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There couldn’t be anyone who wasn’t shocked with the way the election was starting to turn out. What had conventionally a two horse race had suddenly turned into a three horse race. Such a thing would have been mildly shocking in its own right but it was the whole story that made things so incredible.

A whole new party materialized out of nowhere and began to gain momentum at an outstanding rate, eclipsing all the small independent groups and quickly managing to muscle in on the monopoly of the big two.

It was a party who didn’t seem to stand on the far left nor the far right; nobody actually knew were the party stood. Nobody knew what they stood for, what they could do, how they could do it. Yet there was no stopping the bandwagon. The entire political scene was being turned upside down by the newest party on the scene.

It could be no other party but The Bimbo Party.


The Bimbo Party had pretty much formed out of nowhere. One day a new party simply announced themselves centered around an attention drawing candidate, Lexi Loveheart.

If there was one thing Lexi didn’t scream it was politician. When people got the idea of a stereotype politician in their head they usually saw some old, middle class guy. Sure there were some variants but the majority followed the same strict formula. Lexi though was completely different.

Just like the name of her party suggested Lexi looked more like a bimbo than a politician. She was young, she was blonde and she was hot.

Lexi was barely into her twenties and had the good looks of a model yet the body of a stripper. The most notable part of that figure wasn’t her hourglass shaped doll like body; wide curves meeting at a narrow waist. It was her large, oversized, tits that wouldn’t look out of place on a pornstar.

Not only did she look closer to a stripper than a politician she dressed like one too. Rather than being packed into business dresses and pencil skirts she wore clothes more commonly seen on the working girl. Short tight fitting mini skirts, stomach exposing tops that only hid the essentials and cheap colorful heels that screamed slut.

Her hair was long and blonde, filled with extensions and streaked with lashes of pink. Her nails were long and covered in sparkling gemstones. Dangling in her ears she had large golden hoops and her body possessed even more piercings in her nose, eyebrow, tongue, chest and stomach. Her appearance screamed bimbo.

Despite not looking like a politician and having the appearance of a bimbo there was still every chance her personality could be a saving grace. Oh no, she was all the substance expected from her.

Lexi was just as ditzy as she appeared. She was constantly giggly and happily and didn’t seem to take anything seriously. Difficult questions, and usually questions without much difficulty, routinely stumped her. Even if she did answer it wasn’t ever anything of substance. When faced with the tough questions politicians were routinely grilled with she’d giggle happily and natter some nonsense with a smile. Nothing about her was a politician so why then was she taking things by storm?

There was just something about her which drew people towards her and slowly began to chip away at their inhibitions. She may have been a ditzy, bumbling bimbo but enough time in her company and that no longer seemed to be a bad thing.

Only a few weeks into the campaign season and already social media was buzzing with stories about Lexi Loveheart and The Bimbo Party. She was trending every day, constantly making news headlines and was the talking point on every late night quiz show. The bimbo revolution was in full force.


“Thank you Miss. Loveheart for agreeing to take part in this interview,” the journalist said to his interviewee.

Channel Six news had managed to secure a real scoop. Lexi Loveheart was the talk of America and now they had managed to secure an interview with her. It was sure to be an absolute ratings draw.

Journalist Steve Rhodes looked across from himself at the acting candidate for The Bimbo Party. Compared to his own smart appearance she looked positively obscene, however it’d be hard to find anyone clothed who she wouldn’t look obscene compared with.

In contrast to his blue suit she had on a tight pink tube top which hugged over her oversized breasts, clearly showing the shape of her pierced nipples under the tight material.

Her wide hips were barely contained within a bright white mini skirt which still managed to seem a few sizes too short. Sitting across from her he could see her panties peeking at him and on the way in he’d been able to see her meaty ass wobbling.

Those panties were nothing more than a tight pink thong. Her hairless pussy was barely hidden and the string was totally lost in her behind. The waistline rode up high over the sides of her hips and waist, the whale tail exposing itself openly and proudly.

Her long slender legs were packed into a pair of skin tight fishnet stockings that slipped down into a tall pair of pink platform heels. Even female politicians could get away with wearing conventional heels but nothing but a bimbo would be caught in something that slutty.

Lexi’s face was coated in a thick layer of make up. Her cheeks were blushed brightly, her eyes were lined deeply and darkly while her lips were pasted with a thick red lipstick and shining gloss. The face of The Bimbo Party was the stereotype for a bimbo and it only got more obvious when she spoke.

“Like inter-what?” she asked with her high pitched, very feminine voice, words trailing off with a giggle.

“Interview,” the ever professional Rhodes repeated back to her, “It’s where I ask you questions, things, and then you answer back.”

“Ooooo I get ya now. Okay, what do ya wanna know?”

Her mouth was filled up with a piece of gum which she chewed up thoroughly, blowing up a big pink bubble which she let pop, slurping it back up between her thick lips. It was hard to believe someone like her was turning into a serious political force.

“Recently you’re attracted a lot of attention. Some are calling you the biggest political story of the twenty first century. Some are calling you the biggest threat to this nation’s two party political system in history. Everybody, not just in this country but around the world now know the name Lexi Loveheart. So what I want to know is just who is Lexi. Who is the real Lexi Loveheart.”

She looked back at him, with her long fake lashes and her big blue eyes, mouth hanging open as the gears in her mind worked furiously.

“Erm… what?” she drolled out, head tilting in confusion.

“I want to know who you are Lexi, I want to know about you.”

“But I’m me,” she simply, even if the way her tone rose at the end of her sentence made it seem like she was asking him another question.

“No,” he said firmly, already started to get frustrated after only a minute, “I mean, yes, you are you. I just want you to tell me more about you.”

“Oh like okay!” Lexi said cheerfully as she swayed her legs around, eyes rolling up as she started to think, “So I’m like Lexi and I’m like twenty four years old and I wanna be the president and stuff.”

“Yes we all know that Miss. Loveheart. What I want to find out is what is hiding behind that media presentation. Are you the genuine article or are you just an actress looking for attention?”

“What like no I’m not an actress or nothing. I mean I think being an actress would be like so super cool but I’m like supposed to be a polytechnic or something?”

“Politician?”

“Like yeah that’s the one! I’m like gonna be president!”

Just speaking to her it was unbelievable that a girl like this could actually be gaining momentum. Sure she wasn’t close to being the president, such a thing was impossible, but her actually winning individually was possible.

Of course trying to explain how the electoral system worked to someone like he was pointless. She was still looking at him dumbly chewing on her gum. The simpler he could make it the better.

“About that, tell me Lexi, why do you want to be president?”

“Cos like that’s what my daddy told me to do!” she proclaimed loudly and happily, giggling like the ditzy bimbo she was.

“If I’m correct by daddy you’re talking about pharmaceutical giant Bernard Hawthorne, the man who is bankrolling your party?”

It wouldn’t be enough for a pretty girl to just show up and start running in the election. While Lexi was the face of The Bimbo Party the man behind the scenes who was financing the whole operation was Bernard Hawthorne, a big player in the pharmaceutical industry; the man considered the brains behind the operation.

“Like yeah! Berny told me that he was gonna make me become president. It sounded like so super cool and stuff. Like I’d get to live in that big house it’s like so pretty.”

Hearing her speak just backed up the assumption, there was no way that someone like her could be the brains; she barely seemed smart enough to take care of herself never mind run an election.

“That brings me to my next question, regarding your relationship with Mr. Hawthorne. How did you two come together in the first place to form this party? What is the history behind The Bimbo Party?”

He asked his question and awaited his response but all he got back was a dumb expression from her meaning he had to steer it another way, “How did you and Berny make The Bimbo Party?”

“Oh!” she proclaimed in a moment of understanding, for once, “Like… erm… I don’t really remember too well. I remember there was this white room. I remember taking something and then I felt funny and then…”

Suddenly her breathing grew deep and heavy. Her cheeks were blushed pink but soon they began to burn up red as she panted out into the air with hot breaths.

Lexi sprawled herself back into her seat as she began to writhe from side to side, entire body heating up ever so quickly. The sudden change in behaviour left Steven completely shocked.

“Are you okay!?” he asked her in a panic.

“No,” she groaned at him in discomfort, “it’s like so bad. I like need help.”

Steven began to look all around, adrenaline racing as he looked for assistance, “Somebody get a doctor, quick!”

As he was turned away she reached forward and grabbed his arm tightly, pulling his wrist towards her as she leaned in close, her hot breaths striking his skin.

“OMG I can’t take it anymore. I’m feeling so horny!” her other hand slipping down between her legs, fingers curling up to rub up and down along her slutty thong, dripping with wetness, “I need to get fucked like so bad.”

A shiver raced down his spine as he tried to pull his arm away from her. He’d been seriously concerned about her but it just turned out she was a needy bitch in heat!

“Lexi!” he shouted out, “Stop this! This is no way to conduct yourself.”

She didn’t let go of him, she was stronger than she looked. The powerful scent of her perfume flooded into his nostrils as she looked into him with those big, beautiful, blue eyes.

“But like don’t ya wanna fuck me?” she asked, nibbling on her plump bottom lip, “You wanna fuck me, right?”

Despite the fact he was a respectable and respected journalist the blood was surging into his lap as the seductive candidate began to seduce him. It was so powerful, his entire body was heating up; it was so difficult to deny her.

Every part of his brain was screaming yes back to her but he shook his head from side to side. He couldn’t do something like this, he couldn’t put his entire career in jeopardy over something like this.

“No, I do--” he tried to say but she leaned in closer, looking at him with those deep, lustful, eyes.

“Please, I need it so bad. I need to be fucked, right here, right now and you want to fuck me. Like you want to see my big titties, don’t ya?”

His eyes watched as her hands rubbed across her chest, fingers rubbing across the slight band of material which contained her remaining modesty.

“Yes!” he blurted out, unable to contain himself.

Lexi slipped her fingers into her cleavage and pulled the tube top down, exposing her giant tits which one quick tug, the natural melons bouncing down, fully exposed.

“See that was like easy wasn’t it? Don’t my big titties look like so damn good?” she asked with a giggle, squeezing her arms into either side of the softness to sandwich them tightly together, sinking outwards against each other, “You’ve already gone this far now, like what harm will fucking me do?”

She was right. If he’d already asked her to do that then he’d already put his future in danger. He may as well take advantage of the rest of it, right now!

Lexi could see that his resistance was crumbling so she leant in even closer, her tits pressing into his chest as her lips hovered so close to him, blowing her hot breaths onto his quivering mouth.

“So like will ya fuck me now?”

It was game over, resistance had failed, he gave into his lust and cried out, “Yes I want to fuck you!”

She giggled happily as she pressed back and slumped back down into her seat, lifting her legs up and spreading them nice and wide. Her feet hooked around the arm rests as she exposed herself, slipping a finger into the front of that thong and sliding the thing, soaked, material out of the way to expose her dripping pink pussy.

“Like good now we can totally fuck and get rid of that horniness.”

He didn’t know what was coming over him but he felt like an animal with very primal needs. That pussy was an enchanting object and the hot scent of sex burned into his nostrils and fueled the caveman on in his heart. He had to fuck her and he had to fuck her now.

Quickly stripping down out of his pants, letting all of his garments fall down around his ankles, he exposed his throbbing cock into the air. Veins surged down the full length of his shaft as his body burned with a feeling of lust he’d never felt before in his life. He had to have her and he had to have her now.

Steven set himself on the slutty bimbo candidate, slapping the head of his thick dick into her waiting, dripping, wetness as he slowly began to slide within, a moan meeting in the air as the two of them groaned out in pleasure as they came together in the most personal of ways.

She squealed out happily as her tight pussy was stretched open around his thick girth, “Like it’s in! It’s in! OMG that’s like so thick and stuff. You’re like gonna make me go crazy!”

How was it possible for a candidate for government to be such a slutty bimbo? She was honestly squealing out in pleasure from his thrusting his cock deep into her velvet insides. Whatever it was it was making him feel amazing.

“Yeah that’s right,” he growled as an aggressive streak surged through his body, his primal desires bubbling, “I’m gonna make you go crazy for being such a slut. How can a bimbo like you expect to be president? It’s a joke!”

“Yes!” she moaned in total pleasure, “make me crazy, punish me for like thinking I can become president!”

The blood didn’t just surge down below to keep his cock pulsing with energy it also raced into his head as he was flooded with the intensity to keep on punishing Lexi for being such a slutty candidate, for being such an outrageously open bimbo.

Sweat dripped down his body as he put all of his strength and energy into his hips, slamming his force inwards to stir around the very depths of her insides. He had much more vigor than usual, it was like he’d tapped into a hidden source of strength and was using it to drive the lustful bimbo wild.

Her body tightened up as her back curled, her plush ass being pinned against his lap and swinging sack as her hands reached up and latched into the back of her seat, long nails digging up with scratches as she squealed, teeth gritted together, face the picture of lust.

Juices dripped from her pussy as her face was still illuminated with the bright red shine which had burned on her cheeks, her blue eyes rolling back in their sockets as her insides were pounded and surges, her erogenous zones rubbed just the right way.

The two of them were getting towards that moment of climax. He could feel his cock surging, the blood pulsing through his member and she could feel the trembling starting up in her core. The moment had arrived; their orgasms were here.

“I can’t take it any longer,” he said with a snarl, “I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes!” She squealed back to him, “Cum inside me! Fill my slutty president pussy with your cum!”

He did just as he was asked and pushed into her tightly as he began to orgasm, flooding her insides with hot ropes of jizz. The thick, hot, white cream sprayed from his pulsing shaft and unleashed deep into her velvet soft insides, filling her throbbing insides up with all of his male release as the trembles of orgasmic euphoria rocked through her curvy form.

The hot scent of sex stained the air as the two of them were sent to orgasmic heaven on a high.

Steve wasn’t used to such things; that orgasm had left his body absolutely exhausted. Slowly the world before his eyes began to blacken as he slipped into slumber.


It took quite some time for Steve to awake from the rest the intense orgasm had left him. He’d never had sex anywhere near that intense in the past, it was incredible! His body was still tingling in delight.

On the other hand the serial slut was already recovered and had even managed to fit her outfit back in place, containing those huge melons once again. Not to mention that closer inspection would show the cameraman who had been handling the filming side of the interview had been left in a similar state to Steven had; out for the count.

Lexi looked over her shoulder and spotted that her first partner was stirring, the bimbo politician skipping over with a wide smile on her face.

“Like thanks so much for helping me,” she said to him, beaming from ear to ear, “but like just your cock wasn’t enough to satisfy me so like I had to do it with this guy too. I hope that was like okay!”

Even though he had initially been frustrated trying to interview her and had her assumptions she could become president there was no way he could stay mad at such a treasure. She filled him with such a pleasant, euphoric, feeling.

“Yes okay, just fine,” he replied after clearing his throat, “Thank you for… everything.”

“Like that’s totes okay!” she giggled, “I’m happy to do it like every time. So are you gonna like say super nice things about me on your show now?”

She leaned down, exposing her deep, sexy, cleavage as she began to flutter those long lashes at him, giggling like the ditz she was.

“Of course! I’ll give you a glowing recommendation!”

Lexi leant in close and planted a big smooch onto his face, popping her mouth back to leave him marked with the pink outline from her lips.

“Aww like that’s super nice of you! But like daddy just rang me and I so gotta run. I got like two more question things to do today. Daddy said if I do a good job he’s gonna take me shopping tomorrow. Isn’t that like super awesome?”

He still couldn’t believe that a bimbo like her wanted to be president but he no longer found any issue with it. She was just too sweet, too delightful. She could do anything she wanted as far as he was concerned and he would be happy to help. He had fallen under her spell.

“So awesome.”

“So awesome right!” she giggled out happily, “Anyways, bye bye!”

Lexi turned away and skipped out of the room, the sight of her fat ass bouncing up and down, her short skirt flapping around to expose that wiggling rump, getting his cock throbbing hard all over again.

If he’d been a bit closer he also would have noticed the juices trickling down her inner thighs and the cum leaking out, staining into her pussy flossing thong but that was just all in a day’s work for the country's future bimbo president.

Another two voters down; a whole nation left to go!
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