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The Bimbo Hunter 1-3

Complete Collection


Bimbo Hunter 1:

Ditzy Doctors


“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.


Bimbo Hunter 2:

Asian Persuasion


As I walked out of the lab and made my way home my thoughts raced over what had happened with the day so far.

I’d been selected to take part in a trial, to test the new Alpha Chip. The latest technology designed to augment the viewer’s reality. As soon as Dr. Helen turned the chip on, I could tell things were going to be interesting. With the chip I could see everything, her bra size, secret fetish, whether or not she wanted to sleep with me or not…

Needless to say it wasn’t long before I had my cock deep into her mouth, and after I used the chip to transform her into a bimbo, I fucked her pussy too.

“Now Tom. It’s important we test the potentials of the chip fully.” Dr.Helen had said. “So I want you to go out into the field and do some research. Find a target that you like and get to work!”

Before I left she said one last thing to me.

“Oh and Tom? Don’t forget to come back to me with all the details after wards.”

I skipped out the door, finding it hard to believe that I was getting paid to actually do this shit.

*

Walking down the street on my way back to my apartment was certainly interesting. It was mid-day during the middle of the week, so as you can probably imagine the city streets where full of people going about their daily life. I felt as if I was getting the eye from every hot woman who walked past me. A young blonde secretary type in a mini-skirt walked past me and gave me the biggest ‘fuck-me’ eyes that I’d ever seen before. As she walked past I had to turn my head and check the view from behind. Holy moly.

I kept my mind on the objective that Dr. Helen had set me. Get a target, seduce her and report back to Helen with the details after wards. For a second I stopped and wondered if Helen was getting off on this, and then I realized I was being ridiculous. Of course she was.

I wondered what I’d have to do to get a girl, or to get any of these women for that matter. As I thought it, I realized now I had the alpha chip to do the hard work for me. Sure enough right then the yellow words popped up in my vision, invisible to everyone else but me: ‘CALCULATING…’

I continued to walk down the street, turning the corner, not far from my apartment now. This street was even busier than my last, I looked down at my watch and realized that it was lunch time, obviously everyone in the city was gong to be out and about at this time. The text faded away and more appeared in it’s place:

‘CALCULATIONS COMPLETE’.

That too faded and then. Well.

On the street in front of me there were probably several hundred women alone, just out walking on their way to lunch or whatever. Over every head a ‘YES’ or ‘NO’ sprang up and hovered there above them, completely invisible to everyone apart from me. From my initial experiments with the chip I knew what this was. It was an indicator of whether they wanted to sleep with me or not. As each woman passed by I stared at the answer.

‘YES.’ A short but stunning brunette in pigtails.

‘NO.’ An older lady wearing some sort of Hessian poncho. (Thank god?)

‘YES.’ A hot red head police woman standing outside her cop car.

‘YES’. A cute looking Asian girl in a barista uniform.

‘NO.’ A 10/10 blonde in high heels and tight red dress. Ok she was probably out of my league.

I walked past everyone of them, staring at the answers over their head, and if it was a yes I’d look them in the eye confidently and flash the cockiest smile I could. I was giddy. I was like a kid at Christmas. This was absolutely awesome. A lot of the girls looked back at me and smiled, some of them flashed me a quick grin then looked away quickly. One of these was the Asian barista girl. I don’t know why, but out of all of them I found her to be the hottest. I’d never been with an Asian before. Maybe this was my chance.

Okay fuck this. I thought. It was time to act.

I stopped and turned around in the street, looking for the Asian barista but she had already gone. Damn. She had already disappeared into the crowd. Where was she? There had to be something I do. How could I track her down?

‘TARGET ACQUIRED.’ The chip announced in my field of vision. A yellow arrow appeared about 30 yards ahead in the crowd. Well I’ll be a juggler’s aunt. Bingo. Fuck me, let’s go!

I walked after the arrow quickly, pushing through the throng of the crowd. Now I actually had somewhere to be  it seemed the crowd was moving at a crawl, impeding my every move.

“Excuse me.” I said, pushing past a group of tourists that were stood dead in the middle of the street looking down at a huge fold out map. Then I had to cut through another group of elderly people out for their mid day snail trail.

‘LOSING TARGET.’ The chip flashed up. For fuck sake. Get out the way you morons!

I turned a corner and bam! I was met with another wall of idiots. This time a crowd had gathered to watch some guys do acrobatics in the middle of the street. Ugh. This was starting to get old. Looking around the display it didn’t seem there was any way for me to get around in time without losing my target.

I saw only one option.

I sprinted through an opening in the crowd where the street performers were flipping around and shit. People started cheering, they must have thought I was in show. Sorry folks but the only acrobatics I’m planning to do today are back at my place with the tiny Asian chick I’m chasing.

I bust through the crowd on the other side and finally I see her, she’s about 20 yards ahead of me now and I’ve got a clear run. I’m about three seconds from catching up to her when she stops and turns around to face me. That’s when I realize I have no fucking idea what I’m going to say. Fuck.

*

She looks up at me with a confused smile.

“Uh…do I know you?” She said. Alpha Chip or not, there’s no piece of technology that can succumb the short comings of a bumbling white male.

“Oh hey…” I started slowly, trying to stall for time, thinking of something…ANYTHING to say. The smile began to drop from her face, she was definitely staring to get creeped out. Fuck! Come on chip, I need more time!

Then the unimaginable happened.

Time slowed to a crawl.

The people walking around us dropped from a walking pace to a glacial crawl. I turned around and saw the acrobatic guys, suspended at various points in mid-air, tumbling now at just a fraction of their original pace.

Holy fuck. This thing could slow down time? I looked up at the girl, her expression too frozen. I could see that my lack of a plan upon approach had started was definitely starting to make her feel uncomfortable. Ok chip so what I do? I thought. Who is this chick?

The chip pulled up a profile menu for her, and placed it by her side:

TARGET: Kimi Nyang

BREAST SIZE: 34 A

SECRET FETISH: ANAL

MOOD: WEIRDED OUT

Well I’ll say. You didn’t have to tell me twice. But anal eh? This was starting to get interesting. There must have been a way for me to pull myself out of this hole. (And hopefully into hers…) I looked down and saw in her hand she was carrying a bag full of books. That’s it!

I put my hand into the bag gently, grabbed the first book I could and pulled it out, looking at the title.

Wow, ok.

This girl is more interesting than I thought.

I read the back of it then I placed the book on the floor in front of us, dusted myself off and stood up straight. Ok chip, let’s get things back to normal speed again.

The street burst back into life, the acrobatic guys behind me landed back down to earth and their crowd erupted in applause. Kimi looked really weirded out now. I looked down at the book and took a deep breath.

“Sorry for running up on you like this.” I said, brushing my hand against the back of my hair. “It’s just, when I walked past I notice you had dropped your book.” I knelt down to the ground, picked the book up and held it out to Kimi.

She looked at my offering and immediately her face flushed crimson red. She looked at it and shook her head.

“Oh no. That’s not my book. It must be someone else's.”

I looked at it again and then at her in disbelief. What was going on here?

“No come on. I just saw it fall out your bag lady!”

“No, you must be confused. It’s not mine.” What was this girl’s problem? Then I got it. She was embarrassed. I looked at the cover. I couldn’t blame her, TENTACLE MONSTERS FROM THE PLANET ANAL 4, wasn’t exactly the light reading you’d expect from a girl like this. I looked at the front cover, which was a graphic explosion of tentacles and half naked anime girls.

“Hey if it’s worth anything to you I’m into this stuff too. I think it’s fucking hot.”

Kimi looked up at me with an eyebrow cocked suspiciously.

“Whatever…”

“No really, I love this shit!” I continued to lie.

“Are you…are you serious?”

“Sure! I said, trying to recall the back of the book. “I love the Tentacle Monster series. I love reading about Suki Star Sucker and the whole gang!” I flashed her a broad smile and held the book out for her again. She took it this time, some what apprehensively, but we’d gotten there. She shoved the book into her bag and looked up at me again.

“I’m sorry I lied to you. It’s just most people probably think this stuff is really weird.”

Well yeah cupcake, you might be onto something there. That’s what I felt like saying. But for the sake of research I decided to persevere on. I was kind of at a loss though. Where the heck does one take a conversation from tentacle porn?

‘CALCULATING…’ the text said briefly once more.

Oh thank god. I said prayer to Dr. Helen, the inventor of the chip and apparently the answer to all my problems.

The ‘Best course of action:’ flashed up.

I read it.

That couldn’t be right.

There was no way that would possibly work.

I looked closer.

It had a success rating of 89%.

Ok.

Fuck it, here we go.

I read the instruction word for word.

“Say do you like the TV adaption? I’ve got the latest season back at my apartment. You should come over and we could watch it together. If you’re not busy.”

Kimi’s eyes lit up.
“Hey that’s sounds great. I’m not do anything now actually.”

What. That actually worked? OK then here we go.

*

Kimi and I finally exchanged names on the way back. Not that I didn’t already know of course. But I thought it proper to introduce myself out loud though.

We walked into my apartment and I shut the door behind us.

“I don’t do stuff like this often you know.”

“What you don’t go home with random guys to watch Tentacle porn? Color me shocked Kimi.” I joked.

She laughed.

“Make yourself at home.” I said, “I’ll put the DVD on.”

Kimi took her coat off and thew it onto the chair. Underneath her barista apron she had on a short pleated skirt, and a white white t-shirt. She lifted the apron off and shoved it into her bag. Through her t-shirt I could see she wasn’t wearing a bra, the nipples on her small breasts pointed and poking through her shirt. She drew an arm across herself, obviously self conscious then looked around my apartment. She had a plain but pretty face, medium black hair with a fringe that was cut straight just above her eyes. She looked just like a doll.

I opened up my laptop, quickly downloaded a copy of Tentacle Monster Titans Season 9 and put it on the TV. I looked up and saw Kimi was now sitting on the couch watching me. From where I was kneeling I could see up her skirt, she was wearing bright pink panties.

Ok chip. I thought. What is Kimi thinking?

The chip brought up the stream of consciousness window in my eye line. It read: ‘I hope he can’t tell how nervous I am. It’s been too long since I last fucked a guy. I wish my tits were bigger. I wish I looked like the girls from the show…’

I closed the window down and stood up. That was all I needed to know.

“Er Kimi…do you want a drink or anything?”

“Sure just some water please.” I fetched a glass of water from the kitchen, handed it to Kimi and sat back down on the carpet. I looked back up at Kim and noticed she was sitting with her legs a little further apart now and - wait. Where had her panties gone? Just 30 seconds ago she had been wearing some. Had she…taken them off when I went to get her water? I opened up the mind menu again.

‘Shit I think he just noticed that I took my panties off. Did he realize? Should I have done that? Am I being a weirdo slut?’

I stared at her shaven pussy for a moment, my dick growing rock hard in my trousers. Yes Kimi you are being a weirdo slut. And it’s awesome.

“Kimi did I ever tell you that I have magic powers?” I stood up, walked over to her and sat down on the couch beside her. She stared back at me, clearly nervous.

“Um. You’re so weird Tom!” She turned her attention back to the tentacle monsters and naked anime girls on the screen.

“I bet you wish you looked more like them right?” I pointed at the girls on the screen. The women were all drawn to have tiny waists, huge tits and giant asses.

Kimi looked at me. “Well of course I would! They’re fucking gorgeous. I wish I could look half as good as those bimbos!”

“What if I said you could?” I placed a hand on to her shoulder, and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. Her skin felt soft and warm to the touch. Kimi closed her eyes and swallowed.

“How?” She said. “How could anyone do that? What are you, a plastic surgeon or something?”

Something like that babe. I stood up and took a step back from her, looking her over intently from head to toe. I brought up the Bimbofication Meter on my visual. Kimi was currently at 28%. Pretty low. Time to turn up the heat a little. “80%” I thought to myself, and the slider began to move across the line towards the other end. For a moment Kimi sat there, oblivious as to what was going on. Then she started to notice.

“Ah!” She yelled, jumping up from the couch and looking down at it. “Something just pinched my ass!” She jumped again, this time lifting her skirt up, exposing herself completely. She stared down at her behind, which was now growing from a tight round butt into a big and voluptuous bimbo booty. “It’s my skirt!” She said, ripping it from off herself, “It’s shrinking!”

“It’s not your skirt that’s shrinking Kimi.” I nodded, motioning for her to look at her new behind. “Looks like your ass has swelled up a little in size.”

Kimi looked down at her now voluptuous behind and her mouth fell open, half shock and half in amazement. “Oh my god! I’ve actually got an ass!” She said, jumping and down in joy. “Do you know long I’ve wanted a big fat butt for?”

She looked up at me with a massive ditzy smile on her face. “Did you do this? How - How could you -”

She stopped and clutched at her shirt. This too now appeared as it was shrinking, but we both knew better. Her stiff and pointed nipples began to inflate, and then large mounds started to swell forward from her chest, expanding into the shirt and causing it to tighten.

“It’s going to rip!” She said, staring down at her chest in amazement. Sure enough as she said it, the shirt tore off her chest and her breasts continued to grow until they were the size of melons.

“Holy shit!” Kimi yelled, staring down at her new tits. She brought her hands to her chest and started exploring the new monuments with her fingers.

“Tom how on earth did you do this?”

“I told you it’s magic babe.” I replied, staring at her new voluptuous bimbo body.

“It’s amazing, I almost look like the bimbos from the movie!”

Almost. I put my eye on to the Bimbofication meter and moved it all the way across to 100%.

Kimi let out another yelp as her breasts and ass grew once more, her waist came in a pinch, giving her a svelte hour glass figure. Then her hair grew out and slowly faded into a bright shade of long platinum blonde.

“Oh I totally love it!” Kimi said, jumping up and down, her new tits jiggling as she bounced. I stood there for a moment, admiring my latest creation and said another silent prayer to the amazing Dr. Helen.

“Oh Tom I love it all!” Kimi bounded over and threw her arms around me, her huge tits pushing up against my body, her round and full hips pressing up against the erection in my pants. “Like, how can I ever forgive you?” She said coyly, looking up at me an batting her long black eyelashes.

“Well Kimi I can think of one thing…” I put my hands onto her shoulders and pushed down ever so slightly. Without missing a beat Kimi got on to her knees and undid my trousers.

“I would be more than happy to shove your fat cock into my mouth.” She pulled my hard on out of my trousers and started stroking it with a tight grip. I let head my fall back and closed my eyes to focus on the sensation as she did so. I looked down and Kimi was guiding my cock towards her mouth now, about to wrap her fat red lips around it. She kissed the tip and then pushed the head into her mouth, bringing her lips around my shaft tightly and licking the bottom of my cock with her tongue. She took it out with a ‘pop!’.

“You taste so good in my mouth.” She moaned, and with her other hand she started rubbing at her pussy. She brushed her long blonde hair back behind her shoulder and leaned in again, taking my cock into her mouth once more. Her mouth was wet and hot, my cock felt unbelievably good as it glided inside of her mouth deeper with each stroke. Kimi wrapped her hands around the back of my legs and pulled herself towards me, sinking the full length of my shaft into her pristine little mouth and towards the back of her throat. She moaned stifled gasps as my dick stuffed her mouth. I pulled out myself, sliding out just before my cock fell out completely, pushed back in and started fucking her face.

Kimi began fingering herself harder, the wetness of her pussy audible in the room, even over the sounds of the tentacle fucking on the TV.

I grabbed both sides of her head and gave my cock a few last pumps into her pristine little mouth, before making myself pull out. “I’m too close.” I said, breathing heavily.

Kimi carried on rubbing her clit and teasing fingers into her pussy.

“Oh daddy you should have cum right in my mouth. I wanted to taste you right down my throat.”

“Not yet.” I said. I’m going to cum in your ass. Then you can suck it off my cock.”

“Oh god…” She moaned and then ground herself hard into her hand, cumming hard on the floor. After she was done with her orgasm I picked her up from up of the floor and threw her on to the couch.

“Now I’m going to show that bimbo pussy of yours what it feels like to cum.” I spread her legs apart, throwing them back so I could get a full view of her cunt. Her bright pink lips were swollen and dripping wet with desire. I leaned on the couch in front of her and pushed my cock against her folds, teasing her.

“Oh please.” She gasped. “Please stick it in and fuck me.” I pushed forward, sinking the head of my cock in and then the rest of my shaft all the way inside of her. Kimi let out a loud moan and wrapped her legs around the back of me, her heels digging into my back and pulling me in deeper.

I started thrusting my cock in and out of her tight little cunt, which was unbelievably warm and wet. With each powerful thrust of my hips my legs slapped against the bottom of her ass. I stood over her with my arms holding her legs up high, hypnotized as I watched her massive tits bouncing up and down as she lay back on the sofa. Kimi’s eyes stared into mine with a burning desire and then rolled into the back of her head from ecstasy. She bit her lip and her fingers pulled and twisted at her nipples.

“I’m coming again…” She moaned, her eyes in the back of her head. Her breathing became stunted and I felt her pussy start to clench involuntarily around my dick. The apartment was filled with the sound of her crying now, the TV in the background barely visible.

“Yes…yes…YES!” She cried, her orgasm shaking all over her body.

“Get up.” I ordered. “Bend over the counter there.” I said, pointing to the counter that divided the kitchen from the front room. She did as I said so without question. Raising shakily from the coach in a post orgasm stupor, a dumb smile spread wide across her bimbo face. She bent over the counter, sticking her fat ass and swollen pussy in the air. I came up behind her and grabbed hold of her hair tight.

“I know your secret.” I said, pushing my cock slowly against her ass hole. “You want to be fucked in your ass don’t you? You want me to cum inside of your little Asian asshole?”

She moaned. “Oh daddy please.”

I pushed my cock against her hole, her muscles relaxing and slowly enveloping my cock. My cock was already well lubricated from her pussy juices and I slid into her ass with no problems whatsoever. As tight as her pussy was, it was nothing compared to this. If my dick was coal then it would have come out as diamond by time I finished fucking her.

I pushed my shaft all the way deep inside of her, one hand steadied on the small of her back, the other grabbing and pulling on her hair. I started to thrust inside of her, hard and deep.

With each titanic thrust I heard primal grunting coming from within me, married by Kimi’s loud and feminine moaning. We were so loud together I was sure the whole apartment block could hear. Not that I minded, I was sure they were all so turned on by it they were frigging themselves in their rooms respectively.

I looked down at Kimi’s big fat ass, round hips and tiny waist. God she was stunning, this creation of mine. I let go of her hair, wrapped both of my hands around her front and began groping at her breasts, my fingers teasing at her nipples. I felt my dick growing harder, and buried my cock deeper and faster.

“Oh god…” She moaned, aware I was about to cum inside of her little Asian asshole. “Fill me,” she moaned, “Fill my ass with your cum master.”

I exploded inside her, my cock shooting wave after wave of cum into her ass. With each squeeze my whole body tensed and every ounce of my energy was devoted to her.

“Yes!” Kimi shouted loudly, slapping her hands down onto the counter. I slipped my cock out of her and she spun around without question throwing her mouth around my cock and sucking at it lovingly.

“Oh it tastes so good.” Kimi gasped, her tongue and lips sapping at every last drop. I watched as she sucked up my cum, and her juices, until my cock was clean as new.

After that we both just crashed out on the sofa for a while, completely wiped from our intense fucking session. When the film was over and done with Kimi got dressed, gave me her number and saw her self out.

*

“Doc? Doc?” I said into the phone. I had just finished going through my first field report for Dr. Helen, and she hadn’t said anything back in nearly a minute. There was nothing on the end of the line apart from a faint breathing sound.

Wait a minute. I brought the phone away from my ear, and turned the volume up to it’s loudest.

In the background I could just make out the sound of Dr. Helen in the room somewhere, panting furiously.

“So… I’m guessing you’re on the floor somewhere with your legs spread wide open, panties pushed to one side and you’re fingering yourself madly?”

There was no answer, save for a long moaning noise from somewhere in the background.

I rolled my eyes and hung up.

It seemed like my first encounter in the field had certainly been tantalizing enough to get Doc’s engines running. I made a mental to note to drop in and see her tomorrow at some point if she didn’t get back to me. I’m always happy to provide a physical reenactment of the story after all.

I pushed it out of my mind, put the phone down and wandered over to the coach.

I threw myself down, picked up the remote and hit play, the latest episode of Tentacle Monster Titans popping up onto the screen.


Bimbo Hunter 3:

Double Trouble


“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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Bonus Story 1: Hotel Bimbo


****

There's nothing hotter in this world than watching a strong and ‘independent’ woman turn into a voluptuous and cock hungry Bimbo.

That's why I started the Hotel Bimbo. The premise is really quite easy, clients approach me with a target they want Bimbofying, I lure them to the hotel and transform them into beautiful Bimbos.

One of my favorite projects to date has to be Mindy, a spoiled good for nothing brat with an attitude to boot. When her step father approached me asking to transform Mindy, I couldn't help myself.

*

“Sir your three’o’clock is here.” I looked up and saw my main bimbo assistant Emma standing in the door way. All the girls on my staff had been designed to look as stunning as possible and Emma was no exception. She was tall, with long toned legs, voluptuous round hips, a big fat bubble butt and tits so big you could suffocate in them. She looked great in official hotel uniform too, incredibly short pencil skirt  (so short I could always tell if she was wearing panties) a tight white top that basically only just covered her tits, fishnet stockings and tall fuck me heels.

I got out of my chair and walked over to Emma. Placing a kiss on her makeup plastered face.

“Thank you my darling slut.” I said whilst placing my hand on one of her massive breasts.

“Oh sir that feels so good.” Emma rolled her head back moaning as I stroked her nipples  through her shirt. “Please can I fuck you today master?”

“Let's see how this meeting goes first.” I pushed my hand up Emma’s tiny skirt and felt her dripping pussy through her soaked panties. Emma let out a deep and sensual moan. I moved her panties to one side and slipped a finger inside of her. Emma’s eyes rolled to the back of her skull and a big dumb smile spread across her face.

“Oh master.” She gasped. “That feels so good.”

I slipped my hand from under her skirt and held my finger up to her mouth. Emma wrapped her fat pink lips around it and sucked her juices up.

“Oh god my pussy tastes so good on you.” She moaned in desperation. I smiled, it always so fun to tease a dumb bimbo like Emma. I walked back behind to my desk and sat down.

“Please send Mindy in.”

Emma straightened herself out and tried to not look flustered.

“Yes master right away.” She obeyed. As she strutted across the office I watched her fat ass roll over her wide hips with each seductive step. Just before she got to the door Emma looked back lifted her skirt up to expose her perfectly voluptuous behind and winked at me.

Damn I loved this job.

*

She was spoiled, a real brat alright. She’d grown up being told that she could have everything she’d ever wanted. She deserved everything she could ever wish for. Needless to say there comes a point in life when people realize that if they want something, they have to work for it themselves. That hadn’t happened with Mindy so far. Yet.

“I thought this was supposed to be a nice hotel?” She sat back in the chair lazily, her pink stucco heels up on the edge of my desk.

“You don’t like it?” I asked, playing along with her little game.

“It’s just a little cliche for my tastes. But it’s ok. Good taste is a rarity these days.”

“Hm.”

To be 18 again. The only age where you have the brash self-confidence to walk into someone else’s home and shit all over it. She was a good looking girl, I could see how she’d gotten away with it for so long. Blonde, tall, fairly good figure. She was probably the head cheerleader. She wore small denim hot pants, a loose white vest that showed off more of her torso than covered it. On her lap there was an over-sized hand bag. Her attention mostly captivated by her phone.

“Well Miss Mindy.” I cleared my throat. “I certainly do hope you enjoy your time here with us. As mentioned your father booked you in for the deluxe spa weekend. We can begin whenever you like.”

“Ugh.” She looked up from her phone and pulled her over sized shades to rest on top of her blonde hair. “I guess. Will there be alcohol and stuff? I’m going to need a drink to get through a weekend in this dump.”

“Certainly.” My smile was as genuine as her abhorrent excuse of a personality. I touched the button for intercom on my desk. “Emma bring in a drink for Miss Mindy would you? She wants something alcoholic.”

A moment later Emma strutted in, carrying a silver tray with a cocktail on it. She extended out towards Mindy.

“Is this a Cosmo?” She said regarding the glass suspiciously.

“Yes miss, is that to your tastes?”

“Ugh I guess. But what is this, like 2005?” She took a sip from the glass and pulled a face.

“Emma could you pass that folder there from off the bottom shelf? It’s just to your right hand side.”

“Certainly master.” Emma said. Mindy, not used to hearing a woman obey with such blind subversion looked up, a hint of surprise on her face.

Without so much as bending her legs Emma bent over from the waist and lingered for a moment, as if she was looking for the folder that I wanted. It didn’t actually really matter what folder it was. The purpose of this maneuver was to test Mindy. Emma stood there, bent over for a good few seconds, her much too short skirt pulled taught over ass, exposing her bare behind and pussy just inches from Mindy’s face.

Mindy kept her head straight forward as if she hadn’t noticed, but her eyes were strained in the direction of Emma’s show. I studied her carefully to gauge how she would react. A definite increase in breathing. She was aroused.

“Thank you Emma.” She passed me a random folder that I threw onto the desk without regarding. Mindy continued to act as if she hadn’t noticed. I stood, a smile on my face. She was already hooked.

“Let us go down to the spa then Mindy. Emma will escort us. I shall over see the treatments myself to ensure you get the very best.

The very best indeed.

*

“Are these straps necessary?” Mindy asked as Emma fixed her to the table. “I mean what kind of spa even is this? It looks more like a doctor’s office.”

“More like a surgeon’s office actually.” I corrected her.

“…What?”

Emma secured the last strap around Mindy’s body. Mindy’s eyes lingered on her as she walked around the table.

“Do you find Emma attractive Mindy?” I unlocked the cupboard on the wall that contained the essential formulas.

“Ew don’t be gross. I’m not a lesbian.”

“Well no. Of course not. But you don’t have to be a lesbian to appreciate beauty. Like when you were staring at her pussy before.” I took a syringe and placed it into the small brown bottle, withdrawing 100cc’s of the bright yellow liquid. Mindy skirted the question.

“Is that a fucking syringe? What kind of spa is this? I want to get off this table now. I want you to put my daddy on the phone. Do you hear me?”

I walked up to the table and sank the needle into her arm, pushing the stopper down until the syringe was empty.

“FUCK! What the fuck was that? Let me off of here you fucking bastard!”

“All in good time Mindy. Just a little something to help speed your spa treatments up. Plastic surgery used to have such an invasive effect on the body. It would take weeks for one’s body to heal.” I held the vial up to the white clinical light. “This little baby works wonders, reducing healing time to just a matter of minutes. There’s also the curious side of effect of increased libido and submissive tendencies. It’s almost like I designed it that way on purpose.”

I laughed and walked out of the room.

“No! Stop!” She cried. “Let me go!”

Outside the door I passed Dr. Bravos, our chief surgeon at the hotel bimbo.

“Work your fine magic Dr. Bravos, she is ready and waiting. Send her up when you’re done.”

The mute magician smiled at me and simply nodded in return. I returned to my office to wait.

*

I waited in my office until the message finally came through some time later.

“Sir project Mindy is complete if you are ready to review.” Emma’s voice wavered through the intercom on my office desk.

“Ah certainly. Send her in at once Emma.”

I stood up and peered through the broad windows behind my desk. Down below the streets were filled with the ambiance of life, cars and people milling about, oblivious to the wonders that happened overhead here at the Hotel Bimbo.

The door opened and closed behind me. At the other end of the office stood a slightly dazed and confused looking Mindy.

“I’ve been in here before?” She asked to no one in particular.

“Yes just some hours ago. But things were different then. You’ll remember you were a bit of a brat. Look into the mirror to your left. You’ll see that has changed.”

She tottered forward on her high heels cautiously, her tight pink mini-skirt forcing her to walk like a doll. She held her arms out straight to the sides for balance, long pink fingernails at the end of each had.

“That’s me?” She asked, looking in the mirror. Gone was the girl that had walked in here. Now she had been sculpted by Dr. Bravos into a complete bimbo bombshell.

I walked over behind her.

“Yes.” I placed my hands on her new hips, now round and wide. Traced around her contours and squeezed her supple and voluptuous ass. “You might notice that we’ve made some adjustments. Made you better, bigger, new.”

“My tits…they’re so big…” She placed her hands on them, marveling at her new size. I grabbed them too.

“Indeed.” And we made some adjustments to your face. Made you a little more doll like. Bigger eyes, smaller nose, plumper lips. Made your hair a little…poofier. The usual. Do you like it?” I moved a hand up her legs and lifted her skirt, brushing her shaved pussy with my fingers gently.

“…I…I love it.” She said in a dazed voice.

“I thought you might. You get some rest for now. You’ll wake up tomorrow feeling better than ever. Then we can begin your bimbo training.”

I walked her over to the door, opened it and pushed her gently, prompting her to leave.

“Take her for recovery Emma. Oh and Mindy?”

Mindy turned hazily to face me.

“You’ll call me master from now on. Got that?”

“Yes…Master.”

*

Her lips sucked tight against my head, and she moved her mouth up and down the length of my shaft.

“Oh master, you taste good in my mouth.”

Mindy was on her knees below my desk, taking my cock into her mouth and worshiping it like the bimbo slut that she now was. This had become a daily routine of hers now, one that I no longer even needed to prompt.

“Can you fuck me in my pussy again today?” She pleaded, her own fingers slipping in and out of tight wet groove.

“Well I suppose it’s only fair, it being your birthday and all.”

“Yay!” She jumped up from underneath the table, bent over my desk, exposing her ass and shaved pussy to the room. I walked up behind her, unzipped my trousers and pushed my cock inside of her.

“Oh god Master. I never want to leave here.” I thrust in and out of her tight cunt, my hands buried deep on her small waist. Her large tits bouncing against the desk as we fucked.

She came hard, as she always did, squealing my name through the hotel like the little whore she was.

I exploded inside of her, my cum filling her tight cunt, prompting Mindy to cum once more.

“Oh it feels so good Sir.” I pulled out of her and pulled my trousers up.

“Indeed. Now Mindy I need you on your best behavior today, we have a new client coming in and I need you to assist with the process. Can you do that?”

She straightened her skirt out, stood straight to attention and faced me.

“I can do anything you want Sir.”

Yes.

Yes indeed.

****


Bonus Story 2: Bimbo’s First Time


Eric had to admit, he was surprised when he woke up and saw Beth standing there in the dark.

“Can you turn me into a bimbo slut?” She’d asked. “Just like you did with my older sister?”

How could he say no?

*

Beth wrapped her mouth around his cock and looked up with an expression of anxiousness on her youthful face. Eric couldn’t believe, she was eighteen and she’d never sucked a cock before?

“You’re doing great.” He said re-assuredly. “Just relax, you’ll do fine.” He reminded himself to relax as well, noticed his shoulders were tight and let them fall. She wrapped her right hand around the base of his cock and gripped the tight shaft between her pale and delicate fingers. Her other hand was placed on his stomach. She looked up at him with her big brown eyes and sank her mouth down fully on to his cock, sliding down the shaft as far as she could, stopping just past the the bulb of his head, about halfway down his cock. She slid her mouth back up again and let his cock out of her mouth with a small popping sound.

“Oh Beth.” He moaned loudly and let his head fall back against the bed. He lifted his right hand up, placed it on the back of her head gently as she took him into her mouth again and let her head glide back down. Her mouth so warm on his cock, in contrast to the cool dark basement the warmth almost felt like it stung at first. The heat of her tongue and hot breath pricked across his head and shaft as she bobbed her head up and down quietly in the dark. Somewhere above them in the house a floorboard creaked in the night. Beth shot up instantly and they both froze in the dark, he could feel her whole body had grown tense on the bed. For a moment they sat in silence, expecting another creak to follow the first. But none came.

“It’s probably just the pipes. You know what these old houses are like.”

She said nothing back, but he could just make out her eyes in the dark as they stared back at him and he knew what she was thinking. ‘But what if my Dad is up? What if he catches us?’

Eric was half thinking the same thing too, but kept the worries to himself. It had taken long enough to get to this point with Beth. If he let her get spooked now, there’s now telling how long it would take to get back.

“Come on Beth, there’s nothing to worry about. Just get back to the lesson.” Eric brushed his hand against her small and pale shoulder, trying to relax her, trying to take her mind off their worst fear.

He had no idea what would happen if her father caught them, but he didn’t imagine that it would be pretty. Gordon Thomas was a deeply religious man, and (as Eric imagined anyway) a little unstable in his mental faculties. For the most part he was a kind and generous man, a pillar of the local community and protective father. But there was a craziness in his eyes that Eric had seen. Something fierce and unpredictable, hidden deep away.

Beth slid her head back down his cock once more, bringing Eric back into the room and far away from the worries of his mind. He wanted to let his head fall back and close his eyes while the young girl sucked his cock but his eyes didn’t want to miss a thing. He propped himself up on his elbows slightly, looked ahead past the dark brown head of the young girl giving her first blowjob and into the mirror that he placed at the other end of the room just before Beth had snook down stairs.

In the square white frame Eric could see a mirror image of the room. A young man lay on a bed, propped up on his elbows. At the foot of the bed a young girl was on her knees with her legs spread far apart, head bobbing up and down against his crotch. Beth was wearing what she had worn to bed. A pair of blue string panties and an old over sized t-shirt. He gathered some of the fabric around the shoulder in his fingers, to pull up the bottom of the shirt and expose the young girl’s ass. Beth moved her head up and down a little faster now, while her other hand massaged Eric’s balls gently. He looked at her ass in the blue panties, studied the image intently and moaned softly, feeling Beth’s hot mouth sliding up and down his cock.

“I think I’m going to come Beth. I’m nearly there.” Her eyes flicked up at his while she continued to bob up and down, her soft pink lips sliding over the contours of his cock. She looked equal parts anxious, curious and excited.

“Don’t worry it’s going to be ok, just keep your lips tight around my cock and make sure you swallow it all done. Promise?” She nodded her and mumbled a yes around a mouthful of his dick. Eric started to thrust himself in and out of Beth’s mouth a little each time she pumped her mouth down his cock. He wanted her to go deeper and take his cock into her mouth completely, but he knew it was her first time and considered it unreasonable for her to deep throat him on her first attempt.

Beth moved her up and down the bottom half of his shaft quickly, while her mouth worked the top half. With her other hand she moved his balls around in her palm like they were delicate eggs. Eric stared at her small white ass in the mirror, looking at the gap between her legs where her young virgin pussy lay, wrapped beneath electric blue cotton. His balls, cock and abs tightened, and Eric dug his fingers deep into the back of Beth’s head.

“Oh god, I’m coming!” He gasped loudly as he held Beth’s mouth half way down his cock, trying to push it all the way to the bottom now. His cock fired jet after jet of hot semen into the young girl’s mouth. Eric let his head fall back and closed his eyes, pressing his hips towards the young girl while his hands held her mouth pressed tight against her cock. He felt his cock squeeze tight and more jets of cum squirt out his tip and into Beth’s mouth. Eric felt like he had cum enough to fill her mouth several times over, and wondered if Beth would be able to swallow it all down. After half a minute or so of coming into her mouth his whole body relaxed and Eric’s hand released the back of Beth’s head. She kept her mouth clamped firmly around his cock. He could feel himself starting to go limp now. Beth breathed out of her noise loudly, pulled her mouth up the top of his cock and removed it as carefully as possible.

She let his now flaccid cock to rest gently on his stomach and sat back gently, wiping at the corners of her mouth with fingers. Eric looked at her silently, she grabbed a glass of water from the carpet beside and took a swig, washing down the remains of the cum that were in his mouth.

“So?” He asked inquisitively. “Not so bad eh?”

“I guess not.” She said back with a brief smile.

“I’m impressed that you managed to swallow it all down.” Eric said honestly. He hadn’t actually figured she would be able to stomach the salty taste and the odd consistency. A lot of girls hated it.

“It was definitely…different.” Beth said, looking for a diplomatic way to express her opinion. “I didn’t want to let you down though.”

Eric smiled at her, feeling half proud and half turned on.

“Well you definitely didn’t do that. For your first time you did fantastic. You should feel proud.” Beth smiled at him for a moment and then a flicker of worry came across her face.

“What is it?” Eric asked her.

“It’s just…” She brushed a rogue strand of her dark brown hair from her face and looked at Eric. “How did I do compared to Kara?”

Eric couldn’t help but let out a small laugh. This girl was out of this world.

“What’s so funny?” Beth said with a look of concern, as if she felt Eric was making fun of her.

“Nothing, it’s just…you give your first blowjob and you want to know how you compared against your older sister.”

“Well!” Beth said, half embarrassed and half defensive. “I just want to know if she was better than me or not and if you had any tips as to what I could do better.”

Eric smiled at her again. Beth had been anxious at first. He had first proposed these lessons months ago. First planted this seed and it had taken all this time to get the quiet little church girl down on to her knees and slobbering all over his cock. Now she’d got a taste and she wanted to do everything she could to be better than his girlfriend, her older sister.

“For what’s it worth you were very good.” Eric said diplomatically and saw a glimmer of triumph appear in Beth’s eyes. In all honesty she had made him come way harder than Kara ever had. But he didn’t want to tell her that just yet. He needed to keep her keen and eager to please for now. “But there are some things we need to work on.” The glimmer faded and she looked down at the floor.

“We can go over tips next week.” Eric said dismissively. “For now I think it’s best that you run back upstairs back to your bedroom, before your Dad does wake up and catch us.”

“Okay Eric.” Beth said with a slight smile. She stood up, straightened the out the old t-shirt she was wearing and placed the glass of water she was holding on the table on the wall behind her. Eric sat up, pulled his boxers up and sat on the edge of the bed looking at the outline of Beth’s nimble figure in the dim light of the reading lamp. Beth took a step forward, leaned close towards Eric and planted a small kiss on his cheek.

Beth walked towards the door, turned around in the door frame and looked at Eric.

“Thanks for this Eric, I look forward to doing it again next week.”

“Me too Beth.” He smiled at her and then she was gone. Eric sat on the bed for a moment, listening to Beth tip-toe up the basement steps as quietly as she could, the stairs squeaking quietly under her light foot steps. The top step squeaked and then she was onto padded carpets, stalking through the house quietly all the way back up to her bed, as if she had never left in the first place.

Eric threw himself backwards on the bed, playing over in his mind the events that had just happened and stared up at the ceiling tiles blankly.

“What a night.” He said out loud to himself quietly. “What a night.”
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