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❧

An island of FERTILE, DITZY bimbos - all they need is a man!

After down-on-his-luck Daniel Greyson falls off a boat, he wakes up on an idyllic sandy beach, being tended to by a BUSTY, GORGEOUS BEACH BIMBO straight from his wildest dreams. Soon, Daniel learns the island is teeming with the sort of CURVY, AIR-HEADED gals, who need a VIRILE KING to lead them.

Daniel needs to unlock the mysteries of BIMBO ISLAND and save his subjects from the enigmas pressing against their shores. Unfortunately, it’s easy to get distracted when you’re surrounded by SEXY, FERTILE LADIES in paradise!


❧

Daniel made his way to the ship’s deck, hoping to catch sight of her. Sure enough, there she was, leaning over the ship’s railing, gazing out across the azure sea, her tight little ass packed into a pair of white shorts, waving him over.

Well, that’s how he saw it, at least. He took a deep, long breath of the salty sea air, then put on his best approximation of a confident smile before striding over toward her.

“Hey Julie,” he said, intentionally deepening his voice.

There was an evident frown on her lips as she turned her head to him, but it quickly resolved into a retail-worker’s smile. “Hey.”

“I uh, didn’t see you at dinner.”

She shrugged. “Didn’t feel very hungry to be honest. Was it good?”

“Oh yeah! It was great,” said Daniel. “It was a nacho bar, and the margaritas were bottomless. You remember Earl, from the first night’s mixer? He brought his ice cube box from his room and filled it up to the brim. We all stood around and cheered him on while he, uh, chugged…”

Daniel suddenly felt like a moron. He should have known Julie wouldn’t be interested in this crass story, and the look on her face told him as much.

“That’s nice,” she said half-heartedly, looking out toward the sea again.

Daniel stared down at the water. Dammit! If he was back in college, that story would have killed. But life wasn’t about dorm parties and study sessions anymore. It’d been a rough transition to the life of a low-paid corporate grunt, and his sex life had taken a particularly hard toll - not that it had ever been too great to begin with. He had one week a year for vacation, and had decided to spend 5 of those hard-earned days on this single’s cruise. It’d been fun enough so far, but he’d failed to get laid.

Daniel heard a cheer from inside. The bulk of the ship’s passengers were moving from the buffet room and into the dance hall for their nightly rave.

“IT’S TWERK TIME!” Roared a bear-like voice. Daniel smirked, immediately recognizing it as Jeff, the 33-year-old audit accountant from Des Moines. He, like most of the other men on board, was awkward, shy, and had awful fashion sense - all of which he’d abandoned on this ship, in the hopes of getting laid. And he’d succeeded. Daniel, too, tried to change who he was, but found it difficult. Moreover, how would he know he’d be the same person here as he was on land?

He wanted something more. Something deeper. Something… real.

He reached out his hand and laid in on Julie’s shoulder. She shook her head, those chestnut curls whipping back and forth for a moment, then laid her quizzical hazel eyes on his fingers. She turned them up toward him, expressing neither distaste nor interest.

He pulled his hand away slowly.

“Sounds like they’re having fun in there,” she said in a monotone, just as a female shriek sounded from inside. Daniel could virtually imagine Jeff lifting a curvy secretary onto his shoulders. Most of the women on board, he’d found out, had the same interests as the men - drinking, overeating, and fucking, without any sort of commitment.

He knew Julie was different. He knew she was like him.

“Julie, I was wondering if…”

A boom sounded from behind them. They glanced backward and saw that the rusted metal door was now shut. Julie languidly looked back toward the water.

“It’s getting really choppy,” she noted.

Daniel noticed too. With the moon between the clouds, it definitely felt like rain.

This was his last chance.

“Julie,” he said, boldly reaching out and holding her hand. She looked down at his fingers, then up at him, this time with a bit of irritation. He pressed onward anyway.

“You’ve been the best part of this trip for me. The time we spent in the arcade, and in the library, and at dinner… I know it wasn’t a date or anything, but I also know you felt some spark of connection between us, right?”

She said nothing.

“I thought maybe we could, you know…” he pressed. “Go on an actual date before this is over, and when it is, afterward, we could…”


“Daniel,” she said, pulling her hand away gently. His heart dropped. “You’ve been a great friend on this trip, but I don’t think I’m ready for any sort of relationship. Not with someone from the, erm, Singles Cruise.”

Daniel felt like he might groan, but Julie’s sigh was louder.

“I guess I didn’t know what I was getting into when I signed up for this. Maybe I don’t know who I really am yet. It’s not about you, Daniel. I’m sorry though.”

He could feel some inkling of a response in the back of his mind. He didn’t know who he was either - wasn’t that just part of being in your 20s? And wasn’t it easier to find out about yourself when you had someone to take the journey with? For a brief moment, as the evening wind spun around him, Daniel had them notion to propose something truly ridiculous. Something bold and spontaneous, like rushing down to the dance floor together and showing them how to really shake it. Or commandeering one of the life boats and sailing out on their own, together. Hell, he even thought he’d just lean over and kiss her, show her that life didn’t have to be all doubt. It could be something else. Something wonderful.

Instead, he just nodded grimly, and leaned over the prow next to her, staring at the dark water.

“I guess I’ll go in,” she said after a few moments. “It’s getting cold out.”

Daniel nodded. “Yeah, I guess.”

He followed her to the metal door, trying to not stare at her ass as she did.

“Daniel?” She asked.

“I wasn’t looking!”


She turned toward him, confused. “Um, the door won’t open.”

Now it was Daniel’s turn to raise an eyebrow. She took a step back and allowed him to pull on the handle. No luck. Daniel planted his heel against the metal next to the handle, pressing with his heel while he pulled.

“It’s…shut tight,” he grunted, trying one final tug before giving up.

Julie wrapped her arms around herself. Daniel was ready to give her his jacket, but then realized he hadn’t brought it. Standing in shorts and a t-shirt, he suddenly felt even colder than she must have.

“Shit,” she muttered. He’d never heard her curse before.

“Yeah…” he murmured. The wind was getting more violent, sweeping Julie’s brown hair around her head. She said something to him, but he couldn’t make it out over the whoosh of the air.

“Julie, I -“ Lightning cracked through the clouds. Daniel’s eyes went wide as he saw electricity spread over the sea. Julie turned toward it as well, but in an instant, she was gone, swept up by a gale that seemed to come from nowhere.

“JULIE!” He shouted, rushing to the stern of the ship. The girl floated in the air like a rag doll, then disappeared over the horizon. Panicked gripped Daniel’s beating heart - what was he to do?

The sea decided for him. He barely had a chance to breathe before a massive wave reached up and knocked him off his feet, dragging him off the boat and into the cold water, where he blacked out among the seaweed.

He felt the sun beating on his face, a warm and pure ray of light that had long since dried his clothes out. As he sat up on the sandy beach, he could feel the salt stiffening the fibers of his shirt and shorts. His body was sore, but he wasn’t bleeding, so he stood and gazed out toward the sea.

There was nothing but pure blue water for miles ahead.

He turned away from the surf, knowing the cruise ship wasn’t coming back for him. He was alone here - wherever “here” was.

The sandy beach gave way to a calm jungle of palm trees and vines, scrubby bushes with intricate wavy leaves and colorful flowers. This was the kind of scene people used for desktop backgrounds, Daniel thought to himself. He could imagine a few of his coworkers booting up their desktops right this very moment, sighing with stunted desire as they yearned what he saw before him.

Those people were probably hundreds, if not thousands of miles away.

The thought terrified him.

Panic began to creep through his veins. Daniel shut his eyes, focusing on the sound of the surf behind him, the chirping of birds in front of him, and, to his left, a new, oncoming sound.

Singing?

He opened his eyes and turned to it. A human form was lit by the sun’s heavy light. He tensed his muscles, quickly glancing around for a weapon, but there was nothing but shells and seaweed. He looked back at the figure and saw it was a woman.

No, not just a woman.

A fucking goddess.

Her voluptuous, hourglass figure sashayed across the sand with a confident ease. Her plump pink lips were parted slightly, humming a melodic tune he couldn’t recognize. As she came closer, Daniel saw the golden tan of her skin, the thickness of her legs, and the sun-kissed blonde locks of her hair.

He stood stunned as the girl came nearer, the jiggle of her breasts barely held back by a coconut-shell bikini top. Her tussles of hair bounced on her shoulders, and her bare feet kicked up light dustings of sand. The grass skirt around her wide hips just barely reached her crotch, and she came so near to Daniel that he could smell the floral scent of her. He could even almost espy the light hair of her crotch.

Then she walked straight by him, without even a nod.

Daniel turned around, taking a moment to gawk at her perfect peach of an ass. Then he wondered why he’d been snubbed. Sure, girls made a habit of ignoring him, but that was back in society. As far as he knew, they were the only two people on this entire island. Wasn’t he at least worth a ‘hello?’

“Uh…” did she even speak English? Daniel scratched the back of his head. “Hey?”

She stopped mid-stride, then turned around, her breasts swinging back and forth. Her sea-foam colored eyes were wide. She rushed toward him with resolute steps.

“You’re real!” She squeaked.

Daniel blinked at her. “I… think so, I am, yeah.”

“A real guy!”

He shrugged. He played some sports in high school, had recently begun rock climbing, and liked cars, but what even defined masculinity in this day and age?

“I’m a modern male,” he said, hoping that would suffice.

“Huh? I mean - you’re not a girl!”

That was true. “Y-yeah, I - hey!” The girl had her fingers on the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head eagerly. He stood there bare-chested, a bit embarrassed, but loving the feel of the sunlight on his skin. Soon, her fingers were on him too.

“No boobs!” She said, running them over his chest.

“I’d hope so… hey!” She reached down for his shorts and yanked them down, falling to her knees along with the fabric.The blast of warm sea air mixed with the bimbo’s eager breath.

“Ohmigod,” she said breathlessly, “it’s real…” She was staring directly at his cock. She wrapped her hand around it, glimmering eyes wet with disbelief.

“It’s real… Oh fuck,” he groaned, feeling the ache in his muscles and bones melt away at her first touch.

“Can I suck it?” She asked, kneeling in the sand and looking up at him with hope in her eyes.

She didn’t wait for a response, and he didn’t mind.

The bimbo parted her lips and took his flaccid cock in her mouth. A few languorous strokes of her tongue had him half-hard within seconds. The feel of her teeth lightly grazing the tip of his cock got him at full mast, much to her evident delight. She popped it out of her mouth and began to stroke him, giggling to herself.

“You taste so good,” she cooed.

“T-thanks,” he responded, looking down at her dinner plate eyes. He’d never seen his cock so hard before.

With renewed vigor, the bimbo gripped either side of his hips and thrust herself down onto his cock, taking the fullness of it deep inside her throat. She held it there for a few moments, looking up at him through teary eyes, obviously hoping he was enjoying it. Daniel, for his part, felt like he was about to pass out at any moment. All the blood in his body seemed to be rushing to the tip of his cock, which the bimbo was currently massaging with the tip of her tongue.

Daniel let out a low, guttural moan as he began to burst, shooting a fat wad of spunk directly into her open and eager mouth. She smacked her lips at the taste of it, then dipped her mouth over his cock, eager to suck down every drop. When there was no more, she jerked him softly, eyeing out the remaining dregs.

“Good?” She inquired.

Daniel leaned back on his haunches, falling into the sand with a thud. “Yeah,” he wheezed, “fucking… great…”

He laid down on the warm sand just as white, fluffy clouds blotted out the suns rays. The bimbo slid next to him, wrapping her lush, warm body around his, pushing her tits against his chest, and nestling her chin into the nape of his neck as Daniel drifted off to a content slumber.

He dreamed of nothing. No fantasy of his could compare to what had just happened.

The tide had receded by the time Daniel had woken up. It was near dusk, and he could see just how far the surf really went out. This island was a land of isolation beyond what he’d expected earlier.

And the bimbo was nowhere to be found.

Instead, as he turned on his butt toward the forest, he was startled to find that she’d multiplied. Instead of one bimbo, there were now four. He rubbed his eyes, then looked back up at them.

They were four new women.

“Where’s… she?” He asked, realizing he’d never gotten the bimbo’s name, if she had one.

“She is safe. Please, like, pull your pants up.”

Daniel looked down at his crotch and blushed deep red. He took the belt in one hand and leapt up, hopping around as he tried to pull his shorts back up. By the time he was finished, three of the bimbos, big-titted blondes with coconut shell bras and grass skirts, were giggling.

The one who stood in front wore delicate white robes that clung to every one of her many curves. She took a step toward Daniel, who looked down at him, thankful his growing erection was now hidden.

“So her story was true… you are real.”

Daniel shrugged. “Looks like it.” He was getting tired of people doubting his existence.

“Please, come with me,” said the woman in robes, turning on her heel and passing between the three blondes, who followed quickly after her.

“Hey! Wait a minute!” Shouted Daniel. This caused all four women to stop. The robed woman turned to him reluctantly, casting a harsh look at him with her brown eyes.

“I… gotta know where we’re going first,” he said.

“It is easier to just show you,” said the woman in robes.

Daniel sighed. “Well, can I at least know who you people are? What happened to the girl from earlier? And why is everyone so obsessed with my fucking cock?”

The three skirted women began to laugh. One of them pushed the other, and soon they were falling all over each other, giggling and snorting and repeating the naughty word back to each other. One hard look from the woman in robes got them all to shut up. She turned back to Daniel, her expression hardened.

“All will be explained in due time. If it will help you trust us, then I will tell you our names. I am Dian. These are Chrissy, Trissy, And Bliss.”

“Hi!” The three identical blondes said in unison, waving their hands and smiling.

“We have no intention of harming you. Far from it. But we do not wish to spend much time standing here in the open. Please, we must go, now.”

“Why the hell is it so urgent?” Asked Daniel, irritated, but relieved he was getting somewhere with these women.

The robed woman lifted a tanned, slender arm, and pointed over his shoulder. “Because of that.”

Daniel turned toward the water, staring out across the ebbing tide out to the sea. He squinted. Though the light of day was nearly faded by now, he could still make out what lay before him. A gull in the distance coasted on a sea breeze, then turned to a silhouette as it entered a thick, dense fog that was slowly creeping toward the island. Daniel immediately felt a sickening fear in his gut. He’d seen fog before, but this was different. The density of it, and the way it moved - like a snake hypnotizing its prey - gave him chills. Moment by moment it crept slowly closer, and all the while the bird got harder to spot, until it disappeared altogether, subsumed by the smothering power of the fog.

Daniel felt a hand on his shoulder. It was Dian.

“Come,” she said sadly. “We must go now.”

They passed the minutes in silence, tromping through jungle brush and past stout trees without a word. Daniel’s mind was focused on that fog - what was so intimidating about it? What made it seem artificial rather than natural? Dian led the way, occasionally pausing to examine a tree branch or a bush. He soon realized she was following trail markers. Some trees, for example, had pink lipstick marks on them, pointing the direction they were meant to follow. Other bushes were dazzled in glitter, which twinkled as they passed.

With Dian at the front and the three blondes behind him, Daniel had every opportunity to remain deep in thought. Eventually the blondes began whispering among themselves. Daniel couldn’t quite make out what they were saying, which was irritating. If growing up awkward and male taught him one thing, it was that women are usually whispering about you.

He heard giggling from behind him and broke his stride to turn around. One casual look was all it took for the three bimbos to gasp, their pretty blue eyes wide in shock, wind-tussled hair lying still on their shoulders.

“Ohmigod!” One of them said breathlessly.

“Sorry, did I miss something?” Asked Daniel, tamping down the anger in his voice.

“My friend thinks you’re cute,” answered the middle blonde quickly. An immediate tumult of shouting and pushing commenced, with the blondes falling over each other in shrieks of delight.

“Let’s get a move on, girls,” said Dian firmly above the fray. She had her dark brown eyes set on Daniel, who reluctantly began to follow as Dian moved deeper into the forest. Eventually, the giggling of the blondes dissipated, and Daniel’s ego began to swell.

They came to a clearing in the middle of the forest. The largest of the trees surrounded it, the palm leaves bending down as if to caress the thatched roofs of about two dozen huts arranged in a wide circle. A fire pit with a few embers was casually dying in the center.

“To bed, girls,” said Dian to the three women. “You’ve done very well tonight.”

The busty blondes pouted and gave Daniel a once over, but eventually slunk off toward separate huts.

“You come with me,” said Dian. He shrugged, following behind Dian to what he noticed was the largest of the huts.

Though the room was fairly spartan, it had a distinctly womanly touch, with fine coconut leaf artwork donning the walls, and a scent of island flowers in the air.

Dian seemed to change in an instant once inside. The tension in her shoulders and back that Daniel hadn’t noticed before dissipated at once. She let out a little groan and laid her staff against the wall.

Then she pulled her robe off, leaving her completely naked.

Daniel let out a note of surprise that was twofold. For one thing, the woman had been so curt and severe, like a strict mother with her children. Now she was bare-ass in front of him. More interesting was her body, of course. She had a slender build, with narrow shoulders and a square back. Her perky breasts were capped in pink nipples that stood out from her pale skin.

“Uh,” said Daniel.

Dian looked at him, then down at her naked chest. “Oh, right. God, I’ve been away from society so long that I forgot what the customs were. Here, I’ll put something on.”

“Oh, no, you don’t have to, it’s fine!” Said Daniel, sweating slightly.

Dian squinted at him. He quickly changed the subject.

“So, you weren’t born here then?”

Dian shook her head, unfolding her arms from over her chest. “None of us were.” She motioned to a beaten office chair near the wall. Daniel took it and sat down. She sat opposite him on a crudely carved wooden stool.

“I was the first to arrive, along with my friend Christina,” she said, looking down at the floor, lost in memory. “We were out on a yacht with some rich frat dudes. Christina got a bit drunk, fell overboard. I jumped in after here… Next thing I knew, we both washed up here.”

“The same thing happened to me,” said Daniel. “I mean, not the frat dudes part. But I washed up here too.”

She slowly lifted her chin, looking at him for a long moment before giving him a steady nod and continuing her story.

“Soon others came. It was always the same story. They got pulled out to sea or went swimming and… suddenly, they were here.”

“So you started your own society?”

Dian recoiled. “Fuck no! We bickered and argued and screamed at each other non-stop. Even Christina and I had a falling out over some stupid shit. God, it was horrible. We basically starved, living off a few rations that floated onto shore. We couldn’t even figure out how to open the coconuts that are, like, fucking everywhere.”

Dian sighed, raising her hand and running it through her hair. “Sorry,” she said. “I don’t usually swear this much, just… it was really bad, ok?”

“I understand.”

“One of the girls was an Olympic diver. She was on her way to the Philippines for a competition when her boat crashed. Anyway, one day she goes down the wreck and comes up with a knife. She didn’t tell us - by that point, we were barely speaking. She goes off to the forest, alone, and comes back with melons.”

Dian held her hands up beneath her perky breasts. “I don’t mean the fruit. When that girl left for the forest she was rail thin. When she came back, her tits were the size of melons. Bigger than the coconuts she had in her arms. Her clothing barely fit her curvy body, and her lips were plump red. She looked nothing like she had just a few hours before.

But the biggest change was the way she acted. We were all cold bitches to one another, but she was the worst. She’d barely said five words to any of us since she ended up on the island. And now, here she was, offering us all fucking coconuts, telling us how she’d open them for us, and how great the milk was. We were hungry enough to take her up on the offer, despite our confusion.”

Dian reached her slender foot out and batted a coconut toward her. She leaned down and picked it up, holding it in her palm. It was a little smaller than a volleyball.

“We realized pretty quick these were no normal coconuts.”

Dian pulled out a rusted corkscrew, undoubtedly part of the constant stream of ocean detritus that washed up on shore. She jammed it into the coconut’s front, then pulled out a plug of coconut flesh. Soon the milk was dribbling out.

“Everyone drank it. Except me. I still haven’t.”

Daniel leaned forward. He had to squint with the poor light in the room, but he could tell there was something unusual about this coconut milk.

“It’s… pink,” he said, perplexed.

Dian nodded. “Pink, sweet, and delicious, or so they say. None of the girls had ever had anything like it before. I hung back, skeptical, while they all sucked down huge amounts of the stuff. Within minutes they were all lying on the sand, moaning. I was sure the diver had poisoned us all. Then, minutes later, they were back on their feet.”

Dian’s faced darkened. “Changed.”

Daniel blinked at her. “You mean… the coconut milk turns girls into…”

“Bimbos.” She stood. Daniel looked up at her - tall, naked, and thin. Not a bimbo. But beautiful nonetheless, and proud. He could see relief on her face.

“For months I’ve been the only girl on this island who hasn’t undergone the transformation. I just knew that we needed someone with a bit of sense. The girls get along so well, and they work hard when they’re focused, singing happily while they build. But it’s not all paradise. They get distracted without me to lead them. But I can’t do it anymore…”

Dian’s shoulders slumped. “I’m just not good with this sort of command. I look at these girls, with their big doe eyes and their happy expressions, and I just feel… jealous. And every night…” She took in a deep breath while Daniel watched her, transfixed. “Every night I have dreams… of someone coming and releasing me from this job that I’ve never really wanted…”

She looked Daniel directly in the eyes. He suddenly understood.

“So… You want me to be the leader of an island full of bimbos.”

“It’s not as easy as it sounds. We haven’t even gotten to the fog yet.”

The very word made Daniel’s skin crawl. “Oh, right. That. What is it?”

Dian shrugged. “No idea. It comes in every night. At first it just came to the shore, but then it encroached on the jungle. Lately it’s been at the edge of our camp. Soon it’ll overrun the whole island.”

“That can’t happen,” said Daniel, his heart quickening.

“No, it can’t. Because girls go missing when they get lost in the fog. I don’t know what happens to them, or where they go. They just don’t come back.”

Daniel felt like he was about to shit out his heart. “God, it’s terrifying.”

Suddenly Dian was face to face with him. She sat on his lap, and fear immediately gave way to arousal in the seat of Daniel’s pants.

“You have to stop it. I know, Daniel. We’ve been waiting for you this whole time. We’ll do everything we can for you, Daniel. We’ve needed a man to guide us. But you have to do your part. You have to stop the fog.”

It was a dangerous gamble. What good would it do to be the Lord of Bimbo Island if the fog took all the bimbos away? He didn’t know the first thing about this place. Hell, he barely knew how to get one woman to go on a date with him, let alone a whole island full of them.

But they wouldn’t be dates. They would be commands. Orders. He would rule.

And the thought appealed to him.

Fuck the fog, thought Daniel. I’ll literally fuck it away, if it has to come to that.

“Leave it to me,” he said, sounding more confident than he thought he would.

Dian nodded. She picked up the coconut from the floor, then turned the hole she’d made earlier toward her mouth. Hesitantly, she placed her pale lips against the creek of pink milk, then tilted her head back, jutting her tits toward Daniel’s face as she began to drink.

He watched, mystified, as her breasts grew toward him. A cups turned to Bs, then Cs, until, with a groan, Dian grew the melon-like D’s she’d spoken of earlier. Her twig-like legs fattened, then turned to muscular thighs which laid atop Daniel’s own lustfully.

The bimbo sucked greedily at the coconut hole. She’d been waiting months to join her sisters in beloved bimbohood, and finally having the opportunity to resign her role as their leader was a great relief. She spasmed, then let her arms fall to her side, the coconut slipping from her weak grip to roll across the floor. Dian laid her head on Daniel’s shoulder, drooling slightly as she slumped.

“Dian?” He asked, shaking her softly. She moaned, then leaned backward. Her once-plain face was now luxurious - plush red lips, smoldering blue eyes, and high cheekbones worked perfectly with the curious little smile she held on her lips.

“Master?” She asked, voice light and girlish.

Daniel grinned. “Yeah.”

Dian leapt up, stretching her new body toward the ceiling with a shriek of delight. “I feel, like, totally awesome!” She tilted her torso toward her left leg, letting Daniel soak in the sight of her - tall, shapely, and perfectly fit, with the kind of tits he could bury his face in. HE was already beyond hard underneath his pants - maybe she didn’t know it yet, though. If she did…. Well, wasn’t he her Master now?

Daniel stood and approached her, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her toward the torch light. She watched him with wide eyes as he placed her against the wall.

“Turn around,” he growled. ‘I haven’t seen that ass yet.”

She smiled. “Okay!”

Dian turned obediently on her heel and displayed herself to him. “How is it?”

Heavenly, thought Daniel to himself. He knew better than to lay the compliments on too thick though. There were dozens of bimbos on the island - it was too soon to play favorites.

Still, she must have been in the running for a top spot. That ass could balance a stack of quarters. He gave it a slap and watched it jiggled. Dian giggled, wriggling her behind at him, earning another harder slap on her opposite cheek, one that left a ruby red palm print. That got her moaning, pushing her ass back toward him with hope.

Daniel loosened his worn shorts, letting them fall to his bare ankles. He pushed his hips toward her, guiding the fat tip of his cock toward her waiting pussy. It was wet - soaking wet.

There was not a hint of resistance toward him thrusting himself into her, filling her with his cock in a way that had her seeing stars. She slammed her face against the wall of the hut, gripping two load-bearing bamboo as she took him inside her. He’d fucked before; he’d heard girls moan. This was nothing like anything he’d expected, even in his porniest daydreams. This thick, round, bimbo slut wanted cock worse than she wanted air and water.

“Oh, Master,” she cooed, letting Daniel grip her hips tightly and pound her conch like he was Poseidon himself. Daniel began to sweat, loving the feel of every vibration from the end of his dick all the way up his hilt, the vibrations from her moans tickling his ballsack.

He was on the verge of cumming - so he pulled out, Spun her around, planted a sloppy kiss on her hungry lips, then shoved her onto the palm leaf bed. Dian let out a yelp, then giggled as Daniel straddled her, lifting her slender golden legs up and laying them over his shoulders. She bit her bottom lip and accepted all of his cock, jiggling her hips forward to make sure every inch of him was inside.

He watched her tits bounce up and down hypnotically with every thrust, rubbing his fingers along her inner thighs, pounding her like he owned her. She laid her lithe fingers over her nipples and teased them, as much for her own pleasure as for his. He felt his cock throbbing at the sight of her - a perfect Bimbo fuck doll, transformed for him and him alone.

Just like every girl on the island.

That thought brought him over the edge, pulling his cock out and jerking himself over her. She opened her mouth eagerly, eyes wide in delight, hungry for his immaculate, long-withheld seed. The first few spurts landed on her lips; he finished on her chest, letting her rub his cum against her puffy brown nipples.

When he was spent he collapsed next to her. She was on him in an instant, spooning him from the side, eagerly nibbling at his ear and grinding her crotch against his leg, mewling like a beast. Daniel knew he’d be up again soon, but for now, rest.

It had been one hell of a day.

Erica woke to the sound of drums. She sat up in her bed, whimpering slightly. Her rear end still stung from the spanking she’d endured the night before, as punishment for what she’d done.

There were very few laws on Bimbo Island. Food was plentiful, and everyone had their own identical hut. There was no want. Most of the longstanding rules were merely theoretical, and Erica had violated the main one - if you find a man on the island, tell Dian immediately.

She’d always thought she could do as she was told, but when she saw Daniel, instinct took over. It’d been so long since she’d seen a man, and everything about him - his body hair, his scent, his jawline - had her tingling with desire. She just had to suck him off.

The taste of his cum only made her hungry for more. She would do anything to please him. Of course, pleasure meant falling asleep, so she held him while he napped.

Then Dian and her three guards found her, and sent her back to the village for punishment. She was humiliated, but she knew she deserved it. How was she ever going to get in Dian’s good graces again?

There was no time to worry about that now. The drums only meant one of two things, in her experience - either rescue was coming, or the fog was. Given that it was daytime, and the fog only came at night, Erica assumed it was the former. There had only been once such call since she came to the island two months ago. A curvy Dominican named Sofia claimed she saw a plane, but it turned out to just be a bird.

In the center of town - Erica got lost on her way there, even though it was a straight walk of about 50 meters - The two dozen or so Bimbos were standing by the wooden stage, looking up. Dian was there, and…

Erica gasped. She’d Transformed! Suddenly Erica felt giddy. A new friend to play with! Dian had always been a bit of a stick in the mud; she’d be much more fun now that she was transformed. She wore the same outfit most of the rest of the bimbos had on - a grass skirt with coconut shell bra. A few others who planned on swimming or tanning that day had faded bikinis, which were shared communally on the island.

“Sisters!” Called out Dian. She blushed, then began to giggle. “Ohmigod, did I really used to say that? It sounds so weird! Um, hi guys!”

“Hi!” Said the bimbos in unison. Everyone, including Erica, began to wave at her.

“So, like, last night, um… Oh shoot, just look!”

She pointed to the right of the stage. A few bimbos looked left first, then turned to the right. Then they began to shriek.

Erica’s heart fluttered. It was Daniel, walking out of the largest hut - the one they’d built first. The one that’d sat empty for months.

The one they’d reserved for The Man who would guide them.

He paused for a moment, hearing their shrieks, and scanned the crowd. Then he moved confidently up the rickety staircase, onto stage, and stood beside Dian. Erica could see Dian’s knees quiver as Daniel’s scent passed her. How she lusted to smell him again as well…

“Ladies,” he said with a nod. Most of them were stunned. Aside from Erica, Dian, and the trio of blondes, none of the bimbos had seen Daniel yet. They looked up at him as if he were a God.

In a way, he was.

“I’m looking forward to getting to know each of you personally,” he said, to his stunned crowd. He spotted Erica, held her eyes for a moment, then smiled.

“Very personally indeed.”

THE END

The story continues in Bimbo Island 2: The Bimbo Goddess! Available now in the Kindle Store:
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Check it out on Amazon!

Want even more? Check out my previous releases on the next page. Bundles of stories for 69% off their original cover price! And get a FREE STORY just by signing up for my newsletter!


❧

Also By Sally Laces:

Want more bimbo stories at a 69% discount? Check out my Bimbo Bundles! 5 hot stories of bimbofication for one low price!
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First 5 Book Bimbo Bundle!

[image: Second Bimbo Bundle Five-pack!]

Second 5 Book Bimbo Bundle!

Subscribe to my email list and get a FREE story - HYPNO BIMBO! You’ll receive updates on the latest releases, discounts on new stories, and a free copy of my sultriest work to date, HYPNO BIMBO!

Book store employee Jennifer Danvers doesn’t believe in magic. When a magic club called Presto Changeo opens next door to her workplace, Jenny figures she’ll give the local scene a chance. But when HYPNOSIS turns out to be the theme of the night, this librarian finds herself a willing target - and a cock-loving one too!

To sign up, just click the link below:

http://eepurl.com/cm5qhb
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