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Bimbo Hunter 3: Double Trouble

Is there anything better than having a loyal bimbo servant tending to your every desire?

Yes. Having two.

Tom wakes up to find that there are two ‘Rank 10’ bimbos in the vicinity, so the hunt is on to track them down and transform them into his loyal and loving slaves.

When he manages to find the perfect duo, he’s a little shocked. He definitely wasn’t expecting this…


“Please,” She opened her legs and rubbed her fingers across her groove, “Stop teasing me.”

I placed my cock into her waiting mouth, her lips wrapped tight around it, sucking hard against my shaft.

“You’re a naughty little bimbo slut.” Her head fell back, her eyes closed. She moaned and pushed a finger inside of herself.

I’d only met Stephanie - I think that was her name anyway - just two hours ago, now she was at my feet, begging for me to fill her with my cum. Now you might be thinking that I’m sort of sex god, (And that’s ok, In some ways you’d be right) but things weren’t always this way. Not since Dr. Helen gave me the Alpha Chip. Since then I’d been transforming all kinds of women into willing bimbo sluts.

“I want to feel your cock inside my pussy, and I want you to cum everywhere inside of me.” She said, pulling herself up on to her knees and straddling over me. Her wet slit grazed against my erection, making my whole body tighten in anticipation.

When I’d met Stephanie she’d certainly been attractive enough, not bad for a gas station attendant anyway. The Alpha Chip gives me powers to see things that others don’t, read women’s thoughts, see what their deepest darkest secrets are. When I walked up to the counter to pay for the gas, a bright yellow ‘YES’ hovered over her head, invisible to everyone but me. The ‘yes’ was an answer to a question. The question is one I have permanently fixed over all women’s heads now - ‘Are they down to fuck?’

Having the innate ability to see this is pretty god damn awesome, let me tell you. For the first few weeks I was like a kid in a candy shop. It wore off after a while though and I started seeking out the harder challenges. Actively trying to turn ‘NO’ into ‘YES’.

Stephanie was a straight up ‘YES’, and don’t get me wrong they’re always fun. I decided to turn her into a bimbo slave for another reason though. I pulled up her profile menu in my eyesight and read through her stats. Current mood, ‘At the end of her tether’. Current fetish / desire: To be fucked into the middle of next week and forget everything.’

I didn’t need to scan through any of this to see that she’d had a couple of rough weeks, I could already see that on her face. Young, brunette in pigtails working the grave yard shift at a gas station in the middle of nowhere, bags under her eyes from lack of sleep. Thin smile on her tired face. I didn’t look at her story because I didn’t want to, I guessed she probably trying to pay her way through college, the sole guardian to younger siblings after a tragic family accident.

I felt that it was my duty to give this girl a good time.

She slid down on to my rock hard cock, her pussy unbelievably tight and wet. “Oh it feels so good.” She gasped. I put my hands around her tiny waist and started thrusting into her wildly.

As soon as I’d seen that ‘yes’. I started laying it on, with no one else around I didn’t see the harm in standing at the desk and making her laugh for a few minutes.

There was a small TV overhead, playing a music video from the Desmond sisters, two of the biggest country music super stars in the world right now.

“Who do you think is prettier?” Stephanie asked me. “Zoe or Chloe?”

“It’s a pretty tough one.” I said honestly. “They’re both remarkably good looking.”

“And rich too.” Stephanie sighed, looking up at them doe eyed.

We stood there for a few minutes, watching the TV, talking about their music, joking about what we would do if we had that kind of wealth and fame. Just having some company seemed to have cheered Stephanie up. With every laugh her eyes burned for me a little more.

Within a few minutes she had flipped the sign on the front door to closed and we were on our way upstairs, to the bed that was there for folks doing the graveyard shift. She had a good body, tight and small. She was petite in most aspects of the word. She had short and stiff brunette pigtails, for some reason that was the thing that turned me on most of all.

We pulled our clothes off and fell back onto the bed, then Stephanie looked down and gasped.

“My tits!” She screamed. “My ass!” I’d turned up her Bimbofication rating with the Alpha Chip from 20% to 100%. It’s effects were always instant, sculpting the target body into an unbelievably voluptuous bimbo.

Stephanie didn’t even question it, they rarely did anymore.

I lay there in the dark, my hands wrapped around this tight bimbo goddess and fucked her pussy as hard as I possibly could.

“Oh yes!” She screamed as I buried my cock deep inside of her. “Yes more! More!” She came hard. Several times in fact. I grabbed her tight and with one last push I thrust my cock all the way inside of her and exploded everywhere.

“Oh god your cum!” She moaned, cumming again as she felt my seed covering the inside of her. My whole dick clenched as I fired shot after shot of semen, until I had nothing left to give. After that we both lay there, breathing hard in the small dark room above the gas station.

I pulled up her profile menu once more.

‘Current mood: Life is good.’

She fell asleep with a smile on her face, I grabbed my things and headed out the door, back to the challenge that lay ahead.

*

I guess Dr. Helen was the one I owed all my thanks to. She was the one who invented the Alpha Chip. She was the one I first transformed into a stunning bimbo and fucked ragged. I was the only test subject that could use the chip, because of my hyper-testosterone levels, and now I was Dr. Helen’s sole guinea pig for discovering what the chip was capable of.

“This next challenge is going to be your hardest one yet.” The phone said as I drove across the desert. The radio blasted the latest Desmond Sisters’ song, I turned it down to hear Helen a little clearer. “It’s a good thing we’ve got the radar now to help you track things down.”

We’d recently discovered that I could use the Alpha Chip to act as a radar, scanning for the hottest women in the area. I could move towards the women and the radar would tell me if I was getting closer or not. In the past week I’d used the radar to single out the best looking women in the area and try to work my magic on them, the radar ranked women on a scale of 1-10. So far the highest I’d seen was an 8. That is, up until now.

“So far you’ve only used the Alpha Chip to seduce women on a one on one basis.” Helen said.

“Only?” I said. “The things I’ve done in these past weeks, it’s more than most men do in a life time. And don’t tell me it doesn’t turn you on. I can hear you down the end of the line when I’m giving you a field report, you finger fuck yourself silly practically every time. Heck you’re probably rubbing your clit talking to me just now.” There was silence down the phone for a moment. I couldn’t help but chuckle to myself.

“Well it’s not my fault! The reports are hot ok?” She fired back. “Anyway let’s just get back to the matter at hand.”

“My computer says that you’re closing in on your targets. Two Rank 10 bimbos just a couple hundred meters from your location now.”

“Well there’s fuck all around here.” I said whilst putting my foot to the floor. I’d be driving through the desert for four hours now, and there was not a thing to be seen.

“I’m looking at my copy of the radar here, according to this there should be a small turn off coming up. I think that’s where you need to go.”

“I think I see it.” I slowed the car a little and turned off the main road and onto a dirt track. “Also I don’t know what I think about you being able to see what I see now. I don’t know if I like you being able to see everything that I broadcast.”

“Well get used to it sunshine. It was a pleasant surprise discovering I could mirror what you’re seeing back here on my laptop screen. Also - nice job with that girl back at the gas station. I came pretty hard watching that.”

“I think you might be a sex addict doc. You might want to get some help.” Like honestly. I couldn’t recall a single conversation with the woman in the last few weeks where she hadn’t been masturbating whilst on the phone to me. It was pretty hot so I usually ended up joining in. She was a bad influence.

I followed the track around a large group of rocks that were on my left hand side and then I finally saw it, a large building that had been obscured from the main road, by the small hills in front of it.

“Okay Doc I think we’ve got some action here. The track just rounded the hills and into a clearing. There’s like a small plain of sorts hidden between the hills, and on that plain someone has built a pretty nice looking house.”

“Approach it.” She prompted, “I’ll be silent from here on out, message me if you run into any problems.” The line clicked and the call ended.

I drove up the track to the drive and pulled up. Whoever built this thing had a lot of money and a lot of taste. The house was square with a very minimalist but modern design, three or four floors tall. On the far hand side there were a row of garages and some expensive looking sports cars outside.

To get up to the house I had to walk up a set of white marble stairs. How the heck they stayed so clean out in the desert was beyond me. I walked towards what I presumed was the front door. The front of the building was one giant window. Through the large windows I could easily see inside, which looked like the pictures you see inside an interior design catalog.

Out front there was an expansive white stone balcony, set into which were layered pools, surrounded by expensive looking patio furniture. Whoever lived here wasn’t messing around.

Up ahead the large glass door opened and I saw two figures facing in my direction. Two gorgeous women in bikinis stepped out on to the patio and walked towards me. Unsure what to do, I raised my hand and smiled. They got closer and I could make out who it was now. My jaw dropped.

The Alpha Chip had brought me to the Desmond Sisters.

*

We walked towards each other and stopped, a couple of feet in between us. I couldn’t help but feel a little star struck, the Desmond sisters were two of the biggest pop stars in the world, and even better looking in real life than on the screen.

“Howdy mister.” Chloe was the first to speak. Of the two sister’s she was the eldest, famous for her long red hair that she often wore in plaited pigtails. Today was no exception. “Y’all lost or something?” She pulled her hat over her eyes, blocking out the intense Nevada sun.

Well shit. Here I was again. I’d been driving here for hours on purpose and hadn’t even bothered to come up with an alibi.

“Uh yeah.” I lied. Trying not to stare at their unbelievable bodies. The twins were famous not only for their music, but their squeaky clean public persona’s. Their music was ‘family friendly’ and they performed their music on the basis that ‘sex is for marriage’.

Their main demographic was tweens, teens and any girl that was old enough to be insecure. But…they also released a sold out bikini calendar every year, which was probably bought by the father’s of their very own demographic.

I may or may not have had the most current calendar hanging up in my kitchen. (And before you judge, they manage to squeeze those gorgeous bodies into some very tiny bikinis.)

Having them both stood in front of me in nothing but skimpy bikinis, keeping my eyes above aboard was difficult to say the least.

“Well what are you looking for mister?” Zoe spoke this time. She was the younger of the twins, and the ‘wilder’ one. Her hair was long and straight, died a bright neon blue. For a second I glanced down at her large breasts, which were positively bursting out of the small bikini top.

“What I was looking for?” I repeated, trying to stall for time. How could I have driven all this way and not thought up an answer?

‘CALCULATING RESPONSE…’

I looked at the bright yellow text that had popped into my eyesight. The chip was coming to my rescue again. I read the prompt and seriously doubted what the chip was suggesting I say. I thought back to when I’d first used this feature on a young Asian girl called Kimmi. It hadn’t failed me then. Ok. Fuck it.

“I was looking for the…Blue Moon Saloon.” I said, reading the prompt. “I’m not sure if you girls have heard it or not. It’s a brothel that’s supposed to be around here.” I stood there listening to myself, wondering what the fuck I was doing.

Here you are Tom, standing outside the front door of the richest pop stars on the planet, telling them you were looking for a fucking brothel. What the fuck are you doing fella?!

Chloe and Zoe looked at each other for a second and then…they burst out laughing.

“Boy howdy!” Chloe said, trying to stifle laughter. “Yeah we’ve heard of it mister. But you’re a little far off the track for the Blue Moon.” She turned to Zoe and looked at her, some sort of non-verbal question and answer passing between them. Chloe turned back to me.

“Why don’t you come in and grab some Lemonade.” Zoe said. “We can get you a map and show you the way to the saloon.”

“That’d be great thank you. Anything to get out of this heat.” We walked into the house and the fresh air conditioned wrapped around us. I took my hat off and breathed a sigh of relief.

I followed Chloe over to a set of large sofas.

“I’ll just grab the map from the garage.” Zoe said, walking further on.

“Come, sit down.” Chloe said patting the sofa. “Do you want a drink or anything?”

“I’m good, but thanks. Mine name’s Tom by the way.” I said whilst holding out my hand.

“Nice to meet you Tom.” Chloe said. “I’m Chloe, that was my older sister Zoe.”

“I’m…more than aware of who you are.” I laughed, glancing around the exquisite looking house.

“So you recognize us!” She laughed back.

“I did. I didn’t want too come across too familiar and you think I was some crazy fan stalker or something!” No. I was just a crazy bimbo stalker, this was just pure coincidence.

“Ah not a problem. You look pretty laid back to us and you’d have to be pretty mental to lie about looking for a brothel. Just make yourself at home. I’ll be right back.” She jumped up and disappeared through a door that I assumed led to the kitchen. As she slunk away I couldn’t help but stare, my eyes transfixed to her stunning bikini clad body.

As I watched Chloe walk away it occurred to me that neither of the girls had a ‘Yes’ or ‘No’ over their heads. I waited for Chloe to come back from the kitchen.

Ok Chip. Would the Desmond sister’s sleep with me? I thought to myself.

‘CALCULATING…’ the text popped up. I already knew what the answer was going to be. The sister’s had been the only 10’s the radar had found in the last few weeks, and they were the friggen Desmond Sister’s. There was no way they’d be interested in wrapping their long slender legs around a punk like me.

‘COULD NOT COMPUTE.’

The text flashed up. What the fuck? The chip had managed to give me an answer for every girl I’d met so far. Why couldn’t if work out the Desmond Sister’s?

“Ok mister you are one lucky guy.” I looked up to see Zoe had returned from the garage.

“His name is Tom, Zo.”

“Nice to meet ya Tom.” Zoe said, sitting down beside Chloe. “I take it ya know who we are?” I nodded my head as if to say ‘Well yeah, of course’.

“Hi Tom.” She said. “So I’ll be honest, I wasn’t going into the garage to find a map to the Blue Moon Saloon.” She looked over to Chloe, they both seemed to have some sort of mischievous smile on their face. “Should we tell him?”

Zoe looked back at her. “Yeah go on.”

“Ok you can’t tell anyone this.” Chloe said. “So please sign here…” She held out a piece of paper and a pen, I looked down and noticed it was some sort of contract.

“Er…what am I signing here?” I said, taking it from them.

“It’s a simple non-disclosure agreement. Basically stipulating you won’t repeat what we say here outside of these walls.” I gave the contract a quick look over, sure enough she seemed to be telling the truth. I signed it and handed it back.

“So what’s the deal?” I said. “Is this brothel on a military site or something?”

“Nah nothing like that.” Zoe interjected. “We own the Blue Moon Saloon!” I stared from Zoe to Chloe, my mouth hanging open. I wasn’t really sure how to react. A couple minutes ago I didn’t even know what the Blue Moon Saloon was. But this?

“Yeah.” Chloe joined in, looking a little embarrassed. “Our financial manager said we needed to diversify our portfolio or whatever, so we bought a bunch of land out here and started throwing up Brothels.”

“Best thing we ever did!” Zoe added. “Half the money we got has come from those whore houses!”

“Well anyway,” Chloe continued. “We’re on our way to check up on the saloon later. So if you want you’re free to come with us.”

“That…sounds…great.” I said, still a little shocked from the whole revelation. The squeaky clean Desmond sisters were kingpins in the Nevada sex trade? Who would have thought it? I looked above Chloe’s head and noticed the same message as printed over Zoe’s:

‘COULD NOT COMPUTE’.

What the heck was going on here? I had to find out.

“Say could I use your bathroom?”

“Sure, end of the corridor behind you, on your right.” Zoe said. I thanked her and followed the instructions. I closed the door behind me, pulled out my phone and called Dr. Helen, the line rang a few times before she picked up.

“Tom? What’s wrong? Is everything ok? You’re not done with your targets already are you?”

“I’m barely getting started here Helen. You’re not going to believe who it’s taken me to.” I briefly ran through what had happened since I last spoke to Helen. Then I told her about the problem I was having with the chip.

“Hm. I did notice that when I watching your feed.” She said. “So I got the chip to do a couple of background scans on Chloe and Zoe while you were talking to them just now.”

“Ok.” I said. “So why can’t I use the chip on them?”

“Well you know you can use the chip because you have the rare hyper-testosterone pheromone?”

“Yeah…”

“Well there’s an equally strong and opposite pheromone in women called hyper-estrogen. It’s just as rare and powerful as yours.”

“Ok this is blocking the powers of my chip?” I said, trying to follow Helen’s explanation.

“It would seem that way. You could track them from a distance because their hyper-estrogen couldn’t reach you. But after being in their vicinity for a while it will shut down completely. Looks like the last chance you got to use it was when it fed you the line about the saloon.”

“So, everything I do from here on is off my own back?”

“Some what. But there’s a problem. If you can’t manage to over power them, we run the risk of losing the chip permanently.”

“Ok. Couldn’t we just use another one?”

“I’m afraid not. We spent our entire budget on that one chip.”

Well fuck. That would not be good.

“Ok so what can I do? Is there a way for me to over power them?”

“Possibly.” She said. “There’s one thing you could do to try and override them, but it’s pretty risky.”

“What?” I said anxiously. “Tell me, I’ll try anything at this point.”

“Ok.” Helen said. “But you’re not going to like it.”

“Just lay it on me Doc. I can take it.”

“When you go out there you need to try and over stimulate their hyper-estrogen.”

“…right.”

“And the only way to do that is to try and turn them on…”

“Ok…”

“The fastest way for you to do that is to walk back our there naked.”

“You have to be fucking kidding me.” I said.

“I’m afraid not.”

So I was about to have the greatest threesome of all time, or freak out a couple of billionaire pop stars, get arrested and go to prison.

Well, here goes nothing.

*

I stood by the bathroom door for a few minutes, naked, trying to remind myself to breathe. You can do this Tom. I thought.

I walked out into the corridor, and sheepishly moved into the living room. It was then I realized I could put any worries about my indecent exposure to one side. On the coach Chloe was sat back, naked with her legs spread wide open. Between her legs she held Zoe’s head, who was kissing at Chloe’s pussy rather passionately.

Unsure of what to do, I stood there for a moment, just watching. Then I went back towards the bathroom to get Helen back on the phone.

“They are…eating each other out on the couch?”

“The Desmond sisters?” Helen asked. I swear I could almost hear her shimmying her panties to one side.

“Er yeah. What’s that about?” I heard Helen’s fingers clacking on a keyboard.

“Oh, well that’s interesting. I didn’t know that.”

“…care to enlighten me here Helen?”

“Sorry I forgot you couldn’t see what I’m seeing. According to this page here they’re not actually related at all. ‘Chloe Thomas and Zoe Smith first met when they were room mates in college, although they now perform under the moniker of the ‘Desmond Sisters’ they have no blood relation.’”

“You learn something new everyday.” I said. “But why the heck are they eating each other out now? I…is this something to do with me?”

“I guess your hyper-testosterone is even more powerful than we thought. Doesn’t look like you even need the chip on this one. Shame though, I wish I could see this one.”

“Don’t worry Helen, I’m sure you’ll jerk off to it when I recount it on the phone later.”

I hung up and made my way back to the beautiful women on the coaches. Zoe was still tongue fucking Chloe’s pussy upon my return. Fuck, this was hot. Unsure of how to break up the party, I cleared my throat. They both looked over, somewhat unphased.

“Oh sorry Tom.” Chloe said whilst laughing. Zoe continued to lick and kiss at her pussy. “Sometimes we get a little - AHHH - horny in the day. I think you may have brought it out in us. Might have to take a rain check on us taking you to that - OHHH - hostel.”

“You take as long as you want.” I said, staring down at my throbbing erection. “I’m happy to wait.”

Zoe looked up from Chloe’s pussy. “Just to let you know we’re not really sisters. But we can pretend to be if that’s what you’re into.”

“Do I fit into this equation somehow?” I asked, somewhat bewildered that this was actually happening.

“I guess you’ll have to come over.” Chloe gasped between breaths. “And find out if you fit in it at all.”

I positively sprinted towards the couch, hopped over and sat down next to Chloe. She leaned over, placed her hand onto my cock and started to pump her fist up and down. I leaned in closer to her and grabbed her breast in my hand, squeezing at it gently and toying with her hard nipples. She pulled me in close and we kissed each other. Zoe was still kissing at Chloe’s pussy, and between kisses Zoe let out short sharp breaths that were hot and filled with sounds of pleasure. Her skin was smooth and soft to the touch, warm and comforting.

“Suck his dick Zo.” Chloe said to her partner. Without so much of a hesitation Zoe moved over from her pussy to my cock. She looked up at, placing the head of my dick into her mouth and moved her head down slowly, maintaining eye contact the whole time.

“Fuuuuuuck.” Was all I could manage to say. Somehow I had found myself surrounded by two perfect women, and they were both willing - no - happy to worship my cock without question.

“You’re so big and hard.” Zoe said before swallowing the whole length of my cock again. She began pumping her head up and down my shaft, her tongue licking against the bottom of my dick as she went. Meanwhile Chloe continued to push her lips against mine, our tongues darting in and out of the others’ mouth. I moved my hand down from her breasts, to her pussy, rubbing at her clit lightly. She moaned, letting me know that I was in the right place. I continued to massage her there. I slipped two fingers inside of her and stroked her softly.

“Oh fuck - I’m coming.” She said. She pushed harder against my mouth, kissing me deeply, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she came hard.

Chloe’s orgasm seemed to turn Zoe on further, who was now sucking at my cock faster.

“Get up.” I commanded. Zoe did as I said. I stood up and pushed her down onto the table behind her, and onto her back.

“Are you going to fuck my pussy?” She said, her eyes burning into my own. I said nothing back, simply grabbed her by the legs, forced them backwards and pulled her hips towards me.

“I like this one Chloe. He’s rough.” I moved in closer to her and pushed my cock up and down her a slit a couple of times, driving her wild with teasing. It wasn’t everyday you got to fuck a Desmond sister, I thought I might as well have a little fun with it.

“And a tease too by the looks of it.” Chloe moved around to the other side of the table, and climbed onto it with her knees. She crawled over towards Zoe and sat on top of her face. “She can eat my pussy again while you fuck hers.”

Good god I was hard.

I pushed my cock inside of her and started pumping away. This morning I had woken up and driven to a gas station to fuck a college girl. Now I was in a mansion hidden in the middle of nowhere, fucking two of the most famous women on the planet.

I pushed Zoe’s legs far apart and slid my dick into her pussy as slow as I could. Her breathing became fast and shallow. She wrapped her own hands around Chloe’s hips. Chloe was now squatting right over the top of Zoe’s face, her crotch grinding into her mouth. I forced my cock back inside of her again, and started to fuck her quickly. Between each thrust of my dick she let out a little moan, that was mostly swallowed by the pussy that was sitting on her face. After a minute or two of fucking her, Zoe had become insatiable.

“Oh god, I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m …AAAH” Was all she could manage to say. Her pussy clenching tightly around my cock. Her whole body shook with pleasure as she came, her own hands digging deep into Zoe’s round and fertile hips. I pulled out of Zoe and set my sights on her partner.

“Bend over.” I said, pointing at her. “Now.”

“I love the way he orders us around.” Chloe said to Zoe. She turned around and bent over the couch, her round fat ass and dripping pussy pointing into the air.

I took hold of her by her hips and pushed my cock inside of her warm and wet depths. I pulled myself all the way inside of her and nearly came instantly. She was clenching her pussy around my cock, massaging it while it was inside of her. Chloe turned around to face me.

“You like that? Just a little trick I picked up in my time.”

“I like that - AH - lot.” Fuck it felt good. Zoe got up from behind us, walked over and sat down on the in front of Chloe.

“Now it’s your turn to eat my pussy.” She said whilst spreading her lips far apart. “You can suck his dick juices out of me.”

I started pumping my cock in and out of her, while she pushed her tongue in and out of her partner. All the while massaging my cock with her pulsating pussy. I’d never taken a bimbo like this before, she had clearly spent many years mastering the art of cock worship.

We all fell into a kind of sexual trance, fucking each other in a sort of mindless groove. Zoe came a couple of times, her juices running into her “Sister’s” mouth.

“Please cum in side of me Tom.” She said between mouthfuls of Zoe’s cunt. “I want your cum all up inside of me.”

Well, she didn’t have to ask me twice. I pulled back out her slowly, one last time, watching as her lips gripped onto the shaft of my cock, as if they were trying to keep me in. Then I pushed back in and pumped hard and fast.

“I’m there,” I gasped, pumping away at her cunt. My cock exploded in multiple waves, the first one like any other, shooting string after string of hot cum deep inside of her tight pussy. As the orgasm washed over my body another came and I yelled hard, another load of my seed squeezing out of my cock and into her body.

I fell back off the table and onto the couch, panting hard and heavy. Zoe jumped up from the couch on the opposite side and started lapping up the dripping cum from Chloe’s cunt. The sight of that alone was enough to get me hard again, but I thought it fair to give the girls a break for a while.

*

“So that’s what happened.” I said casually into the speaker phone.

“Tom please tell me your chip started working again after that, I need to see the visual footage of this.”

“Seems to be working as normal again.”

I had checked the chip, which turned out to be ok. After I fucked the Desmond Sisters the chip turned itself back on. The hyper-estrogen levels must have restored to normal.

“Well I’ll have to check that out on my computer later…for scientific purposes of course.”

“Yes I’m sure.”

“So what’s the plan next?” Helen said, clearly planning ahead for her next finger fuck session.

“There’s supposed to be a brothel near here. Chloe and Zoe said they’d take me to it at some point.”

“Can’t say I’m not jealous. What do you plan on doing there?”

“I’m not sure. Probably sit and wait around for trouble to find me, it always seems to.”

I hung up and walked back into the bedroom, climbing into the huge four poster bed that was at the center.

“Was that your boss honey?” Zoe said, looking up from the pillow.

“She’s not my boss so much, more of a…masturbatory adviser.”

“Oh I love it when you use big words.” Chloe said sitting up. I looked down at the naked girls and took a deep breath.

Damn it was good to be me.
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When Jake gets his hands on the book he gains the magical power to change and transform those around him. It’s not long before Jake starts having some real fun.

With nothing to do but play with his new found powers, Jake decides to turn his plain old boss Sally into a drop dead gorgeous and ravenous bimbo…

Buy Now on Amazon


The Bimbo Book 2: Bimbofication Upgrade

One day earlier Jake had been just a regular dude.

Now he had the Bimbo book though, everything was different.

Now Jake has the power to transform and sculpt women into the most stunning Bimbo’s that he can imagine.

But he’s just getting started. With a new and improved Bimbo book there’s no stopping Jake.

The hot french girl across the way? Bimbo. His best friend and shy religious girl Jess? Bimbo.

Her cougar mother…? You better believe that’s a Bimbo.

Buy Now on Amazon


The Bimbo Book 3: Bimbofication Harem

Jake is on a mission. He needs to steal the original Bimbo Book back from Britney before it's too late. That's not to say he can't stop and make himself a few new servants on the way though...

Armed with his fertile harem of loyal bimbo followers and the new Bimbo Book 2.0, now Jake has the power to transform any woman into a voluptuous, jaw-dropping bimbo within seconds.

Jake can't wait to get his book back and sculpt Britney into a servant who will obey without question.

Buy Now on Amazon


A word from the author

The good ones are always the naughtiest no? Thank God for ‘good’ Christian girls.

If you’ve got any words, feedback, sentiments etc, send it to:

redlotuspublishing@gmail.com

…


Kaitlyn Fox Catalog

…

For two FREE & exclusive stories, please subscribe to my newsletter:

http://eepurl.com/b5tmt5
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