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He’s the King of Bimbo Island - But The GODDESS Wants Him Gone!

King Daniel Greyson is a benevolent ruler. He makes sure all his DITZY subjects are tended to and kept happy by his HARD rules. Though the island his thriving, a constant and mysterious fog is threatening their shores. When his favorite FERTILE SERVANT disappears, Daniel is forced to enter the fog, and challenge the BUSTY GODDESS who wants to take her island back from his rule.

Now, Daniel will have to persuade the Demigod to let him stay on the island. Lucky for him, he knows just the way to do it - and it involves turning her into a BIMBO!


❧

There were three of them in the hut. It was hot - and crowded, which only made it hotter, having all of their sweating bodies pushed so close to one another.

It was just the way Daniel liked it.

“I hope you’ll forgive me for the wait,” said Daniel, gazing into the dark green eyes of Terri, a red-headed Island Bimbo with freckles and a particularly light tan.

She giggled, blushing and looking down at her bare feet uncomfortably. Daniel was sitting on his bed, looking up at her, while she stood before him in her grass skirt and coconut shell bra. The other bimbo, Jess, an olive-skinned bimbo with sparkling blue eyes, waited patiently with a placid look.

“And you, Jess,” he said. “How have you been acclimating to the island?”

She tilted her head back as she breathed in deeply. “It’s…Heaven!”

That brought a smile to Daniel’s lips. He could still remember when Dian and the rest of the scouting party brought Jess to the village. She was waterlogged, disheveled, and absolutely terrified. Apparently, Jess was a radiologist at a hospital in Dubai, and had been on her way to a medical conference via boat. She had so, so many questions - where were they? How did she get here? How could she leave?

Daniel had answered every question patiently, right here in his very hut. It was an island, he explained - though he wasn’t sure where. She got her the way everyone else did - through the magic of the tide. And no, there was no way of leaving.

That answer terrified her. She relaxed somewhat as Daniel guided her through the village, showing her the smiling bimbos who waved and laughed as they went about their day, gathering herbs, repairing their huts, and playing with each other. The last one was the most common - there was so little work to be done, and so much to enjoy, especially when you had a brand new body. The surrounding area was a full, rich jungle, mostly green, but with notes of vivid pink and red flowers dotting the forest in seemingly random places.

But the bimbos themselves were the most beautiful.

Eventually, Jess had asked the question Daniel had been anticipating - why does everyone look so similar?

Daniel explained that, while everyone’s bodies were shaped similarly, there were variations in hair color, eye color, and breast shape that set them apart. Then he gave her the answer she wanted. The coconuts, he said, had transformative powers, and the moment you ate one, you changed. She looked at him like he was mad, but the island and its inhabitants were evidence enough.

Then he offered her a choice - she could drink the coconut milk, undergo the Transformation, and join them in the Village of the Bimbos. Or she could avoid the pink coconuts and remain as she was. If so, she was not to join the village, although Daniel promised he would check in on her when he could, which, he admitted, wasn’t often. As the King of Bimbo Village, he had other duties to attend to - though he could hardly call it real work.

Jess spent her first night on the other side of the island, meditating. When she returned the next day, she brought her own coconut.

And now, several days after, she was here, with Terri, ready to start her Initiation.

“You seem a little uncomfortable,” said Daniel, spreading his legs slightly. “Don’t be.”

Jess smiled down at him. “It’s just, y’know, my first time and all.” She looked around the room. “Your hut is so awesome!”

“Duh!” Said Terri, bowing her head. “He’s the King, silly!”

Jess blushed. “Of course,” she said in a tinny voice. Daniel laughed.

“I may be the King, but I’m just a man, like any other.” The only man on the entire island, thought Daniel, his heart beating rapidly. He’d had plenty of time to get used to that fact, but it still excited him to no end.

“Now then!” Said Daniel, clapping his hands together. “Let’s get started. Jess, remember that this is your initiation. Terri is merely here to help guide you along.”

“I was initiated three months ago,” said Terri happily. “I was one of the first.”

“Pride, Terri,” warned Daniel.

Terri took a step backward, allowing Jess to step forward. She removed her clothing quickly, letting the bra and skirt fall to the floor, then brushing them aside with her bare foot. Slowly, the girl sank to her knees, spreading them out across the smooth floor, letting the warm island air rush between her lower lips. She leaned her body toward Daniel’s crotch..

“Mmmm…” Jess pressed her face against the fabric of his shorts, nuzzling her cheek against his growing bulge. Daniel leaned back against the wall, his head thudding against a support beam and shaking the entire hut.

Fucking hell, thought Daniel, watching Jess pull down the hem of his shorts using only her teeth. It always amazed him just how good these bimbos were at pleasing him. There was no way in hell the former Jess, the Jess who’d been skittish and afraid, would have known how to please a man like this.

The current Jess - the one with the cum-hungry look in her eyes and her parted lips mewling - was ready for his rock hard staff.

She waited for permission though. Looking up at him, hands on her thighs, kneeling politely, perfect body tight with anticipation.

“Terri,” said Daniel indolently, “why don’t you come up help out?”

“Okay!” Terri came bounding up toward them, standing directly behind Jess. She sat on the floor and wrapped her legs around the olive-skinned bimbo.

“Oooh,” she said, “I think they’re even bigger than mine!”

Terri cupped each of Jess’ breasts in her hands, teasing them with her fingers. Jess laughed nervously, then began to moan loudly. Terri had a wicked grin on her face; she was obviously enjoying this.

“Don’t distract her too much, Terri,” said Daniel, standing. “This is her initiation.”

Jess’s green eyes went wide as soon as Daniel let the tip of his cock touch her smooth, bare cheek. Still shaken by the intense pleasure of Terri’s fingers, she turned her head toward Daniel and accepted the tip, moving her neck forward to slowly suck him down.

Each girl had her own technique, Daniel had noticed. Jess was one of those girls who started very slowly, tasting every inch. He felt her tongue inspect the tip of his cock from top to bottom, moving along the shaft while she took more of him in.

This kind of slow, languid blowjob was exactly the kind he preferred. Unfortunately, it was getting late - he didn’t have all night to help train her.

So he put her on the advanced track, a hand on the back of her head while he forced his cock into her throat.

“MMHM! MHM!”


“Relax. Breathe out.” Daniel used his most commanding voice. Bimbos had a natural inclination to follow it; this one was no different. Jess’ terrified shock gave way to determination. Her throat relaxed, and Daniel enjoyed every inch of it as he fitted himself in her throat.

“Good girl,” purred Terri, planting a kiss on her friend’s neck, breasts still in hand.

Silence hung in the air while Jess kept her King’s cock deep in her throat, sputtering a bit around it, but set on pleasing him. He pulled out slowly, letting the saliva stretch from her pillowy lips.

“Sir,” said Terri, “Can I…?”

Daniel cast a harsh look on his kneeling bimbo pet. “No. This is Jess’ initiation.”

Terri pouted, but remained fully behind her friend, who suddenly reached out and placed her hands on her King’s thighs.

“Thank you sir,” she said breathlessly, before beginning to suck him off with renewed vigor. Daniel grinned, petting her head and watching her go to town. She had her eyes shut and her brows knitted in cute concentration, single-mindedly focused on one goal:

Earning the hot, sticky badge that would make her a true Bimbo Islander.

Terri did her best to distract her friend, pulling her nipples, kissing her ear, teasing her with soft words. “Betcha can’t fit it down your throat again!” Jess groaned, drawing her teeth lightly along the top of his cock, then began to jerk him with his slit near her lips.

Daniel allowed Terri to play the brat. Bimbo Island was a land of odd weather and unusual happenings; the bimbos had to learn to please their King despite any distraction. He still reminded himself to punish her later with a swift spanking.

My to-do list is getting rather long, he mused to himself. For a moment his duties as king threatened to side-track his pleasure. Then he took one look at Jess and her hungry mouth and her undulating stomach, and he was rock hard again.

“Please sir…” she moaned, jerking his slick cock. “Please give me… oh!”

The first spurt came out and hit her right in the cheek. Jess’ mouth opened so wide and so rapidly that she almost gave herself lockjaw. Luckily, the next rope of white landed on her tongue. She smacked her lips, opened them again, and took down the rest of his load.

“Yay!” Said Terri, wrapping her hands around Jess’ torso for a big, honest hug. Jess blushed slightly, giggling lightly.

“Congratulations,” said Daniel, leaning down to kiss the new bimbo on her forehead. “You’re an Islander now.”

Jess blinked up at him. “Really?”

He nodded.

Night was falling by the time Jess and Terri left. Daniel could already see the fog rolling in through the trees. Within an hour, it would be at the edge of the village, ominously waiting for an errant bimbo to wander into its tendrils. For now, it was stymied just at the edge of town, where the bimbos had set up torches in the hop that the light might keep the fog out. The technique was working so far - but for how long, Daniel couldn’t tell.

More importantly, the bimbos seemed to pay it no mind. Daniel was often frustrated by how little the bimbos seemed to care about the fog. To him, it was horrifying. There was just something about that miasma, something about the unknown and surreal quality of it that unsettled him. The bimbos hardly cared. They spent so much time running around during the daytime that night was for long, blissful sleep.

Daniel didn’t have the same luxury. The few hours of sleep he got only came after he planned out the next day’s events. The 15 bimbos on the island were, without leadership, content to laze about and play games all day. An easy life, for sure, but they needed to collect food, maintain shelter, and map the island, among other random duties that popped up. He assigned each of them a task at the start of every day. Luckily, they were eager to do as he told, even if it they didn’t enjoy the chore, like going out to the beach to catch “slimy” fish.

During the day he monitored them and took care of more difficult tasks. When he sent out a few bimbos early on to map the island, they came back with a crude drawing that petered out halfway up the beach. When questioned, they admitted they’d forgotten about what they were supposed to do after seeing a butterfly. Daniel chastised them for it, but he couldn’t bring himself to actually punish them with a spanking. It was just their nature. The spankings usually turned into sex anyway, which, for them, was the highest reward.

As such, Daniel had lately taken it upon himself to map the island, using a waterlogged but sun-dried notebook and pen that had washed up on shore. He brought two bimbos with him: one to collect interesting fauna along the way, and the other to keep the first one from wandering off.

While he was away from the village, he left Dian in charge. Dian had been the only non-bimbo on the entire island before Daniel arrived. She had forced herself not to consume the special pink coconuts that, somehow, transformed average women into sultry bimbos. The very day he arrived, she ceded the decision-making power over Bimbo Island to him, then drank deep from a coconut right in front of him.

Regardless, she was still the most capable Bimbo on the island. Sure, her IQ wasn’t quite what it once was, but if some other bimbo had a question - something like, “where did I leave my clothes?” - Dian was the most likely to be able to help.

He watched Terri and Jess leave his hut, alternating between admiring the sway of their asses and making sure they were heading toward their homes. Jess followed Terri to her domicile, then realized she had a hut of her own, and scurried off toward it. Daniel breathed a sigh of relief; they’d be safe from the fog, at least for one more night.

He picked up his loincloth and put it on. While female clothing occasionally washed up on shore, not even so much as a men’s athletic sock had shown up. He was stuck with the same shorts and shirt he arrived her with, and used them as a sort of ceremonial garb when he had something serious to proclaim to the bimbos. That was the idea, at least. Life had been so idyllic for the past few weeks that he mostly just went around in the loincloth he’d made out of what had once been a red blouse.

He exited his hut and walked around the perimeter of the village. The fog was only a few meters away; occasionally, he felt as if icy fingers were nipping at his bare shoulders. Whenever he looked into the forest, however, he saw it hovering there, as if waiting.

Once he’d made sure all the bimbos were soundly asleep, he made his way to Dian’s hut, stepping through the hanging beads that made for a door and calling out to her.

No answer.

He looked around the one-room hut. Like most, it was a spartan living space with feminine touches. Seashells and other nicknacks were hung up on the bamboo walls. A bed of palm leaves and other plants sat in one corner, with a inexpertly-carved chair In the other.

There was nowhere for her to hide. She wasn’t here - and neither was her robe.

The robe - really no more than a sheer bathrobe - was Dian’s former symbol of authority on the island. Now, she only put it on for plays they staged on the island. Could she be there, then?

Daniel rushed out of the hut and toward the village’s center square. His heart beat in his chest from the exertion of running after a long day of cartography, but also from fear. Since he had arrived, no bimbo had been lost to the fog. Some had disappeared before he came, but the safeguards he’d put up - namely, the curfew - had ensured their safety.

The stage, built of fallen coconut trees, was empty. He crouched to look under it, shouted her name a few times, then stood atop it to pace around like a loin-clothed Hamlet. His favored bimbo was nowhere in sight, but he could see her in his mind, radiant and giggling. Gone.

He opened his eyes. There, just meters away, slinking among the trees like a ghostly nymph, was the fog. Daniel leapt off the stage, approaching it cautiously.

“You took her,” he whispered.

The fog said nothing. Smoky tentacles danced in the air.

“How many more are you going to take? Huh?”

Again, silence.

Daniel stepped into it.

Through the misty air, he could see the trees and flowers and even nightbirds of the forest. He took another step forward; his vision dimmed. Daniel walked with careful, cautious steps, aware that at any moment he could trip over a root or fall into an animal trap. He didn’t care. He was beyond fear now, and into the fog.

“You… Should not be here.”

Daniel froze. The voice came from nowhere. It seemed to envelope him, just like the fog.

“And yet, you are. How curious.”

Daniel looked around. The smoke was at its thickest now, filling the air with deep, cruelly fluffy clouds. The plane before him was a white expanse, no trees or fauna to be seen.

“Who are you?” Daniel asked firmly.

Someone was approaching him. He could see the outline of her figure - and he knew it was a her. He’d gotten quite used to the silhouette of bimbos by now. Long, slender legs with ample muscle, wide hips, a narrow waist, and tits you could just tell were aching to be sucked.

“Who do you think?” The figure was all black. Daniel couldn’t see its mouth move.

“You’re not Dian,” Daniel replied. Dian’s bubbly, light voice was a far cry from the smoky, enigmatic tone coming through the air.

“No, I’m not,” it confirmed. The figure dissipated into the white mist just as Daniel turned around. She was standing behind him.

“Hello Daniel,” said a white smile surrounded by fire red lips. He stared into eyes of liquid blue, a piercing gaze set on a sharp, calm face.

By now, Daniel was beyond being shocked. He’d washed up on an island full of magic coconuts and cock-hungry bimbos months ago. This new woman wasn’t a bimbo. She was beautiful, yes, but the knowing look in her eyes - as well as the lithe, gymnastic quality of her body, dressed in a crimson, shoulder-less dress - conveyed the image of a woman of a dangerously high IQ.

“I’m getting kind of tired of this whole ‘magic and mystery routine,’” said Daniel, frowning a bit.

“Mm. And how do you feel about fucking my bimbos on the beach on all day? Getting tired of that too?”

Daniel blushed slightly. No one had ever confronted him about his new lifestyle. There was no one around to ask.

“Well, I…”

“Oh, save it. I know your type.”

The woman waved her hand in the air. The fog dissapear so quickly that it made Daniel dizzy. When his eyes adjusted, he found himself in a large grotto. The floor was green tile that descended into an inviting, clear lake, with limestone surrounding them on all sides.

“Ah… lovely.” The woman removed her dress, letting it pool around her feet. Daniel was of course used to the sight of a naked woman by now, yet it’d been some time since he’d seen something other than a big-titted, thin-waisted bimbo sexpot. This woman had small breasts and calves that were all muscles. A runner’s build, perhaps.

But it was her skin that intrigued him most. Healthy tans were common in his little Kingdom. The word that came to mind when he looked at her was ‘golden’ - not a golden tan, but an illustrious, luminous quality that was…

“You’re not human,” he said bluntly.

She was stepping into the water, her tight ass moving slowly up and down. As the water reached her knees, she turned to him, a teasing smile on her lips.

“Is it that obvious?” She said. Then she threw herself backward into the water, floating easily against its surface. Her dark hair spread out in the clear water.

“Where is Dian,” asked Daniel, taking a step forward, but staying out of the pool.

“Where she needs to be,” said the woman, staring up at the ceiling, floating languidly in the grotto.

“SHe’s not at home.”

“Then that hut is not her home.”

Daniel suddenly dove into the water, swimming down to the bottom. The woman’s full body hovered above him.

He sprang up, kicking hard and rising to the surface like Jaws, then grabbed the woman around her waist and carried her back to dry land, lifeguard-style. She made a mild sound of surprise when he grabbed her, but didn’t resist being taken back.

He carried her up the steps in his arms, then laid her down on the flat ground. He stood before her, loincloth drooping, taking deep, long breaths, and trying not to explode with rage.

“I promised Dian I would watch over this island and all who live here.” he said. “She trusted me. I’m not going to let her down. Tell me where she is. Please.”

The woman sat on the ground with her knees up near her chest, looking annoyed. She stared at him for a few long seconds. Daniel knew he’d already taken some big risks. The water could have been a trap. Touching her could have killed him. She obviously had powers, and if she’d wanted to, she’d use them.

“Fine,” she said. And with a snap of her fingers, the grotto disappeared.

Daniel looked down at his feet, seeing an ocean beneath him. He was miles up in the air. While he resisted the phantom feeling of free-fall, the woman stood up. There was some sort of invisible ground beneath them.

“There,” she said, pointing. Daniel squinted. It was like looking at a map of water.

“Where?”

She sighed. The water came toward them slowly until a green dot appeared.

“See it?”

“Yes…”

“That’s the island. ‘Bimbo Island,’ as you call it.”

Daniel crouched down. Sure enough, he could make out a bit of detail. The beach he’d first landed on was at one edge, and the green forest next to it. Beyond that, the clearing where their huts were just barely visible, and more forest and beach past that. The island was perfectly circular.

“You don’t understand, do you?” The woman’s voice was sincere now. She laid a comfortingly warm hand on his naked back. “This must all be so confusing.”

“It has been from the start,” he admitted. “I’m just trying to do my best…”

She gave him a look of sympathy. “I am Elsinor.”

“Daniel.”

“Yes, I know. I told you I knew.”

He shrugged. “You seem to know a lot of stuff. I’m just clueless.”

She laughed. “Well, Daniel, why don’t I fill you in.”

They sat on the floor together, floating over the expanse of ocean as if it were normal. Daniel listened attentively, trying to wrap his head around the truth - or what she claimed was the truth.

Elsinor was a demigod, and Bimbo Island, her creation. She lived outside of Daniel’s dimension. Time and place meant nothing to her - not in the way it did to Daniel, at least.

“I created this,” she said, “before your world even existed.”

Daniel felt a cold sweat bloom on his skin. Finally, he had some answers - but they just raised even more questions. How could he leave if he wasn’t even in his dimension? Was Bimbo Island even ‘real?’ What defined reality anymore? Where did Dian come from? He set them aside for now, listening.

“I can create many things, Daniel Greyson. What I can’t create is people. Only The Mother can do that. But I have a workaround.”


Her eyes glimmered with charming naughtiness.

“There is a way to bring people from your dimension into mine. They have to be of a certain character. Women who crave change but do not know what they want, exactly, are the prime subjects. Once they are out to sea, I can use my control of your waters to bring them to me.”

Daniel did his best to follow along. “So… that’s why I washed up on shore, then.” He paused. “Wait, but I’m not a woman!”

The woman nodded sadly. “I’m aware. You were never supposed to arrive here. You’re the first man to ever set foot on my island.”

“But why?”

Elsinore stood. “I… do not know.”

Daniel sighed, standing as well. “Well, at least I know a bit more about this place. So, it’s an island… but it’s not an island, since you made it. So it’s kind of an illusion, except it’s not, because people can live on it…”

“Women can live on it. Why do you think I send those little packages by the sea? All women’s clothes and women’s things. Frankly, the fact that you survived is kind of a miracle.”

He let that comment pass, taking it as a compliment. “Then, what’s with the fog?”

Elsinore snapped her fingers. The fog immediately returned to the room, sending a chill down Daniel’s spine.

“You’re afraid of it, aren’t you?” She said, grinning.

Daniel didn’t want to admit he was, but he also felt it was obvious by his body language.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It’s not harmful. The reason you fear it is because women don’t. They wander into it willingly when it’s their time.”

“Time for what?”

“Time to return to their dimension.”

“So… Dian’s back in my world?”

She nodded.

“Would you like to see her?”

Elsinore waved a hand. She put her arm around Daniel’s shoulder, offering him comfort while the ocean beneath them rapidly changed. It filled in with islands, detritus, ships. The boundary between Elsinore’s dimension and Daniel’s had been crossed. Soon, they were sailing over clouds and birds, going straight for land. Not an island, but a continent Daniel recognized.

“Ah, there she is,” said Elsinore, stopping.

Daniel watched as Dian, dressed in a stunning red dress that showed off her ample cleavage, walked past a lineup of paparazzi. Holding her hand was a bearded, grinning movie star Daniel recognized from several superhero movies.

“Chris! Chris!” Shouted one of the paparazzi. Dian waved to all of them graciously, her big green eyes full of excitement. It pained Daniel to see her, so close but so damn far away, yet at the same time, he felt an odd sense of relief. At least she was happy.

Chris, the movie star, stopped at one of the metal barriers. Security hovered behind him as a scruffy journalist shoved a microphone in his face.

“Is it true?” He shouted. “Are you going to run for Senate?”

Chris’ charming A-lister smile faltered somewhat. He had been expecting softball questions.

“Well, you know, in today’s political climate…”

“Ohmigod, baby, you should totally do it!”

The high, recognizable voice of Dian cut over Chris’ dodging answer. The movie star turned his head to look at Dian, bouncing on her high heels next to him.

“Is this your new girlfriend, Chris?” Asked the paparazzo. He tilted the microphone toward her. “Who are you wearing tonight?”

“Um… Dian!” She said. Then she turned her lovely face toward Chris.

“It’d be so totally cool if you became a senator!” She said, tapping her dainty hand on his chest.

The man looked down at her. “R-really?”

The paparazzo cleared his throat. “Where, ah, where did you two meet?”

Chris chuckled. “She kinda just fell into my lap.”

All three of them began to laugh.

“Really!” Said Dian. “I came out of the sky!”

“Ooookay then,” said the paparazzo with a wink. “You two have a good night.”

And with that, Dian and Chris sauntered off into the movie theater, hand in hand, to watch the premier of Chris’ new movie.

Daniel watched the scene unfold to the very last moment, gazing at Dian’s perfect ass. There was no panty line beneath her dress. The scene gradually faded away, until they were standing above the ocean once more.

“That man,” said Elsinore, “will go on to become senator of his state. Then President. Dian is going to be the First Lady.”

Daniel belly laughed. “Really? Her?”

Elsinore turned her cool blue eyes toward him. “Yes,” she said. “She’ll be a moderating influence on the Commander in Chief. All of my bimbos serve some man. Business tycoons, military leaders, academics… they all need the support of a woman like Dian.”

Daniel rubbed his chin. In a way, it made sense to him. On Bimbo Island, he’d pushed himself to be a true leader. Having the girls around to relieve his stress and worry was key to the man he’d become.

“So this is like… Bimbo training camp.”

Dian rolled her eyes. “You humans have such a way with words. But yes, I suppose.” She gave him a sympathetic look. “They have no memory of the island once their time is up, although they’ll dream of it from time to time. Regardless, I can’t keep you here any longer, Daniel. You have been an interesting subject to observe, however, the bimbos mustn’t stray from their purpose.”

She lifted a finger, pointing. Daniel watched with mounting terror as a beam of light began to grow from her fingernail.

“It won’t hurt,” she promised sadly. “Not for long, at least.”

All the muscles on Daniel’s body began to tense. He didn’t know what was about to happen to him, though it seemed as if he’d be sent back to his world at best, or killed at worst. Frankly, either option was as bad as the other.

Think! Daniel gritted his teeth, looking down at the floor. He couldn’t fight her. She was a Demigod, and even if she wasn’t, he didn’t have it in him to hurt a woman. But there had to be some way… He thought back to what she’d told him.

Then an idea struck.

“You could have done this months ago,” he said, looking at the beam of light. Elsinore made no reply. She was focusing on whatever spell she was about to cast.

“Right?”

“Yes,” she snapped.


“Why didn’t you?”

Relief washed over Daniel as he saw the light beam falter, just for a moment. Soon it was as luminously foreboding as it had been before. But he’d gotten somewhere.

“You were watching me,” he said, moving slowly around her, keeping his distance from the dangerous finger, and watching her hard expression. “You watched me fuck every single one of your bimbos. You watched me lead them around the island, tease them, spank them, be their King. Why? If it was against your plan, why let me go on doing whatever I wanted?”

“Shut. UP!” Elsinore squeezed her other-worldly eyes shut, tightly.

“You wanted to see what I did, didn’t you? The first man on Bimbo Island.”

He took a bounding step toward her. Time stood still while he did so, getting so close to the magical light that was to be his undoing - but utterly confident he was about to win.

Daniel grabbed her wrist. She gnashed her teeth at him. The light flared, then disappeared.

“You liked watching me, Elsinore.” He pulled her wrist gently. With no resistance, she stepped toward him - chest-to-chest with a human male for the first time in her entire existence.

He stood in the darkness of the grotto. His heart beat steadily. The only sound was that of the light wind over the water.

“You’re warm,” said Elsinore softly. Daniel looked down at her; she tilted her face up. She hardly looked like a semi-omnipotent Demigod anymore. The girl he held was curious, naive to the ways of men, and lusty.

He leaned down to kiss her. She shut her eyes and pursed her lips.

Daniel pulled away at the last moment.

“Sorry,” he said, with a little grin on his lips.

Elsinore blinked. With a flash of her fingers, the light burst back into the room. So much for their romantic darkness.

“SORRY!?” She yelled. “You had a chance with a Goddess, and you -“

“I only like a particular kind of girl,” said Daniel quickly.

Elsinore crossed her arms. “Oh, I see. So that’s what you want?”

Daniel raised his palms. “Can you blame me? I mean, you’re the one who, y’know, made them.”

Elsinore sneered. She pointed a finger at her breasts. Daniel relished watching them grow a cup size.

“More to your liking?” She asked, swinging them back and forth. The sensation must’ve been new to her, as Elsinore’s face changed once she felt the pendulum-like motion.

“Better,” mused Daniel. “But not quite there.”

Elsinore bit her lower lip, hesitantly upping her breast size with a single point at her tits. She ran her hands down the sides of her hips, leaving a thicker ass and more shapely hips in her wake.

“Hmm… It’s funny,” she said with a smile. “I made the Pink Coconuts eons ago… I hardly remember what it feels like to… to…”

“To what?”


She beamed. “To be a bimbo!”

Nervous excitement bounced in Daniel’s stomach when he heard Elsinore’s girlish laugh echoing in the grotto. He could see what the transformation had done. Elsinore had not only left her hard, thin features behind, but also her complex, introspective mind. The two were linked; a bimbo’s body meant a bimbo’s brain.

“So, like, am I the right girl now, sir?” Though Elsinore winked at him, with her thick black eyelashes, Daniel heard the note of desperation in her voice.

“Y-yeah,” he replied, giving her a body scan. That luminous golden skin matched her new blonde locks and red lips very well. Moreover, she no longer moved like a tiger ready to pounce on its prey. She looked more like a cat in heat, the way her hips were swaying from side to side, her chest remained pushed out, and her big blank green eyes ate up every inch of her King.

With a cry of delight, Elsinore leaped toward Daniel, who sidestepped her, spun around, and grabbed her arm. She shrieked, then began to laugh, even as Daniel wrenched her arm behind her back.

“Ah ah,” he said, pushing up directly behind her, the thin fabric of his loincloth separating his cock from her sweet, big ass. “I have to punish you first.”

“Punish?” She replied.

“Mhm.” Daniel bent her over, exposing every inch of her ass to him. “You did try to get rid of me, after all.”


“I did?” Said Elsinore. Daniel leaned over to look at her face. She looked genuinely confused.

“In any case,” he continued, standing straight up, “you have to do your penance.”

He brought his wide palm down on her ass. The jolting sensation of her perfect skin against his palm was heavenly. Granted, he secretly enjoyed spanking all of his bimbo subjects, but the ethereal nature of her body was on a different plane.

For her part, nothing seemed to have happen. Daniel spanked her again, and again, each time harder. Her ass remained its golden shade, and she just giggled.

“It tickles!” She said.

Of course, Daniel thought to himself. She’s a goddess. Pain means nothing to her.

Pleasure, on the other hand…

“Seems like you’re enjoying it,” he said. Daniel put two fingers together and slid them between her legs. She gasped, then began moaning as he spread her wetness easily up to her little pink asshole. “Seems like you’re really enjoying this.”

“Ohmigod,” cried the actual goddess. “I’ve never been… Oh!” Daniel slipped two fingers into her, pumping her from behind. She obediently remained bent over for him, able even to put her hands on the floor in front of her feet. Daniel probed inside her heavenly pussy, feeling her grow wetter as the first clenches of her insatiable desire began to wrap around his fingers.

He slipped a third finger in, relishing the way she groaned deeply at the foreign sensation. By now, Daniel had become an expert in making women cum, and finding Elsinore’s G-Spot was no great task. He slid the tips of his three fingers against it, teasing it at first, then rubbing up and down vigorously in an effort to see what a Goddess looks like when she orgasms.

The results were unexpected.

“Ah… AH! FUCK!”

Elsinore gripped her heels tightly. He admired the way her muscles flushed with tension and a blush appeared on her backside, though he was only able to do so for a moment. As Elsinore came, a panoply of fireworks shot up around Daniel. Lights flickered and changed in rainbow colors. The ground disappeared and reappeared like channels changing rapidly on a television set.

“AH!”

The force of Elsinore’s orgasm literally knocked Daniel off his feet. Lying on his back on what was now solid dirt, he stared up at an endless starry sky. He was back on the island.

His loincloth had been ripped clean by the blast. Daniel stood, his cock half-hard, and rubbed his aching head.

“Elly?” He groaned.

A giggle sounded. The girl came bounding out from between the trees.

“Elly! I like that name!” She had her hands behind her back, smiling with her lower lip behind her teeth. “L-L-E!”

Daniel couldn’t help but smile back.

“C-O-C-K,” she continued, approaching him sultrily. Sure enough, the bimbo goddess gripped Daniel’s rod in her fingers, sliding them along the shaft, teasing the head. She followed his body’s reactions expertly, sensing exactly how to slip her finger along the slit of his cock or tickle his balls to get it hard enough to please the King of her island.

Daniel growled, reaching out and grabbing the girl around her waist. She yelped as she was pulled toward him, then lifted into his arms. The months on the island had been good for Daniel. Muscles bulged on his body, along with a visible Sixpack, all of which helped him keep the girl in his arms. He drooped her hips downward onto his cock, impaling her.

Her eyes went wide. There was a goofy, cock-stuffed look on her face, her lips all contorted and her nostrils flared.

“Oh, Holy Mother…” she groaned, writhing on his fuck stick, forcing him deeper into her.

Daniel dug his nails into her back and bounced her up and down on his dick. He pushed her up against a nearby tree, using it as leverage to pound her dripping ethereal cunt full of his hot tan human dick.

“I’m… I’m!” Elly couldn’t get the words out before another orgasm had her body rollicking. The lights flashed again, illuminating the entire night sky as if fireworks were going off around them. She dug her nails into Daniel’s shoulders, her face flushed and mouth contorted into an O.

Daniel burst inside her just as the next tremendous orgasm rollicked through Elly’s body. The light surrounding them turned a hot white, subsuming Daniel’s vision.

“Oh, my Master,” cooed the girl.

From then on, Daniel remembered nothing.

“Is he awake?”

“I think so.”

“Why?”

“Because his cock is.”

“Oh!”

Daniel heard the voices, but his vision was still off. He saw an array of brown and green colors blurrily. His eyes adjusted slowly, revealing the interior of a hut surrounding him. The soft palm leaves beneath him revealed he was lying down on a bed.

“I’ll help him wake up!”

“No, I want to!”

“We both can!”

“Okay!”

Daniel tried to lean up, but found his back sorer than he’d expected. Both the muscles and the skin were tired. He laid back down, allowing himself a few moment’s rest before attempting to wake again. Daniel took note of his body, the feeling slowly being restored to his arms, hands, legs, toes…

And cock.

His hips jolted as he felt something warm and wet slither down the head of his morning wood. It continued down the length of his shaft all the way to the base. A similar feeling erupted from his balls. Someone was sucking those too.

The sudden rush of pleasure had its intended effect - he was fully awake and staring down at two horny bimbos sucking him off.

He couldn’t recognize the girl sucking his dick. Not at first. She held his cock in her throat for a moment, then popped it out of her mouth and jerked him slowly, gazing up at him with brilliant green eyes.

“Good morning, King,” said Kayla, a blonde-haired bimbo who was one of the first to arrive on the island.

“Good morning,” he gurgled back. She giggled at the odd sound of his voice. “What happened last - ah!”

“Oopsie!” Said another voice. Leena, a Nigerian bimbo with ebony skin and sparkling blue eyes, popped up from between Daniel’s legs, her mouth screwed up in curiosity. “Was that too much? Sometimes I suck too hard!”

“You’re good,” said Daniel, fidgeting his legs a bit at the odd sensation of having his balls played with. He had loads of questions, and he knew that it would take forever to get clear answers from these two bimbos he now recognized. Moreover, his cock was absolutely throbbing. As Kayla and Leena waited for his command, they idly massaged his dick and balls, respectively.

He had a choice to make: end this now and get to work, or delay his duties as King and enjoy a languid, long blowjob from two sexy bimbos.

He made the right call.

“Continue,” he said, resting his head on the bed and shutting his eyes.

They did as commanded, Kayla rapidly blowing him, running her tongue along the underside of his shaft. Leena used the tip of her tongue to tease Daniel’s balls to a tightness, then managed to fit both in her mouth to warm him. The two girls’ lips touched whenever Kayla reached the hilt of Daniel’s scepter. They didn’t seem to mind. Completely at ease, Daniel blew a hard, enormous load right into Kayla’s mouth, and she sucked it up greedily with her lips around the tip of his cock. Remembering Daniel’s lesson - “always share” - she tilted it toward Leena, allowing her to get the last half. It spurted right into her eye.

“Ah!” She squeaked.

“Sorry! I thought you wanted some!”

“Well yeah, but give me a warning next time!”

The two girls giggled, lying down on either side of Daniel. Kayla kissed his neck and nuzzled against him while Leena wiped the cum off her face and into her mouth.

“What now, King?” Said Leena.

Daniel wanted nothing more than to lie between them all day.

“Now,” he said with a sigh, leaning up, “we get to work.”

From what he could tell, Daniel had only been gone for a night, and no one else had been taken by the fog during his absence. It was nearing night time though, and he expected it to roll in again. Each bimbo on the island was out of her hut, fretting and moving nervously around the village. They were afraid their King had abandoned them, so Daniel rose on the stage, made a quick speech to allay their fears, and promised personal attention for each of them throughout the coming week. If he thought he was sore now, Daniel knew he’d be completely exhausted after fucking all of his bimbos basically non-stop. It was the only way to reassure them he wasn’t abandoning them, and they did seem relieved.

He gave a few menial chores, just to make sure they had something to do before curfew.

“Aww, we still have a bedtime?” Groused a red-haired bimbo.

“You know we have to avoid the fog, Alissa.”

“But Elly said the fog isn’t coming back!”

All was quiet as a sudden wind chilled Daniel’s bare skin.

“Elly?” He asked.

“Our new friend!” Chipped Leena from the crowd. “She’s so cool.”

“Her hair is amazing,” confirmed Alissa. On Bimbo Island, complimenting a girl’s hair was considered the highest honor one could give.

Daniel jumped from the stage, eliciting a small gasp from the girls.

“Where is she?” He asked.

The girls turned in all directions. Daniel resisted the urge to roll his eyes. For a bunch of people living on a small island, these girls were directionally challenged.

“Nevermind. Back to work, girls.” Daniel began to jog toward the beach.

“Yes, King Daniel!” They answered in unison as he departed.

He couldn’t help but grin. It was certainly nice to be back. And without the fog, he could potentially be staying for a long, long while.

Still, he had to find Elly. If the Goddess was still on the island, and making decisions about its future, then that meant something.

Sure enough, he found her on the beach, staring out across the clear water. The sun was setting, a big orange beach ball that glistened over the clean blue ocean.

“Elsinore,” Daniel said, catching his breath.

She didn’t turn toward him.

“Elly.”

She turned around then. Daniel’s breath stopped short. She looked just as she did the last time he saw her: enormous breasts, thick hips, plump red lips, and doe eyes. She’d made the decision to remain a bimbo.

“Hi King Daniel!” She said with a little jump in the air. The Bimbo Goddess rushed over to him and squeezed him tightly. Too tightly. She clearly still had her superhuman powers, and that included strength.

“Urk,” said Daniel.

“Oh, sorry!” She let go and began to laugh. “I forgot I’m different from everyone else!”

She certainly was. Up close, Daniel could recognize the golden sheen of her skin and the odd light that always seemed to dance around her like an aura.

“So… you’re going to stay with us, huh?” Asked Daniel.

Elly tilted her head back and forth. “Um, sure. Where else would I go?”

Daniel could feel his heart beating in his chest. “I guess you could go… back to the fog?” He glanced over her shoulder. “You don’t have to, though. I guess you don’t want to either.”

Elly turned around slowly, looking across the water.

“I can’t bring the fog back,” she said. “I dunno how.”

Daniel stood next to her, wrapping his arm around her waist.

“That’s fine,” he said. He felt it in his heart, even though he knew this would bring changes. The world he left wouldn’t have bimbos in the future, at least not from this island. They were cut off from it, for now.

He pondered the future of Bimbo Island. Was it fair to enjoy all the girls, including the Goddess, alone? He’d certainly enjoy that. But was it the right thing to do?

“Maybe you’ll remember how to later,” he offered.

“I guess so,” said Elly with a shrug. “I dunno, like, I just wanna be free, ya know?”

Daniel smiled. He knew exactly what she meant.

“Um… but I gotta tell you something…”

“What?”

Elly reached up for a lock of her blonde hair. She began to twist it around her finger nervously.

“Now that we don’t have the fog… They can see us.”

“Who?”

She lifted her lithe finger out toward the surf. “Them.”

Daniel followed her pointing finger with his eyes. Underneath the water, illuminated by the sun, he saw something that was on none of his maps.

A sandbar. It was about a foot beneath the water, and led across to what was always hidden by the fog.

“There are others,” he said, eyes wide and focused on an island barely a mile from them.

“My brother’s island,” she whispered, hugging Daniel around his waist.

The King stood, watching as people came closer. They marched across the sandbar in twos. Four people, then eight. Then twelve, and finally, sixteen. He heard a low, rumbling chant grow closer along with them.

“They’re like an army,” he said, mystified. Elly pushed her face against Daniel’s shoulder. He did his best to comfort her, patting her smooth back and holding her tight, aware that he might be about to die.

At the head of the column were two men, both tan, muscular and intimidating. They wore grey metal armor over their chests, their arms bare, hands clutching steel-tipped spears.

Daniel had no weapon. He’d never needed one. Still, he clenched his fist and placed Elly a step behind him. If he had to die, he would go down fighting.

“Hello,” said Daniel.

One of the men furrowed his brow. The other’s jaw went slack.

“Uh…”

They looked at each other, wiggling their spears in the air, scratching their heads.

“What is the problem here?” Sounded a voice from the back of the column.

Daniel watched n confusion as each man stepped to the side, one foot on the sandbar, the other in the deeper water. Someone was walking between them. Someone with a voice he recognized.

“I ordered you to take the island by morning, we shouldn’t face any - oh.”

Words formed in Daniel’s throat, then died. Julie was standing in front of him. She looked exactly as she had on the cruise ship they’d both fallen off of, in what seemed like a different era. Her brown-hair was longer, and her smile carried none of the warmth and honesty he remembered.

He had become King of Bimbo Island. Judging by her crown and her long, black dress, Julie was the Queen of and Island of Barbarians.

“Julie…”

“Hello, Daniel,” she said, eyeing him up with a fierce grin. “I suppose you and I have a lot to discuss.”

THE END

The thrilling conclusion to the Bimbo Island Trilogy!


BIMBO ISLAND 3: Bimbos vs Barbarians! Available now on Amazon!
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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!

[image: First Bimbo Bundle Five-Pack!]

First 5 Book Bimbo Bundle!
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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

Thanks so much for reading!
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