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Klara Klotz is one of the top spies in her military. One night her superiors summon her to a secret meeting. The infamous Colonel Bull has popped up on their radar again. Rumor has it that bull is creating a harem full of hot bimbo sex slaves, the likes of which have never been seen. It’s up to Klara to try and stop Bull, before he uses his hypnotic power against her own soldiers.

There’s not a chance that Klara will fall victim to his mysterious spell. She knows all about Bull and his dark past. His special serum can transform any woman into a willing, faithful and loyal servant. She’s seen the effects herself, and seen how he can make any woman obey without question.

Klara enlists on a top secret mission to stop Bull, but she soon realizes the raw power of the strapping alpha male. Droves of cream soaked servants writhe about Bull’s ranch, and now his targets are set on dominating Klara.
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“Come in and close the door behind you Klotz.”

Klara stepped into the dark office and stood before the faceless panel of her superiors.

“Take a seat.”

“I’d rather stand.” Klara said coolly.

“Fair enough.” The gruff voice knew better than argue with Klara Klotz.

“Let’s get down to business Klotz. We’ve got a new mission for you. It involves Colonel Dr. John Bull.”

“Bull?” Klotz couldn’t help but laugh. “What has that crazy bastard been up to now?”

A projector shoots an image onto the wall in front of Klara. A picture of Bull at his old army base, infamously nicknamed Bimbo Camp. Another slide popped up, this time a candid photo of the base at night, from afar. Bull was in the picture, in a hot tub with several of his bimbo creations, cigar between his teeth. She knew the picture well, because she was the one who had taken it.

“We don’t know. But word on the grapevine, is that Bull is back up to his old tricks.”

“You mean…?”

“Yes. He’s turning women into Bimbo’s again.”

Klara felt a cold pit open in her stomach. Bull was a certified mad man, hell bent on living in a world where he was the unquestioned ruler of women. The thought made her sick. She would never bow to a man like that.

“He’s supposed to have a new serum. And this one is even more effective than the last.”

“As he used it on our people yet?”

“No. Just his own so far. But the serum is potent and highly effective. Bull could weaponize and use it against us at any moment, that’s why we need to strike fast.”

Klara swallowed at something in her throat. The thought that Bull would use something like this, even in a time of war, it made her feel sick, and it made her feel scared too.

“We picked up correspondence from the enemy, it looks like their higher ups have taken notice too. They sent General Suzanne Squash to put a stop to things.”

“And?” Klara had high hopes. Even though Squash was a General for the enemy army, she was a great soldier.

“They haven’t heard from her in weeks. They haven’t heard anything from Bull or his entire base for that matter. The whole damn place has gone dark.”

Shivers danced down Klara’s spine. If that was true, she dread to think what Bull’s camp would look like. She had come this close last time to stopping the bastard herself, before Squash stepped in at the last minute and shut him down.

If even Squash had failed this time, things must been infinitely worse. Bull might actually be dangerous this time.

“So let me guess?” Klara laughed coldly. “You want me to go in there and sort this mess out?”

“You guessed right Klotz. You’re the best we’ve got.”

Klara shook her head. She might have been the best military spy on the planet for all it mattered, but what sense was there sending a female spy?

“Why me?” Klara shook her head, still trying to understand. “Bull only develops chemical agents that transform and effect women. Why not send one of the countless male spies we have.”

“We’ve already tried that.”

Silence peaks.

“And?”

“The men didn’t come back. We think Bull must have trained his Bimbo soldiers to seduce the men. Whatever happened, it’s not working.”

“So Klotz, what do you say? Are you woman enough to face this?”

Klara felt her throat tighten in angst. Normally she was hard as steel, unshaken in the face of adversity, but something felt different about this mission. Something about it didn’t feel right to her at all. It worried her greatly that Squash might have fallen victim to Bull. She might have been the enemy, but Klotz knew Squash to be a tremendous soldier. If she couldn’t handle Bull, and her fellow male spies couldn’t, what did that spell out for Klara?

Klara knew it didn’t matter. There was no point even debating it in her mind. She’d never said no to a mission yet, and even if she had, she knew it wouldn’t make a difference. No one else knew Bull like she did. They would send her either way, she didn’t have a choice. She was part of a top secret squadron of military spies that technically didn’t exist. She was the best of the best of the best. If she couldn’t take Bull down, then no one could. It’s not like her bastard superiors would take no for an answer anyway.

“When do we ship out?”

“We’ve already packed your things for you. The hummer’s waiting outside. Get out an go soldier.”

Klara clenched her teeth and shook her head. Fucking bastards.

*

One hummer, one private plane, and one airdrop later, Klara was falling into the cold dark night. As Klara tumbled through the air, she kept eyes fixed on the twinkling lights of Bull’s base below her. She pulled the cord of her parachute, slowing herself into a controlled fall, gliding the rest of the way to the ground, until she was on the outer perimeter of the base.

She had landed on a hill that overlooked the base. She lay down flat on the ground and pulled out her binoculars. The base looked quiet, which was rather normal for this time of night, but Klara new the things behind those walls were far from normal. Interestingly enough, there were no signs of soldiers anywhere on the base. Which was definitely unusual. Even if it was late, there should be eyes on the towers, keeping watch. Klara slid down the hill slowly, quietly working through the bush, crawling across the ground in silence until she reached the outer gates. She climbed over the gates with relative ease, landing inside silently.

“Alright Bull.” Klara whispered to herself. “Where the fuck are you?”

Klara stalked through the shadows of the camp, a little perturbed by the complete lack of anything. She had expected to come across at least one or two soldiers by now, even if they had been Bimbofied. It wasn’t like Bull to be this lax with security, not even with a platoon full of hypnotized and brainless Bimbos.

She moved from tent to tent, gliding through the night like a silent panther. She knew that Bull’s tent was up ahead, from the operational Intel that had been handed to her by her superiors. There was something nagging Klara in the back of her mind, something telling her to get how of there as fast as possible. She hoped that she wasn’t stumbling across some Jonestown situation. She didn’t know if Bull had the guts to orchestrate a mass suicide, she certainly didn’t want to be the person to discover something like that.

Get out of here! A voice whispered in her head. Get out while you can!

She didn’t get out however, she kept on pressing forward, getting closer to Bull’s tent until she was practically pressed up against the windows. The only lights on the base where coming from the windows of Bull’s tent. As Klara stood up to get a better look inside, her mouth fell wide open.

“The sick bastard…”

Inside Klara could see a sprawling mountain of flesh. Dozens of nude women all lay in a giant pile together, writhing about and moving together in some swirling alien orgy.

“What the fuck is this!” Klara gasped to herself out loud. She was beside herself, forgetting she was on a secret mission. She looked closer at the writhing piled of bodies, and noticed that none on the woman look pained. In fact they all bore expressions on their faces that indicated the opposite. Whatever was going on in there, it was some strange neolithic orgy. A last days of Rome type of affair. A complete indulgence of cardinal sin without restriction or hesitation.

That was when she noticed the tubes, and the plastic cups attached to the women’s breasts. The tubes were drawing a strange white liquid from the breasts of some women in the pile. Klara watched, transfixed, tracing the liquid along the tubes as it moved along slowly, all flowing back to one central point, a tall glass cylinder at the center of the pile, with hundreds of plastic tubes snaking out of it like some synthetic octopus. Whatever Bull had set up here, he’d put some serious thought into it. Still, there was no sign of Bull. Klara would have to get in there, she would have to take a closer look.

“Going somewhere so soon?” Klara froze as she felt a heavy set of hands fall onto her shoulders, squeezing her tight. The hands turned her around slowly and she looked up at the face of the man towering above her, illuminated from below like some twisted spectacle.

Colonel Bull.

“B-Bull!” Klara stammered, and for the first time in her life she felt fear flood her body. Whatever was going on here, she was in over her head. She had to get out of here, she had to get out before he changed her too. But part of her knew that it was already too late.

“You’ve been sneaking around on my base again Klotz. That’s very naughty. That’s very rude.”

Klara had nothing to say, words failed her completely. She realized for the first time just how much bigger Bull was than her, his six foot five frame, towering above hers.

“Our armies might be at war with each other Klara, but don’t you think you should have an invite first before you sneak onto someone else’s property?”

“I-I-I’ll go.”

Klara shifted her weight in his grasp, trying to squirm free, but Bull only squeezed his hands harder.

“Oh no.” Bull laughed darkly. “You’re not going anywhere Klotz. Now that you’re here, I’m going to involve you in my experiments. I’ve got a new toy that I’d like to try out. And I’m going to use it on you.”

“No!” Klara squirmed out of his grasp, swinging a fist at his face. Bull caught the strike as if it were nothing, twisting Klara’s hand backward. “Stop!” She cried out in pain.

“I can see you’re not going to cooperate.” Bull’s deep voice growled. “So let’s make this easier for the two of us.”

Bull held his hand in front of his face, holding a dark black cylinder. Klara barely got a chance to look at the cylinder, before it started spraying thick white smoke in her face.

“No!” She cried. “Stop!, let me go! I won’t tell!” Her words begun to slur, and she became overtly aware of every muscle in her body feeling incredibly heavy. She tried to keep her eyes open, she couldn’t let him take her, she couldn’t let him win. He was going to turn her. He was going to transform her into one of those things. She had to keep her wits about her, she had to stay awake…

Klara let her eyes shut for a moment and then she felt her legs begin to give out underneath her. Before she could fall to the ground, a set of large muscular hands wrapped around her petite body, scooping her from off the floor. Klara focused all her energy on opening her eyes, and looked up to see that she was being carried through the dark of the cold night.

“Wh-ere are you taki…me?” She slurred.

“Shh.” Bull soothed. “You’ll see very soon. It will all make sense in a couple of minutes.”

Klara’s eyes closed once more and she felt the last strength leave her body. She fell into a deep sleep, while Bull carried her into the night, toward her uncertain future.

*

Klara woke up, naked and strapped to a table. Bull was standing over her, wearing a white lab coat, with a surgeons mask over his face.

“What the hell are you doing?!” Klara’s voice echoed into the dark room. The only light in the room came from a bright white spotlight overhead. “What are you going to do to me?!

“Klara, Klara, Klara.” Bull laughed while walking up the side of the table. He stroked a solitary finger against her nude skin as he did so. Klara  struggled on the table top, trying to break free, but it was no good, he’d made sure to fasten the restraints tight. “You’re such a fucking thorn in my side. You know that? You and all the rest. Constantly coming here to check up on me. Constantly trying to interfere with my business.”

He squeezed her breasts in his hand, bent over and sucked her nipple into his mouth briefly.

“Well you’ll see soon. And you’ll understand. They’ll all understand soon. I’ve built quite the army for myself here. You saw them in my tent before, being milked. I have to milk them once a day or they get rather upset. Oh I do love my herd, and I know that you’d love to be part of my herd too.”

“No!” Klara struggled in the restraints once more, and the sound of metal clattered through the dark chamber.

“Well I won’t be adding you to my herd Klara. As much as I want to. No. I’m going to use you for a different purpose instead. I’m going to turn you into my Bimbo spy.”

“I’ll never work for you, scum!” Klara attempted to spit at him, but fell short, simply covering her own tit in saliva.

“I thought you might say that.” Bull laughed. “Just wait until my serum is inside you.”

“Don’t you dare drug me asshole! I’ll fucking kill you!”

Bull just laughed. He turned around, and a moment later he was facing Klara with a gas mask over his face. He held a small pink cylinder up to Klara’s eye line.

“This is my new Bimbo Serum. It’s rather remarkable in the way it works. It’s infused with nanobots. So I can turn it’s effects on and off instantly. That way, when you go back to the enemy, you’ll be regular Klara. And you won’t have any idea that you’re a spy. It’s perfect.”

“No!” Klara struggled harder than ever. “No! No! Let me go!”

“Good night Klara.” Bull squeezed his finger into the top of the cylinder, and a fine pink mist sprayed forward through the air, infiltrating Klara’s nose and mouth. She tried to hold her breath, she tried to turn away and stop herself from inhaling the strange drug, but it was no good. She could taste the serum instantly, she could taste the delicious scent of honey, almond and cinnamon.

Bull sprayed it again, and again, but Klara didn’t turn away this time. Instead she found herself leaning toward the mist, trying to inhale more of the strange substance. Whatever Bull had put in that bottle, it was thoroughly intoxicating, and it filled Klara’s body with a mind bending warmth.

“That’s it.” Bull laughed while spraying the bottle into Klara’s face. “Drink it up. Drink it all up.”

The last of the mist dissipated, and for the first time in her life, Klara felt as if she was at peace.

“What…what are we doing? Who are you?”

A dark smile spread across Bull’s face. He reached into his pocket and pulled a phone out.

“I’m John Bull. You’re Klara Klotz. You’re a spy for the enemy, but you’re also now my bimbo spy. And you’re under my control. I can control every part of you.”

“Really?” Klara bit her lip in anticipation at the idea. There was some part about being fully under Bull’s control that turned her on like nothing else.

“Yes. Watch this.” Bull held his phone up to her face. Klara could see a diagram of a female body on the screen. Bull tapped his finger on the breasts several times. Instantly, as if Bull was controlling the size of Klara’s breasts, her own tits inflated to four times their normal size.

Klara stared down at her new breasts in amazement, becoming turned on a the sight of her new body. “That’s amazing!” Klara mused.

“That’s not all.”

Bull went through the rest of the features with Klara, sculpting and morphing her body into a perfect Bimbo mannequin. After he was done, he released Klara from her restraints and helped her to her feet.

“Take a look in the mirror.” Bull gestured to a mirror behind here. “See what you think for yourself.”

Klara approached the mirror cautiously, fully seeing her body for the first time now. Whatever Bull had done to her, he was a genius. He had sculpted her into raw Bimbo perfection. She rubbed her hands over her new body, twisting her swollen nipples and drawing a finger up the wet slit of her cunt.

“Now… bend over.” Bull growled. Klara did as he said instantly, spreading her bubble butt wide open for him, so he could see her fat pink pussy. Klara heard Bull unzipping his pants from behind and then she felt the fat head of his hard cock pushing between her wet folds.

“Yes!” Klara mewed in pleasure. “Yes master!” She brought her hands to her tits and squeezed at herself greedily as Bull pushed his solid shaft into her tight cunt, sinking himself inside of her completely. Once he was all the way in, Bull drew his cock out of her again and slammed it back.

He picked up a hard and fast rhythm, almost screwing Klara as if this were some kind of hate fuck, but she couldn’t figure out why Bull would ever hate her. She had never given him reason to. She had always been his loyal servant, nothing more.

By the time he was ready to release himself inside of her, Klara’s moans echoed across the dark chamber. She came long and hard as his cock erupted molten fire into her tight cunt, and when they were done she fell to the ground, trying to catch the breath that had left her.

Bull zipped his trousers closed, while helping Klara off the floor.

“You’re such a good little servant.” Bull said darkly, handing Klara her clothes. Bull watched as Klara dressed herself. Klara thought it odd that her clothes were so tight, but she didn’t question it.

“And to think, just hours ago you swore you would never obey a word I said.”

“Master?”

“Oh, you don’t remember? Here. Let me show you.”

Bull reached into his pocket again, pulling out his phone. He held the screen up to Klara and tapped a button that said ‘Reset’.

Within a second, Klara’s body transformed back to it’s plain and usual self. The fog lifted from her mind and she shook her head, slowly coming back into the room.

“Bull? What the heck is going on here? Where are we? What are we doing here?!” Klara looked around the room panicked, with no memory of how she got there.

Bull simply laughed in response. “Never mind Klara. I was simply showing you the way out. You stumbled across my base somehow by mistake. You haven’t seen anything on interest, and you’re going to return to your superiors to report that.”

“I am?” Klara struggled hard to remember what had happened. But she couldn’t place anything from the last few hours. The last thing she remembered was falling from the plane. Now she was here.

“Yes. You are.”

“Okay…” Bull guided Klara out of his base. “I’ll have one of my men escort you back to the nearest airport, you can call for a plane after that.”

“Okay.” Klara nodded, still confused as to why Bull was letting her go in the first place. She wasn’t going to question it though. She wanted to get out of there. She walked to the hummer, slightly aware of a damp feeling between her legs, but she didn’t question it, she carried on walking, and got in the hummer without looking back at Bull.

*

The hummer took Klara away. Bull turned from the dark night, back to his base, laughing to himself. He could tell that Klara had no idea what had just happened, he could tell that she didn’t understand. He slipped his phone back into pocket, patting it through his trousers happily.

Klara was part of his herd now, whether she realized it or not. Bull controlled everything that she did, and with the flick of a button, he could turn her back into his Bimbo slave anytime he desired.

To Be Continued
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