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Bimbo Hunter 1: Ditzy Doctors

When Tom is a little short on money, he signs up for medical trials to make money on the side. From the group, he is the one selected to test the brand new Alpha Chip, a device designed to enhance reality. When the lusty Dr. Helen turns it on for the first time though there seem to be a few side effects.

Soon Tom discovers not only can he use the chip to see what women are thinking, he can transform and turn them into his delicious and ditzy bimbo servants. Now Tom has the ultimate magic power to put women under his spell he decides it’s time to have some fun.


“Okay Mr. Ford if you could just take a seat, Dr. Helen will be in a minute.” The nurse left the room and I walked over to the table and sat down.

Desperate times had come to desperate measures and I had signed up for medicinal trials. I was getting to the point where I was seriously short of cash and finding a job had become next to impossible. So I did the unthinkable, I offered my body to science for money. I had done a few trials already now and honestly it wasn’t that bad, everything had gone swimmingly. You take a few pills, wait a few weeks to see if you die, fill out a questionnaire when you don’t and then collect your big fat check.

All in all it was pretty good work, and I had been compensated handsomely for it too. A few days ago I received an email asking me to come in for a new experimental trial that was only open to a select percentage of their testing population. The email said that I had passed the criteria and was suitable for the experiment. That wasn’t all though, the compensation for this trial alone was worth ten times that of all the ones I had done so far. How could I say no?

Behind me I heard the door open, standing up I turned around to find myself facing a tall and beautiful blonde woman in  a lab coat. The first thing I noticed about this woman was just how hot she was.

“Mr. Ford I presume.” She said with a broad smile whilst walking towards me.

“You can just call me Tom.” I said, taking her hand. She gripped my hand hard, and held onto it for a moment.

“Quite a grip you’ve got there Dr. Helen.” I joked. She let go of my hand and smiled.

“You can call me Helen. And sorry about the handshake, you learn to squeeze as hard as you can in this industry. Too many men trying to make a point.” She smiled again, pushed up her thick black glasses, and walked over to her desk.

“Nice to meet you Helen.” I returned, swallowing at my dry throat.

“Please, sit.” I placed myself back in the hard plastic chair, thankful we were sitting so I could hide my growing hard on.

“So Tom you’re probably wondering why we brought you in here today.” She opened a draw, pulled something out and placed it on the table top in front of me. Whatever it was it was minuscule, a small black dot on the pristine white table top. “This is the alpha chip. It’s the latest piece of technology we’ve designed.” I leaned into get a closer look at the Alpha Chip. It was a minuscule black box, no bigger than my thumb nail. On top of the box there was a green LED. “The Alpha Chip is an implant designed to project an augmented reality over the top of your everyday vision. It is seamlessly connected to a series of inter-connected neural networks that recognize objects and provide information about them.”

I stared at the chip and then up at Helen.

“Sounds cool as shit Doc, but I don’t really understand any of what you just said.” Helen smiled at me.

“That’s ok, we don’t expect you to understand the science behind it. What we want is for you to be our first tester.”

“So you want this thing to be in my head?” As attractive as the offer was, I was now starting to have my doubts. I didn’t want to be putting some random chip into my head.

“Relax.” She said, putting a hand out to grab my own. “It’s not as invasive as you think. In fact we’ve already put the chip inside of you.”

“You’re kidding.” I ran my hand across the back of my neck, trying to feel for a bump.

“Nearly. But not quite.” She leaned over the desk, her large breasts heaving out of her lab coat and pulled my right hand down and placed it palm up on the table.

“See that little red V in the middle of your palm?”

I leaned in and squinted to see the tiniest red arrow in the middle of my hand. Helen placed her own hand onto the table. In the middle of her palm was a tiny black disk with a needle coming out of it.

“Guilty as charged. My manly handshake not so manly after all.” She joked, unclasping the device from her hand.

“I don’t understand.” I said, rubbing my thumb over the incision. If there was anything there at all I couldn’t feel it. “Doesn’t this need to go into my brain or something?”

“No. In fact from our animal trials we found the best results were when the device was placed in the hand. It just connects better that way some how.”

“But why me?” I asked. “The email said I was part of a select few eligible to do this test. What makes me so different?”

“We don’t fully understand how the chip works at the moment.” Helen said whilst opening up a laptop in front of her. “What we do know from our studies though is that it responds best to subjects in possession of a rare strain of testosterone.” She clacked away on the keyboard.

“I’m not sure I follow.”

“A very minute percentage of the male population isn’t born with the regular testosterone pheromone, they’re born with a similar strain that is 100 times more potent. We call it Hyper-Testosterone.”

“So you’re saying that I have this hyper-testosterone inside of me instead of regular testosterone?”

“Yes. It’s important because the chip doesn’t seem to respond at all to people who carry the regular strain. We ran a test of our internal candidate database to see if we had any eligible blood samples. We didn’t expect to find any. Of the 150 million males in America it’s estimated that only half a dozen or so have hyper-testosterone in their blood.” She looked at me now as if I were some type of celebrity. I imagined throwing her down onto the table and fucking her brains until she passed out. “It’s really something that we managed to find you and you were already one of the clients in our database? It’s almost like it was destiny.”

“So I’ve got this chip inside of me now. What do I do with it?” Helen moved about in her seat anxiously.

“I’m sorry if I seem a little excitable, it’s just I’ve been waiting to test this for a long time. She tapped at the computer in front of her some more then looked up at me.

“There. The device is primed and ready to turn on. All I have to do is press this button.” She grabbed me by the hand and looked into my eyes.

“Now Tom,  I have to warn you. The chip is very receptive to your thoughts. It’s designed to switch on instantly and assess whatever it is your thinking. From there on out it will calibrate itself based on your thought patterns and decide what type of information to provide you with from there. So just try and clear your mind.”

I sat back in the chair, closed my eyes and took a deep breath, trying to let all thoughts leave my consciousness. In my mind all was black.

“Ok I’m going to turn the chip on now Tom. Just keep your mind clear.” I felt her hand brush away from mine. Then in the darkness of my imagination came forth a picture. It was Helen attired in fine red lingerie. I felt my pants tighten, focused on her long legs, large breasts and voluptuous body.

“Do you want me?” Helen said from within my imagination. “Well? Do you? Do you Tom?” A hand grabbed at my shoulder and I snapped back into the room.


*

“Tom? Tom? Can you hear me? The chip is running. Do you feel ok?” My eyes opened and were met with intense blinding light, I squinted to fight back the brightness.

“Why is it so bright in here?” I asked, shielding my hands over my eyes.

“Temporary side effect of the chip.” Helen said. “It should subside in a few seconds, the chip’s photo-receptors are simply adjusting to your eyes.” As she said this the brightness seemed to fade back and restore to it’s normal levels. My vision was a little blurred as if I had my eyes squeezed tight shut. Halos of light surrounded everything and my vision swam.

“Everything is so blurry.” I tried to blink my sight back into focus. It seemed to work and with each blink things came back into focus until it was like normal again.

“That better?” Helen waved her hand in front of my face.

“I think so. Everything looks back to normal now. Is it supposed to be like this?” As soon as I finished the question a giant yellow ‘YES’ appeared in all caps at the center of my vision.

“Woah!” I yelled, throwing myself back in the chair and crashing on the floor.

“Tom!” Helen jumped and rushed over to help me from off the floor. She leaned over me, her giant breasts heaving just inches away from face. Just how big were those things anyway?

Another word appeared in front of me, except this time it said ‘CALCULATING…’ and then ‘34 DD’.

“34 DD?” I repeated in confusion. Helen helped me up from the floor and looked at me quizzically.

“I’m sorry what did you just say? Did you say 34 DD?” She looked at me with a confused smirk on her face.

“I er…did.” There had to be some sort of explanation I could come up with.

“Tom were you just wondering what size my breasts were?” Helen looked at me with a slight look of amusement on her face. I had no choice but to tell the truth I guess. I sighed and looked her square in the face.

“Yes. I’m sorry. When you were leaning over me just now it just popped into my head. And then the answer popped up in front of my face like it was really there.” Helen’s face lit up.

“Tom that’s amazing! Don’t you see? This is the first evidence we have that the Alpha Chip works! And more importantly…it’s absolutely right!”

“That is amazing!” I agreed. You don’t come across breasts that big everyday after all.

“Okay okay, let’s see what else this thing can do. I’ve got a whole series of questions and tests lined up for you on the computer.” She skipped across the room and threw herself into her seat. I picked my seat up from off the floor and joined her back at the desk. I sat there idly while Helen typed away at the computer. It really was amazing how beautiful she was. A girl that hot must have had her fair share of lovers in her life. I wondered how many people she had actually slept with.

The words popped up again in my vision.

‘CALCULATING…’

No. There was no way it would be able to figure this one out. How would it even be able to -

‘MEN: 4, WOMEN: 1, TOTAL: 5 PEOPLE SLEPT WITH’.

“Holy shit.” I said out loud. Helen’s eyes shot up and she looked at me in excitement.

“What? Tom what is it?! What did you see this time?”

“Well this is awkward.” I said. “My mind was just running, I didn’t mean to honestly.”

“What Tom? What did you think?”

“I asked it how many people you slept with.” Silence filled the room.

“So…” She began. “What did it say?” She picked up a pen like she was writing this down for science. Yeah, for science.

“It said you’ve slept with four men.”

“But that’s amazing…how could the chip have-”

“And one woman.” Helen looked up from her notepad startled, her cheeks flushing with red. For a moment she was silent.

“It was in college, I was drunk…” She trailed off realizing she didn’t have to explain anything to me. Still, the thought of Helen being with a girl turned me on. “How could the chip possibly be doing this?” She moved her attention back to the keyboard, trying to find a solution.

“Tom see what else you can find out. I’m running a diagnostic scan now. We need to see what else this chip can do. This is unprecedented.”

“Ok.” I said. “What should I do?”

“Just focus on something, the chip will do the work.”

I sat back in the chair, put my palms flat on my knees and focused on Helen as she typed away on her computer. I looked at her, I mean, I really looked at her. I made her the sole focus of my vision until everything around her kind of went out focus. Then more text started showing up next to Helen, like a menu. It read:

Target: Dr. Helen Watts

Bra-size: 34 DD

Secret fetish: Deep throat

Current mood: Confused / Horny

Horny? If this thing was as accurate as it had been so far, that was quite the fact. I wondered if I could adjust what showed up on the menu. I sat forward in the chair, focused on the text and in my head I thought to myself: Would she fuck me?

An ellipsis appeared over Helen’s head, clearly it was calculating my question. The dots disappeared and then new text appeared above her.

‘YES’.

Well. This was quite the development.


*

I sat there for a few minutes playing around with the chip while Helen worked, seeing what I could get to appear / disappear. Helen sat typing into her computer trying to figure out how the chip had read her mind. The office door opened and the nurse walked in that had shown me in here in the first place.

She approached Helen, whispered something into her ear whilst looking at me. I focused on the nurse, the menu popped up again.

Target: Emily Draw

Bra-size: 32 B

Secret fetish: Submission

Current mood: Tired

Above her head there was another single word, just as there was with Helen. It too said ‘YES’. Helen thanked Emily for her message and she left the office.

I stared at Helen once more, she looked deep in thought. I wondered what she was thinking. The words popped up again. ‘CALCULATING’…
No. Surely it wasn’t possible.

To the left of Helen a dialog box appeared, in it appeared to be a constant stream of her consciousness:
“But if the chip has been supercharged because of his hyper-testosterone, then that would mean he’d be able to read my thoughts…or anyone’s thoughts. Oh I’d love to shove that big dick of his deep into my mouth. Stop that Helen! It’s not professional, you need to focus on your work. If you keep this up he might even be able to…”

“Seduce you?” I asked out loud, finishing her thoughts for her. Helen looked up at me surprised.

“What did you just say?” She asked, trying to confirm for herself if I had really just read her mind or not.

“I might even be able to seduce you. That’s what you were thinking wasn’t it? My abnormal levels of hyper-testosterone have over powered the chip and provided me with abilities you didn’t even know were possible.”

Helen stared at me with her mouth wide open. “This isn’t possible, it shouldn’t be happening…”

“Oh it’s happening alright.” I stood, walked around the desk slowly and stopped within a hairs distance of Helen. She looked up at me, blushing now. I reached a hand out and took her by the chin, brushed her lips with my thumb.

“Tom…what are you doing? We need to focus…” She trailed off, biting her lip and looking at me.

“Shut up.” I commanded her. “This is all part of the research. Do you understand?”

“Yes Tom.” She said quietly.

I squeezed her cheeks together with my hand and stared at her thick lips, covered in pink glossy lipstick.

“Get on your knees.” I ordered. Instantly Helen pulled herself off the chair and moved onto the floor with her knees. “I know you want my big fat dick in your mouth. I know you want it all the way down there.”

She looked away, blushing. I grabbed her face and pulled it up to look at me. “It’s true isn’t it. You want my big fat cock all the way down your throat?”

“Yes.” She took a deep breath, as if she were getting a weight off her chest. “Please. We can’t get caught. I could lose my job. But all I want to do is suck your huge fucking cock so much.”

I unzipped my pants, pulled down my boxers and released my now raging erection. Helen’s eye opened wide at the sight of it.

“Oh my god,” She gasped. “It’s so huge. Please may I suck it?”

I nodded my head to signify approval. Helen leapt on to my cock with her mouth like a lion onto prey. Her hot pink lips made a tight seal against the tip of my cock, sucked tightly and slowly pulled my shaft all the way into her mouth and against the back of her throat. I looked down and saw that she had pulled her panties to one side and was fingering herself up her skirt at the same time.

She pulled my cock all the way out of her mouth, looked up at me and kissed the tip.

“You like that don’t you?” I asked. “You like being daddy’s little whore.” She nodded and wrapped her lips around my cock once more, pushing it all the way to the back of her throat. Helen started bobbing her head back and forth moving my cock all the way in and out her mouth each time she moved her head back and forth. Her tongue licked at my head greedily. God it felt so good. Barely a minute in I was about ready to blow.

I wrapped my hands around the back of her head pushed her mouth deep on to my cock and started fucking it violently. Helen moaned loudly through mouth fulls of my cock, fingering her pussy even harder now than she had done before.

I pushed into her mouth as deep as I could go and exploded. My cock clenched hard, shooting multiple strings of cum into her mouth and down the back of her throat. My hands dug so deep into the back of her hair I was worried I would rip it out. Helen stayed there on her knees with her dick all the way down her throat until she was sure the last of my cum had come out. Finally she slid my cock out of her mouth slowly and sucked up any cum that was remaining.

“Fuck. I can tell you’ve done that before.” I said collapsing back against the wall and coming to a rest on the floor.

“I’ve never done it with a patient.” She wiped her hand against the back of her mouth, and then against her lab coat and sat back in the chair. For a moment neither of us said anything, simply sat and regained our composure. Finally Helen took a deep breath and sat up straight.

“So it’s clear to me this chip of ours is quite powerful.” She said, brushing her self down and straightening her glasses out.

“Well I’ll say. It only took 30 minutes from me walking into this room to have you on your knees and begging for my cock down your throat.” I chuckled to myself, got up from the floor and sat down back in the chair on the opposite side of the desk.

“You know what I’d really like to do though.” Something had changed within me now. I could feel it already. Whatever the chip was going to me, having these abilities had given me a new level of confidence. I put my feet up on the table and sat back in the chair, as if I were sitting at home.

“I’d love to fuck you in that tight little pussy of yours.” Helen gave me a disapproving look.

“Tom sucking your cock in my office was risky enough. Someone could have walked in at any moment. To fuck you here, that would be madness. I can’t do that.” She turned attention to her computer once more and started tapping away.

So now Helen had got what she wanted, she was going to turn me down for my request? That didn’t really seem fair to me. There must have been some way I could convince her. I looked around the room in frustration, trying to think of an answer. I knew that Helen had an inner slut that was dying to get out, I just had to find a way to coax it out of her. I had to find a way to unleash her inner bimbo.

Just then a new menu popped up. It read: Bimbofication Meter and it had a percentage rating next to it. The current percentage was on 48%. Underneath there was another message. Adjust as necessary. For fun we recommend a 100% bimbo rating.

Wait. I could actually adjust this thing? Could it be? I focused on the Bimbofication Meter and willed the arrow to move along the line and increase Helen’s Bimbo rating. First nothing happened, then the arrow started to crawl along the meter slowly.

I looked up from the meter to Helen, to study how it would affect her. Her cheeks had started to flush and she was fidgeting around in her chair a little. She opened her lab coat slightly to cool down, providing a better glimpse of her heaving breasts. I looked back to the meter, it was on 84% now.

“100%” I thought to myself and then the arrow jumped right to the other end of the line.

“Ah!” Helen gasped. She had thrown herself back from the desk and was looking down at her front, her top had split open and her boobs were now hanging freely. “My top split open! It’s as if my breasts expanded all the way out!” I took a moment to study them. (For scientific purposes) and came to the astute conclusion that her hypothesis was correct. I pulled up her menu profile and looked at it.

“You’re right they have grown. You’re now a 34F.” Helen looked up at me in shock and then jumped out of the chair.

“Christ!” She said. She pulled up her skirt, showing off the bright pink panties she was wearing, she started clawing at them, and tore them off completely. “My panties were shrinking into my skin!” She was completely naked from the waist down now and I had a prime view of her sweet pussy and…woah. Where did that ass come from?

“I don’t think it was the panties that were getting smaller Helen. I think it was your ass getting bigger.” She looked down, and around at her now rather voluptuous behind. Her eyes widened, surprised yet impressed at the same time. Then she looked up at me.

“Did you do this?” I didn’t have to say anything in response, sure enough that my guilty yet smug look said it all already. Hey, I’m not the bad guy here, this is all just for the sake of scientific research. Helen looked down at her new body in awe.

“I’m not mad Tom. In fact I rather like this. Just seeing myself like this makes me so horny.”

A message flashed up in my vision. New fetish update! 
Target: Dr. Helen Watts
Secret fetish: Wants to be a Bimbo Slut

Oh my.


*

I didn’t have to say anything. Helen trained her eyes on me, burning with lust and absolute focus. She walked and straddled me on the chair, her wet pussy grazing against my erection through my jeans.

“What do you say we pack the research in for the day and you fill my bimbo pussy full of your cum?” She said, running her hands over my chests and arms. I placed my arms around her tiny waist and pressed my crotch up into hers. She didn’t have to tell me twice.

I removed my trousers and underwear and Helen started grinding her pussy against my rock hard cock. I pulled her in to me as tight as I could, hands feeling at her tiny waist line and then down and around her large round ass. I ran my hand down the back of her, sunk a finger into her wet slit and started to push in and out of her slowly.

“Oh Tom.” She moaned. “That feels so good inside of me.” I brought my other hand up and grabbed at her large tits, pulling and twisting at her large pointed nipples. Helen let out a gasp and gave me a sultry look that made my cock stiffen even more. She tore off her lab coat and was completely nude now, arms wrapped around my shoulders she ground into me as hard as she could. I pressed my mouth against her full and pink lips, our tongues pressing into each other and searching around in a hot embrace.

“I want your cock inside of me.” She whispered into my ear. She lifted her self up for a moment and placed a hand on the base of my cock. Then she began to lower her self down, guiding my dick into her slit. Her pussy pushed against the tip and then her lips slowly spread around the head and she sunk quickly all the way down to the base. Inside her cunt felt so unbelievably tight, my cock was harder than it ever had been before.

“Oh yes…” Helen moaned. She started to bounced up and down on my cock, sliding it in and out of her fully with every jump. Every penetration felt better than the last. With each bounce her breasts jiggled up and down, hypnotizing me.

I grabbed her by her tiny waist and began thrusting my cock in and out of her faster. Helen’s fingers dug into my shoulder and she threw her head back.

“Yes…yes…yes!” She yelled. Clearly not bothered about being discovered any more. She came hard her pussy clenching tight around me several times. She buried her head in between my neck and chest as she continued to cum, pushing her crotch into mine.

“Oh it feels so good.” She said, whimpering as the orgasm surged across her body. I dug my fingers into her waist.

“Hold on.” I said and stood up out of the chair and placed her on the table in front of me. “Turn around.” I ordered. She did so without question, bending over until her tits were flat on the table and her ass was up in the air, waiting for me to enter it. She moved her legs apart a little, giving me a better sight or her pussy. I moved forward, squeezed her ass and pushed my cock inside of her once more. We both moaned our gasps of delight. I started to thrust in and out Helen, fucking her hard from behind. With each thrust of my powerful hips my legs slapped against her ass. With each thrust Helen let out a small yet audible gasp. With each thrust I felt myself getting slightly harder, fucking her pussy raw until I could bear it no longer.

“I’m going to cum!” I gasped through stunted breaths, digging my fingers into her waist and pulling myself all the way into her. My cock exploded deep inside her pussy, shooting jets of hot thick cum inside of her and filling her completely.

“Oh fuuuuck.” Helen moaned, her pussy clenching tight around my cock again. She came hard once more as I finished ejaculating inside of her. With nothing left to give, I slipped out of her and fell back into the chair, catching my breath and basking in the post-fuck warmth.

Helen lay flat on the table, her chest heaving up and down with quick breaths, moaning as she clung on to the last of her orgasm. Finally she stood up, pulled her lab coat on and sat on the table in front of me.

“Well that wasn’t bad for our first day of research.” A dumb smile was spread across her ditzy face.

“No it was pretty good.” I agreed. “I’m definitely keen to get on with the next stage of the trial, whenever that is.”

“Oh rest assured it will be soon.” Helen said whilst running a hand through her hair. “I’m thinking something out in the field this time though. Something to test the limits of the chip a little more.”

Well. That sounded good to me. Now I’d conquered my first Bimbo, I felt as if my options were limitless. I had to get out there now. I had to go out into the world and track down delicious bimbo babes, and turn them into my loyal slaves. I’m ready, I’m willing.

I’m the god damn Bimbo Hunter.
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