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Burstin Bimbos: Operation Hucow

By

Lara Lock


It’s just another regular day for Becky at the military camp, until Dr. Colonel Bull comes into her tent with a strange box. The Colonel has a new invention that he wants Becky to test out, but she can’t tell anyone. It’s a complete secret.

As soon as he leaves, Becky opens up the strange box and is hit by a mysterious cloud of gas. Her body starts to transform instantly, and before she can stop it, she’s inflating out of control. Parts of her have swollen to incredible sizes, and her body is releasing a sweet and intoxicating cream.

Whatever the mysterious chemical has done, she’s now aching to be milked. She’s swollen, leaking, and in desperate need of release. Lucky for Becky, the Colonel put some toys in the box to help her relieve herself. She gets to work on pumping out her frustration straight away and soon, she’s covered and dripping in delicious creamy fun.

The Colonel has an insatiable thirst for milk. If things go right with Becky, he might just have to start a whole herd…


“Sergeant?” Colonel John Bull poked his head through the door of my tent, prompting me to stand up from my desk. I raised my hand in salute, turning to face Colonel Bull.

“At ease Becky.” Bull said. “May I enter?”

“Yes sir.” I said, dropping my hand. Bull entered my tent holding a large cardboard box, on the sides of which were written ‘top secret’.

He placed the box down on the side and then looked me up and down. I’m only a small girl, which doesn’t help, especially as I’m in the military. I’m small and rakish enough to get away with looking like a man though, so that’s good. It takes a lot of attention off me. Bull’s eyes traced over my body, and I almost got the sense that he was disappointed. I don’t have curves, I don’t have tits. I’m petite and there’s nothing to me. If I was a guy checking me out, I’d be disappointed too.

“I’ve got an assignment for you Becky.” Colonel said, motioning at the box. “We’re testing a new piece of highly advanced military tech. Inside this box there is an agent that will have a short transformative effect on you. I want you to open this box and-”

I went to open the box and Colonel grabbed me by the wrist.

“No! Stop. Let me get out of here first. Jesus.” Colonel laughed to himself and then let go of my wrist. “Open the box and it should take effect immediately. After that I want you to write down anything important. I’ll be back later today to see how you’re getting on. There are devices in the box, should you need them. Is that clear?”

“Sir yes sir!”

“Any questions?”

“What is the purpose of this task sir?”

“As you know, there are more women in the military now more than ever. This scientific device has been designed to try and curtail those numbers, potentially weakening enemy forces.”

“Should I copy my notes after the experiment and send them to the military lab too?”

“No!” Panic spread over Colonel’s face and for a moment, the normally stoic looking man, looked rather unsettled. “I mean…no. Military lab aren’t involved on this. This is just a private project between me and you. You’re the alpha test Becky. I want to see how you get on first. I’ve been developing this secretly in my own time. Good luck!”

I saluted the Colonel and he walked out of my tent, zipping my door shut behind him. Colonel Bull or Dr. John Bull as he is known to some, is one of the leading medicinal chemists within the military. His work has led to the development of many new and bizarre chemicals that have adverse effects on the human body. He got reassigned to our group a few months ago. There were rumors about is reassignment. Apparently he ran experiments on his last group, he developed something called ‘Bimbo Gas’. I didn’t know the full specifics, but he frequently requested teams that had only female members. It was rumored that the gas did something to the women.

I know that it’s all lies of course, probably just propaganda spread by the enemy to deter faith. Still, it’s weird that Colonel Bull asked me to do this experiment in secret. Usually Military Lab would be involved with stuff like this.

I opened the box and instantly a cloud of white gas spread from inside it, blowing into my face. The gas felt warm and somewhat pleasant, and also smelled like honey. It took me by surprise, forcing me to take a couple of steps back.

“What the fuck!”

I shook myself off and walked back to the box, looking inside. Inside there was a note from the Colonel, a sort of suction looking device and a notepad. There were also a dozen empty bottles. I picked the note up and read it.

Becky,

By now you will have been hit by the LactaGas. The wonderful chemical will now be coursing it’s way through your veins and will start to take effect almost immediately. There may be some side effects, and you may notice that your small tits start to grow. If you need to relieve yourself I have included another one of my inventions, the Breast Pump 3000. Use it as your own discretion. Please don’t waste any of the milk.

Colonel.

Call me an idiot, but notes are usually meant to explain things, not raise more questions. Small tits? Grow? What the heck is he talking about? I’m not the sharpest spoon in the barrel, but I’m pretty sure it’s not okay for a superior to be talking about my tiny tits in official correspondence. No matter how small they -

Then, a button on my camo top popped off, putting a stop to my thoughts. The button whizzed across my tent, pinging against a metal shelf. I grab the notepad and start writing.

[08:00]

My tits are fucking growing! I have no idea what is going on but I love it. After being a double A cup all my life, this girl is more than ready to finally get some fucking jugs. My camo top is getting smaller, or my breasts are getting bigger. I look down at myself in amazement as they continue to grow. Then another button pops, then another and another. Before I can realize what’s happening my tiny tits are tiny no longer, they’re at least a D cup now, and they’re still growing. I struggle with the last couple of buttons on my top, if I don’t hurry and get this thing off me soon, I’m going to burst out of it altogether.

I rip my camo top off and look at myself in the mirror. My breasts have gotten huge! Whereas before they were like small mosquito bites, I now have two certified perky fun bags on my chest. I unclasp my bra and throw it to the ground fast as the strap was starting to dig into my back. I stand there topless in my tent, with my tits hanging free, amazed as they still continue to grow. Not only do my breasts get bigger, my nipples get bigger too, and they get hard, real hard. Like, they could cut diamonds, hard.

After a couple of minutes, it feels as if my breasts have finally stopped growing. I cup my new tits in my hands, lifting them and feeling the heft of them. There’s so much weight in my new titties, it’s certainly going to take some getting used to. It feels so good to have them in my hands though. I run my fingers over my pebbled nipples, twisting the sensitive skin between my finger and my thumb.

The action sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. My small tits never used to be very sensitive, but it seems that they’ve gotten a lot more responsive now, and boy does it feel good. I bite my bottom lip, close my eyes and let my head fall back while I massage both my nipples with my fingers. It feels incredibly good, and it’s turning me on too. I squeeze my legs together, overtly aware of just how damp my panties are.

That’s when I realize that my fingers feel warm and wet. I open my eyes and look down at my hands in curiosity. That’s when I see it. My fingers are covered in little dribbles of …that can’t be right. There’s no way it’s possible.

The white filmy liquid coats the tips of my fingers, where I have been playing with my nipples. It almost looks like milk, but that can’t be right. I’m not pregnant so there’s no way…

I smell the substance and it does smell like a sweet milk. It’s an unusual scent, one that’s hard to describe, but I’d almost describe it as a mix between milk and honey. I put my fingers in my mouth and suck at the liquid. It’s delicious!

I can certainly see why Colonel wouldn’t want a drop to go to waste now. But how can I make sure that I don’t waste any more? I look through the objects that Colonel left for me in the box. There’s some sort of weird milking machine and there are large glasses too. I’m probably just being stupid, there’s no point in using any of this stuff. I’m not a cow for god sake.

[10:00]

I decided to try and get on with some other work for a little bit. I had some administrative reports that I had to write up, and I spent an hour or so at my computer typing away. I couldn’t get back into any of my old bras or camo tops, so I had to make do with sitting at my computer topless. I don’t know how I’m going to cover myself back up by the time that Colonel gets here. My tits are so fucking huge now, each one is easily double the size of my head. They look absolutely fantastic though, just looking down at them is enough to get me turned on.

I have loads of work to do though, so I try to keep myself focused. But it’s getting harder by the minute. As time goes by I become more and more aware of my breasts. Not because they’ve grown anymore (If they did I might end up running out of room in my tent) but because they seem to be growing more sensitive and more painful by the minute.

It’s almost like there’s a huge pressure building up behind my nipples, begging to be released. The pain started as a dull ache at first, and was mildly distracting. Then the dull ache become a bit more intense, and developed into a constant throbbing. Now the ache is starting to feel more like a sharp pain, and my tits are throbbing every couple of seconds.

I tear myself away from my keyboard and look down at my tits in frustration. My nipples are so large and swollen, they look like firecrackers ready to explode. At the tip of each nipple I can see a little bud of white milk, just begging to be released. I put both of my hands under my right breast and pull it up toward me. My breasts had always been so small before this that I’d never actually been able to suck my own nipples. It had only just occurred to me that this might now be possible.

Even though I’m completely alone in my tent, I look around as if to make sure that no one is watching. It feels stupid, but I’d be embarrassed if someone saw me sucking my own tits.

I stick my nipple into my mouth and squeeze down on the fleshy bud with my teeth gently. I roll my tongue over the puffy mound. Oh my fucking god. Warmth spreads throughout my body. It feels so good. I hold my tits against my mouth while I begin to suck at my nipple. To my surprise milk starts to flow out of it, into my mouth.

My milk tastes even better before. At first it just comes out with a trickle, but then it really starts flowing. I hold my tit in my mouth with one hand, while I slip my other hand down my camo pants and start rubbing my throbbing pussy.

I suck at my nipple greedily, drinking down mouthfuls of the milk. My lips slurp, my throat swallows, and my fingers schlick against my pussy. The mounting pressure that was building up in my tit feels as if it’s starting to unwind a little, the more milk I release from my tit, the better it feels. I spread my legs wide on the chair and dig my fingers deeper into my tiny cunt, grinding my hips against my hand while I suck my fat and swollen titty.

A moan escapes my lips, and milk continues to pour out, spilling onto my body, running down my tits, covering my skin in milk.

My trousers are starting to feel uncomfortable, and I have to keep shifting in the chair. It’s only after a minute or so that I realize my camo pants are shrinking too, just like my top did!

I stand up immediately, stripping out of my camo trousers and panties. I pull my panties off just in the nick of time. I look at my naked in body and stare at myself in amazement. My formerly flat and skinny ass has blown up to a certified bubble butt. Not only that but my hips and thighs have blown up too. I’m looking thick and juicy.

I’m so distracted by looking at my curvaceous milk covered body that I hardly realize that my right tit is still spraying a fine jet of milk all over my tent.

Shit! The Colonel told me I’m not supposed to waste a drop, and I’m standing here covered in the stuff, while cramming my fingers into my pussy!

I’m going to have to start bottling it somehow.

[12:00]

I’ve somewhat managed to put my attention back on the administrative reports. As I write this as I’m sitting at my computer, typing away at my keyboard. It’s a little harder to reach the keys than it was before, as my breasts are so huge now. I grabbed the milking machine out of the box and decided to put it to the test. The machine itself is actually quite simple. There are two cups, which I have attached to both my nipples. At the end of both cups there are clear plastic tubes, which run into a small box which is the pumping device. From the pumping device there’s another plastic cable, to feed into whatever object you’re using to keep your milk bottled.

So I’m sitting here typing away, while the machine buzzes in the background quietly. I’ve grabbed three of the dozen glass bottles that the Colonel included in his box. The bottles are quite big, and I estimate they hold a liter each easily. There’s a metal top on each of the bottles that screws on or off.

The cups didn’t attach to my breasts at first, and that was when I realized that there had to be some suction for the cups to create a seal. I held one of the cups against my left tit, switched the pump on and it started whirring. A moment later my milk started traveling down the tube. Just the sight alone got me turned on. I’ve resigned myself to working naked for the rest of the day because none of my clothes fit anymore. Being naked feels exhilarating, and all I want more than anything is to cum. I want to cum so bad. I have to do my work though. I have to be a good solider and a good specimen. I can’t let a drop go to waste.

I nearly waste a lot when the machine is first connected, because I don’t have the other end of the tube in a bottle. It starts spilling out the end before I realize, so I shove the tube in my mouth and drink the liquid happily while I take a top off one of the bottles. I set the bottle onto the desk beside me, move the tube from my mouth to the bottle quickly and let the pump start filling the bottle up.

Yes, I know, I probably could have turned the pump off, but honestly it feels so good when it’s turned on, I don’t want to turn it off at all. The cups suck at my tits like thirsty dogs, and it feels so fucking good, it’s almost like I’m in a constant state of ecstasy.

Within a matter of ten minutes, the first glass bottle is filled almost all the way to the top, so I take the tube out and put it into the next empty bottle. I screw the first bottle closed and swill the white milk around the glass container, marveling at my work. The next bottle fills up just as quick, if not even more so. I carry on trying to do my work while the machine pumps away in the background. For a while I manage to distract myself and get some stuff done. The pumping of the machine feels a little hypnotic. It also takes away the painful pressure that was building up behind my tits, so I don’t have to think about that either.

I look down at the damp spot on the wooden chair where my pussy juices have been running freely. I will have to do something about that soon.

[15:00]

I have officially run out of bottles. And I have officially lost the ability to focus on my work. The milk is still continuing to come out of my tits, and it shows no sign of stopping. I took the pump off for a minute, to see if I could ‘hold off’ for a while and stop milking myself, it felt so painful after just a few seconds however, I had to reattach the cups. So I’m sitting by the sink in my bathroom now, and I have the plug in the sink. I’m slowly filling up the sink, but luckily it’s rather large. I have no idea when Colonel Bull is going to come back, but I’m rather afraid that I’m going to run out of space soon. About half an hour later I’m almost halfway up the sink. My eyes track over to the last place in my quarters where I can store milk.

The bath.

[15:45]

Okay so the sink is officially full. The dozen bottles that the Colonel gave me are officially full. I have now put the plug in my bath and climbed into it. I’m wearing the cups like a bra, and the pump is slowly pouring my milk into the tub, filling it up around me. There’s no way I can do my work anymore. So I decide to have a little fun.

I spread my legs open and rub my fingers against my throbbing wet pussy. My whole body is aching and trembling in need for an orgasm. I slip my middle finger into my wet slit and finger myself, while I rub my palm against my clit. It feels so good. I’m so wet with need, it’s like I’m almost covered in oil. I’m also covered in my milk too. The milk is still pumping out, filling up the tub slowly. It’s only a few centimeters deep at the moment.

My pussy is longing to be filled with something, begging to be fucked. That’s when I get the idea.

I pick up the end of the tube which is spitting out my milk. I hold the tube over my tits, covering myself in my milk. I rub my hand over my body, massaging my skin with my milk. It feels so good, it feels so warm. I hold the tube against my clit and my warm milk starts flowing over my bud.

I let out a large moan as the milky deposit trickles over my clit and into my cunt. I push the fingers of my other hand into my cunt and start building myself up to a much a needed release. Milk covers my wet folds, the cups of the pump continue to suck at my throbbing tits. My body spasms with ecstasy and delight. My ass lifts off the surface of the bath for a moment and then drops back down, splashing milk everywhere. I grab the tube and rub the smooth edge of the clear plastic tube up and down my wet slit, while warm milk continues to trickle out.

I take the tube and push it inside of myself slowly. My eyes open wide at the sensation of my warm milk rushing out of the tube and gushing into my tight cunt.

“Oh fuck!” I cry out loud while fucking myself with my milk tube. I push the tube in and out of my pussy fast while rubbing my clit with my hand. I cum hard, then I cum again, and again and again. I have no idea how long I’ve been in the bath now, but the milk has been pouring for ages, and the bath is now over half full. I carry on fucking myself with my milk, filling my swollen cunt with my milk until I cum, squeezing it all out as my walls clench down and then doing it all over again.

I push my mouth down into the milk and I drink long and deep, all the while slipping the tube in and out of my cunt. I pull the tube out of my pussy, I push the hard edge against my asshole and I rub it in small delicate circles that send sparks across my skin. I push the tube inside of myself and feel my warm milk fill my asshole with delicious warmth.

I writhe about in the tub, petting my pussy, splashing about in the milk, flicking my fingers across the fleshy bud of my clit while sliding the tube in and out of my ass. I cum again, and a torrent of orgasms ripple across my body for what feels like hours. I pull the tube out of my ass and push it into my mouth, slurping at the juices from my pussy and ass, along with the milk still pumping from my tits.

“Well solider.”

His voice startles me and my whole body flinches in the tub, sending milk splashing up the side and spilling onto the floor. I jerk upward, open my eyes and see him standing there. The Colonel.

“Colonel!” I cry out in surprise. “How long have you been standing there?!”

“Oh about…” Colonel looks down at his watch. “Thirty minutes or so. It looks like you’ve been having fun with your new toy.”

He motions at the cups on my nipples. I nod my head sheepishly. I feel no need to cover myself up. In fact I don’t really feel the need to cover myself at all. I want the Colonel to watch me, he’s the one that made me like this after all. I’m his. I sit up and slick my milk covered hair back off my face.

“I had to get in the bath Colonel. I’m sorry, I was running out of space. I filled the bottles, I filled the sink. This was the last option.”

“That’s okay. Looks like you’re running out of room though.” Colonel walks over to me and scoops his hand through the tub full of milk. He takes a palm full of milk, brings it to lips and drinks it down. His eyes light up at the taste. “Damn Becky. That tastes good. You’ve taken to the formula well. We’ll have to get you connected to some proper milking equipment immediately.”

I bite my lip at his words. That sounds fucking divine.

“This is great work Becky. It certainly gives me confidence to replicate this again with more or of our female soldiers.”

“More sir?”

“Well yeah!” Colonel looks at me if I’m stupid. “This has been such a success, I’d be mad not to do this at least at dozen more times. Are you telling me you wouldn’t like to have a herd full of cow girlfriends? You could all lie around, getting milked together!”

My eyes light up at the thought and an excited grin spreads across my face.

[19:00]

Colonel helped me climb out of the bath and we scooped up as much of my milk as possible. My tits did stop producing milk eventually, after a few hours. Colonel explained that the first time always produces a lot, but he hadn’t anticipated my body would react to the LactaGas so well. He said that after I go to sleep, my body will build up more milk and I will need milking again for a few hours everyday.

I didn’t get the administrative reports done, which is probably a testament to the effectiveness of the Colonel’s experiment. If something like this was used in a war zone, it would really affect female soldiers.

I’m most excited about being in a herd though. The colonel said this first experiment was such as success and that he wants to make at least another dozen hucows.

I’m getting wet just thinking about it.

To Be Continued


Burstin Bimbos 2: Hucow Brat

By

Lara Lock


Steffi hates that she has to sit around on the military base all day. There's nothing to do here but stare at hot military babes all day. Naturally, Steffi has to come up with some creative ways to keep her mind occupied. She's only here as it's summer, under the order of the man of the house, and the Colonel of the base, Dr. John Bull. But with nothing to do but stare at hot military babes, Steffi finds she's starting to find them quite attractive.

It's only when the Colonel sends Steffi on another pointless task to pick up a box from his mysterious warehouse, that she gets hit by some sort of weird chemical. At first, nothing seems to happen, but then Steffi's body starts transforming on it's own, and soon she is the proud owner of a voluptuous and curvaceous body.

Then the Colonel walks in on Steffi admiring her new body. It should be awkward, but it's anything but. Steffi's new body is great, but she's swollen, leaking and aching for some release. Maybe the Colonel and some of the hot girls on the base can help Steffi find some creamy relief in the downtime?


Steffi rolled her pink panties down and knelt on her bed. Her pussy was so wet with need, her fingers glided inside of her effortlessly.

She pulled up her tiny sports bra, freeing her small breasts. With one hand she massaged her tiny nipples, while working her clit with her other hand.

She had her picture on the wall, the picture of Sergeant Becky. She was pretty sure she was in love with her. Her sister said it was just a teenage crush, but Steffi knew it was the real thing. She drew all her focus to the small picture that she had stolen from her barracks, concentrating on Becky’s ridiculous breasts and gorgeous face. Becky hadn’t always looked like this, her body had changed out of the blue a few days ago. That’s when Steffi had started to take notice of Becky. Steffi couldn’t understand how Becky’s body had changed. Before that she was small and petite, just like Steffi was, but now Becky was thick and curvy. And those breasts. Her big juicy breasts were so hypnotic, all Steffi wanted to do was suck on them.

Steffi had never had lesbian thoughts before moving to the base, but there were hardly any men here and she was a horny eighteen year old girl at her sexual prime. So what could she do?

A small gasp escaped her lips and she clasped a hand to her mouth immediately. Her step-father was only in the next room over and she would die of embarrassment if he caught her. She pounded her wet slit with her fingers until her juices ran down her white thighs freely. Suddenly, she couldn’t take any more, and the orgasm ripped through her tiny body.

After she was done, Steffi pulled her panties and bra back on, and got ready for the day ahead. She didn’t like living on the military base. When her mother had first told her that she had to come and live here, Steffi threw a huge tantrum. She didn’t like her step-father, she barely knew the guy and living on a military base was boring. Being one of the only girls on a base surrounded by hunky military guys had sounded great at first, but as it turned out the base was actually full of women.

There was nothing for Steffi to do here, so she spent most of her days in her tent on the bed, playing with her tits and pussy. She’d secretly gone into the tent of Sergeant Becky the other day and stolen one of her new identity pictures. Ever since Becky’s body had changed, Steffi found herself absolutely mesmerized by the woman. Becky was a few years older than Steffi (as were most people on the facility) but that didn’t affect her sexual attraction to Becky in anyway. She had a couple more weeks until she could leave and go back to school, and during that time she was determined to be the biggest brat possible, winding her step father up as much as she possibly could.

Steffi left her tent and walked through the connecting room to her step-father’s tent. She knocked on his door.

“Come in.”

Steffi walked through the door, and was met instantly by the sight of her step-father, Dr. John Bull, doing push ups on the floor with out his shirt.

“Oh for god sake John.” Steffi turned away from her step father, as if the sight of him without a shirt on made her disgusted. In truth Steffi was constantly stunned at how remarkable John looked without his shirt on. The man was six foot tall and easily two hundred pounds of solid muscle. Just looking at him produced a strange tingling sensation between her legs. She ignored the sensation though and turned back to face him.

“What do you want Steffi?” John stood up, towering over Steffi like a muscled brute.

“You asked me to come in here. Remember? You said you had some stupid job or something for me to do.”

Her step father was always giving her stupid chores to do and Steffi detested it. She just wish the man would leave her alone.

“Ah right. Yeah, sorry, I’ve been a little side tracked actually. I need you to go to my personal storehouse on the other side of the base and pick up a box for me. Bring it back here and give it to me. Can you do that?”

“Maybe.”

“And I can’t stress how important this is. Do not look inside the box. Is that clear?”

Steffi hated the way he spoke to her as if she was a child. She’d managed to do this exact job a few days ago hadn’t she? She didn’t look inside the stupid box then, even though it did say ‘Top Secret’ on the side.

At least it got Steffi out of the tent for a little though.

“I guess. Do I get money for this one?”

“Steffi you’re eighteen years old. I already told you if you want money, get a job.”

“Urgh, forget it! You’re such a jerk!”

Steffi grabbed the keys to the hummer from off the side and stormed out of her step father’s tent.

Outside the base was a hive of activity. Everywhere she looked there was a female solider in uniform running to and fro, getting on with their busy days. Seeing the women in uniform got Steffi so hot, she started to wonder if this passing phase of being into other girls was really a phase or not. Back home at college she’d never felt this way about boys. Watching the women work in the hot sun, shifting heavy boxes and sweating all over the place really got the juices flowing down between Steffi’s legs. She was practically wet all the time at the moment, and had to change her panties at least a dozen times a day.

Steffi snapped out of her erotic daze and ran around the corner to her step father’s hummer. As she went round the corner, she ran straight into Sergeant Becky and fell back on the floor. Sergeant Becky ended up tripping forward and tumbling right onto Steffi, until she was practically straddling her.

Both girls lay there for a moment looking at each other in confusion and then they burst out laughing. Steffi felt the weight of Becky’s ass and crotch as she sat on top of her, noticing how good it felt. Unfortunately Becky stood up and helped Steffi to her feet, ending the intimate contact.

“Sorry about that Sergeant.” Steffi apologized bashfully.

“You’re in a real rush hey Steffi? Your father got you on a bunch of crazy errands again?”

“Yeah it’s bullshit!” Steffi rolled her eyes. Then she realized she was staring at Sergeant’s Becky’s monumental cleavage. She looked up at Becky and realize she’d been caught in the act. “I’m sorry!” Steffi felt her face flushing with red and ran past Becky before she could embarrass herself any further.

*

A few minutes later, Steffi arrived at her step-father’s personal storage facility. She hadn’t lived on military bases much before this one, but speaking with the other female soldiers, she got the impression that there were a lot of unusual things about her father’s operation, that one didn’t see in the rest of the military. For one, the unit was made of predominately female soldiers, and it wasn’t down to chance either. Apparently her step-father saw to it himself that the majority of soldiers under his command were female. It was also unusual for the acting Colonel to have a personal storage facility on the base, but Steffi didn’t question that part too much. She knew that her step-father John was supposed to be some massively successful chemist, or something. She reckoned that his storage facility was just full or things that he used in his experiments.

There were other things that were unusual though, that she couldn’t explain quite as readily. The rumors for example, about what her step-father got up to before this. The rumors regarding his old squadron of soldiers. She hadn’t heard much directly, but she had heard people speaking in hushed breaths when she had been hanging around the military base. Whispers about something called ‘Bimbo Gas’ and whispers about women’s bodies changing overnight. Steffi had been working in the kitchen one night a few weeks ago when one of the soldiers said that her father was actually a plastic surgeon and he gave women breast implants in their sleep. Steffi knew it was ridiculous. What’s curious however is that she hadn’t seen that soldier again since.

She pulled out the key for her step-father’s storage facility, went inside and locked the door behind her. Apart from John, she was the only other person to have a key. Tungsten lights flickered on overhead as Steffi walked through the medium sized warehouse.

There were boxes everywhere on either side of her, and Steffi wondered how one man could collect so much useless crap. She knew exactly where she was going though, she’d done this exact run a few days ago and she still remembered the instructions from then. The box she needed was right at the back of the warehouse, almost like it was pushed back as far as possible, hidden away from on the world on purpose.

She walked past a dozen or so shelves that were filled to the brim with mysterious boxes, before reaching the back of the storage facility. At the back there was another door. Steffi unlocked that too and walked through. There she found herself in the small room that she had been in a few days before. There was only one set of shelves in this room and it was empty apart from one cardboard box on the middle shelf.

Steffi pulled the box off the shelf, turned off the light and exited the room. She set the box onto the floor, locked the door and turned to pick up the box. The box looked much like the one he’d sent for her to pick up a few days ago, except the lid on this one wasn’t shut properly. That’s when Steffi noticed the end of a clear plastic tube sticking out the top of the box. She looked around the empty facility, even though she knew was the only one in there. What would it hurt just to have one quick look inside? It’s not like her step-father would know, and besides, if he’s got her running around the base all week picking up boxes marked ‘Top Secret’ he should at least seal them up properly. Otherwise he’s just begging for her to look inside.

Steffi opened the lid and looked down into the box curiously. What the heck? Inside there was some sort of weird looking device. It almost looked like a beer bong, or maybe it was a penis pump. Steffi laughed to herself at the idea of her step-father using a penis pump, but she’d seen him accidentally naked enough times to know that he did definitely not need one. She knew it was a bit weird, she’d seen him naked after getting out the shower, and he had a pretty impressive dick, even if he was her step-father.

Steffi ignored the tingling sensation between her legs again and started rooting through the box, looking at the other things inside. There were a dozen or so empty glass jars and a note. Steffi opened the note and read it.

Private Lopez,

By now you will have been hit by the LactaGas. You will notice your body might start transforming soon. Please use the notepad to record any significant changes. I will be back to visit you soon.

Colonel.

That settled it, her step-father was definitely fucking bonkers. Why was he sending this box full of weird stuff to Private Lopez? Admittedly, Lopez was another female soldier on the base that had caught Steffi’s eye. She was small and petite just like Steffi was, with gorgeous big brown eyes.

Steffi dropped the note back into the box and went to close the lid. Whatever her step-father was getting up to, she didn’t want to have any part of it. She closed the lid and stood up and started walking to the exit, when she heard a strange hissing sound coming from inside the box. Steffi stopped in her tracks, listening for the sound. Then she looked down at the box and noticed a strange pink smoke coming from under the lid.

Fuck! Was this thing about to blow up? Steffi held the box in one hand and opened the lid, and was met by a cloud of the pink smoke. The smoke surrounded her, obscuring her vision and filling her lungs. Steffi tried not to breathe any of the mysterious smoke in, but there was too much of it. It was everywhere. Steffi wafted her hand through the pink cloud and walked to the exit, closing the lid again as she locked the door behind her. The pink smoke had a peculiar taste to it, almost honey like, perhaps with a dash of cinnamon too. Whatever it was it had actually been quite pleasant. Steffi just couldn’t figure out where the stuff had come from. Whatever. She was back in the fresh air now. She climbed into the hummer and started driving back to her step-father’s tent.

Only, on the drive back Steffi noticed that something strange had started to happen almost immediately. One of the buttons off her uniform had pinged off her shirt and hit the hummer’s window. Steffi looked down and saw for the first time in her life, she actually had cleavage. Her breasts were growing in front of her very eyes!

What the fuck! Steffi thought to herself. She pulled the hummer over to one side to avoid running anyone over in her distraction and continued to look down at her breasts as they grew.

As they grew, she could feel the weight of her new breasts growing, and she could hear the fabric of her top stretching, as it struggled to keep up with it’s new inhabitants. Another button pinged off her top. Steffi unbuttoned the rest fast, baring her bra for everyone to see. When she’d looked down before in the past, her chest had always been relatively flat. Now there were two fleshy domes, with a visible crease between them. She actually had breasts, and from the looks of things, they were big!

She had to get back to her tent before anyone would see. The strap of her bra was starting to cut into her back as it became too small for new breasts. Steffi put the hummer back into drive and tore across the military base until she was back at her tent. Once there, she picked up her step-father’s box from the passenger seat and ran into her tent, hoping that no one would see the half naked teenage girl running across the military base.

Once inside, she closed her door behind her and locked it. The first thing she did was reach her hands behind her back and take her bra off. It had fit perfectly well before, but it was definitely too small now. She threw her bra onto the floor and ran to look at herself in the mirror. When she saw her new boobs in the mirror her mouth fell wide open. Her new tits were huge, and were at least a DD cup easily. Steffi ran her hands over her new breasts, cupping them in her hands and feeling the weight of them.

This must have had something to do with the pink gas that had come out of the box that she was carrying. Is this what had happened to Sergeant Becky as well? Just what the heck was her step-father doing to these women. And why?

Steffi couldn’t complain though. She stood in the mirror admiring her new breasts while playing with them. They looked great. They were full, round and perky. Her tiny pink nipples stood on end, pointing up toward the ceiling.

Just then, Steffi heard the sound of connecting door between her and her step-fathers tent open. Steffi threw her hands over her tits and saw her father standing there looking at her.

“What the heck are you doing in here?!” Steffi cried out. “I’m getting changed, get out!”

The Colonel didn’t move a muscle however. In fact he just stood there staring at Steffi with his mouth open.

“What are you doing you perv?!” Steffi cried again. “Can’t you see I’m half naked, I’m your step-daughter, stop looking at me like that!”

She acted as if she was disgusted, but in all honesty feeling her step-fathers eyes pour over her new breasts was turning her the fuck on.

“Where the hell did you get them?” The Colonel marched toward Steffi, grabbed both her wrists and tore them from off her breasts, freeing them.

“Stop looking at my tits!” Steffi struggled in his grasp, trying to free herself, but it was no use, he was simply too strong.

“Stop it!” The Colonel slapped his hand across Steffi’s face, stunning her into submission. She stopped struggling immediately and he let go of her wrists. The Colonel brought his hands to Steffi’s breasts and explored them in amazement. Steffi suppressed the urge to moan, but his hands felt so good on her.

Steffi this is your step-father you creep! Stop getting so turned on by this!

“Where did you get these?” The Colonel looked at Steffi, his eyes searching into hers with amazement. He rolled the fleshy bud of her nipples between his fingers, sending a jolt of electricity down Steffi’s spine.

“Some pink smoke was leaking out the box you told me to get.” Steffi said, trying to fight the urge to moan.

“You looked inside didn’t you?” Her step-father pinched her right nipple between his finger and thumb.

“No.”

He twisted her nipple, until the pleasure singed pain was too much.

“Okay! I looked, but it started leaking after. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to, but the lid was open.”

The Colonel stepped back and took his hands off his step-daughters breasts. A dark smile spread across his face.

“That’s okay. We humans are inquisitive creatures. But you should be warned, you will be like this for the rest of your life now, and you will have to start milking yourself soon.”

“Milking?” Steffi looked down at her new breasts in curiosity. She had noticed a dull pressure had started to build up inside of her tits.

“And you may also want to see to that.” He nodded down at her ass. Steffi half turned to look at her rear and noticed a swollen bubble butt now filling her trousers. She heard the fabric of her trousers tear and looked at her step-father in surprise.

“What the heck?!”

“Your ass will swell up too. It might be best that you remove your trousers. Do it now before you can’t get out.”

“I’m not getting naked in front of you creep!” Steffi protested. “You just want to see my pussy!”

“Ha. I’ll see it, don’t you worry. You should never have opened that box.” Her step-father walked back to the connecting door between their tents.

“Wait! Where are you going?!” Steffi called after him. Now she had new breasts and ass she wanted to have some fun. He might be her step-father but he was sure getting her turned on.

“I’m going to go and get someone, I’ll be back soon. Don’t you worry.”

*

As soon as her step-father left, Steffi noticed more changes almost immediately. Thin trails of sticky white milk started leaking from her swollen nipples, trickling down her body. The Colonel had been right about her trousers, and she’d taken them off along with her panties as fast as she possible could, freeing her pussy. Her ass and thighs had both swollen tremendously, and it felt as if her waist had actually gone down in size. She stared at herself in the mirror for the longest time, hypnotized by her new voluptuous figure. She stood there playing with her breasts, licking her sweet milk off her fingers, sucking it directly from her nipples while slipping her fingers into her wet cunt.

The pressure mounting behind her breasts was too much however, so she grabbed the weird pump looking device out of the box and realized that it was actually a milking device. It took her a few minutes to figure out how to attach the pump to her breasts, but once she did, the pump started sucking at her breasts hypnotically. Steffi dropped her head back in relief at how good it felt. She stuck the other end of the tube into one of the glass bottles that was in the box, and started filling it up slowly. About thirty minutes after he left, her step-father came back, but this time he had a guest with him too, Sergeant Becky.

Steffi stared wide eyed as Sergeant Becky stepped into the tent with her father. Steffi was sitting there on her knees on the ground, fucking her pussy with her fingers while milking herself. She didn’t feel embarrassed though. She knew that the second Sergeant Becky saw her, that she was the same, whatever had happened to Steffi, had happened to Becky too.

“Becky meet your new herd mate, my step-daughter Steffi.” Becky’s eyes widened in excitement.

“Can we play master?” Becky said to The Colonel.

The Colonel nodded in response and Becky started stripping off immediately. Steffi watched greedily as Becky stripped her clothes off, revealing the naked body that Steffi had been longing to see all this time. Her eyes flicked from her massive breasts to her pussy. Steffi didn’t know where to look. Becky dropped the last of her clothes to the floor and practically ran over to kneel on the ground by Steffi. She pushed her lips on her immediately, her hot tongue probing into Steffi’s mouth.

“May I?” Becky said pulling at the cups on Steffi’s nipples. Steffi bit her lip in anticipation and nodded her head. Becky pulled the cups from off Steffi’s nipples and clamped her lips around her teats, drinking from her tits freely. Steffi buried a hand into Becky’s hair, holding her head against her chest firmly.

“Oh my god!” Steffi cried out. “It feels so good.”

She placed her own hand on Becky’s giant tits, massaging them and twisting her swollen nipples. She drank from Becky’s tits just as Becky had from her, swallowing her sweet and sticky milk down, spraying it on to her body and covering her skin in it. They were both drenched in each other’s sticky milk, rolling around on the floor as their hands explored each other’s bodies. Steffi rolled on to her back and Becky rolled on top of her, moving their legs into a scissoring position. They ground their bodies against each other, massaging their clits in unison, their giant swollen breasts mushing together.

“Get on your knees cow.” Steffi heard her step-father’s voice from behind and did as he said. His giant muscular hands smoothed over her ass and then she felt his giant member sliding between the folds of her dripping wet pussy.

Becky lay down on the ground in front of Steffi, with her legs open. Steffi bent down and begun eating her pussy, relishing the sweet taste of her juices. She pushed her ass up into the air further, allowing her step-father to sink his cock even further into her tight virgin cunt.

A few minutes later his body was slamming into her own and she was within second of orgasm. Her pussy was clenching around his cock uncontrollably while he fucked her like a man possessed. Steffi fucked Becky’s cunt with her tongue while Becky buried her fingers in Steffi’s hair, keeping her mouth clamped down on her wet slit. They all came together in unison and Steffi let out a long and hard moan, along with Becky.

“Moo!” The strange noise escaped her lips, surprising Steffi. She didn’t care though. It felt right. She called again, and Becky joined in with her this time, their shouts filling the tent.

She felt The Colonel erupting inside of her, his cum filling her virginal pussy, coating her walls with his seed. Her tits sprayed milk, covering Becky’s dripping cunt in even more milk.

After they collapsed on the ground and slept together in a giant sticky pile. When they woke they fucked all over again, and then they took a group shower. The next day her step-father removed the connecting door between their tents, deciding to simply merge them into one big space. He also moved Sergeant Becky into their tent too, and they all slept together in one big bed.

“What’s next father?” Steffi said the following night as they all lay in bed together after another marathon fuck fest.

“I want to expand the herd.” He said, tucking his arm around his step-daughter and around Sergeant Becky. “I want to recruit Lopez next, I think she’ll be the perfect fit for our herd.”

Steffi’s cunt tightened at the word ‘herd’. It felt odd, but it also felt so right. The only word that could perfectly describe what her step-father had made for them here.

“I’ll get another box ready for her and we can deliver it tomorrow. Just make sure you don’t look in it this time Steffi.”

“Yes Daddy.” Steffi crowed obediently. She had no intention of defying the man ever again now, she wanted to follow his every instruction, no matter what it was. He was her master now, and she would obey him no matter what.

To Be Continued


Burstin Bimbos 3: Hucow Boss

By

Lara Lock


Colonel Bull is having the time of his life. He’s got a new military base full of female soldiers to experiment on, and he’s working through them one by one, transforming them into delicious creamy servants.

Thanks to the new serum he’s developed, Bull can target any woman that takes his fancy and put them under his spell. The serum works it’s magic fast, morphing the women into swollen and aching subjects that need release in more ways than one.

Nothing can stop Bull from turning his base into a fully working farm. That is until he gets a surprise visit from his icy superior, General Suzanne Squash. Squash shut down Bull’s last experiment, Bimbo Camp, but he’s sure as hell not going to let her do it again.

Looks like Bull just found the next member for his herd.


Colonel John Bull was rather pleased with himself. Not only had his latest project started to take shape, but he was making great progress with it too. He woke up that morning to the sensation of his step-daughter Steffi, sucking his cock. The Colonel hadn’t meant for Steffi to be involved, she’d been hit by a dose of the LactaGas by accident when fetching a box for The Colonel. Still, he decided to roll with the punches. Steffi had transformed into a delicious hucow, and her creamy milk was delicious too.

He sat up in bed, pulled his step daughter up off his cock and moved her on to all fours. He shifted his weight around on the bed so he was kneeling behind her and pushed his cock between the wet folds of the moaning eighteen year old.

“Fuck!” Steffi moaned as he parted her tight cunt. “Moo! Fuck me daddy, fuck me!”

He couldn’t believe his luck. He pounded his cock back and forth between Steffi’s tight slit until he couldn’t take any more, filling her hole with his cum.

Steffi hadn’t been the first victim of his latest transformation chemical. The first victim had been Sergeant Kelly. Bull had chosen her as the first after many weeks of careful observation. Of all the staff, he deemed that she would be the suitable alpha candidate. Not only was her body the furthest from that of a traditional hucow, she was petite and short, but she was mentally defiant too. She was certainly one of the tougher soldiers under his command. So she was the perfect first test subject for the LactaGas, and it had worked on her perfectly. By the time Bull had come back to check on Sergeant Kelly she was in a tub filled with her own milk, fucking herself into heavenly submission.

Bull couldn’t be happier with how the transformation had gone. His new concoction certainly seemed to be working very well. With Sergeant Kelly under his wing as well as his step-daughter Steffi, Bull was starting to build himself a rather impressive harem. His sights were set on Private Lopez next. A young and delicious Latino that had moved to his company a few week ago. Bull knew that she would make a terrific addition to his hucow harem, but his mind was already getting ahead of him. A harem was one thing, but it almost wasn’t enough. Bull already felt as if he couldn’t satiate his thirst. It was one thing to transform one woman into a loyal and willing milk slave. It was one thing to transform ten. But he wanted to transform all of them. He wanted to be master to every woman. He wanted a ranch. A space that he could call his own.

After fucking his step-daughter into a stupor, Bull pulled himself from bed, showered and got ready for the day. Once at his desk, he picked up his phone and made the first and most important phone call of his day. The phone rang a couple of times before the line picked up.

“Hello, Private Lopez speaking.”

“Lopez this is Colonel Bull.”

“Colonel. How can I help Sir?”

“Lopez I want you to come to my tent immediately. There’s something pressing that I want to discuss with you.”

“I’m with Private Jones at the moment sir. Should I bring her too?”

“No. No Jones. Just you Lopez. Be sharp.”

“Yes sir.”

Bull placed the phone back into the cradle, steepled his fingers and sank into deep thought, imagining how the day would play with Lopez. He couldn’t wait to see what her initial reaction to the gas would be. He couldn’t wait to see how she would have to strip off once her body started inflating, bursting out of her clothes. He couldn’t wait to see how hot and swollen she would get, until she could bare it no longer and would beg for him to milk her.

The sound of the phone ringing pulled him from his fantasy. Bull slammed his fist on the table in anger, frustrated that work had stripped him from his true passions once again.

He snatched the phone out of the cradle and spoke curtly. “Bull.”

“Bull this is General Suzanne Squash speaking.”

Bull shivered at the sound of her voice. The woman he detested the most. Squash.

“What the hell do you want Squash.” Bull grunted. “I’m busy.”

“That’s no way to speak to your superior Bull,” Squash reminded him, “And I’ve heard you’ve been busy that’s why I’m making this call actually.”

“What is this about Squash?” Bull practically growled the words down the line. He couldn’t stand Squash, not after she had ruined his last project. Not after she’d destroyed Bimbo Camp.

“I’ve been hearing some strange rumors about your new base. Rumors that I find quite concerning.”

“It’s all nonsense.” Bull lied. “Enemy propaganda, attempts to undermine relationships between companies. Most people are smart enough not to fall for it, seems fitting that you would.”

Squash laughed dryly down the phone. Bull’s hatred for her always seemed amusing to her, which only made Bull hate her more.

“I’m coming to check on you, regardless.” Squash said. “We don’t want another repeat of Bimbo Camp do we Bull? Not after what you promised last time. Another infraction like that, we could see you getting kicked out of the army.”

“Don’t come. You’re not welcome.”

“You don’t have a choice. I’ll be there in the hour.”

Bull roared his frustration, slamming the phone down in the cradle on his desk. There wasn’t a soul that he detested more on this earth than General Suzanne Squash. She was the woman that ruined Bimbo Camp. She was the woman that brought all his hard work crashing down upon him last time.

Bull had spent many years working to get the things that he wanted. And what he wanted a private space of his own, where he could transform hoards of women into beautiful milk leaking bimbos. He’d wanted his own cream harem as long as he could remember.

Bull had come close to making that dream a reality at his last base. He’d purposefully handpicked the soldiers that worked for him, so they were all women. He’d spent years developing the Bimbo serum, that transformed women before his very eyes into the most beautiful and stunning barbie dolls.

Word had leaked out about Bull’s bizarre experiments however, and General Squash stepped in and put an end to it before Bull could make any real progress. He had transformed half a dozen women before they caught him out.

By the time Squash showed up, Bull had destroyed all the evidence linking it back to him, but Squash would never trust him again. She moved Bull away from his Bimbo Camp and transferred him to another company. It took Bull years of jumping through administrative hoops and dancing around red tape to get to where he was again today. This was his chance to build a new harem, and finally achieve his dream. Now Squash wanted to come along again and tear that dream away from him once more?

Bull laughed at the idea. Yeah fucking right. He had worked too hard to turn this dream into a reality, there was not a chance that he was going to let her swan in now and stop him before he could even get started. Bull picked up his phone and punched Lopez’s extension number into the handset impatiently. He had intended to spend today focused on transforming Lopez and then adding her to his herd, but she would have to wait another day.

“Lopez?”

“Lopez it’s Bull. The meeting is canceled today, I have to push it back to later in the week. General Squash is making a surprise visit. There’s been some developments about the war.” Bull lied. “There are some pressing things that we need to discuss.”

“No problem Sir.”

Bull crashed the handset back into the cradle and blew hot air through his pursed lips. No. Lopez wouldn’t be the focus of his attention today, he would set his sights on Suzanne Squash instead. If Squash wanted to come down here and try and shit all over his pet projects again, then that was fine. But Bull wasn’t going to roll over and take it like a bitch this time. No, this time he was more than ready for Squash. The new LactaGas was more effective than ever before and could create a hucow within minutes. He pulled the top drawer of his desk open, pulling out one of the many vials of the Lactagas that he had prepared in advance.

Bull held the vial up to the light, studying the pink liquid in the vial with a dark smile on his face. Once loaded into it’s gaseous state, he would be able to administer the drug into it’s intended target immediately.

Bull looked down at his watch, he had under an hour until Squash was going to be there. That gave him just enough time to get ready and prepare for Squash. He was going to add another woman to his herd today, but it wasn’t going to be Private Lopez. Bull was going to turn Suzanne Squash into a hucow.

*

Suzanne Squash breathed a frustrated sigh as she stepped out of the hummer. Of all the things that she wanted to be doing today, spending her time with Colonel Bull wasn’t one of them. Still, she had heard several rumors that strange things had been happening at his newest base. Rumors that women had mysteriously begun changing again. Rumors that Bull was up to his old tricks his again.

Squash intended to get to the bottom of the matter and put an end to Bull’s antics once and for all. If he was transforming women into those Bimbos again, her head would be on the line for letting him get away with this again. She had no idea what Bull was intending to do, but whatever it was, she was going to put a stop to it before he did some serious damage.

As she walked across the yard Bull stood there in the sunlight, waiting for Squash. Under normal military custom he should have been saluting her, but he didn’t. Squash couldn’t help but smirk to herself. It entertained her how much Bull detested her. Personally she thought Bull could be quite amusing, he just needed to lighten up a little. There was no chance that she would be let him create another Camp Bimbo, not after the threat that her superiors laid down last time.

Squash’s darkest secret was that she actually found Bull’s Camp Bimbo an incredible turn on. She could still remember the first time her eyes fell on one of those beautiful women. The way her perfect legs stretched on forever, the heavenly gap between her silky thighs. She bit her lip, remembering the curve of her hips and how small her waist had seemed. And what were the dark patches around the nipples? It’s almost as if their massive breasts had been leaking something. But what? The thought alone turned Squash on like nothing else, but she could never admit it out loud, especially not to Bull.

Squash knew that Bull considered her to be his greatest enemy, and she found the thought amusing. The truth of the matter, is that she had known about Camp Bimbo months before she’d been given the official call to go and check it out. She found the notion intensely interesting, and decided to turn a blind eye to Bull. She had pretended she hadn’t noticed, and studied him secretly from afar. Once her higher ups caught wind of it however, she had to act as if she did care. The higher ups were concerned that Bull’s experiments on his own soldiers was weakening their own forces. Squash could certainly see where they were coming from. They spent months examining his Bimbo subjects after they shut down Camp Bimbo, and they were thoroughly useless in anything to do with the military.

The Bimbos only seemed to live for two things, sex and milking. Anything else was just an after thought to them. The higher ups had grilled Bull about his chemical formula intensely for months, they thought it would be an extremely effective method to weaponize against enemy forces. The enemy can’t kill you when they’re too busy fucking everything with a pulse.

Bull wouldn’t talk however, and he denied all knowledge about everything that happened at Camp Bimbo. He took his secrets with him to his new base, and it seemed now, that he was letting history repeat itself.

“Squash.” Bull grunted as Squash approached.

“Come now Bull.” Squash half laughed. “I expected a warmer welcome than that, even from you.”

“Well you’re not welcome. So you were wrong to expect that. Come. Follow me.”

Bull turned on his heels and marched back to his tent quickly. Squash followed behind, wondering what would come of her surprise visit.

*

“I hope this won’t take long.” Bull said as they sat as his desk. “Believe it or not I am busy today, despite what you may think.”

“Busy turning soldiers into Bimbos again?”

Bull narrowed his eyes at the accusation.

“If that’s really what you came here to talk about, then I have nothing to say. I’m tired of being followed around by these blatant and childish lies. And quite frankly, I’m tired of being followed around by you too.”

“Oh really?” Squash raised her eyebrows. “And what are you going to do about it?”

Squash brushed a piece of lint from off her camo pants and looked back up to face Bull with a smirk. Her expression dropped immediately however when she was what was on his face.

“Bull, why do you have a gas mask on?”

“You’ll see shortly.” Distorted laughter came from beneath the mask, sending a shiver down Squash’s spine.

“Bull this isn’t funny, explain yourself now!”

But didn’t explain himself however. Instead he stood up, pulled a small pink vial out of his pocket and threw it down onto his desk as hard as he could. Squash flinched back, throwing her hands up to protect her eyes from shards of glass, but nothing came. A moment later though, the room was filled with swirling clouds of mysterious pink gas, that smelled strangely like honey and cinnamon.

“Bull what the hell is this?!” Squash choked on the gas, while looking through the pink fog for Bull. The fog started to lift away and then she saw Bull’s silhouette standing beside her in the gloom, looming over like a tower of muscle.

“You hate my Bimbos so much? Well you’re about to become one.” Bull laughed, motioning down at Squash’s chest.

Squash looked down in confusion. The pink smoke had lifted completely now and she could see in the tent once more, but something felt different, something didn’t feel right. It felt as if her clothes were shrinking all around her, and they were shrinking fast.

“God it hurts!” Squash jumped out of her chair, and started ripping her clothes off immediately, seconds later she was standing fully naked in Bull’s tent, baring her entire body before him.

Squash knew that something wasn’t right, not only were her breasts and ass inflating before her to ridiculous new sizes, but she didn’t care that she was naked in front of Bull at all, in fact she quite liked the sensation. In fact, the more she thought about it, the more she found herself getting turned on by the situation.

“What’s…going…on…here?” Squash said hazily, trying to remember how to put her thoughts together. It was almost like all the stuff that she thought about before, all the serious and boring stuff, was starting to drift out of her mind, only two be replaced by two things.

Milk and Sex.

Squash felt a strange pulsing sensation on her breast. She looked down and noticed that she was palming at her breast with her hand. How long had she been doing that? She noticed another hand was between her pussy too, spreading her wet folds, slipping inside of her ever so slowly…

“What’s happening to me?” Squash asked.

Bull walked up to her, taking one of her breasts in his hands.

“You’re one of my hucow slaves now.” Bull purred, before crushing his lips down onto Squash’s.

Hot warmth spread across Suzanne’s lips and she hummed in delight. A small mew of pleasure escaped from between her lips, and she suddenly noticed her body felt warm and sticky. Squash looked down at her self and saw two trails of thick milk leaking from her swollen nipples. Bull wrapped his lips around one of her nipples and drunk from her teat greedily, swallowing her sweet milk down.

Suzanne pulled her other teat to her mouth and sucked from herself too, licking her lips as the sweet cream flowed freely into her mouth.

Next thing, Suzanne was bent over Bull’s desk with her ass and pussy up in the air. The giant of a man was behind her, with the hulking palms of his hands smoothing over her ass.

“I’m going to claim you now hucow.” Bull growled, and with that he pushed the hard head of his cock between her wet folds.

Squash’s eyes opened in surprise at his size. His rigid shaft slipped inside of her all the way to his base, his girth filling her completely. Squash let out an involuntary moan at the sensation, and held onto the desk edge tight as Bull started fucking her hard.

Her swollen tits rubbed against the table top as her body rocked back and forth, spilling milk all over the surface. Squash licked the milk up from the table, relishing the feeling of Bull’s cock in her tight cunt.

Minutes later, stars were filling her vision and warmth was radiating across her body. Her pleasure crested until she could take no more, and she came hard, screaming into the tent. She thought she was calling his name, but when she heard her voice, she heard her words clearly.

“Moo! Moooo! Moooooo!”

His cock erupted inside of her pussy, filling her swollen cunt with his delicious seed.

After, Bull instructed Squash to call back to her base and report nothing of suspicion. He also told her that she would be moving to this base now, to live with him permanently, as Bull was doing a terrific job with the war effort.

Squash relayed his instructions without hesitation, because now that she was part of his herd, she longed to be around Bull more than anything.

That night, Bull introduced Squash to the rest of the herd, and they all got to playing with their new hucow instantly. Squash was happy for the first time in years, she had finally found the thing that she had been looking for all this time.

She was a hucow, she was part of Colonel Bull’s hucow harem.

To Be Continued


Burstin Bimbos 4: Bimbo Spy

By

Lara Lock


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.


“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


Burstin Bimbos 5: Bimbo Taboo

By

Lara Lock


Bull was making fast work of converting every woman in his sight. His female soldiers were now his, and he had a harem of willing and obedient hucow bimbo slaves that would serve his every command without question.

For Colonel Bull however, enough is never enough. He wants more and he wants it now. Bull doesn’t want to repeat the mistakes of his past, he’s not going to lose control of this harem. He will never give his women up. He’s a powerful alpha male, and he will do whatever it takes to take control of a woman, even if that means waiting.

With down time before Bull can initiate the rest of his plan, he sits and remembers fondly his first encounter with his powers. He remembers the first girl that he transformed, the girl that he had known his whole life.


“Is that enough for you daddy?” Bull’s step-daughter Steffi pulled her mouth off his cock, his cum dripping from her lips.

“That’s enough for today baby.” Bull laughed, spanking the girl’s ass. He stood up and zipped his trousers up. “Why don’t you go and connect yourself to the milking machine? You’ve earned it.”

A smile spread across the young girl’s face. She wiped the back of her hand across her mouth, catching any stray cum that she might have missed. Steffi skipped across the tent to the writhing pile of nude women on the floor and stripped off. She grabbed two cups and attached them to her swollen nipples, moaning as they started to suck milk from inside her.

“That’s right…” Bull rubbed at his dick through his trousers as he watched his harem of hucow bimbo servants writhe in pleasure. He had constructed the milking center a few weeks ago out of necessity. His girls were becoming wild with the need to be milked, and he couldn’t keep up with the demand himself. So he’d constructed the milking machine. A glass tower stood at the center of his tent now, which acted as the main receptacle for his harem’s milk. Dozens of plastic tubes stemmed from the glass column, leading to the floor at the foot of the tower. Circling the tower on the floor, was a wide cushioned area, where his milk slaves would lie together in sexual unison, writhing while the milk was sucked from their swollen teats. It had become something of an unofficial communal sleeping area for the group. Bull didn’t have any complaints though, in fact it turned him on more than anything.

The group was producing so much milk Bull had even started selling it to the local village. The villagers were infatuated with the milk, and kept on coming back for more and more. Bull didn’t need the money, he had enough by far from his expansive military career, but he would put the extra cash to use somehow.

As happy as Bull was with how things were going, it had been a few days since his last conquest. He had transformed every woman in his platoon into a Bimbo slave, and he was running out of options. There were more girls in the local village, but Bull knew that was only a temporary solution, and it would draw unnecessary attention on himself. His last conquest had been the spy that had been sent by the enemy. Klara Klotz.

Bull laughed at the thought. He had managed to catch and subdue Klotz with relative ease. She had always been something of a personal enemy to Bull, spying on his secrets and taking them back to his enemy. He knew she was coming this time, because he had leaked the information to the enemy himself. Bull had set a trap deliberately.

They sent a few male spies at first, whom were boringly easy to incapacitate, and then they sent Klara. Bull had no interest in the men, and he killed them. Klara was different however, and he watched her with keen eyes from the moment her plane pinged up on his radar.

By the time she was on his base it was only a matter of drugging her and strapping her to his operating table. Then Bull administered his new Bimbo serum into her, a new strain that he hadn’t used yet. The new strain contained nano-bots, and it meant that Bull could activate and de-activate the Bimbo effects within Klara’s body at a moment’s notice. He could literally flip a switch, transform her into a Bimbo and control her as he wished. Now Klotz was a spy for him, and the best of all? She didn’t even know it. Every time Bull reset the switch, Klotz would revert back to her normal self, with no memory of her misdoings.

Bull had taken to controlling her remotely several times over the past few days, to help relieve his boredom. He had made Klotz seduce her superiors, he had turned her into a slut for her entire team of male soldiers. They had all jumped on her at the chance of course. Klotz was hot stuff, and she was extremely high up in the military. She was also notoriously frigid. Bull knew that she hadn’t had a single relationship within the military throughout her entire career. That all changed in the last week of course. Bull had turned her into the camp prostitute, and Klotz didn’t even know it.

It was hilarious to watch Klotz when she was back to normal, seeing how her male peers treated her differently now. To them Klotz was nothing more than a whore, and she didn’t even know it.

Still, even playing with Klotz was failing to satiate his boredom. Bull needed to expand his harem, and he needed to expand it fast. His sights were set on another base that was a couple of miles down the river, but he was waiting for more chemical supplies to come in first. He had ordered just enough supplies to make serum to transform his entire company. Now that was settled, he was going for another base. Once he had them, he’d make a move on the enemy, and that’s where Klotz would come back into use. Then he’d be able to use her for her real purpose. He’d be able to use Klotz against the enemy. Until then he’d just have to mess around with Klotz, operating her from afar, turning her into a walking cum receptacle.

As Bull walked through his camp, he felt a strange sense of pride as he looked upon his harem of loyal bimbo servants. The last time he had tried something like this, he had been caught out early. His peers had laughed at him, and they’d called him mad. Maybe he was mad, but he didn’t care. He just wanted to fulfill his dream, and it was a dream that he had had all his life.

Bull could still remember his first Bimbo. He could still remember the first ever woman he transformed. How could he forget? He knew he never would. Bull took a seat in the sun and took a drink of lemonade as he remembered his first bimbo. The girl that he had known all his life. His step-sister, Lisa.

*

“Jeez bro, you look fucking tired, you’ve been putting in some serious hours at the lab huh?” John looked up at his sister weary eyed. The sight of her made him stand to attention immediately. They were sitting in the kitchen at their family home, and his sister in law Lisa had just walked in wearing a white t-shirt and nothing else. It was pretty cold that morning and Lisa’s rock her nipples were pointing through the thin fabric of her shirt. John straightened himself out, struggling with the erection in his pajama pants.

Lisa walked to the cupboard and reached up to the top shelf to get the cereal. Her white shirt lifted, revealing a bare naked ass underneath. It was all John could do to keep himself from spunking right there. His sister wasn’t wearing any fucking panties.

“Well I’ve got to get credits for my degree.” John croaked. Lisa walked to the table and sat down opposite John, pouring cereal for herself.

John was doing extremely well academically. He had been working at a lab over summer on a research project, and was hoping to use the credits from his research to get into college. John’s work at the lab was finished weeks ago, but he hadn’t told anyone else that. He was using the lab time to work on something else in secret. Something that he hadn’t shared with anyone else so far.

“You’re such a fucking dork. We’re eighteen, live a little.” Lisa laughed as she shoved a spoonful of cereal into her pretty little mouth. “I love ya though. My big bro. You’re going to be a rich and powerful scientist one day John. All the girls will fall for you.”

Oh how little you know. John thought to himself, smiling darkly.

John pushed his chair back from the table. He pulled his spoon back and ‘dropped’ it onto the floor.

“Silly me.” John smiled at Lisa and ducked under the table. Lisa was sat with her legs open, and he could see right up her short white t-shirt. He stared at her naked pussy and bit his lip with desire, before sitting up again.

“Are you going to be ready in time?” John said, staring at the clock on the wall. John had asked Lisa to come into the lab with him today and help him be the first test subject for his new serum. He’d picked today as the rest of the college staff were away on a trip, and John had the lab all to himself. “I need to leave in ten minutes.” Truth be told, there was no rush, but John didn’t want to wait around. He wanted to get Lisa to the lab, and he wanted to run his twisted experiments on her.

“I’ll be ready.” Lisa rolled her eyes, eating her breakfast with no particular rush. “Stop being such a bore. I’ve still got plenty of time to make myself look good.”

“You always look good.” John said standing up from the table. “Don’t worry about that.” He winked at his sister.

“Ew John, don’t be gross, I’m your sister! Sometimes I get the impression that you want to fuck my ass or something.”

“Ha.” John laughed. “Like I’d stick my dick in your trash pussy.”

Little did she know…

*

“Okay.” John rushed back to the car, ushering for Lisa to come out. “Follow me this way.”

Lisa stepped out of the car, and John grabbed her by the wrist.

“God, John.” Lisa laughed as they rushed across the car park to the lab. “Why are you acting so weird this morning. You’re acting like we’re not even supposed to be here. You do work here right?”

“Yes. Just keep quiet and follow me.”

John did work at the lab, but he wasn’t technically supposed to be there on weekends. This was the only chance he had to get the lab to himself however, and he didn’t want to waste it. His serum was ready, and he wanted Lisa to be the first test subject.

John guided Lisa through the hallways of the college, until they got to the laboratory on the first floor. After they were inside, John turned the lights on, locked the door behind them and closed the blinds. There was no one else in the building, but John didn’t want to risk anyone else seeing what they were up to.

“Follow me.” John said, walking to his personal work space. “I’ve got everything set up over here.”

A short while later, John had Lisa strapped into the testing chair. He walked over to the fridge where he was keeping the serum and pulled the solution out carefully. John returned to Lisa, carrying the small vile carefully.

“Um, John, are you sure that this stuff is safe?” Lisa said, swallowing at something in her throat. Her brother had been awful insistent on her coming to help him in the lab this weekend, to the point where she had been afraid of saying no. John and Lisa had been brother and sister ever since her Mom married her Dad a few years ago. Lisa liked John, and they got on extremely well, but she always had this underlying sense that he saw her more than a sister. She never knew how to feel about that.

“It’s perfectly safe.” John lied, not knowing the true effects of the serum. He’d only tested it on small animals so far, and he’d had to wait until late at night when the lab was empty. If any of the other scientists caught wind of what he was doing, he’d probably get kicked off the course altogether. He might even get thrown in jail.

“Okay.” John set the serum on the side carefully, loading it into the administration gun. The gun would transform it into the gas, which would be the fastest way for it to be absorbed. “I need to ask you a few questions first, just as a control.”

“Alright bro…fire away - wait - what the fuck!”

“Relax.” John said as he fastened the restraints around his sister’s wrists and ankles. “It’s for your own safety. You’ll be fine. Everything good?”

“I guess…” Lisa said, unsure of where this was going. John sat down in front of her and pulled out a clipboard.

“Okay. Question one. Would you ever fuck me?”

Lisa’s mouth fell open.

“What?!”

“Come on.” John said. “Just answer the question.”

“John that’s fucking gross.”

“It’s just part of the experiment Lisa. I didn’t write this stuff.” John lied.

“Um, alright, well. No. I dunno. Probably not. You’re my brother.”

The answer seemed to bother John, and he put the clipboard down on the side.

“Actually I think we’re done with the questions. Let’s get straight to the experiment part of the project.”

Lisa opened her mouth to speak, but before she could John had pulled a gas mask over his head and was spraying a weird pink gas into Lisa’s face.

“John! John! Stop! What the hell John?!”

He continued to spray the serum into Lisa’s mouth until the bottle was empty, pink swirling clouds of gas flooding the lab. After John was sure the air was clear, he removed his mask and stared at Lisa expectantly.

“Fuck John, you could have warned me first. What the fuck was that?”

“That was the BI-1 serum. I’ve been working on it for some weeks. Do you feel anything?”

“No.” Lisa coughed, spluttering everywhere. “I guess it tasted nice at least. What am I supposed to feel?”

John drummed his fingers on the work surface in frustration.

“Well if you have to know, it’s a sex serum. It’s supposed to bend the will and mind of the subject. I’ve been using it on mice, it’s been working rather well.”

“You’ve been fucking mice?” Lisa raised an eyebrow in disgust.

“No, other mice, you stupid fuck. How do you feel now?”

“I dunno.” Lisa said, blowing a strand of hair off her face. “I guess I do feel a little warm. Have you turned the heat up in here?”

“No. Interesting. Carry on. Do you feel anything else?”

“I dunno.” Lisa said. “I guess I feel like I’ve had a few beers or something.” Lisa tried to put into words how she felt, but her thoughts started to drift away, as if her brain was turning to mush. She looked at the tight crotch of her brother’s trousers and felt something tingling between her legs.

“Have you been working out or something?” Lisa said. “You look different I guess?”

“What?” John’s ears perked up at the question. He looked up from the clipboard he was taking notes on and noticed his sister was biting her lip, looking at John with lidded lust.

“You look pretty hot.” Lisa slurred. “You’ve been working out right?”

John flicked to the page with his questions again. “Yeah sure, whatever. Lisa listen to me. Would you fuck me?”

“Well…” Lisa looked her brother up and down.

“Well?”

“Well…”

“Well what Lisa?! Spit it out!” John jumped up from his stool, slamming his clipboard down on the table.

“I guess I’d give you a quick fuck.” A mischievous grin spread across his step-sister’s face. “Sure.”

John had heard enough. That was all he needed to know. He pulled a pair of scissors off the side and sliced them through the thin fabric of Lisa’s shirt.

“Hey watch that I just bought it!”

“I’ll buy another.” John said dismissively. He pulled the shirt off her body, leaving her with only a bra now. John stared at her large breasts, hypnotized by the mounds.”

“Let me out of here.” Lisa complained. “I’m too hot.”

John did as she asked, and a moment later Lisa was stood up, stripping off before her brother. John wasted no time removing his clothes either, and a second after that, he had his sister naked and bent over a work surface, pulling her ass cheeks apart with his hands.

Lisa steeled her palms against the marble counter top, biting her lip.

“Fuck John. Just fuck me already!”

Her brother stepped forward and pushed the swollen head of his cock into her wet folds. Lisa let out a loud moan as she felt his girth slipping into her wet passage, pushing her virgin cunt open for the first time.

John bit down on his lip and grabbed his sister’s full ass in his hands. He slipped his long hard shaft all the way into his sister’s virgin pussy and started fucking her, fast and hard.

His balls slapped against the back of her legs, spanking with each monumental thrust. He brought his hand around the front of her body, palming at her giant tits, twisting her hard nipples between her fingers.

“Yes, harder, harder!”

She cried out for more as he picked up the pace, and soon John was sinking his hard shaft into her swollen pussy as hard as he could. Moans of pleasure escaped from Lisa’s lips with every hard thrust, and he could tell that she was close.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Lisa came and she came hard. As she screamed through her orgasm, John felt his cock erupt inside his step-sister, filling her virgin pussy with string after string of his virile cum.

*

Bull remembered the incident fondly. That experience was his first ever sexual encounter, and he had shared it with his step-sister. Bull wanted to carry on testing experiments out on Lisa, but shortly after that, their parents divorced and John’s step father moved across the country, taking Lisa with him. Bull hadn’t seen Lisa since that day.

The serum had been far from perfect then too. The effect only ended up lasting for a few hours. When they got back to the house later that night John tried to put the moves on Lisa again. Their parents were away for the weekend and they had the house to themselves. Lisa had rejected him though, and it seemed that she had no memory of the earlier encounter. Bull used the short term amnesia to his advantage. He could dose Lisa as many times as he wanted, fucking her at his will. While under the fever of the serum Lisa would slobber over his dick rabidly. After it’s effects wore off she was back to her usual flirty and teasing self. It wasn’t long until John run out of chemicals, and he had to stop testing her altogether. By the time he managed to get his hands on more, Lisa had moved away.

Bull stood up from his chair, finishing the last of his lemonade. He knew that he would see Lisa again one day, and he would be proud to take her into his harem permanently. He would be making a move soon to expand his numbers to even greater frontiers, but until that day, he’d have to make do with what he had.

For now.


Burstin Bimbos 6: Asian Bimbo

By

Lara Lock


With the first part of his Hucow Harem complete, Bull is well on the way to achieving his dream: taking over the world and making cream rain down upon the earth. There’s just one small problem however, Bull has run into a small production snafu, and he’s had to put the next part of his plan on hold.

In the meanwhile, Bull decides to explore the surrounding area. It’s been a while since he’s stepped into the jungle, and it’s about time to stretch his legs. Leaving his camp in the trusted hands of Hucow Prime, Becky, Bull sets off for a road trip along the river to set up a new camp with Private Lopez.

After some dubious distraction along the way, Bull finally reaches the location for their new camp. It’s only after Lopez leaves, that Bull realizes he’s not alone, and he’s ambushed by a tribe of rebel Asian females. Bull decides to have some fun with the tribe, seeing it as a perfect opportunity to unleash his latest invention; a modulation that makes his word final, leaving the tribal women mesmerized by the power of his words.


The first part of Colonel John Bull’s plan was pretty much complete. He had taken control of his entire company. His former base of female soldiers were now well and truly under his control. Using his special Bimbo serum, Bull had managed to transform his company of strong and independent women into mindless and loyal hucow brides.

His hucow harem was expanding everyday, and Bull found it harder and harder to control his desire to grow it even further. For a while, Bull had managed to contain himself, and stayed away from the girls in the local village, but ultimately they had proved too enticing. One by one, Bull enticed the women to come to his base, and there he hit them with the serum, transforming them into his loyal hucow brides.

Now Bull was faced with a conundrum. He had grown his numbers, but he had also drawn unnecessary attention to himself. The local authorities in the village were starting to suspect that Bull had something to do with the missing women, and they were coming to visit.

Bull decided it was well past time to scout out a new location for a new camp. He would keep the old camp as it was, take half of his harem with him and move onto new pastures. The next part of Bull’s plan involved taking an allied camp up the river, a base under control of Colonel Maria Sanchez. Bull would take that camp soon enough, but he was waiting on a delivery of the chemicals necessary to formulate his serum first.

Until then, Bull decided he’d scout up the river, completing half of the journey. He would set up a new base halfway up the river in secret, without the knowledge of his higher ups. That way, when his chemicals arrived and Bull could make the next bath of his Bimbo serum, he could make the trip up to Colonel Maria’s base much faster.

Bull started each morning the same. He’d have a direct one on one fuck session with one of the many hucow slaves within his harem. He usually opted for his step-daughter Steffi, who had actually got caught up in all this by mistake. Steffi was a tight piece of ass however and Bull regularly took delight in plundering the young girl’s ass and cunt.

This morning however, Bull opted for Sergeant Becky, the first woman that Bull had transformed into a hucow at his new base. There were only minutes left until Bull was scheduled to leave the camp and travel up the river, and he spent them accosting Sergeant Becky thoroughly.

“Yes, yes master, yes!”

Becky was on her knees before Colonel Bull, holding her mammoth breasts on each side of his cock as Bull squeezed his rigid shaft through her swollen breasts. With each pump of his cock, Becky felt her cunt quiver with excitement, and felt her nipples tense in anticipation. Each time she tensed, a little jet of milk squeezed from her nipples, arching through the air like white twine.

Bull looked down at his prime slave hungrily, biting his lip in lust. Becky was the first, and therefore the most senior hucow in his harem, as far as Bull was concerned. He would be leaving her in charge when he made his trip up the river.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Becky’s moans drove bull to the edge, and he tensed the swollen head of his rigid shaft, digging his hands into Becky’s shoulders. Bull pulled himself forward, pinning the head of his cock under her chin, exploding all over her face. Becky quickly threw her hand down to her pussy, working her clit furiously so she could cum with him, which she did.

“Oh yessssss.” Her moans were long and hot, and she collapsed onto the floor, covered in strings of Bull’s virile cum.

“That’s enough Sergeant.” Bull said, zipping his trousers up. He looked outside the window of his tent and saw Private Lopez had just arrived with the hummer. Bull was traveling up river alone with Lopez for now, to scout out a location. Once they found it, he’d have Lopez drop him off, while she returned to pick up the first half of his company.

“Are you going so soon master?” Becky moaned, jumping up to her feet as Bull grabbed his bags, walking out of the tent.

“I won’t be long.” Bull said, throwing his bag into the back of the hummer. “Take good care of things while I’m gone.”

Bull faced the cum soaked Sergeant, who was saluting him boldly, her bare breasts on show for the entire base.

“I will master, don’t you worry about that.”

Bull climbed into the Hummer.

“Alright Lopez, let’s get out of here.”

“Yes sir!” Lopez put her foot to the floor, driving out of the base.

Lopez had been another one of Bull’s earlier acquisitions. A young Latino girl who had at one time been feisty and often prone to dissent. Now Lopez was as obedient as the rest, thriving on the attention of the Colonel’s cock.

Bull stared in the side mirror wistfully as his company of Bimbo hucow slaves waved him off in the background. Bull knew that the base would be okay under the care of Sergeant Becky. Even though he’d technically left the base in the hands of a careless and stupid Bimbo, Bull had recently upgraded Becky with his latest Bimbo serum. His latest serum contained state of the art nano-bots, which meant Bull could directly control a Bimbo with his phone from any location. If Becky started fucking things up, (which Bull more than anticipated she would) he would be able to take control of her and set things back to normal.

Even though he was going, it would be like he had never left.

Lopez left the gates of the base, taking the hummer into the wilderness of the surrounding jungle. Bull didn’t know how long the war had been going on, and he didn’t really care to remember. He didn’t take much notice of stuff like that. He had only joined the military because he knew that with his extensive scientific background, he would be able to carve out a real home for himself. Defense always had a large budget, and that budget was often spent on scrupulous, Top Secret projects, which never saw the light of day. Bull had set his sights on being in the military pretty much from the moment he finished high school. Not only did they pay for his diploma, but they paid him well too because of his extra qualifications.

Bull was extremely set in his career, and he had finally been able to put himself in the position to be in charge of the scrupulous Top Secret projects that he had always wanted. The only difference, is that his superiors technically didn’t know about any of this. Bull had arranged all of this himself, and that’s how he wanted to keep it.

His superiors had caught wind of his interests once before, when he had tried to turn his old base into a harem. They’d found out and they’d nicknamed it Bimbo Camp. Bull never cared for the name, and after his Superiors called him in, they demanded that Bull hand over the serum. They wanted to weaponize, use it against the enemy. Bull had no interests in such thing. He wanted to use the serum on as many women as possible of course, but he would be the one using it. He’d worked for years to achieve this dream, he wasn’t going to let some dickless, badge riddled cock take his glory. The serum was Bull’s, and Bull’s alone.

They drove up the river for an hour or two, until they were about halfway to the Bull’s intended location. After a few hours in the hummer, Bull was tired of sitting and asked Private Lopez to pull over and let them rest for twenty minutes.

It was clear to Bull that Lopez was aching for some relief. They climbed out the hummer and he ripped the young girl’s camo blazer open, freeing her huge and swollen titties. Bull drank from her tits freely, swallowing her sweet milk while pumping his hand up and down his shaft.

“Spread your legs.” Bull grunted between a mouthful of her teat. The young girl did so and Bull slid his hand underneath her skirt, groping at her pussy through the wet fabric of her panties. He moved her panties to one side and slipped a finger inside her tight cunt.

“Yes…” Lopez moaned, squeezing a breast in her own hand. She looked up at Bull with her big brown eyes, longing for more.

“Turn around.” Bull growled, feeling his cock tense. The young girl did so and he slammed her down on the hood of the hummer, pulling her ass cheeks apart with his hands.

Bull wasted no time sinking his cock into her tight cunt, pushing his rigid shaft all the way inside of her pussy. Bull hadn’t know at the time, but when he’d first converted Private Lopez, she had actually been a virgin. It wasn’t until he’d pulled his cock out of her and saw the pink smear on top of his shaft, that Bull realized he’d broken her seal.

Ever since then, Lopez had been rabidly hungry for his cock, demanding it four or five times a week. Bull obliged happily. Lopez was an extremely attractive girl, with a very dollish face. She was even more attractive after his serum took control, swelling her formerly petite body into a haven of thick curves.

He pounded Lopez’s tight cunt from behind while squeezing the full flesh of her ass. A few minutes later Bull was ready to burst, and let his cock erupt, firing jet after jet of molten cum into her steaming pussy. He pulled his cock out and pumped his hand down his shaft, feeling her juices twine with his own. Bull stared at the Private’s swollen pink pussy from behind, biting his lip as he watched strings of his cum drip from her tight pink hole.

After their short intermission, Lopez and Bull got back into the hummer and resumed their trip. Bull didn’t know much about the jungle and the surrounding areas. He didn’t even know much about rebel activity in the area. As mentioned Bull really couldn’t care less about the war, he wasn’t in the military to blow up people. Well, not in that way anyway.

He’d picked the spot more of less because it was directly in between his camp and the camp of Colonel Maria Sanchez.

“I think the spot is just around the corner Colonel.” Lopez said, looking at the GPS map on the hummer dash.

“Very good Lopez. Just pull up anywhere around here. I’ll set up camp and get ready for the night.”

Lopez pulled the hummer to one side, while Bull prepared his tent for the night. The tent, which was more of a pop-up cabin, was the latest state of the art military tech. Instant barracks that could be assembled in less than an hour with minimal man power.

After Bull was all set up, Lopez came to say her goodbyes. Lopez would head back in the hummer and return to the camp, Bull would scout out the current location, making plans for his intermediary base. It was only after Lopez left and Bull was standing alone in the jungle clearing, that he realized he wasn’t alone at all. He stared into the jungle wall ahead, and saw a flurry of movement. They came out one by one at first, and then they came all at once. Five Asian women, marked with tribal paint, wearing little more than rags.

Bull had stumbled across a rebel camp.

*

“Put your hands up American.” The leader held a spear in Bull’s face, her entire body trembling with nerves. Bull smiled at them and obeyed happily. He took his time to look over the bodies of the five women. They might have been tribal savages, but each one of them was a beauty within herself. Bull had stumbled across the only tribal group of super models in the world, it would seem. The women were scantily clad, only wearing small dirty loin cloths around their wastes. Apart from dirt and soil on their skin, they were all well groomed, and looked relatively delicious.

“We’re going to roast you alive white man.” The head woman said while walking Bull forward to the jungle wall. “Just you see.”

“Hm. Sure.” Bull laughed to himself, knowing something that the women didn’t.

They walked through the jungle for about half an hour, until they got back to their tribal nest. The five women lived together in one hut, fashioned from branches and twine. The leader jabbed the spear into Bull’s back, motioning for him to go inside.

“What’s the matter?” Bull said, looking around the squalor hut. “No men around here to fix this place up? It’s a fucking mess.”

“No. No men.” The head woman said. “All killed by American in war. You kill them all.”

“I didn’t kill anyone lady.” Bull laughed. “What do you want from me?”

“We need make more men.” Her eyes flit down to Bull’s crotch. “So we take your seed. You give it to us. You make bang with us all.”

Bull burst out laughing. So the women wanted his cum? Well they could have it if they wanted, but they’d be doing it on his terms. Not theirs.

“What so funny?!” The woman jabbed the spear into Bull’s face.

“Alright.” Bull said, finished with laughter. “That’s enough of this.” He yanked the spear out of the woman’s hand in a flash, spinning it around to smack the woman across the side of her face. The blow stunned the woman, knocking her to the floor. The rest of the tribe jumped to their feet immediately, pointing their spears at Bull.

Bull couldn’t help but laugh again. The woman really thought they had the upper hand in this one. Little did they know that Bull was carrying his latest invention. His portable, voice activated Bimbo Serum.

In the down time, Bull had ran out of women to augment, so he’d started working on himself. He was completely immune to the Bimbo serum now, so he didn’t need a gas mask, and he could deploy it with a special fan that was now housed in his throat. Bull squeezed his fingers into the palm of his right hand, activating the serum.

“Drop your weapons.” As he spoke the invisible cloud of his latest strain spread across the cabin, slowly infiltrating the nostrils of the hostile tribal women. Sure enough, as the serum worked it’s way through the cabin, the women dropped their spears one by one.

Excellent. Bull thought to himself. His plan had worked, and now he had the upper hand.

“Alright, strip off, everyone of you. Then bend over. If we’re going to do this, we’re doing it my way.”

The women did as he asked, baring their glorious naked bodies before him. As soon as they were done Bull yanked his zip down, whipped out his cock and pumped his hand up and down his shaft. He had no preference for what order he fucked the women, so he simply worked left to right.

The Asian tribal women were incredibly tight, after having lived in the jungle for months. Bull blew his load in the first pussy within minutes, stepping back and take a moment to compose himself before moving onto the next one. He stood hypnotized as the first woman stood knelt over the bed, rubbing her pussy. His cum dripped from her wet cunt, smearing down the inside of her creamy thighs.

It was clear to Bull that these women had never fucked for pleasure before, so he took it upon himself to make it as pleasurable as possible for them.

The next woman was the youngest of them all, she had small and perky breasts, and a big fat bubble butt. Bull lay down on the floor, and ordered the girl to straddle him, biting his lip as she eased herself down onto his cock, cleaving her virgin pussy in two. She went slow and delicate at first, clenching her mosquito bite tits in her hand as she did so. Within a few minutes however, her pussy had lubed up enough to ride Bull fully, and she was bouncing up and down his rigid length, begging for more.

After he came in her, he found himself hard again instantly, and took on the next two women two at a time. After several minutes of fucking, he’d worked up enough of an appetite to cum again, blowing thick ropes of cum into the third woman’s pussy. He pulled out half way through the ejaculation and stuffed his cock into the fourth woman’s pussy, resuming his eruption.

Two woman, one load. Bull thought to himself. Not bad Bull, not bad.

The fifth and final woman was the tribal leader, whom Bull has smacked in the face with her own spear. Her nose had run with blood where the pole had smacked her. Bull laughed, looking at her humiliation. Then he span the woman around on her knees and decided to humiliate her some more. Bull spat, letting a thick drop of his saliva fall onto her tight pink asshole. He spat once more onto his dick, pumping his hand up and down his shaft. The fourth woman must have been a virgin, because there was a pink smear on top of his cock from where her seal had broken. Bull wrapped his hands around the waist of the fifth woman and yanked her toward him, burying his cock into her asshole.

She let out a loud yelp of pain, and carried on grunting in pain for several minutes until her ass was lubed up enough. The grunts of pain slowly turned to pleasure, and Bull spanked her ass, feeling his balls get tight once more, ready to blow for the final time.

“Cum in pussy!” The woman shouted. “Get pregnant! No pregnant in ass!”

“I’ll cum wherever I want.” Bull said, blowing his load into the woman’s tight anus. Her body quivered around him in reaction, Bull laughed and pulled his cock out of her ass, stood up and zipped himself back up.

The woman pushed her fingers into her cum dripping ass feverishly, scooping Bull’s seed out, pushing it into her pussy, trying to get herself pregnant.

The desperation of the act alone got Bull hard again.

“Fucking tribal girls.” Bull laughed. “There’s nothing like them in the world.”

After Bull had finished with the five tribal women, he took them back to his temporary camp and they slept there for the night together. Bull fucked each women another two or three times and when Private Lopez arrived in the morning he decided to invite the women into his hucow harem full time. The tribal women agreed upon seeing the supplies that Lopez had brought back with her, more than invigorated with the new quality of life that Bull’s harem promised.

Bull smiled, satisfied with himself as his women started building the new camp around him. Not only had his field trip been a success, but now he had women from the rebel army on his side too, and Bull knew they were bound to come in handy at some point.

To Be Continued


Burstin Bimbos 7: Bimbo Boss

By

Lara Lock


There’s one thing left standing between Colonel Bull and the world. His rival, his arch nemesis, the wicked and cruel Maria Sanchez.

Bull has detested Maria all his life. Maria has only ever been a thorn in Bull’s side. Now that Bull has control of the military completely, taking over Maria’s camp isn’t hard work.

Bull decides to pay a surprise visit to Maria. His latest inventions make him more powerful than ever before. His word is final, and on top of that he can read minds, making it even easier to bend them to his will.

Maria can’t stand the sight of Bull, but once he puts his inventions to use, her attitude quickly changes, and before long she finds that she can’t get enough. Bull isn’t going to play nice however, he’s going to take his time, and he’s going to tease her. She might want pleasure, but he’s going to make her suffer first.

Maria is the only thing left standing between Bull and the world. Once he’s done, he’s going to carry out his grand plan. Bull won’t stop until cream rains down on the earth.


“Bull?!” What on earth are you doing here?!” Colonel Maria Sanchez pushed her chair back from her desk, looking up at Bull in shock. She had heard the rumors. She knew the madman had made a return. She had anticipated he would come, she just didn’t think he’d be this early.

“What’s wrong Maria?” Bull smirked as he walked into Maria’s tent, shutting the door firmly behind him. “Can’t an old friend stop by?”

Maria felt her heart beating in panic. Bull was no friend of hers. She knew about what he had done to women. She knew what he was doing to women. Bull was a scientist as well as a Colonel, and he had developed ways of literally transforming women into his unquestioning sex slaves.

“You need to get out of her.” Maria panicked, pushing at the concealed button under her table top. “Now.”

“I’m afraid that won’t be happening Maria.” Bull smirked again. “I disabled that button hours ago by the way. It’s just me and you now. Take a look at your base outside. They all belong to me.”

Maria shook her head, not able to bring herself to believe his words.

“Go on.” Bull held something in his hand. Maria saw him squeeze it. Then he spoke again, but this time his words felt different. They felt magnetic. They felt… irresistible. Maria felt as if she had no choice but to obey him. “Look out your window.”

“…O-okay.” Maria stammered, standing up to look out her window. There she saw the effects of his work. He had already got to her base. He had transformed every last woman, and he had incapacitated every last man. Everywhere Maria looked, she saw her formally proud female soldiers, but now they were different. Hoards of Bull’s Bimbo slaves ran around the camp, giggling, playing, fighting, stripping each other off.

“You’re a mad man.” Maria felt a tear well in her eye as she turned back around to face Bull. “All this? For what?”

“I’m going to rule the world.” Bull smiled. “And you’re coming with me.”

“I’ll die before I follow you.” Maria jerked to pull the gun from her hip, but before she could, his words were on here again. Stopping her.

“Don’t move a muscle.” Bull’s serpentine voice whispered through the air, seducing her hypnotically. “You want to fuck me. You’re going to fuck me. Strip. I’m going to turn you into a bimbo.”

Maria no longer felt any kind of opposition. In fact it was quite the opposite. There was something about Bull’s voice that projected a raw animal magnetism. She had never noticed before just how appealing his voice was, but she could see how he had been able to transform so many women. He was irresistible.

She removed her uniform slowly, moving in ways that were a stark contrast to her formerly demure personality. Maria Sanchez was a powerful and respected woman. She had worked hard to get to where she was today, and she did it by being her own person. She never bent to the will of a man, and as a result she was a notorious figure within the military. She had never tried to impress a man just to get ahead, but now that Bull was here, standing in front of her, Maria had a desire to be sexy, she had a desire to project an allure for him.

She unbuttoned her camo top, slipping it down past her shoulders, stripping herself one by one. Bull watched with a fierce expression etched onto his face, which only turned her on all the more. She hoped that she was turning him on, and looking at the hulking bulge in his trousers, she got the impression that she was.

“That’s right.” Bull groaned, biting his lip as Maria removed her bra, freeing her large breasts. She rubbed at her wet and throbbing slit through the thin white fabric of her panties.

“Come to me. Get on your knees. Now.”

She practically ran at the man, not able to drop to her knees fast enough. Bull whipped his monstrous cock out and Maria’s eyes opened wide at the sight. His shaft was long, thick and hard, comparable in size to that of an oak sapling. Thick veins ran down his shaft like jungle vines, all the way from his base to his throbbing purple head. Maria pumped a hand up and down him, reveling at the warmth of his column. He was hot and hard, like sun kissed marble. Maria wrapped her lips around his cock, pushing her tongue up and down his slit, tasting his delicious pre-cum.

She brought her other hand down between her thighs, pushing the thin strap of her panties across to stroke her throbbing wet slit.

“Yes.” Bull groaned like a man that was finally getting what he wanted. Bull had wanted to claim Maria Sanchez for years. Now he was finally here and she was on her knees in front of him, he was going to enjoy it.

His verbal affirmation only heightened her own sensual desire. Maria pushed her fingers into her cunt, gasping around a mouthful of Bull’s long cock, as her fingers slipping inside of herself. She felt her walls clenching around her, spasming in delight. She palmed at her breast with her other hand, squeezing the soft flesh, twisting her hard nipples between her finger and thumb.

Bull pushed his fingers through her hair, scrunching them through her thick locks, clamping her head around his cock like a vice. The forcefulness of his movement only turned her on more. Maria pulsed her thumb across her clit quickly in small and rapid circles, pushing hard as she felt the orgasm ready to explode inside of her.

Her stomach twitched, her thighs twitched, her whole body trembled as it came, and as it did, Bull did too. Warmth exploded from her core just as Bull clutched her hair tight, clamping her mouth against his cock. Maria hummed in pleasure around Bull’s dick as she felt it tensing up in her mouth, only to release a minute later, blowing thick ropes of molten cum onto her tongue.

She held her hand firmly against her cunt as her hips bucked in pleasure, riding the wave of her orgasm while keeping her mouth clamped firmly around Bull. His orgasm seemed to last forever, but Maria kept on drinking him down, not wanting to waste a drop.

Bull yanked his cock from out of Maria’s mouth, taking a step back to rest for a moment. She dropped both her hands to the floor, and remained hunched over on her knees, trying to catch her breath.

The erotic entanglement with Bull had been brief, but still, she wish he could have cum in her pussy.

“Pussy?” Bull laughed. She heard his footsteps come toward her and then his hands were on her, yanking her up to her feet.

“What?” Maria looked at Bull bewildered, as he spun around her and bent her over his table.

“You want my cock in your pussy eh? Say no more?”

“But how-”

“I’m more powerful than anyone anticipates.” Bull said, pumping a hand up and down his shaft. With a few pumps he was hard once more. “I can hear whatever you think. I can read minds.”

Bull laughed to himself, before pushing Maria’s torso down on to the table. Ass up, head down. That was his motto.

He knew that everyone knew about his ability to transform women, but no one knew about his latest ability. He had invented a device that could read minds.

Bull squeezed his hands into the full flesh of the Latino woman’s hefty ass, nestling the head of his throbbing cock between her glistening folds.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Yes Daddy!

As it turns out, women’s thoughts weren’t that complex after all. Bull wondered about the usefulness of his invention, but it did have it’s perks. He pushed his hips forward, sinking his cock into Maria’s tight and open cunt. He bit his lip as he stared down, looking at the pink of her insides.

“Bull, yes!”

Just to think, five minutes ago this woman had told him to go to hell and tried to shoot him. She could have killed him if she had the chance. Now she was slobbering over his cock like a dog on a bone. Bull slid his cock out of Sanchez and started hammering his shaft in and out of her cunt hard. With every thrust of his hips, his thighs slapped into the back of her own, and a small primal grunt escaped from Maria’s lips.

Breaking into her base and taking over her entire company without Maria’s knowledge hadn’t been hard. Bull used to rely on his serum quite heavily, a gas that could transform any women in the vicinity, but he had since surpassed that. Bull had been waiting on a shipment of chemicals before he took over Maria’s base, but with the invention of his voice modulator, he didn’t need to.

Taking over her Maria’s base was as easy as running in and yelling for everyone to freeze. They always did what he said. His word was hypnotic. His word was final. Bull killed the men, as he always did, and he hypnotized the women to fall under his control. Later, when the time was right, they would all become his hucow slaves, raining their cream down upon their world.

First of all Bull had wanted one last personal appointment, with the last remaining person standing in his way. Colonel Sanchez Maria. Now he was in her office, blasting her pussy from behind while she writhed under him in pleasure.

“Oh Bull, oh fuck!”

If he carries on fucking my cunt like that, I’m going to squirt everywhere.

“Do it.” Bull growled, reading the woman’s thoughts.

Maria did so, clamping her fingers down on the edge of the desk hard while her pussy spasmed around Bull’s cock. Bull nearly lost his edge as she came hard. Her pussy squeezed down on his shaft like a vice, squirting her juices out of her wet slit, dripping down the inside of her creamy thighs.

Bull was turned on incredibly by the display, but he didn’t want to cum just yet, he wasn’t quite done with Maria Sanchez. Sanchez had been a thorn in Bull’s side for a long time, and now that he had the lusty Latino bitch writhing underneath him, he was going to take his frustrations out on her voluptuous body. This was definitely a hate fuck for Bull, and he was loving every moment of it.

A minute later, Bull yanked his cock out of Maria’s silken pussy, pumping his hands up and down his throbbing cock.

“Daddy!” Maria moaned. “Don’t stop, give me more! Cum in my pussy!”

Oh I’ll cum in you alright. Bull laughed to himself. But it’s not going to be in your cunt.

Bull pushed the swollen head of his throbbing cock against the tight ring of Maria’s asshole.

No! Not my ass. I’ve never been fucked there!

Bull bit his lip at the woman’s thoughts. He would be taking her anal virginity, that only made it better.

He considered taking his time, and pressing his shaft against her asshole slowly, pushing himself inch by inch, waiting for the rings of her muscles to relax and open up gradually, until she was ready to take his gargantuan length. Bull didn’t have the patience for that however, and decided to ram the full length of his hard cock into her pin prick asshole, hard, fast and unprotected. The length of his shaft was still covered and dripping in her pussy juice, that would be good enough for lube. He hoped anyway.

Bull thrust his hips forward, forcing her tight ring to spread around the thick head of his cock. He gripped her hips tight, pulling himself forward, sinking the entire length of his rigid shaft into her diamond tight asshole. Maria yelped loudly, her cries of pain flooding her small office.

“Fuuuuuuuuck!” Bull knew that he had hurt her, but he didn’t care. This was a hate fuck after all. Within a few minutes Maria’s cries of pain subsided to cries of pleasure. She was back to palming her juicy Latino tits and finger blasting her swollen cunt before she knew it.

He squeezed his thumbs into the full flesh of her Latino ass while sliding his cock in and out of her tiny butt hole over and over again.

“Yes!” Maria let out a yelp of encouragement, betraying how much she was actually enjoying it.

I had wanted his cum in my pussy so badly, but now that he’s in my asshole, I want him to cum here. I just want his cum inside of me so bad, anywhere will do!

Bull smiled to himself at reading the woman’s thoughts. He had already sunk at least half a pint of his cum down her throat and into her belly. That was one thing that Bull hadn’t banked on, but the modulations he had performed on himself seemed to have the unintended side effect of increasing his amount of cum. His loads were monumental now and easily produced enough cum to drown a small cat. Luckily, Bull was only interested in drowning one type of pussy.

“Yes, yes!” Sharp cries of lust escaped from Maria’s lips as Bull slammed his cock in and out of her asshole. He knew he was getting closer now, he just wanted it to last a few for more minutes. This cunt had always been an obstacle in his plans. Bull wasn’t done getting his revenge on her yet.

I’m going to cum again! Maria’s mind raced. He’s going to make me cum from fucking my ass somehow. How is he doing this?!

“Oh no you don’t.” Bull ripped his cock from Maria’s asshole, leaving her panting and unfulfilled, bent over the desk. He pumped his hand up and down his cock slowly, while looking at the pink of her plundered holes. She could make herself orgasm if she wanted to, but Bull wasn’t going to make it easy for her, and he wasn’t going to do it himself. Maria had always made him work for things, why shouldn’t it be the other way around?

He had regretted allowing her to have the first orgasm so easily, but it was pleasurable watching Maria writhe on the floor underneath him. She had fallen so far from her graceful demeanor, knelt on the floor, begging for his cock, slobbering over it like a bitch in heat.

Bull had reduced her to nothing more than a walking cum receptacle, and he knew that she was loving every minute of it.

“Please master!” Maria spun around to face Bull, her eyes searching feverishly for the dick she craved. “Please fill me with your cum!”

“Not so fast.” Bull placed his palm out to stop the woman, while pumping his shaft slowly. “Drop to your knees again. You don’t deserve my cum inside your cunt or ass. I’ll spunk on your face or tits whore. You have to earn having my cum inside you from now on.”

“Yes master, yes master!” Maria dropped to her knees instantly, brushing her long brown hair from off her face. She closed her eyes, held her arms behind her back and held her head up to him, waiting like a blank canvas beneath an artist.

Bull slid his hand up and down his shaft, thinking about all the years that he had known Maria. All the years he had known this dumb cunt. He couldn’t deny to himself that Maria was a remarkable looking woman. She was a cougar crossed with Jennifer Lopez. Once she had been powerful, once she had been respected. Now she was on her knees before Bull, with her mouth open, tongue stuck out in anticipation.

He could take no more, and with a primal grunt he held his cock down, keeping the tip of his shaft trained squarely on her face. Seconds later, thick ropes of his white cum spilled forth from his cock, arcing through the air, glistening like ice. He carried on pumping as his cum squeezed from his cock, landing on her face, covering her every inch.

“Yes!” Maria opened her mouth as wide a possible, trying to catch as many stray ropes of his cum as she could. Bull produced a monumental amount, positively covering the woman in a shower of his semen. By the time he had finished cumming, he stood there for a few moments with his hands on his thighs, breath heaving, marveling at his handy work.

Thick strands of his semen dripped from every part of Maria’s face and tits, dripping down her her body slowly like glistening strands of pearls. The mammoth globes that were her breasts were covered, her creamy coffee skin marred with a grid of his spunk.

Her face was so densely covered, she bore his seed almost like a mask. It dripped from every pore, as if she had sweated the cum out of her body herself. Maria remained knelt on the floor with her eyes closed, rubbing her hands over slimy body, scooping up hand fulls of his cum and shovelling it into her pussy, mouth and even ass.

Bull couldn’t help but laugh as he watched the desperate cum whore. Maria had always been the most resolute, the most defiant. Now she was a polar opposite.

“Alright.” Bull said, finally redressing himself. “Get yourself cleaned up and dressed. Be ready to meet me outside in five minutes.”

“What?” Maria jumped to her feet, disappointed that her alone time with Bull was over. “Where are we going?”

“There’s one final part of my plan.” Bull smiled darkly. “I’m going to take over the world.”

*

Bull was shaking with excitement as he approached the make shift podium that had been constructed at his new base. Around the podium stood his army of followers, his harem of loyal sex slaves. He had lost count of his reach by far now, all he knew was that it was extensive. The military was his completely, and he had taken the enemy military too, with the help of his spy, Klara Klotz. He had also taken the rebel forces with his feral tribal spies.

Bull had taken on three of the largest military powers on the planet, and he had made them his with ease. Now his sights were set on bigger things, and the latest and final strain of his serum would make easy work of that too.

“Ladies.” Bull looked out over the vast crowd of his loyal concubines. “Today is a very special day.”

He turned to Sergeant Becky, his bimbo prime, and nodded at her. Becky pulled back the cloth from the huge rocket that was on stage, revealing it to the crowd for the time. The crowd met the reveal positively, and were obviously very impressed.

“This is the Bull rocket. It contains the latest strain of my serum. The rocket will take one lap around the earth, dispensing trace amounts of the pathogen into the atmosphere. The pathogen is air born and self replicating. Within one week every woman on the planet will be infected.”

The crowd met his news with silence. Bull laughed to himself, knowing that he’d have to dumb it down about a thousand times for his bimbo crowd.

“Rocket go up. Spread fun. Every woman on earth be my bimbo.”

The crowd went wild, meeting his comment with thunderous applause and cheering. Bull watched with glee as a thousand bimbo servants jumped up and down in celebration, two thousand breasts jiggling up and down in unison.

“Launch!”

Bull turned and squeezed the trigger in his hand. The rocked leapt up into the atmosphere with a might roar, leaving a column of white smoke in the atmosphere. A few minutes passed before the column was eventually broken up by the wind, and by that point the rocket was up into the atmosphere, carrying it’s load, ready to take on the earth.

The End


Thanks for reading, please enjoy your bonus content, The Doll Maker.


The Doll Maker

By

Lara Lock


After losing his job Chris is a little short of money. Struggling to find work, he takes the first opportunity that comes his way, helping out at the old toy store on the edge of town.

The store is unlike any Chris has ever seen in his life. The old man in charge of the shop cleared out his inventory years ago, replacing the crafts with beautiful but curiously realistic mannequins.

It doesn’t take long for Chris to discover the truth. The dolls are real women, transformed into obedient and loyal sex slaves by the twisted old man. Upon realizing the truth, the old man gives Chris a choice. Leave and never come back, or stay and become the one to inherit is strange and mysterious power…


Chris sat mesmerized, watching the cheerleaders dance throughout the half time show. He wasn’t one for sports, but his friend Tom had been rather insistent that he came along to watch the game.

“I’m telling you man, I’ve been watching Becky and the cheer team rehearse, you’re going to want to see this…”

The lights dimmed, and the cheer team walked out onto the empty basketball court. “This is it man!” Tom punched his friend in the arm excited, as the crowd watched the team of girls in anticipation.

At the front there was the head cheerleader and most popular girl in school, Vicky Chambers.

Chris had a personal love hate relationship with Vicky. Chris had crushed on Vicky ever since they’d been in kindergarten together. During their academic life, Chris had watched her grow into a spectacular specimen of a woman. Chris on the other hand, had grown into a shy and reclusive geek. Vicky was popular and she was also kind of a bitch, making plenty of time in her day to make fun of less popular and poor kids, kids like Chris.

Music flooded the auditorium and the team broke into their choreographed dance, led by Vicky at the front. For the first thirty seconds or so, the dance was standard cheering fair, and as pretty as he found Vicky, Chris side eyed his friend Tom out of boredom. Tom placated Chris, sensing his impatience.

“It gets better man, just watch.”

The track split into some wild dub step remix and with the drop, the girls ripped their cheer uniforms from their bodies, revealing hot pink lingerie underneath. The audience went wild. Chris could see the teachers on the bleachers below staring at the girls with their mouths open.

“Shit I told you! Isn’t this whack?!” Tom shouted to Chris over the sound of the cheering, but Chris hardly took any notice of his friend. His focus was on one thing and one thing only. Vicky.

She moved like an expert temptress, dropping and rolling her hips around, straddling the air and popping her ass out, as if she was inviting every male in the room to come down and fight for her. There wasn’t an inch of her that wasn’t perfection. Chris stared at the tiny lace panties covering her crotch, imagining how perfect her pussy probably was.

She probably shaved everyday, and she was probably tighter than a vice. Chris’s dick throbbed in his pants at the thought.

A minute later, the dance had finished, and the girls bowed to a standing ovation. Whatever the teachers would make of it, the crowd had clearly loved the racy performance.

Later on as Chris and Tom walked through the parking lot to Tom’s car, Chris saw Vicky walking through the lot with her jock boyfriend, Bryce Howard.

“Shit man! There’s Vicky again!” Tom punched Chris again as they saw the couple walking toward them.

“Just play it cool you fucking idiot.”

They arrived at their cars at the same time, which happened to be parked right next to each other. Tom’s scrapheap of a car looked especially shit, next to Bryce’s brand new convertible.

“Well if it isn’t the gay patrol!” Bryce threw his arm around Vicky. “What the fuck are you queers doing here?”

“Driving home. In my car. What else?” Tom said.

“I don’t know, maybe sucking each other off? I don’t know what the fuck you dorks do.” Vicky burst out laughing at Bryce’s comment.

For all her physical perfection and grace, Vicky Chambers and her jock boyfriend Bryce were bane on Chris and Tom’s existence.

“Aw leave them alone Bryce.” Vicky rolled a lock of her thick blonde hair through her fingers. “They’re probably still in the closet.”

Bryce burst out laughing. “Nice one babe. Come on, let’s go.”

Bryce and Vicky jumped into his convertible. The car roared out of the lot and a second later, they were gone.

“Fucking nice going idiot.” Chris rolled his eyes at Tom as they climbed into his car.

“I hate that she’s such a bitch.” Tom said, trying to start up his car. “Damn is she fucking hot though. I’d love to see her pussy just once.”

“I hear that.” Chris looked out the passenger window into the night and played images of Vicky dancing in her lingerie over and over.

“I can’t believe that Bryce cunt gets to fuck her either. He’s such a lucky fuck.”

“We live in a twisted world.”

Tom eventually got the car to start, and drove Chris to his house, car sputtering all the way.

“Hey, me and Miranda are going to the arcade tomorrow after school. They’re having a board game night. You want to come?”

“Ah I can’t.” Chris shut the car door and leaned in, talking to Tom through the window. “I’ve got my first shift at that Toy Shop tomorrow.”

“Shit.” Tom laughed. “I forgot you got a job at that gay old place. Why you want to work there anyway? You know that old man who owns is totally going to rape you.”

“Shut up.” Chris pushed himself off the car and stood up. “It’s not like I want to work there, I need the money. That’s the only place that got back to me.”

“Whatever man. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Later.”

As soon as Chris got in, he threw a couple of hot pockets in the microwave. In the kitchen there was a note from his mom.

Working late again. Don’t wait up. Love you, Mom. X

The microwave dinged and Chris took the scalding food out, sitting down in front of the news as he ate. The world was trash, the same as it always was. A young male reporter blathered on about the latest unlucky S.O.B to make it on the six o’ clock.

“And now updates on the missing persons case. Stephanie Chang is an accountant from Briarstown…”

Chris flicked the channel over, unable to hear about any more missing persons cases. It was almost like there something in the water around here. People just up and left all the time. It made him feel sick, especially with his mom working so many late nights.

Chris lived alone with his mom, and he was more than well aware that they weren’t well off at all. His dad had left when he was three, and he was an only child. Chris had worked at the Burger Barn since he was fourteen to help his mom make ends meet, but it had been shut down last month due to health code violations, and Chris had been looking for other work frantically. Unfortunately the town was small, and there wasn’t a lot of work. Chris printed off three hundred copies of his resume and handed them out to every business in town.

The old toy shop on Belmont was the only one that had got back to him.

The toy store was creepy as fuck, and it was run by an old man. The kids at Chris’s school referred to him as ‘The Doll Maker’, and Chris had always done so too, until learning at his interview that his name was actually Terry.

Terry as it seemed, was actually quite a nice guy, and he was looking for someone to help close the shop up at night. Terry was getting older and wanted to start spending less time at the shop. Chris’s interview at the shop had gone well, and Terry offered him a job on the spot.

Chris didn’t care what the job was, as long as it paid money, he needed to help his mom pay bills. Since he’d lost his job at the Burger Barn she’d been working doubles, and it pained him seeing her so tired all the time. Chris learned at the interview that the toy store had had been in Terry’s family for four generations. They used to make a lot of the toys themselves, but over the years they’d had to start buying more stuff in from China to keep up with demand.

Nowadays there wasn’t actually much in the way of toys in the store. Terry had cleared out all of the inventory a few years ago and filled the store with these life size mannequins that he had made from scratch. The mannequins were bizarre. They were all serenely beautiful and seemingly perfect women. Heading past the store always gave Chris the creeps. The women looked so life like, it was unnerving to see a shop full of perfectly still bodies like that.

Still. A job was a job and Chris needed the money. At the end of the day he didn’t care where he worked, as long as it paid.

Chris ended up falling asleep in front of the TV, and dreamed of Vicky in her cheer lingerie. In the dream she’d come home with Chris instead of Bryce, and she was giving him a lap dance in his bedroom as Chris ate hot pockets. She stripped from her lingerie one by one as she ground against him, pushing her perfect and dripping pussy against the hard line of his cock.

“You want to fuck me don’t you Chris? You want to put your cock in my perfect little pussy.”

Vicky bent over in front of him, baring her perfection to him.

“Come and fuck me. Fuck me Chris. Fuck me.”

He wrapped his hands around her waist, pulling himself in close. He had his cock in one hand, and he was about to slip inside of her. He inched close, his throbbing head just inches away from her dripping sli-

“Chris!”

Chris jumped awake at the sound of his Mom’s voice.

“What? What’s going on?!”

Chris looked around the living room, surprised to see he was still sitting in the chair and that it was morning.

“Get up Chris, you’re going to be late for school. Tom will be here any minute.”

“What time is it?” Chris sat forward in the chair, wiping sleep out of his eye.

“It’s 8:30am. You’ve been sleeping in the chair all night.”

“Damn Mom. You should have woke me.”

“I would have honey, but you looked so peaceful. You want pancakes? You’ve got a big day ahead of you.”

“Sure, thanks.”

Chris went into the bathroom and splashed water on his face, trying to cool himself down from his hot dream about Vicky. It hadn’t been the first time he’d dreamt about her like that, and it probably wouldn’t be the last either. He needed to keep his head in the game for now, he had a few big tests at college and after that he had his first shift at the Toy Shop.

After he finished his pancakes, Chris grabbed his things and went to wait outside for Tom.

“Hey, give your mother a kiss before you leave!”

“Sorry mom.”

His mom pecked Chris on the cheek before running her fingers through his hair. “You look very smart. Are you excited about starting your new job at the store?”

“I guess.” Chris rolled his eyes. “Let’s just hope The Doll Maker doesn’t butcher me or anything.”

“Stop that nonsense.” Chris’s mom batted him across the head and walked back into the kitchen. “He’s a very nice man and he’s doing us a big favor by giving you this job! He’s probably very friendly.”

Chris tightened his hand around the strap of his bag as he walked out the front door. He didn’t know what to think of The Doll Maker, or Terry, but he was sure that he’d find out very soon.

*

“Terry? Mr. Blythe? It’s me. Chris. Chris Nixon? I’ve come for my first shift.”

Chris walked through the shop, looking for the old man. From the outside the shop had looked closed, which was curious to Chris as he knew he was meant to be helping Terry close up.

Chris looked up and down the aisles, his eyes lingering across the beautiful dolls within. The women were extraordinarily beautiful, and were it not for the fact that they were perfectly still, Chris would have assumed they were real.

“You sure are some hot stuff…” Chris walked up to one doll that caught his attention. She was life sized, just as all the dolls were in the shop, only a few inches shorter than Chris was. All the dolls were placed standing up, supported on three dowels from the wall behind them that ran between their arms and legs.

Chris reached his hand out and stroked the flesh of the woman, marveling at how real her eyes looked. He was barely two inches from her face and he could make out every detail. It was as if she wasn’t even a doll at all.

“How did he make you?” He whispered to himself as he looked the doll up and down.

All the dolls in the shop were dressed in some sort of revealing lingerie. Truth be told, Chris knew that he would have to have a couple of wanks in here when the old man left. Being alone in the shop with this many life like dolls was starting to get him turned on. He glanced down the top of the doll he was closest to.

“How much detail did he put in you exactly?”

Chris pulled the fabric away from her breasts and was surprised to see a perfectly real looking nipple on the doll’s tit. He slipped his hand under the lingerie, cupped the breast and marveled at how real everything felt.

“This is unreal…” Chris shook his head in amazement and his attention fell to the doll’s panties. Had the same amount of effort been put in down there? Chris cast a cursory glance over his shoulder, and slipped his hand down the doll’s panties. Sure enough, she had a pussy, which was soft, warm and …wet?

Chris pulled his hand from the doll’s panties and saw a fine sheen of damp on his fingers. Was this fucking wet?

“What the fuck…”

Chris looked around again, but there was still no sign of the old man. He slipped his hands back down the panties of the doll and slipped a finger between her wet folds. He pushed his finger into her pussy, gasping at how real it felt. Her walls were soft, tight and silky. He pushed his finger inside her up to his knuckle. He stroked the inside of her pussy, feeling himself get hard. He could even feel a fucking g-spot inside this thing. However Terry did this, he did a fucking good job. Chris pushed his hand against the Doll’s g-spot, just as he had done with his ex, Tiffany.

The Doll’s g-stop clicked like it were a button and then, she came to life.

“Yes Daddy! Fuck me!”

“What the fuck?!” Chris whipped his hands out of her panties, jumped backward and fell into a shelf full of dolls behind him.

The doll stepped out of her slot and onto the carpet between the aisles. She looked around the shop robotically and then her eyes fell on to Chris.

“Master! Please fuck me Master!”

Chris’s first instinct was to run, but upon seeing a beautiful woman walking toward him, he did the thing that any man would - he froze.

“What are you?!” Chris gasped as the doll swung around and dropped herself onto Chris’s crotch. She started rolling her hips, pushing the dampness between her legs against his raging hard on.

“I’m Mindy! Bimbo Doll at your service! Would you like a blow job?”

Chris stammered at her invitation. The doll moved with such a life like quality, the only thing that betrayed her construction were a series of hairline joints around the parts of her body that moved.

“S-s-sure!”

Mindy jumped off of Chris’s crotch, spun on a heel and dropped back down again, so her face was in line with his dick.

“I love cum!”

The doll unzipped his jeans, and before Chris could process what was happening, his dick was in the back of her throat.

If the old man finds me like this he’s going to freak, Chris thought, but there’s no point in not enjoying this!

“Oh yeah baby.” Chris pushed his jeans down his legs and opened his hips, giving himself space to face fuck the doll. She moved her mouth up and down like a professional porn star, hammering her tonsils against the tip of his cock with sharp and forceful thrusts.

Chris sieved his fingers through her thick blond hair, scrunching his hands around the back of her head. He took tight hold of the gorgeous blonde and thrust his cock in and out of her mouth furiously.

He bit his lip as he felt the pressure building in him. The doll placed her hands on the floor and simply crouched there mouth open as Chris pounded his cock against the back of her throat. From this angle the doll almost looked like Vicky. The thought pushed Chris over the edge and he lost it, imagining that it was Vicky he was face fucking right now.

“Yeeeessss!” He pulled Mindy’s head down onto his cock as far as he could and burst inside of her. Mindy clamped her lips around his base. He grabbed fistfuls of her hair, squeezing rope after rope of thick semen into her pretty little mouth.

“Enjoying ourselves are we?”

Chris jerked his cock out of the doll’s mouth startled by the voice, jumping to his feet to dress himself.

“Mr. Blythe, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry!”

Fuck fuck fuck. I am so fucked. Why the fuck did I have to go and stick my dick in the merchandise on the first day?!

Chris cursed himself as the old man stared at him, knowing full well that the prospect of him working here was well and truly dead.

“You’ll fit right in here.” Terry laughed, turning from Chris to walk to the reception at the back of the store. He turned back and shouted something at the doll. “Mindy go wash yourself off and then return to your station.”

“Yes master!”

Chris stared in amazement as the doll walked off, presumably carrying out the old man’s orders.

“Wait a minute, mister!” Chris ran after the old man, who had sat down behind the reception, reading a paper. “I can explain myself, I’m sorry, please don’t fire me!”

Terry looked up at Chris and laughed. “Come on Chris.” He rolled his eyes. “Any red blooded male would do the same. In fact, I’d probably fire you if you didn’t molest a doll on your first shift.”

“What?”

“It takes the right kind of person to work here Chris, and I think you’ve got what it takes. Truth be told, I’m not looking for someone to take over the store at night, I’m looking for someone to take over the store completely. I’m getting old, and it’s time for me to move on.”

“I don’t understand…” Chris turned his head at the old man. Was Terry suggesting he wanted Chris to take over the store? “I can’t make stuff like this Mister. I’m not an artist like you. The stuff you do here, it’s unreal.”

“Oh I assure you that it’s very very real Chris. Come. Follow me.”

Terry stood from the desk and led Chris into the back, into the workshop of the store. Everywhere Chris looked, there were surfaces covered in doll parts.

“This is unbelievable.” Chris said as Terry led him to a large box at the back of the store. “You make all this yourself?”

“I’m more of an… assembler.” Terry said, half turned to Chris. They had stopped in front of a giant wooden crate.

“Do you watch the news? Did you hear anything about that missing woman?”

Chris squinted at the old man. “The accountant from Briartown?”

“Yes. That’s the one. Young girl. Mid twenties. Asian.” Terry picked up a crowbar from off the floor and slid it into the corner of the box.

“Stand back, watch your feet.”

He pried the bar into the box and it fell open.

“Meet Stephanie.”

Chris’s mouth fell open. It was the missing woman that was all over TV, except… she didn’t look like a woman anymore. She looked different, just like the rest of the dolls in the store. She even had the same hairlines fractures at her joints. Stephanie stood up perfectly still in the box, supported on a stand.

“Stephanie, wake up.”

The doll’s eyes open and life spread across her face and body. She turned from Terry to Chris, then back to Terry again.

“Hello master! Would you like a blow job?” She spoked with the same saccharine voice as Mindy.

“No. Deactivate.”

Stephanie’s eyes closed again and her face become doll like once more.

“What do you think? Pretty neat huh?”

“But she, you - how?!” A million questions raced through Chris’s mind, and he struggled as he attempted to get them all out at once.

“Took her after she was working one day. That’s how I get all my subjects.”

“Subjects? Subjects!”

Chris looked back at the shop in abject horror. Did that mean all the women in there had some point been real?

“Yep. Can’t say I get out much anymore though. I’m getting a bit old for this. You’re probably wondering how I turn them into dolls though…”

Chris opened his mouth several times over. He was wondering that, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to know. This guy abducted women and turned them into walking sex dolls somehow. He was a mad man! Chris had to get out of here, he had to call the police.

“I’ll show you. Come.” Before Chris could react, the old man grabbed him by the arm with surprising strength and pulled him to a table on the opposite of the room. There was a cloth over the table, which seemed to be covering a body.

Terry whipped the cloth from off the table, causing Chris’s eyes to nearly bulge out of his skull.

Strapped to the table, completely nude, it was Vicky.

“Vicky?!”

A dark smile spread across Terry’s face. “That’s right. I took her last night after she got home. I’ve been following you around Chris, didn’t take a genius to figure that you had the hots for this girl.”

Vicky’s eyes bulged back and she screamed as she set eyes on Chris and Terry. She writhed on the table, trying to struggle at her restraints.

“So? What do you say? Want to turn her into a doll?”

Vicky shook her head terrified, screaming into the rubber gag in her mouth. As bad as it was, Chris couldn’t help but get aroused at seeing her naked body. Still, the old man was clearly insane. Chris couldn’t do this, he had to get out of here and get help.

“Mister…I …I-”

Chris backed away from the old man. Terry simply kept on smiling.

“You have two choices Chris.”

Chris backed away shaking his head. The old man was insane. He had to get Vicky out of here, he had to…

He walked back turning his head in disbelief, until he hit the wall behind him. There was nowhere to run. He was cornered.

“You can run, and you can tell the cops. Or…”

“…or?” Chris’s voice broke.

“You can inherit a harem of willing and obedient sex slaves. Led by your sweet and faithful Vicky.”

Chris swallowed at something in his throat. He thought the proposition over. Really, there shouldn’t have been anything to think about. There was only one thing to do and that was the right thing. But then… Chris’s eyes were focused squarely on Vicky as she writhed in terror on the table. That bitch. That fucking bitch had caused him so much misery all these years. It sure would be good to get his own back on her.

Chris pushed himself off the wall and stepped back to the table, looking down at the perfect cheerleader.

“How…how do I do it?”

Terry held his hand up to Chris, pointing at a golden ring with a green gem in the middle of it. “It all comes from here…”

He pulled the ring from off his finger, holding it up in front of Chris. “Once you wear this, you get the power, but beware. Once you put it on, you must keep it on. For when you remove the ring, you will die within the hour.”

“But, surely-”

“Yes.” Terry pulled Chris’s hand up and set the ring into his palm. “I know. I know because the same thing happened to the man who gave me this very ring. I watched him die, and now I’m ready to die too.”

Chris swallowed. For such a little thing it seemed to be a marvelous weight in his hands. For all he knew this was all just nonsense, he had no evidence it worked.

“It is your choice now, take it or don’t. Regardless of what happens, the ring will find a new owner soon. This is your chance to seize the power. This is your chance to become… The Doll Maker.”

Chris looked at the man startled.

“Yes.” Terry laughed. “The nickname existed long before you kids.” He broke into dark laughter, but the laughter turned to coughing. He raised his hand to his mouth and pulled it away, revealing large flecks of blood. “It’s already begun. Make your choice boy, before it’s too late. There are things I must tell you before I go.”

Chris pulled the ring onto his finger, feeling an alien warmth spread across his body as he did so.

Darkness spread across the old man’s face once more. “Very good. Now, place your hand on her body. Anywhere you like. That’s it.”

Chris steepled his fingers on Vicky’s right shin.

“Now, take the middle finger of your other hand, and place it on the stone. The transformation will then begin. Hold your hand there until it’s done.”

Chris did as he said, touching the pad of his middle finger against the cool green stone. As soon as he made contact, waves of pulsing fire spread from his fingertips, into the body of the girl, coursing across her flesh like lightning.

At first Vicky flinched and twisted as the energy took it’s hold, but she became still very quickly, and Chris’s eyes bulged as he saw deep hairline seems forming at her joints. The transformation took only ten seconds at the most, a hot flash of fire spitting from the stone back into Chris’s finger once it was done.

“That’s it.” The old man stared at Chris’s creation. He turned to Chris and looked him up and down.

“You are the doll maker now. Do not remove the ring until you are ready to die. It will kill you once you do.”

“But what will you do?”

“I’m going to leave you now. To go and die alone. I’ve lived for too long, and you will live as long as you wear the ring.”

“But the dolls…” Chris glanced back into the store, and looked at the parts across the shop. “How do I - what do I -”

“You will figure it all out.” Terry said. “All ownership transfers to you. I’ve even prepared the papers for the store. They’re on the reception in the front. All you have to do is sign them.”

“But the parts…” That was still the part that Chris couldn’t figure out.

“You will learn in time. You can customize. Rearrange. Build your dream woman. You can do anything.”

“Anything.”

With that, Terry walked away, disappearing out the back of the shop. Chris stood mouth agape, left alone with the Vicky Doll. He turned to look at his creation and gazed down upon the sleeping beauty. Chris placed a hand on her thigh, glancing his palms up and down her flesh, shivering at her softness. All this time he’d wanted her, and now he had her. To do with her as he wished.

“Vicky. Activate.”

Her eyes opened and life sprung into the doll for the first time. Chris pulled the gag from her mouth, and she beamed up at him in expectation.

“Master! Would you like a blow job?”

*

“Stand up. Bend over. That’s it. Spread your legs apart.” Vicky spread her legs, baring her pussy for him completely. Chris swallowed as he stared at the naked beauty before him. He pumped his hand up and down his shaft.

“Fuck me Chris. I want your cum inside my tiny little pussy.”

Jesus.

Chris pushed his body against the naked girl, his cock springing up between her legs, kissed by the dampness of her cunt. He placed a hand on Vicky’s back between her shoulder blades, and pushed her torso down onto the table top. Vicky let out a moan of approval, pushing her ass back against him.

“Stay still.” Chris growled in the girl’s ear, biting his lips as he looked down at her perfect nubile body.

He took his throbbing cock in his hand and pushed it into her folds, gasping as her slick damp enveloped him.

“Vicky…fuck!”

Chris wrapped his hands around her waist and pulled himself inside of her completely. She gasped back in pleasure.

“Oh Daddy!”

It was all Chris could do to stop himself from cumming right there. He started thrusting his hips back and forth, sliding his cock all the way in and out of the girl. Vicky pushed her weight up onto her elbows, and palming at her tits as Chris hammered her cunt from behind. He moved in and and out of her slick wet with ease, his mammoth cock gliding out of her like a well oiled piston.

He felt himself getting closer. He was nearly there.

“Yes Daddy, yes!” Vicky’s moans filled the empty workshop, and Chris could tell that he was nearly there now. All these years he had lived under this cunt, and now it was his. He owned her, and she would be his slave until his dying breath.

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Chris thrust himself all the way inside of her, firing jet after jet of his molten cum deep into her pussy, coating her walls. He came so much he was almost sure he’d fill her up. When he was finished he pulled out, collapsing onto a workbench behind her. She stayed bent over for a moment, breath heaving as she processed what had just happened. Chris stared at her throbbing cunt, biting his lip as he watched his jizz dripping from her wet folds, down onto the floor below.

*

Chris finished college several weeks later. Upon finishing he started working at the Toy Shop full time. With a whole shop to explore and a world full of possible subjects, Chris found that he had a lot to preoccupy himself with.

The only question was who he would turn next.
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