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❧

An army of barbarians are threatening to take King Daniel’s BIMBOS away from him! It’s up to the cunning young man to defeat these encroaching scoundrels and save his DITZY DOLLS from total destruction. Moreover, he’ll have to contend with supernatural forces, an unlikely rival, and all sorts of MAGICAL TRANSFORMATIONS if he wants to remain the VIRILE KING of his FERTILE SUBJECTS! Don’t worry - there’s always a HAPPY ENDING on BIMBO ISLAND!


❧

“What’s wrong, my King?”


Daniel leaned back in his chair with a groan, rubbing the nape of his neck. Before him on the desk were maps, and surrounding them were his notes. The water-logged pages looked like the scrawling of a madman. Over the past few hours, he’d alternated between writing down everything he knew about this mysterious land he’d become king of and poring over his admittedly vague, self-drawn maps of the island, looking for some solution to his problem.

He turned in his chair, looking up and down the curvy figure of tonight’s bimbo, Alli. The girl wore a cheerleader’s smile and not much else. The bikini top she wore was so tiny and pink that, in the candle light of his hut, Daniel had initially thought she was naked.

“I can tell you’re worried,” she purred, sauntering over to him. “Is it because I’m late?”

“How could you be late? We don’t have any clocks.”

She giggled. “I dunno,” she said, shaking her smooth shoulders in a way that made Daniel want to bite his knuckle.

“Alli…” Daniel leaned toward her. “What do you think about all this?”

She tilted her head to the side, blonde locks swaying in the breeze. “Huh?”

He reached behind him and scooped up one of the maps. Alli moved forward and knelt down by his legs.

“The Barbarians landed here last night around sundown,” he said, pointing to a spot on the map labeled ‘North Beach.’ “They’re regrouping on their island at the moment, but will return in the morning. They… they want to take our island from us. I don’t know what would happen to us if they succeed, but…”

He rolled up the map. Alli blinked, turning her head slowly upward to look into his eyes.

“What do you think we should do?” He asked.

“Hmmm….” All put a finger up to her pursed lips, furrowing her brow. For a moment she actually looked like she was thinking.

“Like, I dunno!” She said brainlessly. “Whatever you want, Sir!”

And then that look of concentration was gone. Daniel sighed, letting the map drop to the floor. What had he really expected anyway?

“You should be getting back to your hut soon,” he said.

Alli pouted. “Aww, why? It’s my turn tonight!”

Daniel chuckled. This whole idea of having the girls take ‘turns’ staying with him was not his own idea. Rather, it was one they had come up with on their own. Apparently there had been some brief in-fighting about access to their King shortly after he arrived. Without prompting, the Bimbos had created their own method of deciding. It was a nonsensical sort of game with rules that seemed to vary night to night, and yet, somehow, it worked out that every girl got an even chance. Alli won tonight, and so here she was: crouched on the floor, smiling with her big blue eyes up at her king, shimmying her body in a microscopic pink bikini.

“I said ‘soon,’ not ‘now,’” chided Daniel, reaching his broad hand down to gently stroke Alli’s cheek. The smallest touch from her Lord could have the Bimbo’s legs quivering. She spread her knees out along the wooden floor, eyelids fluttering. Daniel ran his hand down the side of her neck and along her shoulder, bringing the strap of the bikini along with his fingers, exposing her nipples. The color was identical.

Fuck the invaders. Fuck those barbarians, led by the girl he’d once pined after. He knew they were on their own island now, preparing an invasion he had no chance of repelling. Daniel had spent the interim between their arrival and now plotting some plan of escape or attack that would save his beloved Bimbos - and yet he’d come up with nothing. He wouldn’t sleep until he had a plan, of course, even if that plan was nothing more than taking on every massive Barbarian himself.

All that could wait. Right now, as far as he was concerned, nothing existed outside of this hut. It was just him - the King of Bimbo island - and one of his 16 Bimbo subjects. Tonight, Alli, whose flushed, wet lips and sparkling blue eyes bespoke her only desire.

She didn’t need prompting. At the first twitch beneath Daniel’s loincloth, she pulled the fabric back and took his balls in her mouth, sucking them while she circled the tip of her tongue around his sensitive skin. The stress of leadership melted away instantly. Daniel gripped the seat of his chair and planted his feet on the ground. His cock was hard in an instant, lying directly against Alli’s forehead. Her beautiful bimbo eyes opened slowly, shining up at Daniel with desire.

Without a word, she stuck her tongue out and trailed it up his sack, along the soft underside of his cock, all the way to his tip. Like magnetism, his dick found its way into her hot red mouth.

She moaned against it. The vibrations shot up along his shaft, making him react. He thrust his hips forward, standing up and knocking the chair back. Poorly constructed, it shattered into pieces on the floor. He didn’t care. All he could think about was the intense satisfaction of having his bimbo pleasuring him here in his hut. The King of Bimbo Island, and she, his little cockwarming subject.

Alli deepthroated him, pulled out slowly, and jerked his slick cock, still running the tip of her tongue along his slit. The King put his hands on her shoulders, gripping them tightly while he blew his load inside of her, coating her mouth with his white hot royal seed.

“Yummy!” She said, licking a few droplets off her lips.

He smiled down at her, but it was a sad one.

He knew this may have been the last blowjob he ever received.

Daniel carried Alli back to her hut. His cock was hard again as he walked, his loincloth tented. There was just something about the soft, busty bodies of these girls that turned him on indiscriminately. He let her sleep though. Whatever happened tomorrow, he wanted to make sure all his bimbos were rested.

He placed her in the bed and began to walk back to his hut. Though mentally exhausted, sleep seemed like a far off impossibility. Daniel decided to take a saunter around the island. All the bimbos were snoring in their huts, and all the candles had been extinguished for the night.

Except for one. One hut glowed incessantly, though not from candle light. Daniel entered it.

It didn’t look like a hut. The roof was white tile, not thatched, and the walls were covered with pink wallpaper. This was Elly’s hut. The Goddess of Bimbo Island who, as a result of Daniel’s cunning and her own pent up desires, had become a bimbo herself. She had used her powers to transform her hut into a Bimbo’s dream room, though she wasn’t in it at the moment. The light came from a chandelier that hung from the ceiling, built by the Goddess Bimbo’s magic.

He crept out of Elly’s hut, looking around the village. Not a soul to be seen.

“Elly,” he said cautiously. He didn’t want to wake up the other bimbos. Moreover, he was afraid she’d make a grandiose entrance, one that would make the Barbarians on the neighboring island think they were under attack. Daniel had almost begged Queen Julie to stave off her invasion - if she thought he betrayed that agreement, there would be bloodshed.

Now his mind focused on Julie. What had happened to her? All those months ago, when he met her back on the cruise ship, she had seemed so normal. Just another smart, aspiring young woman who may have lacked confidence, but certainly didn’t lack compassion. She had been a far cry from the severe and cruel Queen who’d threatened to overtake his island, for reasons she hadn’t made clear.

Something must have happened to her.

Daniel took in a deep breath, then began to sprint toward the beach, intent on crossing the sandbar to Julie’s domain before nightfall.

Queen Julie awoke with the sun. Most of her barbarians slept till about noon, meaning her threat of invading Bimbo Island at sunrise had been somewhat empty. She didn’t care. You didn’t become the Ruler of any land without a bit of subterfuge.

She got up off the floor - there were no beds on Barbarian Island - and walked over to the one window in her hut. As the Queen, she lived on the highest point on the craggy island, looking down at the other ramshackle huts built around Mount Julie. She’d named it herself.

The clothing she put on was tailored to her ropey body. She didn’t have many outfits, nor did she want more. The athletic rayon shirt that clung to her slim physique and the surf shorts she wore were good enough. Back in society, the look would have been called boyish, especially with her closely cropped hair. She wasn’t in society anymore though. Now, as the Queen of Barbarians, her focus was on fighting. That was what she commanded, and that was what she dressed for.

She began the hike down from her mountain abode and into the village proper, sticking close to the wall of the mountain on the path. Copper and iron ore sparkled in the sunshine as she passed, and she made a mental note to send someone up to mine it later. The island was rich in ore; in fact, it was really its only resource. Bimbo Island, she knew, had all the wildlife, fauna, and fruit. After months of eating nothing but bony fish, birds, and an odd green mushroom that grew plentifully around the mountain, she was looking forward to some actual nutrition.

Not that she could complain much about her carnivorous diet. She credited the meat for giving her the focus needed to command these men. The barbarians were powerful, but also dumb, and grateful to have a thoughtful figure to lead them. She was their Queen - a dictator, but a beloved one. Not only would she lead them to conquer Bimbo Island, but the entire world as well. She wasn’t sure how, but she knew she could.

In due time. First, she had to make sure that bastard Daniel was no threat. His survival was as much a surprise to her as it was to him. Though she hid it well, she had been so shocked to see him that she found herself granting him a reprieve from invasion before she even realized what she’d done. Delaying the invasion for him had been an act of actual sympathy. She wouldn’t make that mistake again, nor would she analyze why Daniel had had that effect on her.

“Julie.”

She could even hear his voice now, stepping off the mountain path and onto the hard black rock that covered the entire island.

“Hey, Julie.”

The Queen felt a hand on her arm. She leapt back and picked up a metal pole that was stuck in the ground. It was an early aborted attempt at forging a spear, but would work just as well to defend her from -

“Daniel?”

Sure enough, the man was standing there, looking ridiculous in nothing more than a loincloth, his muscular frame tanned to a golden brown.

“We need to talk,” he said.

“How did you get here?” She inquired sharply. “I set two guards on the sandbar to prevent any counter invasion.”

“Uh, it’s not really a counter-invasion when it’s just one guy.” Daniel jerked his thumb over his shoulder. “You mean those guards?”

Julie squinted. A few hundred yards away, one of the guards was waving back at her while the other yawned. They both had their spears in hand and armor on.

“How did you -“

“I told them I lived here,” he said with a shrug. “They uh, aren’t too bright.”

“No, they are not,” she sighed back. Then she straightened her poise, reminding herself she was a Queen. Julie held onto the misshapen pole like it was a scepter. “But they are warriors. We’ve been practicing, you know. Every man on the island has been trained as a fighter.”

“Every man?” He asked.

She pursed her lips. “Of course. Wait, what do you mean?”

“Julie,” he said, boldly taking a step toward her. She didn’t react - until he took another step, at which she pointed the semi-sharp end of the pole at him. He stopped there.

“THere’s someone else on the island.”

Julie gripped her pole tightly.

“I think it’s a man. It could be a woman, actually,” Daniel said, shaking his head with a scoff, “but it’s not really either. I need to find them though. Do you know where they are?”

“Who?”

“The…” He exhaled deeply. “The God of this island.”

Julie began to giggle, then laughed, throwing her pole aside.

“Oh, Daniel! You’ve been spending too much time with those sluts!” She shook her head, approaching him with her hand out. She laid a demeaning hand on his shoulder. Though several inches taller than her, he felt much, much smaller.

“I think the sun has fried your brain, or perhaps the stress of leadership has gotten to you,” she said, with a pedantic wink. “Guards!”

Daniel tensed up, expecting to be thrown off this island. Indeed, two of the Barbarians came running over to Julie at a breakneck speed, only to stop by her side and lift her onto their shoulders.

“I’ve given you enough time, ‘King’ Daniel. Make peace with your girls. My troops will be there on nightfall. Flee the island and you’ll be spared.”

“There’s no where else to go,” he replied. The wind had grown stronger around him, whipping up into a frenzy.

She shrugged. “Then see what happens when my men arrive.” Julie kicked her heels against the men’s firm backs. They carried her away.

“What a bitch,” Daniel muttered to himself, watching her go.

“I couldn’t agree more.”

He turned around. Behind him stood a man with deep crimson hair and a goatee. He smiled at Daniel, showing off teeth that were immaculately white. Unlike the men on this island who wore dull armor, he wore a fine black three-piece suit.

“Daniel, was it?” He asked. “Yes, of course. How could I forget.”

“You’re not a barbarian,” said Daniel, already knowing who this man was.

“I am not,” he said with a bow. “My name is Meilgaard, and I am the God of Barbarian Island. I believe you’ve met my sister, Elsinore.”

Beyond fear, Daniel leapt at the god, grabbing him by his lapels. Meilgaard only scoffed, still flashing his evil smile.

“What did you do to Julie?” He growled.

“Only what she wanted,” he said, brushing Daniel’s hands away. The King kept them at his side, balled into fists. “I was concerned when she arrived. Not quite what I was looking for in a Ruler. But, with only the smallest bit of prompting, she’s managed to whip these louts into shape. Quite ironic. She was meant to be in your position.”

“What do you mean?”

Meilgaard sighed dramatically. “Haven’t you figured it out by now? Bimbo Island, my sister’s domain, is one of water. The fog that surrounds it is the key. Here, however…” Meilgaard lifted a hand into the air. Dark clouds began to form all at once. The wind that blew strongly at Daniel’s body became a powerful gale. He crossed his arms above his body, his loincloth barely hanging on, until finally the wind subsided.

“So you’re a wind God,” said Daniel dourly.

“I am indeed.” Meilgaard continued to show off his powers by dissipating into a gust that shot through Daniel’s body. The man reformed on the other side of the King.

“Think, Daniel,” he whispered from behind. “How did you come to arrive at Bimbo Island?”

“I fell off a boat.”

“Into the water, yes. And Julie?”

Daniel shut his eyes. Though it was long ago now, he could still see her, terrified and flying into the air.

Taken by the wind.

“There was a mixup,” said Meilgaard, confirming what Daniel was thinking. “Julie was meant to be Elsinore’s pupil. You were meant to be mine. Unfortunately, you fell into the water, while she was taken by the wind. Oh, how furious I was! My little volcanic island of Barbarians, ruled by a woman? I was this close to scrapping the whole idea. Even when she showed herself to be competent, I had designs on sinking this rock. That is, until you did what I never could.”

Daniel turned around, face to face with the abhorrent man.

“You,” Meilgaard continued, “Got rid of the fog. I must know - HOW did you convince my sister to do it?”

“I - won’t tell you,” said Daniel. Once again, he was in a position where someone else knew way more than he did. Daniel wasn’t going to give away what little information he had that Meilgaard apparently didn’t.


“Hmph. Well, you must have done something I couldn’t have. Something impressive. Elsinore has kept the fog up for years, knowing I can’t penetrate it. But now it’s gone, and my Barbarians can finally take Bimbo Island. So thank you, Daniel. I’ll be sure to think of you when we conquer the rest of the world.”

Daniel laughed. “Uh, dunno if you’re aware, Melly, but without the fog there’s no path back to the human dimension.”

“It’s Meilgaard,” the God corrected severely. “And just because Elsinore requires her magic to cross dimensions doesn’t mean I do too.”

Daniel remained quiet.

“A boat,” said Meilgaard, stepping toward BImbo Island and gazing at it with desire. “This island is good only for building weapons. That island, however, has wood, vines, cloth. Everything we’ll need to build a seaworthy vessel and sail to the end of this dimension… and cross over into the next.”

“I doubt 15 mimbos are all you’re gonna need to take over the world.”

“15 immortal mimbos, Daniel.”

Daniel’s mouth hung open. Meilgaard laughed.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t know? Oh, Daniel! You are a treat! Did you think you could die here? This dimension is outside of life and death.”

How would Daniel have known? He hadn’t seen so much as a scraped knee since arriving. The Bimbos never fought with each other. Here, on Barbarian Island, he could hear the clang of swords and the grunting of sparring as the barbarians prepared for the invasion. Back on Bimbo Island, the girls were probably dancing around a tree somewhere.

So no one could die. Suddenly the threat of a horde of aggressive barbarians led by a unrelenting Queen seemed a lot more tangible.

“Elsinore wanted to make my world better,” said Daniel, looking down at the hard black surface. “You just want to destroy it.”

“I want to rule it, Daniel. There is a difference. And it may not be as bad as you think.”

Daniel felt the cold touch of Meilgaard’s fingers on his upper back. He gasped, then felt cold metal cover his entire body. He fumbled backward, hearing the clank of armor ring in his ears. He lifted his arms, seeing thick silver plates covering his entire body. Half of his eyesight was hidden behind a large metal visor, which he jerked back with a snap of his neck. A helmet surrounded his head and ears.

Meilgaard snapped his fingers. A mirror appeared by his side. Daniel gazed into it, looking at the figure of an intimidatingly powerful man geared in armor from head to toe.

It was himself.

“Julie prowls around here looking like she’s dressed for the gym,” said Meilgaard. “I can’t make women’s clothes. You, however… Oh, yes. You truly look like a Warrior King.”

Daniel had to admit he looked rather resplendent. Knowing where the armor came from negated the pride he felt.

“Yes, Daniel. You can still be the King of this island. Both islands. Lead my men. Conquer the bimbos, take them as slaves! Exile Julie and help me build my ark. We will sail back to your world, and you will rule under my guidance for eternity.”

Daniel sweat underneath his armor. He reached to his side, finding a massive golden broadsword in a sheath. Reluctantly, he pulled It out, holding it aloft. It was heavy, but the grip was molded to his fingers.

“Emperor Daniel,” said Meilgaard slowly. “The Ruler of Earth.”

Daniel threw the sword onto the ground. Meilgaard sneered, smashing the mirror. Daniel’s armor disappeared at once.

“Foolish boy,” growled Meilgaard.

“Better a fool than a slave. Better a fool than to make slaves.”


Daniel kept his eyes on the fierce face of Meilgaard as he took a few steps back, heading toward the sandbar connecting Barbarian and Bimbo islands. He turned when he felt safe, then began to run back to his own island.

He stumbled through the thick forest, sweat plastering his loincloth to his groin. The soft croak of the frogs and the hum of the insects no longer felt comforting and natural. He heard foreboding in every sound - especially in the wind that raked against the leaves. Knowing Meilgaard could control it - even if the Wind God’s powers were confined to Barbarian Island - made him fearful.

He had to find Elly. Though she couldn’t (or wouldn’t) return to her life as Elsinore, the bimbo was still a goddess. She could still use her powers, and if Daniel could find a way to focus her ditzy mind on protecting the island, then he stood some chance of saving it.

The sun beat down from the center of the sky. How many hours did he have left? He had to find her, though he had no idea where she might be.

Luckily, she found him - or rather, she was unmissable.

He’d been running so long that he had to take a rest, hands on his thighs as he doubled over for breath. The pounding of his blood in his temples gradually gave way a different kind of pulsing beat. A heavy baseline was joined by an EDM track overlaid on top.

Daniel followed the sound through the trees. Though it grew nearer, he saw only the thick green vines hanging from the trees, and the brown branches that obscured the few feet in front of him. Eventually, he stumbled through the bramble and into an enormous, glowing object.

It’d been so long since he’d seen any kind of building other than a hut that he didn’t recognize it at first. As he ran his hand along the pink wood, he recognized this as a well-crafted store. Looking up, he noticed the swirling pink and purple roof, shaped like an ice cream cone. A marquee along the top named it:

“ELLY’S CLOSET!”

Written in big white letters.

Daniel stepped through the door and was immediately met by the scent of luxurious perfume mixed with a light citrus. He was flanked on either side by two long racks of clothing - tops on his left, bottoms on his right.

Daniel tepidly approached a line of one-pieces in all colors - shimmering silvers, alluring blacks, and a host of delightful rainbow colors, all generous in the bust and short in the hem.

“Oooh, do you like it?”

Daniel had picked up a tube top that was radiantly soft in his hands and was made with less fabric than his loincloth. He turned around and saw Elly, glowing as usual, her eyes beaming with pride.

“I made them all myself!”

She spun around in a circle, the white hem of her pink dress exposing her bare thighs and pussy beneath. After her 360 degree turn, she smoothed the cloth down, bending over to give him a good view of her cleavage.

Confused beyond all belief (as usual), Daniel put the tube top back on its hanger, then put both hands on Elly’s shoulder. The mere touch replaced her happy look with a lustful one, and she bit her bottom lip.

“Elly, we have a problem.”

She blinked at him. “You don’t like my dress?”

“The dress is lovely, but… I met your brother.”

“Huh?”

“Meilgaard.”

Elly rolled her eyes. “Ugh, just because we were both created from the same Quintessence Droplet doesn’t mean he’s my brother. I mean, I guess that’s the closest word, but… blech! He’s such a creep!”

Daniel had absolutely no clue what a ‘Quintessence Droplet’ was, but he agreed with Elly’s assessment of her non-brother.

“He’s infected the mind of my friend,” continued Daniel. “You have to use your powers and…” and what? They were nearly limitless. This clothing ‘store’ hadn’t been here mere minutes ago. The Goddess had created it from scratch. She could certainly do something to stop the barbarians from coming. It was just a matter of convincing her.

Unfortunately, Daniel hadn’t done a good job of conveying the problem. Elly’s eyes were on him, but they were unfocused. She was looking past him, focusing instead on the racks of her self-designed clothing.

“Why do I have to do it,” she said quietly, brushing his hands off her shoulders and sidestepping him.

“You’re the only one who can! Elly, your powers are as fantastic as you are,” he said. The compliment was a bit forced, but he meant it. Daniel watched as Elly began to idly flip through the clothing. She stopped on a purple romper and held it up, removing her dress to try it on. Her body had curves in all the right places. He’d seen her naked more often than he’d seen her clothed, but that human form she took never stopped making his cock rock hard.

Elly squeezed into her romper in silence, zipping it up and adjusting her Double-D breasts to fit the tight bodice. She smoothed it out in the mirror, Daniel standing directly behind her.

“We need you, Elly,” he said. “You’re the protector of Bimbo Island.”

She stopped suddenly and slowly turned to him. Daniel’s heart sunk. Her face was severe, the exact opposite of that serene and languid look the bimbos usually wore.

“No, Daniel,” she said, shaking her head. “You are. Are you not the King?”

“I am, but - “

“Then what the fuck are you even for if you can’t figure out how to protect your Kingdom?” She stomped her foot petulantly on the ground, hands on her hips. “We elected you cause you were supposed to protect us!”

He hadn’t been elected really, but he did see her point. “I am protecting all of you. But I’m only human - how do you expect me to go up against a Demigod and his army of Barbarians?”

“Figure it out!” She whined. “I’m so fucking done with it. Meilgaard’s a douche, I don’t want to deal with him. It hurts my head just thinking about it. Why do you think I let you be my King?” Her eyes were beginning to well with tears. “Aww… Did I do something bad?”

Daniel wrapped her up in his arms, pulling her against his chest. “No, no… It’s not your fault.”

It’s mine, he thought to himself. Sure, Elly was acting petulant and unfair, but what did he expect? He’d been the one to convince her to Bimbofy, and he’d spent months stomping around the island, acting like a King. She’d ceded her leadership over the island to him. Expecting her to use her powers to suit anything but her own desires was not royal behavior.

That didn’t solve the problem of the invasion, however. As Daniel held Elly against his body, enjoying the warmth of her touch and the bounce of her heaving breasts, he shut his eyes. He could already see Bimbo Island burning, overrun by Barbarians, Queen Julie issuing her commands from the front while Meilgaard hid in the shadows behind.

“You’re not gonna go away, are you?” Asked Elly.

Daniel opened his eyes and pulled back, holding Elly in front of him, looking into her eyes and seeing the real fear.

“Elly… of course not,” he said. “I would never -“

He stopped his own sentence by pulling her toward him for a hard, wet kiss. That always did the trick when a bimbo had doubts. Elly was still tense with unsureness at first, but soon her tension melted away. The feel of Daniel’s tongue in her mouth had that effect. Her arms fell loose at her sides. A little whimper escaped her throat, vibrating against Daniel’s hungry, probing tongue.

Daniel pulled away, watching Elly’s face glow with her sexual desire.

“You’re our King, Daniel,” she said with a smile.

Daniel felt it all come rushing back. The thrill of leadership, of being the Master of an island full of hot, beautiful bimbos. He wouldn’t let anyone take that way from him. Not the Barbarians, not their manipulated Queen, and not the bastard Demigod trying to destroy his world.

His former world. Bimbo island was his new home, and he’d see it stay that way.

“Damn fucking right I am,” he growled, tearing the front of Elly’s romper away and exposing her milky breasts. She squealed.

“Hey! That’s new!”

Daniel chuckled, knowing she could make a new one in an instant. The ragged look rather suited her though. The bottom of the romper clung tight to her round bottom, and her nipples were already darkening. He crouched down slightly and took one nipple between his fingers, teasing it and pulling until she cried out in that adorable way. He put the other one in his mouth, sucking it against his tongue. Elly dug her nails into his bare back, her hips gyrating toward him.

Daniel pulled the rest of the romper down. Elly stepped out of it in her pink stilettos, letting the torn item pool on the floor. She leaned back and laid down on a table that she’d conjured from nowhere.

“Fuck me, King,” she purred, spreading her legs to expose her perfect pink heavenly sex.

Daniel towered over her, looking down at her breasts, her blushing face, and her immaculate body. He lifted either of her legs into his arms, pulling her toward him. Her flat stomach was undulating with every needful breath.

He planted his cock into her, the slickness of her sex accepting it with ease. He groaned, clenching every muscle to keep from cumming right then and there. Still, behind his eyelids he could see the coming threat from Barbarian Isle.

He used it. He used the anger and foreboding to keep himself aggressive, pounding her little pussy with the power of a savage. His nails were dug into her thighs. He turned his head toward them, loving the scent of her skin, kissing and licking and biting and knowing she loved it all even more than he did, the feeling of his Royal cock her constant and aching desire. The warm slickness between her thighs only increased with every pump. He went in deep, pulled himself out to the tip, then thrust back in, sweat beginning to pour off of him.

This wouldn’t be his last fuck. HE told himself that, and believed it. Nonetheless, Daniel banged his Demigod Bimbo like there was no tomorrow. He was fuckign her so hard that she was beginning to lose control of her self, her mouth contorted into an O that released her magic along with her first orgasm. The racks of clothing sputtered, throwing all sorts of items - tight black jeans, t-shirts with obscene words, skirts that barely covered crotches, and see-through tops - all around the store. Clothing covered the floor while Daniel filled her cunt with his scepter.

“Oooh shit!” She cried, grabbing her tits and massaging them, pinching her own nipples to work her second orgasm out of her pussy. It clenched tightly around Daniel, the entire store beginning to rumble.

He came hard inside of her, filling her up with ropes of his seed. He pulled out, still cumming hard on her chest, the rest of his spunk slithering out of her cream pie, Her legs hanging loose over the table.

“That was wonderful,” she gasped, writhing on the table.

“Exactly what I needed,” he said, partly to himself. He wiped sweat off his brow. It took him several seconds to remember what he’d even wanted to talk to her about. The barbarians, Julie, and Meilgaard were the furthest thing from his mind by now, and slowly crept back.

A good fucking was what I needed, he thought to himself.

He had his solution.

“Thank you, Elly,” he said. “I have to go now.”

“Aww, no round two?” She said, leaning up and smiling. He kissed her on the cheek, hand running through her locks.

“Not today. Tomorrow, though, we’ll have a lot to celebrate.”

Elly just blinked at him. She didn’t get it at all.

And that was fine.

Leave it to the King, baby.

Queen Julie led from the front. She kept her head high, the copper crown set perfectly on her the top of her brown head of hair, posture erect. The Barbarians chanted with every step, although were somehow out of sync with the lyrics they’d come up with, and soon it just devolved into the standard grunting.

Julie wanted to chide them for it, but found herself distracted. They had to be as intimidating as possible - let these bimbos know they were in trouble. She’d only ever seen one of Daniel’s girls, but if they were anything like that radiant, golden-skinned girl she’d seen on the beach, then she wanted them to cower. How dare they live such a simple life on this island. As she and her troops stomped through the forest, her ire only increased. They got all this idyllic foliage while she lived on a mountain in a desert?

It wasn’t just the unfairness of it that was rankling her normally focused mind. Her sleep the night before hadn’t been restful. The dreams she had on Barbarian Island were often hard to decipher, but last night they became clear. The loose voices and images had collated themselves into the figure of a man. It wasn’t Daniel, nor was it one of her Barbarian troops. Rather, it was a mysterious figure dressed in black, with fiery red hair, smirking at her. He was speaking to her, but the voice was drowned out by Daniel’s warning:

There’s someone else on the island.

Julie shut her eyes hard and squeezed her iron scepter tightly. When she opened them, she realized she was standing still, her Barbarians lined up behind her, confused at the sudden pause.

“We’re near,” she said, turning to face them. “Once we arrive, there will be no mercy. Do what you must - make sure the island is ours!”

Swords, maces, and spears rose into the air as the Barbarians cheered their ruler. They began to bang their weapons against their armor. She grinned. They could take this island naked, with little more than their fists, but that wouldn’t be as grand as shedding Bimbo blood.

“We’ll split into three groups. You lot,” she said, pointing to five men, “go west.”

They gawked at each other.

“To the left.”

“Huh?” Piped up one of the men.

Julie ate her sigh.

“That way,” she said, pointing with the scepter. “As for the rest of us -“

“Why don’t you all just follow me,” said Daniel, stepping out of the forest. Julie turned to him. This wasn’t entirely unexpected. She’d played the invasion out in her head, accommodating all possibilities.

What she hadn’t expected was his sidekick. It wasn’t the intimidating beautiful she saw on the beach. This one was just as beautiful, but her skin was tan, not gold, and her hair was a dirtier blonde rather than platinum. Still, she wore the plain expression of someone at peace with herself and her surroundings, utterly unperturbed by the sight of a phalanx of warriors.

“Oooh, shiny!” said the Bimbo, noticing one of the men’s armor. He awkwardly begin to buff it with his fingers, staring down at the reflective surface.

“Candi and I will lead you to our village, if you agree to our demands.”

“Sorry, Daniel,” said Julie, stepping forward like a wildcat, “but you won’t save your little island by playing tour guide.”

Daniel shook his head. “I know. I just want five minutes to discuss something with you, ruler to ruler. Then… then I won’t stop you. Whatever you came to do. We don’t have the weapons to defend ourselves.”

Daniel reached out and took hold of Candi’s manicured hand. The blonde looked at him quizzically, squeezing her King’s hand back, doing her best to comfort him despite being unsure as to why.

“Five minutes?” Asked Julie. She kept her hand tight around her iron scepter. This could be some kind of trap, but…

“Fine,” said Julie, wanting to have this settled. “Five minutes, that’s all. Then we take your island.”

Daniel nodded, turning around and beginning to head back toward the village. Julie followed, motioning her Barbarians to follow.

They did not, at first. She turned around at the sound of no footsteps.

“What are you idiots do-“

Not only had the Barbarians failed to move forward, but they had actually taken a few steps back. They wanted to give plenty of room to Candi, who was skipping around in delight, picking up dandelions off the floor of the forest and putting them in her hair. The strands of her grass skirt blew enticingly in the breeze with every step.

“Candi, let’s go,” said Daniel from within the thicket.

“Okay!” Candi sang to herself as she skipped along on her bare feet, expertly avoiding every fallen log and tree branch in her way.

Julie seethed with an emotion she hadn’t felt in months. Then she began to follow the soon-to-be-deposed King, her battalion of warriors behind her, whispering amongst themselves.

Julie saw the rest of the bimbos as she entered the village. She spent a brief second scanning all of them, surprised to see the variety. They came in all shades and hair colors, though their bodies were uniformly of the curvy variety. The emotion on their faces wasn’t quite fear, but concern was there as they hovered around the entrances to their huts and wrapped their arms around each other’s shoulders for comfort.

“Just relax, girls,” said Daniel loudly. “Everyone stay in the village. Don’t go anywhere.”

“Not like they’d have a choice,” said Julie, speaking only to Daniel. Her warriors had fanned out near the trees, surrounding the village as they’d been commanded. They held their weapons in front of their chests and stood with their legs apart, ready to beat back anyone who tried to escape - but only if anyone tried to escape. Julie was a woman of her word; she’d give Daniel his five minutes and not one second more. The Barbarians wouldn’t move from their spots until she exited his hut.

She made no comment on the decor as she stepped into his domicile. Julie found the nearest chair and plopped down. Daniel was hanging about in the doorway, his back toward her, giving one final comment to the bimbos that she couldn’t hear.

“Your time has already started,” she snapped. “I’m counting down.”

“Sorry,” he said, turning around quickly and scampering onto the nearby stool. It wobbled as he sat down and almost turned over, but he laughed it off. Julie was not amused by the antic.

“Four minutes thirty eight seconds,” she said, arms crossed beneath her small breasts.

“I just wanted to tell you about my life here on Bimbo Island. Then maybe you’ll understand.”

She listened, still counting down in her head, as Daniel explained. He talked about his arrival on the island, his confusion, his meeting with Dian, his ascension to the throne. He left out the details regarding the Bimbo Goddess (she wouldn’t have believed him anyway), but did mention the magic bimbofying coconuts. Julie’s ears turned about red at the mention of these strange fruits. She made a mental note to avoid eating them.

By the two minute mark, Daniel had more or less finished his summary. His eyes flickered around the room while he came up with more topics - Bimbo Beach Volleyball, The stage plays they put on at the town square, local fauna and flora some of the more artistic bimbos had begun sketching.

Why the fuck do I care, Julie thought to herself, crossing her arms even tighter. None of this mattered. It was all part of a culture she was about to obliterate.

With thirty seconds left, Daniel had finished speaking. Not one to sit in silence, Julie offered a topic of final conversation:

“If any of that was meant to convince me, it utterly failed,” she said. The words sounded cruel even to her. The life he described did sound idyllic, in a way… but it wasn’t a life for her. She was a born leader and dominator. She’d found that out only after arriving on Barbarian Island, but conquering was what she dreamed of.

Those were her dreams, weren’t they?

“I hope your bimbos enjoy their exile. I’ve found a nice little cave they can spend the rest of their days ‘playing’ in. Hopefully they’ll find enough to eat. I hear rock moss is quite nutritious.”

Daniel’s face was stoic.

Ten, nine, eight… Julie stood, slowly approaching the doorway. A red curtain hung over the door. She waited until the last second before placing her hand on its side.

“Tell me, Daniel,” she said. “Why did you think you could change my mind in just five minutes?”

“I didn’t,” he said, standing. He approached the curtain and opened it for her.

“I just needed to distract you for that long.”

Julie’s face went pale. Her knees began to shake.

The Barbarians had been defeated. Their armor and weapons were scattered on the turf.

Several of them were still standing, but they were in no position to fight. Each of their cocks were currently in the mouths of several bimbos, wearing a rainbow array of shimmering dresses with a slit up the side, showing off their thighs and the side of their round asses, slurping down thick Barbarian cock with ease.

“Oh God,” gasped Julie, watching the scene unfold.

“They’re lovers,” said Daniel, with a victorious sigh. “Not fighters.”

Sure enough, the Bimbos were working hard at their favored hobby, smiles in their eyes. The barbarians leaned against trees with a look of shock on their faces; they had never experienced such pleasure. Each bimbo cupped the heavy sack of her chosen ‘opponent’ and ran her smooth fingers along the crinkled skin, working the long-standing load of cum out of him.

“Agh!” The first barbarian tensed up, feeling the brand new sensation of orgasm throbbing through his cock.

“Hehe, relax!” Suggested his bimbo, her brunette locks loose along her face, a bit of sweat not ruining her perfect makeup. Her plump red lips kissed the tip of his cock, and with that, the man was gone, shooting ropes of his seed out hard. The other barbarians followed suit, groaning as they came, their bimbos jerking them off fiercely.

They’d be too tired to fight.

Not all the barbarians were getting blown, however. Some bimbos elected to coax their partners into lying on the ground. They then flipped their skirts up and knelt on the tan cocks brought over from the neighboring land and gave what would later be called a Bimbo Island Welcome.

That is, they rode the barbarians like they were a trusted steed. Each Bimbo pulled down her top to expose her milky breasts to the confused and elated man beneath her, swaying them back and forth and teasing her own nipples until the neophyte got the hint and placed his calloused fingers against those gorgeous tits. The Bimbos reacted with their typical girlish glee, playing up their lust just a little bit to make the man’s cock pulsate inside them. One bimbo, a redhead, was even bold enough to move into reverse cowgirl right there on top of the man, giving him a perfect view of an ass so plump and ripe it may as well have been a juicy white peach.

Queen Julie was surrounded by the sight of her men in ecstasy, not from the thrill of battle, but from having their cocks touched for the first time since they’d arrived on the island. She’d never entertained the thought of having sex with her men. It turned her on to see such sexual ecstasy, though right now, the shock of the failed invasion was greater than the wetness in her pants.

For Daniel, the mood was bittersweet. Yes, he’d staved off the destruction of his beloved island and saved the life of every girl here. It’d come at a cost, though. He couldn’t rightly claim his harem any longer - but that was fine.

“Aww, my clothes!”

Daniel smiled and turned his head. Elly had phased in from out of nowhere, pouting with her hands on her hips, watching the orgiastic scene in front of her like it was nothing more than a soccer game. “I spent all night designing those! Now they have cum all over them!”

“It was worth it,” said Daniel, putting his hand on her shoulder. She sighed, then nuzzled into his chest.

Daniel glanced at Julie, who was frozen in shock.

“GODDAMMIT!”

The voice wasn’t Julie’s. Daniel pulled Elly closer to him.

Meilgaard blotted out the sun, hovering over all of them. He flew down to the island and landed hard, nearly tripping over a barbarian and bimbo fucking doggystyle on the sand as he came stomping up to Daniel.

“YOU! You’ve ruined everything!” His fiery eyes were mad with anger. He did a double take when he saw Elly close to Daniel.

“Was this your plan, Elsinore?” He growled. Elly gave him a caustic look.

“No,” she replied coolly. “It was our King.”

“King,” he spat, clenching his fist. When he opened it, a whirling flame was nestled in his palm. “Your ‘King’ is about to be a pile of ash.”

“No!” Elly leapt out of Daniel’s grip. He wanted to call her back, but it all happened so quickly. “Why are you always such a dick, Meilgaard?”

While Meilgaard enlarged the maelstrom of fire in his palm, Elly sharply lifted her finger. The beam of light that had once threatened Daniel soon began to form at the tip of her finger. She drew a ‘J’ in the air, and as she did, the light grew, forming into a thin whip that elongated. The tip of it drifted against Meilgaard’s cheek.

Then everything was white.

Daniel’s ears were ringing. He was blind, stumbling on the island. Others were too, apparently. HE could feel their footsteps around him. Someone stumbled into him; judging by the feel of those small breasts that offered no cushioning, it was Queen Julie. They clung to each other until the light subsided and the ringing in their ears ceased.

Daniel blinked rapidly. He found himself looking into the dumbstruck eyes of Queen Julie, who gaped it him. This must be a lot for her to take in, he thought to himself. The King hadn’t yet decided what to do with the defeated Queen. There’d be time for that later though. For now, Meilgaard was…

gone.

Elly was standing proudly with her hands on her hips. Confused and shaken, the bimbos and barbarians meekly crowded around her. Daniel, Julie, Elly, and their subjects - all on one side of an imaginary line.

On the other, a naked, bombshell redhead, gazing at her perfect body with utter loss.

“W-what happened?” Squeaked the firecrotch.

Elly twirled her finger in the air, this time without the magic. “Like I said, you were a dick. So I got rid of it. Maybe you’ll be nicer to me now.”

Daniel chortled. “Is that…?”

Elly beamed at him. “My sister. Melanie.”

“Meilgaard!” Screamed the gender-swapped god(dess). She blushed at how high her voice had become, or perhaps it was embarrassment at the shake in her double D breasts. Melanie ran her hand down her backside curiously, perhaps admiring the shape of her rump. Daniel watched her do it; would she grow accustomed to womanhood? Now that the invasion had been stymied, he apparently had twice the room for new girls…

No such luck though. Melanie may have lost her cock, but she had all of her powers. She lifted her dainty hands into the air, this time bringing twice the fire. Elly rushed forward, willing to meet her sister’s ire with that of her own.

IT was a terrifying sight. The bimbos and barbarians clung to each other, fearing the darkening thunderclouds and gales of wind that formed instantly around the island. The sea began to lap at the shore, and each goddess glowed with a painfully rich light that portended doom.

“That is enough,” cut in a heavenly voice.

The bimbos and Queen Julie looked left and right, trying to find its source. Elly powered down immediately. She had been floating a meter or two in the air; her feet touched the ground without hesitation. Melanie took longer to decide, but she too turned off the light of her magic and waited, standing on the bare dirt.

Daniel looked up. The clouds were still there, but they were not nearly as dark. In fact, they were perhaps the most heavenly bright white he’d ever seen. Then it dawned on him that these were not clouds, but robes. And they were coming closer.

He took a step back. “Everyone, step back!” The strong sound of his command urged the bimbos, barbarians, and Queen Julie to do so, scrambling to their feet and grabbing each other’s hands (except Julie) to rush to the outskirts of the village.

The woman in robes who landed before them was a giant. At least 20 feet tall, she wore gladiator shoes and held a sword in her right hand, a bow in her left. The straps of her robe crossed over her breasts, exposing her bare chest and giving just a hint of massive nipple, depending on where you looked.

Elly immediately fell to her bare knees. Melanie did so reluctantly.

“You two,” said the giantess in a booming yet serene voice, “have been causing quite the trouble.”

“Sky Mother!” Shouted Melanie, standing up. Daniel could see the hesitation in the ginger goddess’ posture. She had her fists clenched by her side. “L-look what Elsinore has done to me!”

“I’m Elly,” corrected the blonde goddess. She did not deny doing what Melanie had accused.

“She’s turned me into a woman!”

The Sky Mother glanced at both of her kin, turning her head slowly. The beauty in her painted face was similar to that of Elly’s, with her fine features and smooth red lips. Her hair glowed in a color that was close to blonde, but reminded Daniel more of a beach he visited in his childhood.

“Whats’ wrong,” said the Sky Mother, in that calm, formidable voice, “with being a woman?”

Daniel’s heart began to beat at its regular pace. He smiled, knowing that Melanie was fucked.

“N-nothing,” said the redhead, scratching her toe against the dirt. She couldn’t even bear to look at her ‘mother.’

“I told you to stay out of your sister’s garden,” said Sky. “And yet here you are.”

Elly grinned viciously at her defeated, gender-swapped sister.

“And you,” said Sky to Elly. “Perhaps I should have warned you: play amongst the bimbos, and find yourself a bimbo alike.”

“Maybe!” Giggled Elly, her hand up to her pretty little mouth.

Sky lifted her head slightly, looking toward the forest where the non-deities were cowering. Daniel stood in front of them all, King now not only of the bimbos, but the barbarians too. And Julie, wherever she fit in.

“Step forward,” she said, and Daniel did, knowing she was talking to him. He walked until he stood beside Elly, then went no further. The Sky Mother crouched down, peering at him like a bug under a microscope.

“You humans certainly are interesting,” she said. “The Father designed us all in his image, didn’t he?”

How high does this fucking hierarchy go? he wondered to himself.

“Higher than you can imagine,” said Sky Mother with a smile, reading his thoughts. Daniel blushed, trying to keep his mind under control. He could not, unfortunately, do the same for his cock.

“OH, I don’t blame you for that,” said the Sky Mother, standing up straight and pushing her chest forward. She fanned out the locks of heavenly hair, blotting out nearly the entire sky with her tresses. They smoothly fell back along her shoulders. The goddess gave Daniel a smoldering look that only made him even harder. “I have that effect on men.” She winked at him. “But you’ll find I don’t ‘bimbofy’ as easily as some of my children.”

Elly didn’t get the reference; Daniel did. He couldn’t even imagine trying to trick this intimidating ‘woman’ into turning into a ditz, nor could he fathom handling her. Hell, he barely had a grip on Elly.

“Why are you here?” Asked Daniel, eager to move the conversation (for once) to something other than his cock.

The Sky Mother gave Daniel a quixotic look. “I often have to step in and clean up my children’s messes.”

“Oh,” said Daniel.

“Melanie,” she said, motioning for the redhead to step forward. “You broke the rules I set for you.”

“But, Elsinore -“

“Silence. And her name is Elly now.” Melanie shut her mouth. “You tried to take your sister’s island from her. It’s only fair that she get yours. You will return to the Domain with me, as you are. I hear Ares is looking for a bride.”

“Ares?” Said Melanie, eyes wide. The Sky Mother snapped her fingers, and Melanie disappeared.

“As for you,” she said to a triumphant Elly. “Things have certainly changed since you told me your initial plans…”

Elly bit her bottom lip. Daniel saw it as his cue to step forward.

“Your, uh, Grace,” said Daniel, earning a curious raised eyebrow from the Sky Mother. “Elly’s told me she doesn’t want to rule anymore, and has given me the island in her stead…”

The Sky Mother scoffed. “A human in charge of ethereal lands?”

“I… guess?” Said Daniel. “Obviously I don’t imply to know better than you. I mean, hell,” he chuckled, “ I don’t want to pretend I know anything. But… I think I’ve done a good job of keeping this place running, and safe… we’re all very happy here.”

The bimbos came bouncing up behind him, fanning out, smiling. Indeed, Daniel’s firm confidence in his own abilities worked through them as well. He trusted himself, and they trusted him as a result. Simple as that.

Simple, too, were the barbarians. They followed the bimbos, eager to get their cocks touched again. Julie hung about behind the crowd, watching this unfold with cat-like eyes.

The Sky Mother observed all of them.

“Elly,” she said quietly. “You have a choice. Return to the Domain with me, as Elsinore…” The mere sound of her former name had Elly clinging to her King, her nails dug into his bare chest, “or, stay here as Elly - without your powers.”

Daniel’s blood ran cold. His plans for the future, vague as they were, were predicated on having a superpowered Goddess to expedite things. He’d love Elly all the same without her powers, and yet…

“I wanna stay!” Said Elly. “I don’t care about anything except my King!”

Daniel’s heart melted at that. He wouldn’t let her down, and Sky knew it.

“Very well,” said the giantess, raising her finger and tapping it lightly on Elly’s head. The light that always seemed to surround her faded. She was very clearly no more than a human now, though no less beautiful than she had been.

Sky looked around the island for a final time. “If you lot are going to stay here,” she said, “you’ll need more room.”

The ground began to shake. The bimbos squeaked nervously, clinging to their chosen barbarians. Julie held onto a tree. Elly and Daniel held onto each other.

Land began to rise from the oceans. Green verdant fields to the west, savanna’s to the east, mysterious deserts to the south, and a new, bigger mountain to the north. It took Sky mere seconds to do it, though it felt like ages.

“Much better,” she said, slapping her hands together as if clearing off dirt. “I’ll be going now.”

“Wait!” Said Daniel. Sky had already turned away from him, but she turned her head back to look at him curiously.

“What do you want us to do?” He asked.

She shrugged. “Same as the other Gods: be fruitful, and multiply.”

Julie, no longer a Queen, was now a prisoner. They didn’t treat her like one, nor did they ever call her a captive. Yet she felt it all the same, and it stung her every day.

The mission had failed. Even after she’d learned the truth - that she’d been manipulated in her dreams by the Demigod once known as Meilgaard - she still counted herself as a screwup. Daniel had defeated her so simply, and with such sacrifice too. What had she ever given up in her pursuits? Nothing. And this was the price she’d paid for it.

They’d given her a hut on the island, one that had apparently belonged to someone called Dian. Julie didn’t inquire what had happened to this girl, but assumed she’d done something wrong and been exiled, which was what Julie now expected.

After Sky had returned to the clouds, Daniel had asked Julie what she wanted to do. The former Queen proudly stated: “I surrender, and am at your mercy.” Daniel just blinked and offered her this hut.

He’d been too busy to deal with her. The first order of business was for him to ‘give’ each of his bimbos to a specific barbarian. For the most part, every guy the girl had fucked during The Invasion became their partner. This suited everyone fairly well. Elly, now without her powers, remained with Daniel. Following that, they began the task of rebuilding the huts, which had been damaged in the earthquake that expanded their lands at least ten fold. Daniel set up scouting parties to inspect the land and find its gifts. Teams of Bimbos and Barbarians came back every few hours with reams of cloth, animals, food, and other sundries that were once only the provenance of shipwrecks. The Sky Mother, it seemed, was a generous goddess.

Three times a day, a chipper bimbo would bring Julie her food on a wooden tray. At first it was the same sort of foraged vegetables and spam they found on the beach, but eventually, new kinds of food - taken from the new lands - made their way onto the plate. By the third day, Julie’s lunch was an array of mangoes, verdant mushrooms, and vegetable medleys that had her palate reviving.

It was more than that. Though she rarely left the village, the sights and sounds of the forest relaxed her mind whenever she stepped outside her hut. She only did so when the rest of the bimbos were away, taking part in the activities King Daniel had assigned them, but she felt a certain sadness at returning to her self-imposed imprisonment.

In a way, she felt as though she’d been reborn. But there was something she hadn’t taken part in yet.

Something only Daniel could give her.

The King came into her hut on the third night.

“Magic,” she said, staring at the coconut in his hand.

He placed it on the ground and rolled it over to her. It touched her feet and came to a stop.

“After all you’ve seen here,” he said, “does that really sound so unbelievable?”

She tilted her head up and looked at him. He was wearing his Kingly garb. Elly had sewn it herself - a rich blue tunic and khaki pants. Somehow, he actually did look quite formidable, but it wasn’t his otherwise-mundane clothes. The encounter with the Sky Mother ,the defeat of Meilgaard, and Elly’s total submission had made Daniel the preeminent leader on the island. The barbarians were proud to follow him; the bimbos hung on his every word. Elly was the de facto King’s consort, but that still left room for a Queen…

“So if I drink the milk,” she said, picking up the coconut, “then I’ll become like them.”

“No,” said Daniel, shaking his head. He stood and approached her, towering over the girl sitting on the edge of the bed. He placed his broad, calloused hand on her shoulder. “You’ll become yourself. You weren’t the woman I saw on Ore Island,” he said, using the new name for what had previously been ‘Barbarian Island.’ Now they used it only for mining ore to turn into tools, not weapons. “You weren’t even yourself when we met on the cruise. You told me as much. This coconut won’t change you; only you can do that. It simply gives you the power to become who you want.”

She smiled at him. “So that’s how you changed, then?”

He smiled back. “Actually, I did it the hard way.”

She ran her nail along the hairy outside of the coconut, lost in its hypnotizing purple color. Demigods, magic coconuts, and the sound of a bimbo getting railed just outside of the hut. That last one was a constant around here.

“God,” she said with a huff, “this is all so…”

Daniel gripped her shoulder tighter and handed her a corkscrew.

She thought for a moment, then accepted it. Julie flipped open the sharp end and plunged it into the coconut’s shell. Pink milk began to dribble out. She pulled the corkscrew away and tilted the hole toward her lips, shutting her eyes as she drank deep of the concoction.

Daniel watched as she finished it off. She laid down on the bed, crossed her ankles, and put her hands by her side. Her heartbeat sped for a moment, then relaxed along with her muscles.

“Daniel, I… ooohhhh…”

He sat on a stool by her bed, holding her hand. Daniel knew how the process went.

He was still shocked at how much it changed her.

Julie’s sun frayed brown locks were the first to go, overtaken rapidly by a shimmering platinum blonde that rushed from her scalp to the fine ends of her locks. Her face lost its freckles; her complexion became a pale white. She opened her eyes wide - they were a brilliant emerald green. She giggled, and with the sound came a shade of crimson across her lips. She moaned as the magic liquid went from her throat and down her chest, expanding her bust with it. The limp sack she wore as a shirt cracked open, ripping from where her tits became massive, plump breasts. Her oval navel moved up and down with heavy breaths.

She sat up, the last rags of her former shirt falling off her slender shoulders. She peered down at her toes, wiggling them. Then she looked up at the King.

“Jules?” He said, having already chosen her name.

“I love it!” She said, voice a whole octave higher. The sound of it made her laugh anew.

“Oooh, I feel great!” She said, stretching her new body toward the roof of the hut.

“You’ll feel even better soon,” he said, standing.

“Huh?”

She got it a moment later. The crotch of Daniel’s pants was pushed out toward her. She gasped in delight like he’d just brought in a Christmas present.

She fumbled with his belt. It’d take experience to get the process down, but that was no matter. Daniel had designs on training Queen Jules while he continued to enjoy Elly at his leisure. While the other men had a bimbo each, Daniel, as King, deserved two. It was only fair.

His bimbo trainee leaned forward on the bed, kissing the outside of Daniel’s pants. He undid the belt for her after guiding her hands to his thighs, letting her grip them tightly for support. Daniel dropped his pants to expose the white hot cock underneath, aching for the mouth it pined after.

She needed no training to know how to suck. That came natural to every bimbo. Julie wrapped her hand around the base and fitted her lips around the tip, moving slowly down to her fingers, eyes on Daniel the entire time. He forced himself to hold his face placid. Confused, Jules deep throated him, holding it in there as long as she could. A full ten seconds after, she pulled out, leaving a slick trail of saliva all along his cock. She pumped it, face quizzical.

“Did I do good, King Daniel?” She asked, in a girlish tone that broke his act. He groaned, precum dribbling off his slit. She giggled.

“You were just pretending!” She said, in mock accusation.

He laughed, kneeling on the bed in front of her. Daniel pushed her onto her back and knelt over her body. “You have to be clever to be king,” he said, lowering his body to plant a wet, dominating kiss directly on her lips.

Daniel took both of her breasts and mushed them together, then slid his cock in between. She moaned and blushed while he fucked her there. A bimbo’s breasts were the second most sensitive part of her body; Jules was moaning and quivering, her pointer knuckle up in front of her mouth. Daniel watched her nipples darken, focusing every part of his body to keep himself from cumming. Why oh why, he asked the Sky Mother, did you have to make their tits so soft?

The most sensitive part of Jules’ body was already dripping. Daniel could last no longer. He pulled his cock out from beneath her breasts and lifted her legs up, putting her knees near her head. That exposed her pussy fully - and what a pussy it was. Glistening with her own juices, begging to be fucked, pink as the coconut that’d built her, it called to him.

Daniel christened her Queen Jules by plunging himself into her little cunt. She came immediately once she was filled, gripping the sheets of the bed and crying out in delight.

“Oh wow!” Said a distant bimbo voice.

“Yeah!” Said a barbarian.

Daniel laughed. The walls of these huts certainly were thin. Good. HE wanted them to hear how he claimed his Queen.

Daniel gripped each of her milky thighs, pulling her against his cock and pushing her back out, using her body like the fuck doll she was, milking himself nice and long like he needed an air. Julie’s arms alternated between flailing about and gripping the bed, until Daniel swatted her hands onto her breasts, whereupon she began to tease and pinch them herself. It was incredibly hot for Daniel to watch the flushed and O-mouthed face of his Bimbo Queen please herself while he fucked her. Moreover, she knew it pleased him. She was learning - though she had much more to know.

All in due time, Daniel reminded himself, spurting a bucket full of cum directly inside of her, earning another orgasm from his little royal slut, before they collapsed into each other’s arms.

“King Daniel,” she whispered into his ear, as he used her tits for a pillow.

“King,” he grunted, “of Bimbo Island.”

THE END

Want 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!
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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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