beet red in anger and she turns to me slowly.

“Arrrgh! Tell me what the password is you bastard, or I’ll, I’ll -!”

“You’ll what?” I laugh, folding my arms across my chest. It’s quite enjoyable watching the small tyrant rage in front of me.

“Whatever!” Ditzy folds her arms too and half turns from me. “I’m still not under your control. It doesn’t matter if you fuck me, I’m not like the rest! You might as well give me the password and I’ll put everything back to normal.”

An idea comes to me and I smile broadly.

“Oh I’d love to give you the password Ditzy. If only there was some way you could persuade me…”

She turns her head half shocked, and I can see her Bimbo brain formulating what she thinks to be a cunning plan. She rips her pink one piece off immediately and steps in front of me, placing my hand on her large juicy tits.

“Why don’t you fuck me Sam. You know that’s what we’ve wanted this whole time. Ever since I fucked you in the office…I’ve been craving your big dick. How about I fuck you and you give me the password? Does that sound like a fair deal to you?”

“Sure.” I nod, lying through my teeth. “Get on your knees slut.”

Ditzy’s eye spark at my command, and part of me knows that besides her plan, she’s enjoying every second of this. She drops to her knees and before I can even process what’s happened, she’s kissing my dick with the back of her throat.

I let out a loud sigh of relief as I clutch my hands on either side of my face. I don’t hold back at all, and slam my cock into her pretty little mouth over and over again with full force. This fucking girl has been the thorn in my side this whole time, and now that I’ve got her where I want her, you can bet that I’m going to hate fuck the shit out of her.

I look down to see that Ditzy has tore off the rest of her outfit, and she’s completely nude on her knees now, pushing her fingers into her pussy as she sucks me off. She’s enjoying it. That’s good, because she’s going to be my sex servant for the rest of her life.

I scrunch my fingers through her hair and pull her mouth all the way onto my cock as I explode inside her mouth, covering her mouth and the back of her throat with my thick delicious cum.

Ditzy fingers herself wildly as she drives herself to her own orgasm, her glittery pink lips wrapped around my cock firmly as I fill her mouth with my molten cum.

“Stand up.” I growl the words as I finish cumming in her. “Turn around!”

“Yes sir!” Ditzy squeals the words in pleasure. She might think that she has the upper hand in the situation, and she’s eager to please, eager to let me think that I’m in control so she can take back factory. Little does she know.

“Put it in my cunt Sam! Fuck my little pussy!”

I grip her by the waist and push my cock between her dripping wet folds. We both gasp in pleasure as she spreads around me and I push forward until my shaft is buried deep in her cunt.

Ditzy mews with pleasure, pushing her cunt onto my dick as far as she can. She slaps her hands on a rail on front of her, taking tight hold as I pound her pussy relentlessly.

I’m not going to lie, it feels good fucking the absolute shit out of Ditzy, of all the Bimbo Bots, she’s one of the hottest, and the added fact that I’m getting an advantage over her by creaming in her pussy just makes it even hotter.

“Oh that’s right!” She moans, palming her breasts as I slam her. “Fuck me daddy! Cum inside me and give me that password!”

She’s such a dumb fucking bitch. I smile darkly as I tighten my grip and slam my cock into her harder, my balls slapping against her with each giant thrust. She really thinks that she’s going to win in this situation, it’s such a hilarious shame.

“Yes! I think I’m, Yes-!”

That’s right. Cum baby, cum all over my dick, because once I cum inside you and I make your orgasm, you’re my property. It might not have worked that way before, but now I’ve changed the settings, you’re just like the rest, and you’re going to be my walking cum dumpster for the rest of your life.

“Yes, yes!”

She squeals in delight and I burst, filling her tight little cunt with string after string of my thick cum. I close my eyes and squeeze her tight as I think about all the cum I’ve pumped into Bimbos across the factory over the past few days. With this final load, it all becomes mine, and I become the king of this fuck factory.

Ditzy cums hardest of all, and by the time I’m done filling her cunt with my cum, she’s on the floor on her knees, trying to process the monumental fuck she’s just had.

I step back from her, pull my trousers up and catch my breath as I watch my cum drip from her pussy.

“Alright.” Ditzy stands up slowly and turns to me, brushing her sex hair off her face. “I held up my end of the deal, now you hold up yours. Give me the password.”

“Sorry darling.” I push myself off the railing and jump down the steps.

“What?!” Ditzy flies after me, raging indignantly. “You have to, you promised you would!”

I stop and turn back to her. “Actually I didn’t.” I smile. “But you can be my sex slave now for the rest of your life. Get on your knees and walk like a dog.”

“Ha!” Ditzy laughs. “Fucking me doesn’t give you control Sam. I changed my settings, I’m not like the rest.” She smiles at me like I’m dumb.

“I know that. That’s why I changed them back. You’re mine now. Now get on your knees.”

Her body sinks to the floor slowly and horror spreads across her face as she realizes what is happening.

“What? No! No!!”

“Yes little doggy. You’re mine now, and I own you forever. Now. Let’s take a little walk through my empire. I want everyone to see that you’re my little bitch.”

*

Two Months Later

It’s been two months since I’ve taken control of the Bimbo Corp facility and things have been going well. Very well.

At first, Dr. Sharon wasn’t impressed that I’d decided to make myself the primary user. After two hours with my nine inches however she was more than happy to bow down to me as the new king. I let her out of her cell and gave her a personal posse of Bimbo servants, enough to keep her busy while she potters about inventing new things.

I got Sharon and Dr. Bill to develop the latest model of Bimbo Bots, the Mark 8. It’s built using the technology we reverse engineered from observing Amber. Now the Bimbo Bots can mold and transform their bodies to look like anyone that they desire. It goes out on the market next month, and we’ve already got several million pre-orders. With a tag line of ‘Fuck any woman you want!’ who wouldn’t want one?

As for the actual facility itself, I’ve tried to scale things back a little bit. Ditzy had rogue teams of Bimbo Bot builders expanding the factory underground in every direction. I’m sure we’ll find a use for the space eventually, but until we do, there’s no more expansion planned for the factory.

“Morning Sam!” Kelly chirps behind the reception desk as I walk through the main doors of Bimbo Corp. “Are you ready for your nine o’ clock?” She pulls the zip down at the side of her pencil skirt and pulls her panties to one side.

“Actually Kelly I’m going to have to push our meeting back. I’m going down to the kennels to check on Princess.”

Kelly’s eyes light up and she winks at me. “Got ya.”

I step into the elevator, and laugh as I look at the panel of numbered buttons. As big as this place is, it’s no longer impossible to find your way round. I hit the floor for the kennels and hum happily as the cart sinks down.

As I walk through the halls of Bimbo Corp, scores of my robot servants pay their respects, bubbling with excitement as they see me approaching. Ever since I’ve taken over, I’ve fucked three new Bimbo slaves everyday. I want to make it my personal goal to get through all of them before the year is out. I’ve really got my work cut out for me.

“Welcome to the kennels sir!”

“Hi Bianca! How has she been today? Well behaved?”

“Oh you know what she’s like.”

She guides me to Ditzy’s kennel. She’s sleeping in the corner. Bianca knocks on the glass and Ditzy springs to life, running across her kennel on all fours, jumping up at the glass.

“Hello little one!”

“Hey daddy!” Ditzy beams up at me, clambering on the glass. Her hot pink dog collar sparkles in the light. “Can you fill me with your cum today?”

“Oh I don’t know Princess…”

Ditzy’s eyes fill with tears. “Please! It’s been so long.”

“Oh…alright.” I step into her kennel, closing the door behind me.

“Come on, put your puss in the air little one. You know the deal.”

Ditzy slaps her hands onto the floor and pushes her dripping cunt into air toward me. I laugh as I unzip my trousers, looking down at the tyrant that has been reduced to a cum loving whore.

“What will it be today Princes… pussy or ass?”

“Ass, ass, ass!”

I take a hold of her, sliding my shaft into her tight hole as she squeals underneath me.

It’s good to be the king.

End


Thanks

Thanks for reading Bimbo Bots in it’s entirety, it was a blast writing it and it’s good to finally have it come to it’s fruition. I was tempted to let the story wage on indefinitely, and there was a point where I felt as if I certainly could.

Time stepped in however, and I’ve started a new series called Fertile Fangs. Fertile Fangs is a Vampire based series with (you guessed it) fertility based kinks. I’ve included the first one here for free so you can check it out, if you haven’t already. This one is going to be a little shorter, with 4-5 books.

Enjoy!


Fertile Fangs:

Seeding the Sorority


Brad is a normal guy, until one night he is transformed. Brad wakes up with special powers the likes of which have never been seen. He can control women, he can influence their thoughts. His hypnotic power seems to know no bounds and Brad has his sights set on building a harem of fertile slaves.

When Brad is turned into a vampire, his whole world turns upside down. Then his makers inform him that he is special, he is different. Brad’s genes are one in a million, and he’s one of the few vampires left in the world that can breed. He’s a bull vampire, a rare, one in a million, designed purely to impregnate women, filling them with his fertile seed.

In exchange for waking his power, his makers ask Brad to return a small favor. They need him to impregnate as many women as he can, and they need him to do it fast. The numbers of their Coven are shrinking everyday and Brad is the last chance that they have.


Brad sat in the station, waiting for the train to take him to college. Sat opposite him on the platform, there was a young blonde woman. The blonde woman was heavily pregnant. Brad couldn’t explain why he found pregnant women so attractive, but something about their swollen breasts and giant bellies just turned him the fuck on.

He sat there listening to his music, while waiting for the train to arrive, thinking about all the things that he would do to the young blonde woman if he had the chance. He’d take her back to his place, take her into his room so they were all alone, and then he’d undress her slowly. He’d roll up her dress, revealing her big round belly. He imagined how smooth the round dome would feel under his hands. He imagined how puffy her nipples would be as he sucked them into his mouth.

Just thinking about it got Brad hard. He shook his head and took his eyes away from the young women. The whole time he had been looking at her she hadn’t so much as looked at him. Brad was used to this. Women never looked at him, and they never paid him time of day.

He did get the feeling that he was being watched this morning however. He turned in his seat and looked over his shoulder, to the platform on the right hand side of the subway. There he saw a man and a woman dressed in black, and they - they were staring at him.

Brad couldn’t be sure, but he was almost certain they were both staring at him. The odd couple looked peculiar too, like they’d just walked out of some Goth bar from the 80’s. Brad felt himself transfixed, and he couldn’t take his eyes away. A train thundered through the tunnel for a few seconds, the carriages rattling through the subway loudly. A few seconds later the train was gone, and so were the mysterious couple.

Weird. Brad thought the couple were odd, but he quickly pushed it out of his mind and went back to fantasizing about the pregnant girl opposite him. A few minutes later Brad’s train pulled up, he jumped to his feet and climbed on board.

*

“I can’t believe he would like, say something like that.”

“I know, he’s such a drag. Still, he’s a great fuck.”

“For sure.”

Brad rolled his eyes. It was lunchtime, and he was sat in the college canteen, listening to two dumb sorority girls gossip.

It had been a pretty uneventful morning at college. Class had been boring as usual. More than anything Brad just wanted to have a girlfriend. But he knew he wasn’t good looking, and he knew he didn’t have enough muscles. The girls at his college didn’t pay him any attention at all. He had been sat in the canteen eating his lunch, when Britney and Suzi, two popular Sorority girls, sat behind him, gossiping loudly.

“I need to find a new man.” Britney fussed, staring at herself in a pocket mirror. No more jock cock for me.”

Brad sensed an opportunity, and turned around to face their table. He took a deep breath and summoned up all his courage.

“I’ve got a cock you could fuck.” Brad said, trying to sound as smooth as possible.

Britney and Suzi said nothing at first, they simply stared at him with their mouths open. Then the laughter came, as it always did, and they both broke into fits of giggles.

“Oh my God, Britney,” Suzi gasped. “The creep just fucking spoke to us!”

“I’m gonna vom!” Britney pretended to gag and stood up from the table. Suzi stood up with her and they walked across the canteen, looking back, laughing at Brad.

“Nice one Brad.” Brad turned back in his seat glumly and saw his friend Eric sitting at the table. “Smooth as always.”

“Fuck off Eric.” Brad grabbed a tater tot off his plate and crammed it into his mouth. “I don’t see you pulling any chicks.”

“Well.” Eric looked left and right across the mostly empty canteen and slipped a pink flyer across the table to Eric. “Britney and Suzi’s sorority are throwing a party at their house tonight, and it’s girls only. Top secret.”

Brad studied the flyer carefully.

“How the fuck did you get this? Do the jocks know about it? Are they going?”

“Just girls.” Eric smiled darkly. “I was in the girl’s locker rooms before and I found it in Karen Halberg’s bag.”

“What the fuck were you doing in there?” Brad laughed.

“I was looking through their shit of course. I always steal underwear from there. Sometimes I watch them change too.”

Brad couldn’t help but laugh, Eric was a fucking creep for sure.

“So what are you suggesting? Are you suggesting we crash this thing?”

“Why not?” Eric pushed his glasses up to the bridge of his nose and straightened out his ginger hair. “House full of drunk and horny sorority girls, they’re going to jump on the first piece of dick they see. That could be us.”

Brad’s heart thumped in his chest at the thought. He knew the sorority girls would never normally sleep with guys like him or Eric in a million years, but if the girls were drunk and horny enough…

Brad’s cock stiffened in his trousers at the thought. He might actually get to fuck a a sorority girl tonight, and she might be drunk enough to fuck him without a condom. Brad imagined how fucking hot it would be to knock up one of those dumb cheerleader sluts.

“Let’s do it.” Brad said, slamming his fist down on the table. “I’ve got a good feeling about tonight.”

*

Brad decided to walk home after College, opting for some time to himself before he met Eric at the sorority later that night. If things went as he planned tonight, it was going to be a night for the story books.

He’d fucked a couple of girls, and they were alright but they hadn’t been anything special. They’d always made him use a condom.

Brad had his sights set on bigger things. He wanted to fuck a perfect ten, and he wanted to fill her tight cunt with his cum until his seed dripped everywhere. Brad didn’t know why he was so obsessed with the idea of knocking women up, but he’d felt this way as long as he could remember.

Everywhere he went, he looked at women and imagined how good they would look with a big swollen belly. Sometimes when he talked to girls he even imagined that they were pregnant with his babies, but just not showing yet. It made him feel powerful somehow, and he got the impression that women could sense it too.

The sun had set completely by the time Brad got out of college, and he walked through town under the comforting glow of the pale yellow streetlights, kicking the autumnal leaves as he walked. Brad turned down the alleyway behind the St. Vincent Mall. His apartment was only another twenty minutes or so from here, but if he cut through the alleyway behind the mall, he could knock an easy ten minutes off his trip. The alley wasn’t lit like the street was, but Brad didn’t mind, he was a big guy and he could take care of himself.

He walked down the dark alley, looking at the swirling black clouds overhead on the dark sky. A cold October wind swept through the air, bringing a shiver to his skin.

“Fuck it’s cold.” Brad whispered to himself, zipping his jacket up all the way.

“Ah, man up. You’ll be fine.”

Brad spun on his heels, startled by the feminine voice, and found himself staring at a teenage goth girl, in a black corset. Brad pulled his earphones out.

“Excuse me?”

“I said, man up. You’ll be fine. It’s not that cold.” The girl put her hands on her hips and rolled her eyes at Brad. Brad noticed that the girl was pale, deathly pale, and she was wearing hardly anything. Her small black corset exposed her midriff, and on her bottom half she wore a tiny black leather mini skirt, and thigh high fishnets.

“Don’t I know you from somewhere?” Brad squinted at the girl, trying to place her face. He knew that he had seen her somewhere before, he just couldn’t figure where.

“Oh I get around.” The girl twirled a finger through her hair, chewing on something in her mouth. “Name’s Ren by the way. My real name is Siren. But everyone calls me Ren.”

“Okay. Nice to meet you Ren. I’m Brad. Are you following me through this alleyway?”

“Maybe I am, maybe I’m not.” Ren shrugged her shoulders and let out a sharp laugh.

“Wait a minute.” Brad said, stepping forward. “I do know you. I saw you on the subway platform this morning. You were with a man. You guys were watching me!”

“Ding ding ding!” Ren continued to swivel her hair through her fingers, while chewing loudly. “We’ve got a winner. You’re very observant Brad. That’s very good. That will bode well for you.”

“What are you on about?” Brad took a step away from the girl. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it. But something about her just felt off to him. She was so pale, she looked like a walking corpse. She was naturally beautiful of course, and Brad would probably have fucked her in a heart beat if given a chance, but the way she was standing there, as if the cold didn’t affect her at all. It almost didn’t seem human.

“Come on Brad…” Ren stepped forward, her dark heels echoing around the alley. “Are you saying that you don’t want to fuck me?”

Brad stood, fixed on the spot, Ren put her arms around his neck, and he noticed her eyes were now filled with black.

“No-no…” Brad shook his head and attempted to pull away, but Ren kept him in her grasp easily. Brad couldn’t figure out how this girl was so strong. She was tiny, easily half the weight of him. He should have been able to overpower her easily, but he couldn’t.

“Let go of me!” Brad was starting to feel uneasy. He needed to get out of there. Now.

“Relax.” Ren whispered the words into his ear. Brad felt her cool breath trickle across his neck. There was something about the way that she spoke that felt so soothing to him. Something that made him feel at ease instantly. He didn’t even feel panicked anymore. He didn’t want to run away at all. In fact, he wanted to kiss her.

“That’s it…” Ren nodded slowly as Brad leaned in, pushing his lips against hers. Her lips tasted sweet at first, but behind the sweetness there was something else. A taste that he had never experienced before. It was intoxicating. “…give into me.”

Ren pulled Brad’s head against the nook of her neck, and Brad planted kisses in the crook of her shoulder, wanting to taste as much of her as he could, as fast he could. “You’re going to make a terrific bull…”

Brad pulled his head back, confused. “Wait. What?”

Ren’s eyes flushed with black, and she threw her mouth wide open. Her teeth were pointed now, long and narrow like ivory knives, and they were coming right for him. Brad tried to pull away, but Ren held him easily in her impossible strength.

She sunk her teeth into Brad’s neck. Brad screamed in pain as he felt the teeth sink in, puncturing his flesh, stabbing into his veins, sucking the blood from his body.

He tried to scream, he tried to yell, but every muscle in his body went heavy, and everything went dark. Brad felt his body melting into Ren’s embrace as she continued to drink deep from his neck. He ushered the strength to say one last word, raised his hand and crowed.

“Stop…” He croaked and finally gave up fighting. Ren pulled away from his throat grinning, dark lines of blood flowing down her face.

“Never.”

*

When Brad came to, he realized he was in an old abandoned attic. He was lying on dusty wooden floorboards.

“Wake up Brad.” A male voice whispered from the darkness. Brad jumped to his feet and threw his hands up.

“Who’s there?!”

“Relax Brad.” Brad recognized Ren’s voice also come from the shadow. A moment later Ren stepped forward from the shadow, with a man beside her, the same man that she was with this morning on the subway.

“What the fuck is going on?!” Brad took a step back, clasping his hand over his neck. He pulled it away and looked at his palm, expecting blood, but there was nothing.

“We turned you. You’re a vampire now Brad. Just like us.”

“What? Where are we? What’s going on?!”

“Relax.” Ren stepped forward. Brad felt her voice sooth him once more, and he took a deep breath.

“We’re in the old clock tower on Gable street.” The man said. “My name is Vlad and this is my friend Ren. Ren has turned you into a vampire. You’re one of us now.”

“You’re fucking crazy.” Brad laughed. He looked around the clock tower, looking for a way out, but he couldn’t see any.

“See for yourself Brad. Your powers are consuming your body already. Look at yourself.” Ren motioned for Brad to look down at his body. He did and saw that he had changed completely. He had always been thin and rake like, now his body was muscular and athletic..

“This is amazing!” Brad held his hands up to the moonlight, studying the thick cords of muscle in his forearms.

“Indeed.” Vlad smiled, and took a step forward. “Just one of the many perks of being a vampire, that I’m sure you’ll come to appreciate.”

Brad dropped his hands and looked at Vlad and Ren curiously.

“But why me?” Brad asked. “Why on earth pick me? There are plenty of people in this town. Why me of all people?”

“You’re special Brad.” Ren said. “You’re not like the others.”

“All vampires have a unique powers.” Vlad said. “Ren’s power is that she can see the genetic potential of everyone she looks at. When she looked at you, she saw that you had a rare power. A gift that few possess these days.”

“What?” Brad swallowed at something in his throat, trying to comprehend their words.

“You’re a Bull.” Ren explained. “An alpha. Your genes are perfectly aligned to make you a breeding vampire. It’s very rare, and it’s very powerful.”

“Breeding?” Brad’s eyes widened with excitement. “Breeding is special?”

“For vampires yes.” Vlad explained. “Very few vampires can breed naturally, the only way we can expand our numbers usually is by converting humans.”

“But you.” Ren took another step forward. “You are one in a million. Alpha vampires are incredibly rare. Very few vampires have the power potential that you do.”

“What’s your power?” Brad said, nodding at Vlad.

“I’m what’s known as a Seer.”

“A Seer? Like you can see the future?”

“Not quite.” Ren smiled. “Vlad can talk with people telepathically, and he can draw knowledge from Vampires of the past.”

“Now that we’ve made you vampire Brad, we ask that you help pay us back.”

Brad steeled his jaw. He knew that this was too good to be true. There was always a catch.

“Our coven has become dangerously small in the last few years.” Vlad said. “It’s getting harder and harder to find decent humans to convert, and breeding is nigh but impossible for anyone that isn’t a Bull.”

“Can’t you just bite more humans like me?” Brad asked.

“It’s not the same.” Ren sighed. “Most humans aren’t like you Brad, they wouldn’t make effective vampires, but they do make effective carriers.”

“What?” Brad turned his head, trying to keep up.

“A vampire grown in the womb is infinitely stronger than most human-turned vampires. That’s where you come in. We want you to go forth and impregnate as many human females as you can. We need to build our numbers up again. We need to build an army.”

If Brad’s heart wasn’t dead, it would have been thundering in his chest. This almost felt to good to be true. They wanted him to impregnate women?

“Yes.” Vlad laughed, reading his thoughts. “And I assure you it’s real.”

“But when? Where? How?”

“How about now?” Ren laughed. “Do you know anywhere that might be good territory for you to do some breeding?”

The Sorority. Brad’s eyes sparked with excitement. Britney and Suzi would be there, they could be the first fertile slaves in his vampire harem.

“Sounds good to me.” Vlad laughed, reading his thoughts once more.

“What?” Ren asked, feeling left out.

“The Sorority.” Brad answered. “They’re having an all female party tonight. But what do I do with my powers? How do they work?”

“Vlad will talk you through it as you go. He will be your eyes and ears. He can see what you see, and you will hear his voice in your ear, telling you what to do.”

“But you’re not a Bull. You’re not an alpha vampire.” Brad said confused. “How do you know how my powers work?”

“It’s all up here pal.” Vlad tapped a finger on his forehead. “Ren already told you, I can draw knowledge from vampires of the past. Including Bulls too. I’m an encyclopedia of hypnotizing and breeding women. I’ve got you covered buddy.”

“Alright.” An eager smile spread across Brad’s face. “How do we get there?”

“Try jumping.” Ren smiled. “You might be surprised at your new strength.” Ren walked to the clock tower edge and stepped on the old wooden railing. Brad walked across the clock tower floor to stand behind her, and peered over the edge.

The streets below looked tiny from up here. One misstep and surely Brad would be dead. Brad gripped the railing tight, feeling nervous.

“What’s the matter Brad?” Ren looked back at him smiling. “Scared of heights?”

Ren crouched and then her body exploded up from off the railing, soaring into the night. Brad watched mouth open as her body soared through the night air, toward the horizon, until it was just a speck in the night.

“Relax.” Vlad laughed and walked up behind him. “You’ll get used to it soon. Ren has some business that she has to attend to back at our coven. I’ll leave you to head to the sorority on your own. Give it a go.”

Brad clenched his jaw and stepped onto the rail just as Ren had done. He squeezed his fingers into a wooden post beside him, hearing the wood creak under his grip.

“Just crouch down as Ren did and jump up with all your strength. Pick a spot on the horizon, focus on it and jump. It’s that easy.”

“Alright.” Brad nodded to himself, trying not to look down at the street below. He looked in the general direction that he knew the Sorority house to be, locked his eyes on the horizon and crouched down.

Here goes nothing.

Brad pushed his feet down hard on the wooden railing of the clock tower, launching his body up and into the night.

“Wahoo!” He flew through the air at phenomenal speed, leaving the clock tower far behind him. Brad watched the town rush under him below, like he was flying in a plane.

This is amazing! Brad thought. I’m really flying!

With one jump he’d be halfway across town easily, and well on his way to the Sorority house.

Just be careful. Vlad’s voice appeared in his mind. Try and land somewhere where people won’t see you. Try not to make a scene.

Fuck.

Brad hadn’t given thought to landing whatsoever, and now the ground was rushing back up to meet him. He’d been in the air perhaps all of fifteen seconds and now gravity was bringing him swiftly back down to earth, as it always did.

Brad looked down at the ground in horror. He was about to touch down in St. Mary park. The grass and the trees were rushing toward him at breakneck speed. He was going to hit the floor, and he had no idea how he was going to land.

*

It didn’t take long for Brad to get the hang of landing. His first landing in the park hadn’t been anywhere near as disastrous as he thought, and after that, it was plain sailing.

Now he was stood on the street outside the sorority house, his breath racing in the silent of the night.

Looks like a nice place! Vlad’s voice appeared in his mind.

Brad kept forgetting that Vlad could tap into his head like that.

“Jesus Vlad.” Brad whispered to himself. “You keep scaring me with that.”

Sorry man. I’ll be a silent observer from here. I’ll just chip in when I think you might need help with powers. If you need anything, just think the question to yourself, and I’ll pick it up.

“Well, for starters - how do I get inside?” Brad looked at the McMansion, feeling a little intimidated. Compared to his crappy bachelor pad, Britney and Suzi sure were living a life of luxury.

You’re a vampire! Get creative! Why not walk up the walls and go through the upstairs window. That window on the side looks open.

“I can walk up walls now?”

You’re a vampire! You can do anything you like!

Brad clenched his fists and sprinted up the driveway of the house. Britney’s bubblegum pink convertible was on the driveway. That meant Suzi and her were definitely home. The house looked pretty quiet though. Brad knew that the party didn’t start for a few more hours. The rest of the sorority sisters where probably out getting supplies.

Okay. Brad thought to himself, looking at the white panel walls of the house. Here goes nothing.

Brad placed is foot on the outer wall of the house. He lifted his other foot off the ground and to his surprise, he stayed stood sideways on the wall. He took a step forward, and he felt as if he were just walking on the ground.

What the fuck?!

Brad walked up the outer wall of the house, until he got to the window. The world looked somewhat bizarre on it’s side, but walking on walls didn’t feel that unusual to Brad, in fact it felt relatively normal already. Brad stood over the window, which now more resembled a trap door for him. It was wide open, and light was coming from the inside.

Brad looked down into the window and saw that the room was empty. He jumped down through the open window and then felt the whole world spin as he landed feet first on the bedroom floor.

Okay, that might have felt a bit weird.

Brad wasn’t used to gravity switching around so fast, but still, he’d made it inside. He looked around the room. It looked just like any other bedroom in a sorority house. Big four poster bed, the odd stuffed animal here and there, an over sized T-Shirt on the back of the door that probably belonged to some jerk jock.

Brad’s felt invigorated just standing here. Being somewhere were he wasn’t supposed to be. A noise came from the right hand side and Brad spun to face it. A door opened and Britney walked in, wearing nothing but a towel.

She screamed instantly, her shriek echoing across the house.

“You?! What the fuck are you doing here?! Get out now before I call the police you fucking creep!”

Brad didn’t react to Britney’s shrieking at all. In fact it only turned him on more.

“Shut the fuck up and take off your towel.” Brad said. “Get naked for me now. You’re going to fuck me.”

“How about you go and fuck yourself and get out of here before I grab the pepper spray. I wouldn’t touch you with a barge pole.”

Try again. Vlad’s voice appeared in his mind. But look into her eyes this time, and speak slowly, imagining the desired effect.

“Shut the fuck up.” Brad spoke calmly, staring into Britney’s soul. “Take off your towel. Now.” The last word escaped his mouth as a growl. Britney stared at him for a second, looking as if she wanted to defy him, but then, something magical happened. She closed her mouth and let her towel drop to the ground, showing off her nude body in full.

Jesus fucking Christ. Brad thought to himself. It was all he could do to stop himself from cumming right there just looking at Britney’s naked body. Britney was only eighteen like him. Where did she gets tits like that? She looked like a barbie doll crossed with a supermodel.

“Very good.” Brad said. He tried to remain calm on the outside, but inside it felt as if he were doing back flips.

“Now lie on the the bed, and spread your legs. I’m going to fuck you.”

“…Yes… of course. Right away sir.” Britney walked across the room and Brad stared at her ass, transfixed as it rolled on her wide hips. She lay down on the bed and spread her legs, baring her bald fat pussy for him completely.

Brad stalked across the room to her, unfastening his trousers and letting them fall to the floor. He stared down at her pussy greedily, licking his lips.

“Please fuck me master.” Britney begged. “I want your cum in my pussy.”

“I’m going to impregnate you Britney.” Brad took his shaft in his hand and crawled on the bed to meet Britney. “I’m going to fill your tight cunt with my seed and you’re going to love it.”

“Yes! Yes!” Britney palmed at her watermelon tits with her hands, biting her lip in anticipation. Brad nestled the fat head of his cock between her glistening wet folds, rubbing his cock up and down the dripping slit of her cunt.

He pushed himself all the way inside of her, sinking his enlarged shaft all the way into her tiny pussy, until his base came against her ass. Britney let out a long and loud moan.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Brad placed his palms on the inside of her thighs, feeling how smooth her pale skin was, and pushed her legs apart. He started sliding his cock in and out of her tight hole all the way, staring down at her tits, mesmerized as they bounced from the motion of his hips.

Britney’s cunt clenched and spasmed around his length. He started fucking her faster and harder, picking up the pace until she was screaming so loud he thought she would bring the house down.

“Yes, yes! Fuck me master!”

Her screams only made him harder, and he pushed his cock as far into her silky cunt as he could. Her walls opened up, inviting him in deeper. With each thrust their flesh smacked together. Brad listened to the wet slapping sound of his cock penetrating her cunt, his breathing getting faster.

“I’m there, fuck - master - I’m -” Britney ended her sentence with a series of long connected moans, as her orgasm rippled through her body. Brad felt her cum on his dick, her cream sliding around his shaft as he reached his peak too.

He erupted inside of her, his cock bursting, squeezing jet after jet of molten cum into her tight cunt, cumming so much that he filled her like a balloon, filling her cunt until there was no space left to fill.

“Yes!” Britney screamed. “Yes!”

He held his cock inside her until he was sure he had squeezed every drop of cum from his balls. Britney’s hands dug into the flesh of his ass, holding him tight against her.

Brad pulled out of Britney, shuffled back from her and stood up, looking down at her dripping pussy. His cum was dribbling from her wet slit, mixed with her own juices. It ran down the inside of her thighs, covering her in his seed. That’s when it hit Brad. He’d just fucked Britney and he hadn’t used a condom.

She might actually be fucking pregnant. Brad’s heart skipped a beat at the thought. Him impregnate Britney? But how would he know if it had worked? He’d have to wait weeks to find out surely.

Actually... Vlad’s voice came to him again. That’s another perk of being a Bull. Hold your fingers onto her stomach. You’ll be able to feel if she’s pregnant.

Brad wasted no time finding out, placing his palms on her naked stomach instantly.

“What are you doing?” Britney said, giggling as he rubbed his hands over her.

“Shh.” Brad smoothed his hands over Britney’s tiny flat stomach, feeling for…something. Then somehow, he knew inside himself that she was pregnant. His cum had worked. He had coated the walls of her pussy and her cervix. She was with child, and it was his.

Brad that’s fantastic! Vlad said in his ear.

“You’re pregnant.” Brad told her. Joy spread across Britney’s face at the news, along with surprise. “Are you happy?”

“I am!” Britney shifted her weight on to her knees and rubbed her hands over her belly. “I just wish I didn’t have to wait so long.”

“Me either.” Brad sighed.

Okay you’re going to love this one. Vlad’s voice popped up in his ear again.

“What?” Brad asked. Was there anyway his powers could possibly change that too?

Put your hands back on her stomach, and will for the child to grow.

Brad put his hands on Britney’s stomach once more and then he willed it. A second passed and then her belly started filling up under his hands, as if by magic.

“Jesus!” Britney cried out in joy.

Brad’s eyes widened as he felt her belly inflating beneath his hands. He could feel exactly how far along Britney was too. He slowed down his power leaving her just a few days until she would pop.

He stared at his pregnant slave greedily, drunk with lust at the thought of his power.

Amazing. Vlad’s voice said at the sight of Britney’s full belly. What now?

There’s only one logical thing to do next. Brad thought to himself.

“Britney. Which way is Suzi’s room?”

“Follow me!” Britney jumped onto her feet, holding her big pregnant belly. Brad followed her out of her room eagerly, down the hall to his next target.

Suzi would be his next, and he would fill her cunt up with his fertile seed, just as he had to Britney. And when he was done with her, he’d make her belly inflate too. He was far from done though, he was just getting started. Brad wanted to have a harem of fertile sorority sluts impregnated by the morning.

He was just getting started.
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