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Bimbo Lord 2

By

Lara Lock


After a lusty encounter with his busty instructor, Dave is presented with a new challenge: Go forth and help the men of the world who are struggling with cold and frigid wives.

Dave takes on the case to win over the cold and distant Amanda. Amanda is a bombshell, and she was real fun once upon a time, but the years have turned her into a cold and miserable witch.

Dave decides to use one of his latest mystical inventions: The bImboPad. Using the bImboPad, Dave can augment reality itself, changing and transforming any object at will!

That’s not all however, upon playing around with the device, Dave discovers that he can change a lot of other things too, and he gets to work transforming Amanda from cold and distant to hot and willing…


***

“Yes, fuck me god of women, yes yes!”

A grin spread over Dave’s face as he looked down at the Goddess Galatrea, writhing below him like a lust drunk idiot. He stood firmly still, with his hands behind his neck.

Galatrea had her hands on her thighs with her back to Dave, and was pushing her pussy up and down the length of his cock, moaning all the while.

He couldn’t say exactly how he’d seduced this one, things had changed a lot since he’d been made into the God of all women. He thought his power would just extend to mortal women, but apparently they were just as effective on the gods.

“Taste, I need to taste!”

Galatrea spun around until her knees were on the clouded floor and she wrapped her pink glittery lips around Dave’s cock, bobbing her head up and down his shaft, moaning as she slipped her fingers into her cunt.

He looked down on the blonde beauty, moaning through his lips. All the goddesses had great bodies, and Galatrea was no exception. Her tits looked bolted on, two firm grapefruits strapped to her otherwise skinny ass body.

Galatrea hummed through her nose as she sucked Dave’s cock into her mouth. Unable to take anymore, he sieved his fingers through her wavy blonde hair and started ramming his cock down her throat.

She let out a large moan at his forcefulness, plunging her fingers fully into her cunt now. Her other hand groped at her large breasts, playing with her nipples.

Technically, Dave was one of Galatrea’s students. She was the one responsible for ushering in the new class of God’s. Dave had come to her one day after class for advice on their new assignment, when she jumped Dave over the table.

Dave was used to this now, every woman he crossed seemed to want to jump his bones. Even Belatrix, the bitch ass God of Men had also succumbed to Dave’s dick. Life was good.

“Fuck, yeth!” Galatrea gasped in pleasure around Dave’s dick. He felt his whole shaft swell rigid as his climax approached and he clutched his fingers tight in her hair.

Dave pulled Galatrea’s mouth tight around the base of his cock and held her there while he burst.

His whole cock went rigid as steel, and squeezed tight, pushing all the cum from out his balls, up his shaft and into the hot blonde’s mouth.

He held her firm against the base as rope after rope of his thick and virile cum splashed into her mouth, onto her tongue, down her throat and into her belly.

After he was done, he pulled away, zapped his trousers back on and sat on a nearby table to regain his breath. He stared at his teacher as they both recovered.

Galatrea had her hands on the floor, her head doubled over. Her breath was labored, and it was clear to Dave that the fuck session had been intense for her.

She rose hazily to her feet, her eyes heavily lidded with lust. With the clunky wave of her hand, Galatrea zapped her robes back on to her body.

“Alright…” She slurred. “You don’t get marks for fucking your teacher, but if you did you’d have an A+.”

Dave laughed. “Good to know I’m not losing my touch.”

Galatrea sat down behind her table, slamming back a glass of glowing liquid.

“Fuck.” She wiped her hand across the back of her mouth. “That was good. Alright.” Galatrea shook her head, straightened her body and seemed to finally be back in the room. Possibly.

“What was it you actually wanted to talk to me about, Dave, God of Women?”

“This next assignment, I’m just a little unclear on what we’re supposed to do.”

“I explained it all during class, what’s the problem?”

“I got a little distracted by Heather, God of Lingerie.

Galatrea rolled her eyes. “Very well, come with me.”

She clicked her fingers and they were floating in the air above some random suburban street.

“Where are we?” Dave said, looking around.

“We are at your next assignment.”

Upon being ushered into God School, all the new gods were given trials, to weed out the fake gods. At the end, the ones with the most points would be promoted to real Gods. At the moment, Dave was doing pretty well. They’d done three trials and he’d nearly got full marks in all of them.

“Down there is the house of Jack Jones. Jack is a poor old soul. He’s got a smoking hot wife, Amanda, but their relationship has become a little strained, and they don’t do a lot of this anymore,” Galatrea formed a ring with her finger and thumb, while ‘fucking’ it with her other finger, “If you know what I mean.”

“Okay.” Dave said. “Not a problem. I’ll just work my magic on Amanda and make stuff good for Jack again.”

It was simple enough, Dave had done something similar for one of his past trials.

“It’s not that easy.” Galatrea said. “We’ve noticed that you’ve been finding these trials a little easy. So we’re stepping things up a notch. This trial is to test your intuition.”

“Meaning?”

“We’re going to zap you in the body of Jack and make you forget who you are for 72 hours. Your mission is to get Jack’s wife to fuck you.”

“That shouldn’t be too hard.”

“They haven’t fucked in eight months.”

“Fuck.”

“Exactly. Or not.”

“Do I get any help?” Dave said.

“As a matter of fact you do…”

Galatrea clicked her fingers and a table of devices appeared in the air beside them. Dave recognized them to be magic devices that he had made over his last few weeks, devices that helped to transform and seduce women.

“You can pick one. You won’t know how to use it as your memory has been wiped, but if your intuition is good and you are really meant to be God of Women, you will learn.”

Dave looked across the table at his creations.

There was the Bimbo Cup, a seemingly regular looking cup, but when drank from by a woman it made her fall in love with the nearest man.

Then there were the God Goggles. A magic pair of spectacles that saw through the clothes of all women.

Dave looked across the table at his many inventions, a slight sense of pride swelling in his chest.

“Can’t I just take them all, they’re all so neat!”

“One.” Galatrea said tersely. “Hurry up, I’m about to zap you in.”

“Ugh fine.” Dave rolled his eyes. “I guess I’ll take that one.”

A smile spread across Galatrea’s face. “A great choice. Good luck Dave.”

She bent forward and planted a kiss on Dave’s cheek. “This is waiting for you when you get back…”

Galatrea turned around, lifted her white robes up above her waist and bent over, spreading her ass cheeks to show Dave her asshole. She dropped her robes again and spun back in the air to face him.

“It’s all yours if beat this challenge.” She winked and blew Dave a kiss. “Good luck!”

*

“What are you going to do while I’m gone? You better not think you’re sitting around playing video games all day, cos’ that - ain’t - happening.”

“Huh? What?” Jack looked up from the screen to see Amanda staring at him, hand placed on her hip.

“Fucking listen to me!”

Amanda stropped across the floor and yanked the cable to his Xbox out of the wall.

“Oh come on Amanda!”

“What! Come on what?!”

Jack’s wife stared him down as she threatened for him to talk back to her again.

“Nothing.” Jack hung his head, throwing the controller onto the coffee table.

“What are you going to do while I’m gone? Are you going to fix that kitchen door like I’ve been asking?”

“Yes.” Jack hissed the words at her.

“Good. It better be fucking done by the time I get back.”

Jack rolled his eyes, saying nothing in response. Amanda looked at him, her lips stretched thin. A minute later she had finished storming through the house and she had slammed her way out the front door.

“Jesus.” Jack breathed a sigh of relief at his wife’s leaving. He couldn’t remember when Amanda had become such a bitch exactly, but living with her these days was like a nightmare.

Jack got up from the couch and made his way upstairs, deciding that he was in need of a nice relaxing shower before he did the mountain of bullshit housework that his wife had set up for him this weekend.

He walked through their room into the en suite, turned the shower on and headed back into the bedroom, throwing his clothes into the wash basket.

“Why has she always got to be so fucking mad…” Jack muttered to himself as he looked across the room. His eyes stopped on the dresser that was topped with pictures of their friends and family. Jack walked over to it and picked up his favorite photo, the photo of his wife Amanda and her best friend Carmen. They were both wearing tiny hot pink bikinis, their young curves bursting around the tight material.

The photo was from their holiday to Florida a few years ago. Back then things between him and Amanda were good. They didn’t fight, they still fucked.

Jack picked up the photo, taking it into the bathroom with him. He’d beat off to the photo many times, imagining his wife and her hot friend making out, ripping their clothes from each other, pushing their mouths against one another’s pussies.

He set the photo on the side and stepped into the shower, beating his hand up and down the shaft as he looked at the photo through the shower door.

He wanked himself furiously, and a minute later his cock was about ready to burst.

“Yes-” Jack hissed to himself as he felt his shaft going rigid. His eyes honed in on Carmen’s nubile yet full body. He’d do anything to fuck his wife and their friend together.

Just then the door bell rang, stopping Dave within seconds of his climax.

“Oh for fuck sake…” He groaned the words wearily, turned the shower off and stepped out, wrapping himself in a robe.

He ran down stairs as quickly as possible, the doorbell ringing half a dozen times more.

“Alright, alright! I’m fucking coming!”

He pulled the door open and was met with saccharine grin of a busty blonde, who was wearing blue hot pants and a blue shirt that showed of her midriff and ample cleavage.

“Hey!” The blonde chimed, her airhead voice singing through the morning like a bell. “My name is Kelly, and I have a delivery for Jack Jones!”

“That’s me…” Jack said hazily. “I don’t remember ordering anything though.”

“Oh it’s definitely for you. Tee hee!”

The blonde thrust a parcel into Jack’s hands and bounced on her feet. Jack’s eyes flicked down to her gargantuan breasts, which jiggled in her tight shirt.

“Have a good day!”

“Sure…” Jack mumbled. He watched the blonde’s ass bulge out of her hot pants as she walked down the drive back to her van. Jack read the sign on the side of the van, only feeling more confused.

“Bimbo Toys? What the…”

He shut the door behind him, and took the package into the room, setting it down on the coffee table. Jack sat on the couch in his robe for a moment, staring at the package like it was a bomb.

He definitely hadn’t ordered anything. He wasn’t expecting any deliveries. He considered for a moment that maybe Amanda had ordered something in his name, but she never did that anymore. She was too paranoid that he would go through her stuff as it is.

“Alright.” Jack sat forward and grabbed the box. “Let’s see what you are.”

Jack opened the box and was met with a small ocean of pink packing peanuts. He waded through the peanuts until his hand clasped something smooth, metallic and rectangular.

Jack pulled it from the box and saw that it was a tablet. A pretty nice looking one too. The tablet was mat black, with a fairly large screen. He turned the tablet over and saw a large camera on the back and the words ‘bImboPad’ inscribed on the bottom.

“I definitely didn’t order this.” Jack said to himself.

He turned the device back over again, wondering how it turned on and the screen sprang to life. A robotic voice came from the screen.

“Hi! Welcome to bImboPad. Use the camera app to change your reality!”

The screen filled with a menu, of which there was one app. A camera. Jack pulled his finger across the screen, trying to see if there were any other apps, but as far as he could see it was just this one.

“What a piece of junk.”

He pressed the camera app, and it opened up instantly, mirroring the image of the coffee table in front of him. On the bottom of the screen there was button that looked like a target.

Jack tapped the button at the bottom, but it didn’t take a picture. The current image on the screen was of Amanda’s coffee cup.

The button seemed to surround the cup in a pink highlight, and then a bunch of other options appeared on the screen. There were horizontal and vertical arrows, a button that looked like it meant enlarge, and a whole bunch of other buttons that Jack didn’t understand.

He tried the enlarge button, and to his surprise he saw the cup grow on the screen in front of him.

“Heh. That’s pretty neat. Cool filter. Looks real too-”

Jack stopped speaking upon seeing the real coffee table beyond the tablet. There on the coffee table was Amanda’s cup, but it had grown. Three times in size.

“What the fuck. How is this possible!”

As if answering his question, the tablet sprang to life.

“The bImboPad augments your reality, point it at anything and it will be changed!”

Jack stood up, picked up the cup and stared at it in disbelief. Sure enough, the cup had grown and was now easily the size of a bucket.

“This is amazing!” Jack said out loud to himself. “What else can I use this on?”

He pulled the tablet up again and pointed it at the flat screen TV on the wall. He pushed the target button once more and the hot pink highlight wrapped around it.

Jack played with the settings that popped up, changing and twisting the shape of the TV until it filled the wall completely.

“Finally!”

He’d got the home cinema he’d always wanted.

Jack turned around to look at what other things he could change in the living room, when his leg caught the handle of the giant cup. The cup fell from the table onto the floor, breaking into a hundred pieces.

“Oh fuck!” Jack lifted a hand to his head and sighed. “That was Amanda’s favorite cup. She’s going to kill me.”

The bImboPad spoke up once more.

“BImboPad can change anything!”

Hm. Jack looked down at the tablet in his hand. Surely not?

He lifted the tablet to the shards of the cup and pressed the target button. The tablet thought for a moment and then it selected the various fragments strewn across the floor. One option came up.

‘Reassemble?’

No fucking way. Jack tapped the button, and held his breath as he did so.

Upon his touching it, the shards started sliding across the hardwood floor to one central point, reassembling themselves and floating up through the air until the cup was whole once more.

“No fucking way… this thing can fix stuff?!”

“The bImboPad can fix anything! Even your ruined marriage!”

Jack missed the magic tablet’s sarcasm, because he had run into the kitchen and was staring at the broken kitchen door. The top hinge had snapped from the frame earlier last week and the door leaned on the floor, sulking in the frame.

Ever since the door had broken, Amanda had been nagging at him to fix it. Jack couldn’t be bothered, but now…

He lifted the tablet to the door and focused it on the broken hinge. He targeted it.

‘Reassemble?’

Tapping once more, Jack stared in amazement as the hinge screwed itself back into the frame, pulling the door tight against the wall once more. He opened and closed the door, testing it, and found that it worked perfectly.

“Oh you are going to be very handy.” Jack said, looking down at the little tablet.

Just then he heard the front door. He spun on his heels in panic, Amanda must have come back from the shop early. Her heels clacked down the hallway and before he knew it she was standing in the kitchen looking at him in bemusement.

“What’s up with you?” Amanda smirked. “You look like you’re up to something.”

“Nothing.” Jack said quickly, pulling the tablet behind his back. “Shop closed?”

“Yeah I forgot they were starting the road works this weekend. They’re not open until later.” Her eyes looked passed Jack at the door behind him.

“Did you…” Amanda’s eyes widened and she walked past Jack to look at the fixed door. “You fixed the door!”

Jack smiled and nodded his head. “Of course I did. That’s what husbands do right?”

“But I’ve been asking you all week and…” Her voice trailed off. “Thank you Jack. Thank you.”

“Not a problem. Anything for my lovely wife.”

All was well between them for a moment, but there was an odd tension in the air. Jack stood, waiting for whatever would inevitably bring Amanda’s bad mood back.

“Do you want a drink? I’m going to make a coffee.”

Amanda walked into the living room, and picked up her cup which was now repaired and back to it’s normal size. She stared at the box on the table and the giant TV that now occupied the wall.

Fuck.

Jack cursed himself silently, realizing that he had forgotten to turn the TV back.

“Jack what the fuck is this?!”

Jack walked into the living room with much reluctance.

“What did I tell you about spending money? We can’t afford to keep dropping all our cash on every fucking gadget that you desire!”

“Look, Amanda, I can explain.” Jack held his hands out, showing her the tablet as well by accident.

“And an ipad too? Jack this is too fucking much. It all goes back today.”

“But-”

“Today. You understand me? We can’t afford this shit.”

“Fine.” Jack huffed.

Amanda crossed her arms and nodded, seeming more herself now she had something to complain about again.

“Good. Now are you going to come and help me in the back garden? It’s a nice day, I thought we could do some gardening together.”

“Actually, since I fixed the door I thought I might play some gam-”

Amanda cast an ice cold glance at Jack, shutting the notion down immediately.

“Yeah.” He sighed. “Gardening sounds good.”

A terse smile spread across Amanda’s face. “Good. Let’s go.”

*

Jack spent the rest of the morning lugging heavy shit around the garden, digging up plants, trimming borders, all as Amanda stood over his shoulder, ordering him about.

By the time lunch had come around, Jack was positively spent.

“Well I don’t know about you.” Amanda said, wiping the back of her hand against her forehead, “But I could do with a little break! I got us some sandwiches while I was out earlier, why don’t I grab them and we can eat by the pool?”

“Sounds good to me honey!” Jack said, doing his best impression of a man that gave a shit.

Amanda disappeared back inside the house and Jack went and sat in the shade by the pool. Amanda had him digging through soil all morning and he was exhausted.

He looked at the table next to the lounger he was on and saw the bImboPad.

Weird. Jack thought.

He hadn’t remembered bringing it out here, and he hadn’t seen Amanda with it either. He opened the camera app on the screen and look around for the garden for something to augment next.

“Here you go!” Amanda placed a sub on the table next to Jack, staring at his tablet disapprovingly as she did so.

“I can’t believe you thought we could afford that thing.” Amanda said, as she lowered herself into the pool. “What were you thinking?”

“Sorry honey!” Jack popped his eyebrows up. “Smile for the camera though, it’s real good!”

Amanda huffed, turning in the water toward him. “Fine.”

Let’s see if this thing works on people too. Jack thought.

He pressed the target button, and sure enough the pink hotline surrounded Amanda’s body.

Jack’s hard started pumping in his chest in excitement.

“Come on!” Amanda shouted. “What’s taking so long?”

“Sorry honey… still getting used to this thing.”

The augmentation options appeared beside Amanda’s outline.

Jack went to hit the enlarge button, when he nudged a different button altogether.

That’s when things got really weird.

Jack looked up at his wife, who was now frozen in the water, floating perfectly still.

“Amanda?”

He looked around the garden, and saw that not only was she frozen, everything was frozen. Time seemed to have stopped. Jack looked back down at the tiny black tablet in his hands in wonder.

“bImboPad…what’s going on?!”

The tablet spoke once more, it’s robotic voice singing across the frozen garden.

“You have activated ‘pause’ mode! Would you like me to talk you through the features on your screen?”

“No that’s alright.” Jack said. “How do I start things again?”

“Make the necessary adjustments on your target and simply say the words ‘restart!’”.

Alright.

Jack looked at the frozen image of his wife on the screen, there were rows of buttons floating on the image next to her. Jack started pressing buttons at random, seeing what they would do.

The first button he pressed was an image of boobs. Sure enough, it selected Amanda’s breasts. Jack’s eyes bulged at the realization of what this meant and he clicked the enlarge button.

“Yes!”

Jack couldn’t help but cheer as he saw his wife’s frozen boobs growing before him in real time. He tapped the button several times more, inflating them from a B cup to ridiculous monster sized breasts.

He worked his way through the rest of the options, his eyes shimmering with excitement as he transformed and changed every aspect of his wife’s image.

It wasn’t that Amanda hadn’t been good looking before this, but with his changes, Jack would transform her into living perfection.

Jack became engrossed in the transformation process, his stomach rumbling with hunger as he ignored the sandwich that Amanda had placed on the side for him. The more buttons he pressed, the more features he discovered.

He’d enlarged her breasts, blown up her ass to a cute bubble butt, tapered down her waist so she had nice hour glass curves, sculpted her legs so they were long and slender.

Jack shifted off the chair, sitting on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water, to get a closer look at his wife as he re-shaped her face.

He gave her a tiny button nose, made her eyes a little larger, and even surrounded them in thick rows of dark and long lashes.

Then another menu popped up for customization.

Jack went through that too, applying a generous amount of glittery pink lip liner, blush, blue mascara and even changing her hair to straight peroxide blonde.

By the time he was done with Amanda, she didn’t look like Amanda anymore, she looked like a living barbie doll.

“Alright bImboPad.” Jack smiled, looking down upon his creation. “Restart time.”

The quiet summer day came back to life again, and Amanda floated through the pool, as if nothing had changed at all.

“Fuck!” She looked up, seeing Jack sitting on the pool edge. “You scared the life out of me Jack, don’t do that!”

“Sorry.” He laughed. “Hey, your tits look great in that bikini.”

“Huh?”

Amanda looked down at her new body, but she didn’t look at it in any way that suggested it was new to her.

“Well yeah. They always look great. What are you talking about?”

Fascinating. Jack thought. Whatever he had done to her, Amanda didn’t seem to think that she had changed at all.

“Are you trying to get me into bed? Because I already told you I have that thing to do with Carmen tonight.”

Great.

Jack rolled his eyes. Here come the excuses again and I’ve not even tried anything yet.

He stood up from the edge of the pool, threw himself back in the lounger and started his sandwich finally.

Jack sighed as he watched Amanda splash around in the pool. It didn’t matter how hot he made his wife look, she was still a frigid and cold bitch.

Time seemed to stop again all of a sudden. The bImboPad spoke once more.

“Would you like help with your target?”

“Whath?” Jack nearly choked through a mouthful of his sandwich.

“Just say yes.” The tablet said sardonically.

Jack swallowed. “Alright, yes. Help me.”

“Helping…activated…”

Jack watched in amazement as the tablet righted itself, focusing on the frozen image of Amanda in the pool. As it worked it’s augmentations, it spoke it’s commands out loud.

“Changing personality… upping sexual arousal… dumbing down intelligence… activating inner slut… turning up obedience… increasing loyalty… removing inhibitions… activating carnal desires…”

A wheel spun on the screen for half a minute and then the tablet dinged.

“Done! Enjoy your new wife Jack!”

The tablet fell back to the floor and the screen shut off, time starting again as it did so.

Amanda was splashing around in the pool once more, Jack staring open mouthed with his sandwich slowly crumbling to the floor.

“Jack! Honey bun!” Amanda shouted at him from across the pool. Already Jack could tell something was drastically different. She sounded ditzy, she sounded like some air head coed. She sounded… happy.

“Huh? What?”

Amanda climbed out of the pool, water cascading from her perfect body to the floor.

“You’re dropping your sandwich all over the place you clutz!”

She wrung her hair out and walked to Jack, beaming.

“What are you like you big dummy?”

Jack finally pulled his eyes away from her to see his half eaten sandwich which had now mostly dripped onto the floor.

“Oh sorry.” He set it down on the table and set his eyes back on his airhead bimbo of a wife.

“Say… Amanda. Your tits looks great.”

“Huh?” Amanda looked down at the dripping globes that were her breasts. “Oh, these old things?”

She pulled her bikini top off, letting her breasts hang free in front of Jack.

It had been months since he had seen her without a bra on, and now he could see the new Amanda, his cock filled his pants immediately.

“Yes I guess they are pretty great huh?!” Amanda giggled. “Do you want a taste?”

An intense look of seduction washed over her face and she sucked her lower lip into her mouth upon uttering the words. Amanda brought her hands up to her breasts and groped at herself.

“Fuck me…” Jack whispered out loud to himself.

“Yes master!” Amanda threw herself to her knees in front of Jack, and before he could realize what was happening, she had pulled his cock from out of his trousers and was sliding her glittery pink mouth up and down it eagerly.

“Fuck!” Jack gasped, taken completely by shock at his new wife’s eagerness. He pushed his fingers into Amanda’s thick blonde locks and started guiding her head up and down his cock, thrusting his hips upward ever so slightly as he did so.

“Yeth, Daddy!” Amanda moaned around his cock. Jack looked down past her mouth at her beautiful breasts and then he saw that she had pulled her bikini bottoms to one side and was now thrusting her fingers into her dripping and bare cunt.

Oh fuck yes. Jack thought.

The sight of his perfect wife worshiping his cock pushed Jack over the edge, until he could take it no longer.

“Yes!”

Jack clamped Amanda’s mouth tight around the base of his cock as he burst forth in her mouth, squeezing thick rope after thick rope of his hot cum onto her pretty little tongue.

As soon as Amanda had finished swallowing him up, she stood up and started rolling her bikini bottoms down.

“What are you doing!?” Jack cried out in amazement.

“Oh Daddy, I can’t take it anymore.” Amanda gasped, as if she’d been waiting for him to touch her all these months. “I need you inside me.”

She bent over slightly with her back to Jack, spreading her cheeks apart, baring her asshole and glistening pussy to him.

Jack swallowed at the perfect sight between the gap at the top of her slender thighs.

“Can we- can I fuck you in the ass?”

Jack had always wanted to try anal with Amanda, but she had always been to much of a prude.

Perhaps with the new Amanda, there might be a chance?

Amanda spun around her heels, a look of indignant shock on her face.

Guess not. Jack thought, somewhat disappointed.

“You don’t have to ask me permission master!” Amanda crowed. “I’m yours to do with what you want. Use me how you see fit, give me any order and I’ll follow it!”

Jack’s eyes sparked slightly in wonder.

“Okay… sit your tiny little virgin asshole down on my cock, I’m going to pound the fuck out of you.”

Amanda plonked her bubble butt down on Jack’s raging cock, glancing back at him with a sultry expression.

“Fill me master. I’m waiting for you.”

Amanda pulled her cheeks apart, sliding the wet line of her pussy against the hard bottom of Jack’s cock as she did so. She was so wet, she’d practically coated his cock in her pussy juice.

Jack grasped his cock in his hand, thrusting his hand up and down his shaft, spreading her juice around him like lube. He pushed his cock up towards her virgin asshole and Amanda lowered herself onto him slowly.

They both gasped in pleasure as her hole spread around his thick length slowly, enveloping out until his head was submerged completely.

Jack grasped his wife’s tiny waist in his hands and pulled her down, yanking her down onto his shaft.

Amanda’s eyes bulged as his shaft filled her, slipping down until she bottomed out completely.

Once he was inside of her fully, she pulled herself back up and started bouncing up and down on his cock, working up to a rhythm quickly.

“Yes!” Jack gasped, “Fuck yes!”

He thrust his hips up into Amanda’s tight ass, squeezing her tiny waist hard as he did so.

“Yes Daddy!” Amanda cried. “Fuck me harder, harder!”

They switched positions so Amanda was on all fours, with Jack slamming his cock into her tight ass from behind. Her hole squelched as he rammed his cock inside of her, their thighs slapping together with every powerful thrust.

Amanda pushed her fingers into her cunt furiously, building herself up to an orgasm.

“I’m coming Daddy!” She squealed. “I’m coming!”

Amanda’s whole body trembled in pleasure as she came underneath him, pushing her ass back on to his dick, forcing him to go as deep as possible.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

The sight and sound of her orgasm was too much for Jack to bare, and he erupted deep inside of her asshole, filling her tiny channel with volumes of his thick cum.

He clutched her tight as he held his cock deep inside of her, his tip blasting again and again, squeezing until the last thick ropes of his jizz splashed into her hole.

He pulled out finally, sitting on the lounger with a heavy thud, staring as his wife remained on all fours in front of him, her breath heaving.

Thick strands of Jack’s cum dripped from Amanda’s ass, creaming down the insides of her thighs, dripping onto the lounger.

*

Dave blinked hard as he finished cumming, bright light surrounding him on all sides.

He was back in the Portal, back in Galatrea’s classroom. It was just the two of them.

“Alright.” Galatrea said, standing up from the table. “I’ll admit, that was pretty fucking hot. I love watching you work.”

Dave looked around dazed, finally realizing where he was again.

“Fuck me. That was like a dream.” He said, staring down at his cum soaked dick.

“Well it was real. Very real. Look.”

Galatrea pulled up a portal that looked into the back garden of Jack and Amanda Jones.

“Jack and Amanda are having the most fun they’ve had in years thanks to your and your bImboPad.”

Dave watched wide eyed as Jack slammed his monstrous cock into his bimbo wife’s tiny cunt.

Galatrea clicked her fingers and the portal disappeared. She sank to her knees in front of Dave and placed his cock into her mouth.

“So it that is?” Dave gasped as her lips enveloped him.

“Did I pass the trial?”

Galatrea thought about it for a moment, bobbing her head up and down him, drinking up his cum. She pulled away.

“Hm. No. I want you do to one more thing. I thought that would be difficult, but you made it look way too easy.”

She placed her lips back on him, causing Dave to gasp as she sunk her head all the way down his shaft. After one stroke she pulled back up and looked at Dave.

“I want you to seduce the friend too. Carmen I think her name was? I want it to be one big party for the three of them. Can you make that happen?”

Dave went to answer but Galatrea spoke again.

“Oh who am I kidding of course you can, I just want to watch it happen. It’s going to be fucking hot.”

She lowered her mouth back down on to his dick and resumed slurping him up.

Dave let out a sight of content as he wrapped his fingers around the back of her head.

“Yes it is.” He mused to himself. “Yes it is.”
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