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		"Y ou have got to be fucking kidding me," Curran shouted. "Look at her."

		Curran sat at his desk with Dr. Warner and a woman called Bambi sitting across from him. Dr. Warner had just delivered the latest bimbo for Curran's bimbo music project. After the successes of Debbie Duke and Mara, Curran turned his attention to forming a bimbo band. He signed an all-woman band and each of the women had been bimbofied, but the singer had posed a problem.

		Now known as Bambi, she had resisted all the previous attempts, so Dr. Warner had needed to go to extremes. But in so doing, Bambi was now a shell of a woman, sex-crazed slut who could barely speak, let alone sing.

		Dr. Warner looked at the extreme figure of Bambi. Her tits were huge. Her ass was huge. Her lips were huge. Her hair was a silky mane, almost white in color. But it was her eyes that told the real story. They were completely glazed over. Bambi was physically present, but mentally, there was nothing left. She was a literal bimbo shell without any recognition.

		"She looks fucking hot," Dr. Warner said.

		"She can't even talk. She can giggle and coo, but I need her to sing. And she can't do that. You took her too far. I paid you for a bimbo singer, not a sex doll."

		"I know. But look at her. She's hot. And she's bimbofied."

		"She's bimbofied all right, but she's no longer a singer," Curran argued. "That's the whole point of this. I mean, sure, she could be repurposed as some wealthy man's fuckdoll. She might even be able to learn how to clean a little, but she's not even maid material right now. She's broken and I need a replacement."

		"I never promised you perfect results," Dr. Warner countered. "Each woman is different. Some respond better than others. And our little Bambi here was a fighter. She really didn't want to give in. And yes, getting past her resistance screwed her up. But I think I have a solution.

		"I'm all ears."

		Bambi started giggling randomly, her hands playing with her augmented tits. Her eyes were vaguely looking in the direction of the wall, away from the two men in the room. Her brain was barely functional anymore.

		"I'll take Bambi as my personal bimbo. I won't charge you for her. But what you do is hold a contest. Get three women who could front the band. Have them compete and take part in their own bimbofication. I'll work on all of them as the competition goes along. You get three for the price of one. One lead singer and then either a pair of backup singers or you can let them go solo for you. It's all up to you."

		Curran stroked his chin, thinking about Dr. Warner's proposal. It would require finding three women who actually wanted to be bimbos, whether they thought that far ahead or not, but it could work. But before all of this, Curran had used bluffs, gaslighting, and outright lies to get his clients to go bimbo. Were there women who could sing and become blonde bimbos willingly?

		"We'll try it," Curran finally said. "But if we can't attract candidates, we'll be talking about other options. And I don't think you're going to like them."

		"Understood," Dr. Warner said. "I'll leave you to your planning. Bambi, follow me. We're going back to the clinic."

		Bambi stood up, but there was a confused expression etched on her face. She looked around, having heard her name, but not understanding anything beyond that.

		"This way," Dr. Warner said, taking Bambi's hand and leading her out of Curran's office.

		That left Curran alone, thinking about how he was going to get three women to willingly turn into bimbos to potentially join a band. And they all needed to actually be good singers. He was perplexed.
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		"Welcome Bimbomaniacs finalists," Curran said as he walked into the room with the three women who were vying to become the lead singer for the new band. He had his assistants handle the work to get to this point. This was his first time seeing the three in person.

		There were three tentative smiles greeting Curran. They were all nervous, both for the competition ahead of them and for not knowing entirely what would happen to them.

		Curran stood there for a moment, dressed in a suit, surveying his new charges. They were all guaranteed contracts. It was just which contract they would be signing that was left up in the air. He had two backup singer contracts and one lead singer contract.

		"Before you get too worried, all three of you will be hired, assuming no red flags appear." There was a collective sigh from the three contestants. "Only one of you will become the lead singer of the Bimbomaniacs, but the others will likely become backup or session singers for me. Your dreams of becoming professional musicians have finally arrived. But first, I want to get to know all of you, since this is our first time meeting. So to begin, I'm Curran Finch and I'm going to be your manager."

		The woman sitting on Curran's right raised her hand slightly, taking charge. "I'm Viviana. Most people call me Viv, but I suppose my bimbo name would be Vivi. I've always been a big pop fan and I'll be honest, after growing up with acne and never really developing physically, I'm really into the whole bimbo look. And I definitely wouldn't mind the ability to turn my mind off and just be sexy."

		"Welcome," Curran said, smiling at her excitement. He had no idea women would actually want this for themselves. And while the women he had put in this position before had all been less willing participants, it was freeing to work with women like this, who either accepted his vision or actively wanted it like Vivi.

		"I'll go next," said the woman on Curran's left. She, like Vivi, was a bottle blonde, her roots just starting to show. "I'm Rikki. Since I'm going to end up a bimbo, I might as well stick with that. I'm honored to be here. I've had a little solo success locally, but never anything dramatic. I'm not the best dancer, so unless this bimbofication process can change that, I'll probably end up as a backup or session singer. But as long as I get to be a professional singer, I'll do what is necessary."

		"Welcome, Rikki," Curran said. "And who knows. You're definitely not out of this."

		That just left the woman sitting in the middle. Unlike the other two women, who were obviously bottle blondes, she was naturally blonde. She was curvier than the other two women as well, with bigger breasts and wider hips. But even the way she sat there, she knew she was the queen bee of the three. She had confidence the others lacked.

		"That leaves me," the woman said. "My name is Queen. Honest. That's what my mother named me. I've fronted a couple bands, but we always broke up before we could do anything, because the musicians weren't serious enough. They were just doing it for fun and as soon as work or school got too busy, they were out. So I'm excited to participate, although I'll admit I'm more into rock than pop, but beggars can't be choosers in this business."

		"Welcome Queen," Curran said with raised eyebrows. It sounded like she was the type of person who he would have tried to gaslight into a bimbo contract, but here she was willingly putting herself through the process. He really had this all wrong. "Since my staff have assured me all three of you have a voice we can use to front the Bimbomaniacs, we might as well get started with the whole bimbo thing. Let me bring in Dr. Warner. He's who works with all of our bimbos to be."

		Curran stepped back toward the door and opened it, revealing Dr. Warner standing there, already waiting. He was an older man, with graying hair. But he had a confidence about him that even bested Queen.

		"Good afternoon, everyone," Dr. Warner said with a rich baritone voice. "I believe you've already done the introductions, but I'll be getting to know all of you very soon in ways you probably have never even imagined before. But since you are all volunteers, I don't mind telling you a bit about what we're going to do."

		Vivi bounced in her seat, excited. Rikki was a little more agitated, grinding her ass into her chair. Queen watched with a straight face, not showing any emotion or hint of how she really felt.

		"I will be planning your operations specifically for your bodies, but you can expect a breast augmentation, a butt augmentation of some sort in either a fat transfer or implants, lips filler, Botox, and possibly other procedures that will be specific to you. But I assume you're already aware of Debbie Duke and Mara. They are both my work. And so will your potential future band mates. All three of them have already been under my knife."

		Dr. Warner paused and let that sink in. Even though this was his idea, he had no idea how interested the women would be in the details. Vivi was definitely eager and he could immediately see why. He was excited to work with her, but only slightly more than the other two women. All three had incredible potential in his eyes.

		"During your recovery," Dr. Warner continued, "you will be subjected to a variety of stimuli that will both break down various parts of your minds and refine them for your futures. I'm afraid there won't be much of anything complex happening in your heads after all of this, but I'm sure Mr. Finch will assure you how lucrative his contracts can be. And just so you know, one such piece of stimulus will be watching porn. Bimbos are known not just for being sexy, but for being horny and I've found porn can be both educational and put the body in the right state."

		"Anything else you want to say, Doctor?" Curran asked.

		Dr. Warner shook his head.

		"Anything you girls want to ask him?" Curran asked.

		Even if there were questions, the three women were too nervous to voice them in front of the others. Even Queen looked a little off her game. Her confidence was lagging, although still stronger than her competitors.

		"All right then," Curran said, clapping his hands and then rubbing them together. "That brings us to the end of this little session. I'll let Dr. Warner lead you out. There is a car waiting to take you to his clinic. I'll see you all on the other side."

		And just like that, all three women's fates were sealed. They were on the course to being bimbos and it was too late to back out, even if they wanted to.
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		The trip to Dr. Warner's clinic was quiet. None of the three women spoke to each other. They were all competitors, vying for the same spot at the front of the Bimbomaniacs. The fact the two losers would still have jobs was a consolation, but all three of them were there to win.

		Then again, the three women were about to undergo invasive surgeries and mental conditioning that would change how they looked and how they thought. It was a price they were all willing to pay, but it was still a big price.

		"Welcome to my clinic," Dr. Warner said with a broad smile. "I'll be examining each of you individually, but you will be anesthetized at the same time. The goal is to have the three of you wake up at the same time as well. I've found the sooner we can begin the mental conditioning, the more easily it takes."

		Dr. Warner made quick work of the examinations. He knew exactly what Curran needed of him and he had plenty of experience. None of the women questioned him as he made notes and drew on their bodies with a felt tip pen. And once that was done, they were put under, allowing the doctor to perform the operations as he saw fit, each of them aiming for nearly identical results.

		After the successful surgeries, Dr. Warner had each of the women transferred to a special recovery apparatus he had created for patients with multiple augmentations that required them to stay off their augmented body parts. In this case, since they had both their breasts and asses enhanced, they could not lie on their backs or their fronts.

		The upright bondage apparatuses also kept the three future bimbos in a state where the mental conditioning could best be put into effect. The three were gathered in a large room, centered around a big screen television. Their heads were restrained, making it difficult to look at anything but the screen. And even though their eyes were free to move, the bandages on their faces acted almost like blinders, making it even more difficult to look away from the screen.

		Each of the three women were connected to a drug distribution system. As soon as the stimulant entered their system, all three women opened their eyes, almost simultaneously. Dr. Warner had positioned himself in front of the television, making sure they could all see him.

		"You can't see each other, but you're all here and the operations were a complete success. Your new tits and asses are in perfect order, just the right size to match with your potential band mates. You all have big lips as well, but I've left you with some feeling in them, so you can actually kiss the men you fuck. I guess you'll be able to sing as well. I suppose that's important for all of you."

		Dr. Warner laughed at his slight joke, but Vivi, Rikki, and Queen remained silent, still processing their new forms as best as they could. They had known what to expect, or they thought they did, but the reality was a bit different than they had imagined. The confinement would have had them worried if it were not for a version of the drug Dr. Warner used to change Mara's mind, removing her anxiety and ability to think critically. He had come a long way since he removed the feeling in Debbie's clit, requiring a remote to activate her nerves there.

		"These beds, so to speak, will be your homes during your recovery," Dr. Warner continued. "As time progresses, your recovery will allow you more free movement and exercise, but I'm afraid you won't be sleeping horizontally any time soon. But don't fear about boredom. The screen behind me will be a part of the conditioning process, along with a steady drip of an anti-anxiety drug I've found helps remove unnecessary thoughts and worries. And the final piece of your conditioning is the vibrators I have hooked up to your clits and pussies. That will be your reward system. I don't want to go into the punishment directives, but I thankfully haven't had to use those. We're talking severe pain, so I recommend not testing that part of the system. Now, are there any questions?"

		The room was silent. Had the women been able to move their heads, they would have shook them, using body language to explain themselves. None of them wanted to risk talking, just in case voicing a question would result in a punishment. Even with the drug in their systems, there was still the rational fear that a punishment could be forthcoming.

		"All right," Dr. Warner said, clapping his hands together once. "Let's begin."

		Dr. Warner stepped out of the way and out of sight. He stepped up to the control panel and flipped on the screen. Light poured out of the screen, creating some sort of wavy static. The room filled with another kind of static, the women's thoughts and worries disappearing as they stared at the screen.

		Slowly, but surely, the three women found their minds slipping away, dropping into a trance. Even when they knew it was happening, they did nothing to stop it. They welcomed it, knowing it was necessary to win the contest, to become the front woman for the Bimbomaniacs.

		And as the trance deepened, words and phrases slipped into their minds, filling them with a strange sort of happiness.

		"I love being dumb."

		"Sexy girls are dumb girls."

		"Sexy women love to fuck."

		"Sexy girls need cock."

		"I let men do my thinking for me."

		"Curran Finch knows what's best for me."

		"I just want to sing and dance and fuck."

		The words kept flowing, often repeating. And when they started saying the mantras out loud, they were rewarded, the vibrators activating and pleasuring them. The reward system was strong, even though the women were never brought to orgasm. They would eventually learn that only a man was allowed to do that.

		But it was not all mantras and pure mental conditioning. There was plenty of porn, too. And in each and every scene, enhanced women, like themselves, were fucked hard, each of them screaming out in orgasm when the man came. Each of them doing whatever it took to receive the man's cum.

		There were even scenes with multiple women. Those always pushed the women right up to the edge, but never cumming. It was important to instill that idea. Only men provided orgasms. Women could only get themselves up to the edge, making them all the more horny.

		As the days turned into weeks, the mental conditioning took a deeper and deeper hold on their minds. They dropped into trance more easily and they were happy to tell each other their favorite mantras between giggle fits.

		Most noticeable was how they women stopped treating each other as competitors as time went on. They became more supportive of each other, complimenting each other's appearances, especially their big tits and bubble butts. There was even some experimental kissing, just to see what their plump lips felt like.

		And all the while, Curran received frequent updates from Dr. Warner. There were even some video updates as well, showing the three women interacting with each other, embracing their bimbo bodies and adopting a bimbo mindset to complete the picture.

		Curran couldn't wait to have them all under his management. Only one of them would be joining the Bimbomaniacs, but he knew all three would ultimately make him money, adding to his already impressive stable of singers and musicians. If this went on for much longer, he would probably even start his own label. He wondered if calling it Bimbo Records was too on the nose, even if it was true.

		But even as the three women continued their training and bonded as bimbos, there would come a time when they would have to face the music. Only one of them would join the Bimbomaniacs. And Curran was going to have a lot of fun figuring out who that would be.
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		Curran now had three bimbos to choose from. Vivi, Rikki, and Queen were gorgeous and immensely sexy. They were nearly perfect. And given their new proportions, they looked very similar, especially with all of them now sporting platinum blonde hair down to the roots. They were gorgeous bimbos, but it would take more than just being a bimbo to join the Bimbomaniacs.

		The large recording studio space had eight people in it. Curran and Dr. Warner were both there. So, too, were the contestants. But joining them for the first time were the current members of the Bimbomaniacs. There was Ami with a guitar slung low on her hips. Treasure joined her on bass. And then there was Cookie on the drums. All three were just as much bimbos as Vivi, Rikki, and Queen, but they had managed to retain their musical instrument playing abilities during the same process the contestants had gone through. All six were happy and horny bimbos now.

		The band had spent the weeks waiting for their singer practicing their new songs, getting better and better at the rote memory aspect of playing. And in more recent days, Vivi, Rikki, and Queen had been practicing the song on their own, learning the words and figuring out what kind of dance moves they were going to employ to impress Curran.

		However, it was not just a singing and dancing contest anymore. It was also a blowjob competition. Each of the three singing bimbos would perform the song "I'm Always Happy When" with the band backing them up. After their performance, they would suck Curran's cock. Their skill in singing, dancing, and making Curran cum would all contribute to the decision of who would join the Bimbomaniacs.

		"Vivi," Curran called out when it was time. "You're up first."

		The three bimbos hugged and giggled, supporting each other, before Vivi separated herself from her bimbo friends and jiggled up to the microphone. She wore a black micro skirt that barely covered the curve of her bubble butt and a black, cropped long sleeve top with an almost illegally low neckline that showed off nearly all of her deep cleavage. Vivi then nodded at Curran, telling him that she was ready. Curran, in turn, waved his hand to the band, telling them to begin playing.

		As soon as the music started, Vivi started shaking her body, dancing to the tune, being as provocative as possible in her movements, making it absolutely clear that sex was on her mind. And when the moment began for her to sing, she opened flawlessly, maintaining perfect rhythm, both in her singing and in her dance moves.

		Just watching Vivi work it on stage, Curran grew hard. And he had half a mind to just call the competition over now, naming Vivi as the lead singer for the Bimbomaniacs. But he knew it would be a disservice to the future of the band and to himself for not testing all three women.

		When the song finally ended with Vivi turning and smacking her own ass in Curran's direction, he, Dr. Warner, and the other two bimbos applauded the performance. Vivi took a bow and then skipped off the stage, to once again be hugged by her fellow bimbos.

		"Vivi, don't forget the last part of your trial," Curran said, pointing at his crotch.

		"Oh, silly me," she cooed and giggled. "I forgot."

		Vivi minced over to Curran and dropped gracefully to her knees. She reached forward and freed Curran's straining cock and immediately dived down onto it, wrapping her plump lips around his shaft.

		"So good," Curran groaned as he ran his fingers through Vivi's hair. "That's it, Vivi. Suck it."

		Vivi started bobbing her head on Curran's cock, slurping and sucking on it, not needing much coaxing at all to get him hard and ready for his orgasm. Her performance with the band had gone a long way to prepare him for that already.

		Vivi's hot breath was all around Curran's cock as she continued to blow him. He could feel his balls tightening up, the heat rising inside him, but he didn't want to cum yet. He wanted to make her work for it, testing not only her skill, but her motivation as well.

		"That's it, Vivi," Curran groaned, pulling on her hair slightly, just to see if she would back off. She did not. Instead, she continued sucking him off, slurping loudly as she bobbed her head up and down his shaft. "Fuck. I'm gonna cum."

		That was all the encouragement Vivi needed to redouble her efforts, working him harder and harder with her mouth until he finally came with a loud groan, shooting his load into her mouth. Vivi continued, moaning happily as she tried to get every drop of his cum into her mouth.

		"Oh my god, that was amazing," Curran said, pulling Vivi off of his cock.

		She looked up at him with dazed eyes as she gasped for air. But she was happy, knowing she had fulfilled her purpose.

		"You can sit down and watch your friends take their turns," Curran said as he put his cock away.

		Already on the floor, Vivi stayed there at Curran's feet. She felt comfortable there so that was where she remained, staying nearby just in case Curran wanted to use her body for his pleasure. It was her duty as a bimbo to always be ready. And with her pussy soaking through the itty bitty thong she wore beneath her skirt, she was definitely ready for whatever he needed from her.

		"Rikki, you're next," Curran announced.

		"Ooh, that's me," Rikki squealed. She immediately minced toward the microphone, her body jiggling happily. But the moment she came near the microphone cord, she tripped. Rikki caught herself, but the damage was already done, showing how clumsy she was, especially with her new proportions. Nonetheless, Rikki carried on, giggling as she stepped up to the microphone.

		"Oopsie," she said. "I'm okay." Vivi looked behind her and nodded to the band. Then she looked out at Curran. "Hit it."

		The music played and Rikki gave a flawless singing performance. She sounded even better than Vivi. But her ability to move around was hampered by her clumsiness. A clumsy bimbo could be fun, but not when she was a possible lead singer for a band. And it showed. She looked completely inept on the makeshift stage.

		And even though Rikki gave it her bimbo best, she knew she was failing. Not that such knowledge was enough to wipe the perpetual smile off her face. She still gave it her all and looked fabulous the whole way. But becoming a bimbo could not make up for her issues with moving. And even though she knew she was failing, she knew she had other qualities and was still guaranteed a contract.

		As soon as Rikki finished, she stepped away from the microphone and dropped to her knees at Curran's feet, placing herself beside Vivi who still remained seated.

		"You did great," Queen said, encouraging Rikki. "Now suck that cock like the bimbo you are."

		Rikki giggled, her smile growing wider before she reached out and freed Curran's cock. She gasped when she saw how big he was. And then she salivated, eager to taste him.

		"Oh fuck," Curran groaned as Rikki's lips wrapped around his cock. "Yes."

		Curran watched as Rikki sucked him off, her lips sliding up and down his shaft as she tried to get him to cum into her mouth. He had been impressed with Vivi's blowjob skills, but Rikki was even better. They more than made up for her clumsiness.

		"I want you to swallow every drop of my cum, Rikki," Curran said as he ran his hands through her long, blonde hair. Even though it had only been a few minutes since he last came, his cock was ready to do so again. And it was all due to Rikki's incredible skill.

		"Yes, sir," Rikki moaned around his cock, slurping him in deeper, sucking hard to draw out his orgasm.

		"Here it comes," Curran warned. "Drink the baby batter like a good little bimbo."

		Rikki practically purred as he emptied his balls into her mouth, his cock surging with his cum. And Rikki was all for it, eagerly swallowing it down, not letting a single drop escape from between her lips. She was like a vacuum, sucking it all down and further pleasuring his cock.

		"Fuck, that was good," Curran said after Rikki released his cock from her lips with an audible pop. He leaned his head back, looking up at the ceiling, enjoying every moment of another fantastic blowjob. And he knew it was one he would probably get often, because he planned to make Rikki a session singer, keeping her around for whenever a talented female voice was needed. The rest of the time she could spend beneath his desk in his office, sucking him off or just keeping his cock wet and warm with her mouth.

		"Thank you, sir," Rikki said as she sat back with pride. Her earlier failures with her dancing were all but forgotten, her bimbo brain unable to hold onto such details for long. Negative emotions in general were difficult for her now. It was the bimbo way, to be happy and sexy. Nothing else really mattered beyond that.

		It took a minute for Curran to put his cock away again. As annoying as it was, he still felt awkward to be around people with his cock hanging out. If it had just been a couple bimbos, he might have thought differently, but having Dr. Warner there changed his considerations.

		"Okay, Queen," Curran finally said. "You're up. Let's see what you've got."

		"Right away, boss," Queen said with a seductive smile.

		She stalked up toward the microphone, looking every bit like the sexy and confident bimbo that she was. Her previous confidence remained, giving her an aura that was hard to beat. And the way her ass swayed back and forth with each step as she wore a tight leather catsuit, in all black, made it even better.

		However, instead of stopping at the microphone and waiting for Curran's signal to begin, she instead introduced herself to the rest of the band, conversing with them briefly. The musician bimbos giggled their understanding, nodding enthusiastically.

		Curran was left astonished that Queen would take such actions, but she seemed to have an immediate rapport with the rest of the band, adding another mark in her column. And that was before she had even sung a note.

		When Queen finally approached the microphone, she lowered her head and pulled her long, blonde hair down so it covered her face. It was a very dramatic pose, but it kept her tits and cleavage on display. That was important and Curran's already spent cock tried to rally at the sight.

		Queen gave the smallest of signals to the band, a hand flick that was barely visible to Curran's trained eye. In a concert setting, he was certain none of the people in the audience would notice. It was only because he was so close and was aware of how musicians communicated with each other that he picked up on it.

		And when the band started to play, the notes were different from the practiced song. It was still clearly a pop song, but it had a lower and slower cadence to it.

		"I'm always happy when," Queen sang, her voice low and sensual. Her face remained covered by her hair, hiding her lips and the eyes Curran could imagine were staring straight into his soul.

		"Holy shit," he muttered to himself as Queen continued singing. She had called an audible. She had changed the arrangement. And not only had she managed to communicate that to the rest of the band in a matter of seconds, she had done so flawlessly, making the song better than he had originally thought it could be.

		The amazing part was how the song slowly transitioned from the deep and slow style that Queen started with into its original form. And with the changing of the song style, Queen's movements changed with them, starting sensual and becoming more sexual. And at various points, it looked like she wanted to fellate the microphone, adding another level of pure sexiness to the act.

		One reason Curran liked working with bimbos was because they were usually predictable. They were sex hungry and dumb. That meant they did what they were told to do. As long as he kept them well fucked, they would sing what he told them to sing, go where he told them to go, and go whatever else he needed from them, within reason. There were some things bimbos were just no good at.

		And until this point, Curran had assumed his cadre of bimbo singers and musicians had lost their creativity. They had lost their ability to adapt to changing situations. His goal was to package them completely, to have total control as their manager, but Queen had just defied the odds.

		When the song ended, not only were Vivi and Rikki clapping, but so were Dr. Warner and Curran. He knew who would be fronting the Bimbomaniacs. It had to be Queen. This was a role she was born for. He could not even take credit for the bimbofication of her, since she had done all of this willingly and still maintained the ability to wow him.

		There was no doubt in Curran's mind who had just won, but he felt the need to complete the test as it was created, now more than ever. Seeing Queen on stage, sexualizing herself to such a degree and giving the best performance he could have imagined, had given his cock new life. He was ready for her. He was eager to have a wet mouth wrapped around his cock, sucking him for all he was worth.

		"Thank you," Queen said, taking a bow. That just made her impressive cleavage even more visible, making Curran's cock twitch with desire. "And now I, like, need to suck that cock."

		Queen stalked forward, her hips swaying back and forth and her tits jiggling where they were unrestrained by her tight clothing. Just like the bimbos before her, she dropped to her knees in front of Curran. He was her manager and she wanted nothing more than to suck his cock. She needed it. And as she looked up at him, she licked her lips, with nothing but lust in her eyes.

		This time it was Curran who freed his cock. Somehow the thought of making Queen do it felt wrong. But she was so eager, leaning forward, inhaling his scent, and that of the two bimbos who came before her.

		"So good," she cooed, ready to begin.

		"That's a good bimbo," Curran said, his fingers in her hair as he guided her down onto his cock. "Suck my cock."

		Queen moaned around his cock, bobbing her head up and down, taking him deep into her throat. Her hands worked in tandem with her mouth, stroking his shaft as she sucked him off, determined to please him as much as possible.

		"Fuck, you're good," Curran groaned, feeling his balls tightening up again. It did not seem fair. Queen had demonstrated her impressive musical skill. She had danced like a sexy madwoman, making Curran want to touch himself as she performed. And now she was showing herself to be the best cocksucker of the three. She won at every level. He almost asked himself why he had bothered with the competition when there was Queen there all along. But then he remembered the benefit of having all three of them, having backup and session singers was a positive. And keeping bimbos around was always a good idea.

		Queen kept going, working Curran's shaft, teasing his balls. He had cum twice already in quick succession, but now it felt like she was demanding his cum. She needed his seed like it was her lifeblood. And Curran felt almost helpless in her impressive hands and mouth.

		"Holy fuck," Curran groaned as he emptied his balls into Queen's mouth. She kept sucking him, eager to get every last drop of his cum, making him wonder if she would even be able to swallow it all.

		But he need not have worried. Queen took every drop of his seed and then some. She swallowed it down and then licked her lips, enjoying the taste of him. It was sweet and salty all at the same time and she was addicted to it. Just like that, cum had become her favorite food, a treat she would always want to indulge in.

		Afterward, once Curran had recovered and the three bimbo contestants had all complimented each other on their performances, it was time to make his announcement. As if there was even a question about who had won, who would become the new lead singer of the Bimbomaniacs.

		"Congratulations, Queen. You're in the band."

		All three bimbos squealed with joy as they clapped their hands and bounced up and down on their high heels. Rikki remained a little unsteady, but they were all just so happy to be there, to have competed, and for one of them to be selected. There was no animosity between them. That was not a bimbo reaction. There was only joy and happiness.

		"Thank you, sir," Queen said.

		"Go join your band mates," Curran said. "Practice starts in half an hour. I want you ready. The sooner we can record this album, the better, because I need you all making me money."

		And just like that, it was all decided. Contracts would be signed. Songs would be recorded, with the help of Vivi and Rikki as backup singers. Music videos would be filmed. And then the tours would begin. And nothing could stop them.
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		The Bimbomaniacs were an instant hit. The quartet of Ami, Treasure, Cookie, and now Queen had instant chemistry. It was something most manufactured bands lacked. But it made them unique and music listeners could tell. The chemistry came through in the music. And when the first tour finally started after months of preparation, the audiences could sense.

		It was not just success in the form of money though. The Bimbomaniacs were something special, able to sell out any place they were scheduled to play. Before the end of the tour, they were playing to sold out stadiums, in front of thousands of adoring fans.

		Women wanted to be them. Men wanted to fuck them. And it seemed like everyone believed both of those things were possible.

		But the best part for Curran, once he had come to realize just what he had created, was the sex. He had four willing bimbos at his beck and call when they were not practicing or performing. The sexy women even slept together, saving money on hotel rooms and the like, assuming they were not spending the night with one of the male crew members who traveled with them.

		It was Curran who they responded to best, though. Curran was their boss, the one who had made them famous and who would provide them with their music and lyrics to perform. If he wanted to fuck one of them, it was expected and none of them would ever say no. It was not just that they were willing. They looked forward to every moment they got to spend with Curran and his cock.

		"Oh fuck," Queen moaned after her first concert. Curran had joined them on the opening leg of the tour, making sure everything and everyone was on point. But if he was honest with himself, it was the continued opportunity to fuck his favorite bimbo that made him want to be there. "Yes, fuck me. Fuck me harder. Pound my pussy."

		"Fuck, you're hot," Curran groaned as he grabbed Queen's hips, holding her in place as he fucked her from behind. Her substantial bubble butt looked perfect from behind as he used her body. Her perfect ass jiggled as he smacked into her with each thrust. "You're gonna be famous for fucking, you know that? You're gonna be famous for fucking."

		"I know," Queen moaned, pushing back against Curran, wanting every inch of his cock. She knew that once her music career was over, she was probably going to end up doing porn or even just making him money by fucking guys who paid enough. And while the old Queen might have disliked such a life, the bimbo Queen was of a different mind. Sex was what she craved. The singing and dancing was just a way to make men hard and want to fuck her. And even when she eventually retired from music, she could still use those skills to make men hard.

		Curran pulled out and flipped Queen onto her back. She looked up at him with lust-laden eyes. Her platinum blonde hair was a mess on the bed beneath her, but she did not care. Her hands reached up and cupped her tits, pushing them together and rubbing her hard and sensitive nipples as Curran pushed his cock back into her pussy.

		"Oh, yes," Queen moaned, looking up at Curran with adoration. "Fuck my pussy."

		Curran continued fucking Queen, his cock moving in and out of her. It was like magic, her pussy was so wet and ready for him. When he was inside of her, her muscles massaged his shaft. He could simply put himself inside of her and she would eventually get him off. But it was so much more fun to actually fuck her, to pound her like a porn star, because he knew they would both enjoy it.

		"Cum for me," Curran said as he fucked Queen harder. "Cum for me."

		Queen kept pushing her tits together, squeezing her nipples, but it was not enough to make her cum. She had to wait. Her body was primed for it, but there was one ingredient missing. Queen needed Curran to cum, too. She needed his orgasm to trigger her own.

		Queen had no idea why that was the case. She had no idea it came from her conditioning when she was first turned into a bimbo alongside Vivi and Rikki. But now there was only one way for her to cum and that was when a man came first. It was a trigger that finally allowed her to go over the edge.

		"Keep fucking me," Queen begged. "Cum in my pussy. I want it. I need it. Just fucking cum already."

		"You want it, baby?" Curran asked as he pounded his cock into her pussy. "You want it in your pussy?"

		"Yes, oh yes," Queen moaned. She was desperate, close to begging. And she would beg if it came to it. She would go crazy without cumming. She had already lost it once when she was alone in her room before Curran could get there. But that was a fluke, when Queen had worked herself into such a frenzy as she expected Curran to arrive, but he was held up in a traffic jam that kept him away from her for over an hour. That was not a problem now.

		"You want my cum?" Curran asked.

		"Yes, oh yes. Please."

		"Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Fuck," Curran grunted as he pounded into Queen's pussy, feeling his balls tighten up, his cum boiling in him, ready to unleash inside of the woman beneath him. And with his impending orgasm came Queen's.

		"Oh fuck. Oh yes. Oh yes, yes, yes," Queen screamed as her orgasm overtook her, making her pussy clench around Curran's surging cock. As his orgasm sent ropes of hot, white cum into her pussy, Queen's eyes rolled up into the back of her head as the pleasure inundated her like a tsunami.

		The cascade of orgasmic ecstasy was more than she could handle. Queen's bimbo mind was unable to cope under the onslaught, virtually shutting down all but the most important functions. That left her spasming beneath Curran as she screamed out in pleasure, unable to control herself.

		But when it was over, when Queen had recovered enough to clean Curran's cock with her tongue, she reflected on what had happened. She loved her bimbo life. She worked with an awesome group of women, making sexy music that fans adored. And she got to fuck Curran and other men, keeping her constantly horny and in need of relief, a self perpetuating cycle. But it all came down to one simple thing. Queen was happy. As a bimbo, she could be little else.

		And when Queen got to see Vivi and Rikki, she knew they felt the same way. All three of them loved their lives. It was simple. They got to be sexy and sing. There was nothing more that they could want, beyond a steady supply of cocks. They were all maniacs, loving their bimbo lives and living for cock. Queen was pretty sure the rest of her band agreed, too. Being a bimbo really was the best.
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