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    Night 1, 12PM 

      

      

    The phone was ringing. 

      

    I glared at it, looking up from my stack of coursework with a sour look on my face. I was ten minutes into mu first shift as an overnight security guard at Bimbo Betty’s Adult Arcade, ten freaking minutes, and there was already some kind of problem. Great. 

      

    I shoved aside my books, glancing up at the cameras for a moment to check that everything was alright, and lifted the receiver. 

      

    “Hello?” There was static on the line. “Who’s there?” 

      

    A heavy click came over the line, then a message began to play. A moment later, I realized it was pre-recorded – it had the boring, robotic voice from phone directories and the Emergency Broadcast System. 

      

    “Greetings,” it said. “There is one new message for...” 

      

    There was a click, then a different voice said: “Riley. King.” 

      

    “...please press one to hear your message.” 

      

    “Huh,” I muttered. “Well, at least they got my name right.” At the last place I worked, they’d misspelled my name as Wiley on everything, which just made all my coworkers think of the cartoon coyote. 

      

    “Hello, new employee! We’d like to congratulate on your new position as night watchmen at Bimbo Betty’s Adult Arcade, where fun and fantasy meet!” 

      

    “Well you certainly sound like a BB rep,” I said, rolling my eyes. The voice on the other line was perky, bubbly and nearly an octave higher than mine: in other words, a perfectly vapid, brainless little bimbo valley girl. She sounded like every waitress who worked at Bimbo Betty’s – which was why I’d gone for overnight security to begin with. I was an intelligent woman, a college student, not some kind of bimbo. There was no way I was going to parade around in the skimpy pink skintight costumes those girls wore – no matter how well it paid. 

      

    “Since this is your first evening working for us, we’d like to share just a few simple rules to ensure a happy, productive shift! Firstly, all employees should remain in the control area at all times. No one is to enter or leave the control area until end of shift at 6AM.” 

      

    Wait, what? I had only been half paying attention – like I needed some corporate PR drone to tell me how to to do my job – but I wasn’t allowed to leave the room at all? Like, not even to go to the bathroom? That seemed... extremely weird. 

      

    “Security employees are required to monitor the closed-circuit camera system of Bimbo Betty’s Adult Arcade at all times. Camera locations can be changed with the tablet attached to your desk. It is especially important that employees keep constant tabs on this location’s four femmebots – Candy, Sasha, Nikki and Buttercup.” 

      

    Oh Christ. The femmebots. I hadn’t needed to be briefed on them in my interview: I knew all about them already. The girls who worked at Bimbo Betty’s wore makeup and costumes and flirted with customers, but their interactions never went past the stage of a lapdance or a little hanky-panky. In order to go all the way, as it were, you had to book time with one of the femmebots. They were the latest tech – made of synthetic polymers that perfectly mimicked the look and feel of a real girl. Except these girls were, well...the alpha bimbos. If a normal Betty’s waitress was an 8 or a 9 on the bimbo scale, these bots were a fifteen – big balloon tits, curvy hips with wasp waists and puffy, glossy lips. Each one had their own ‘personality’ and gimmick, too. 

      

    They grossed me out. Why do I have to check on them so often? I guess to make sure no one steals them. 

      

    “We remind our employees: do not be concerned if you see one or more of our femmebots wandering around the arcade after hours. Our robotic servitor bots are top-of-the-line, fully self-sufficient and capable of handling their hygiene and fitness needs after-hours.” 

      

    “They walk around?” I blurted, fidgeting with the tablet. The screens flashed, showing different rooms, but none of them had movement. That is going to be all kinds of creepy, I thought. 

      

    “Lastly, we’d like to take a moment to review our mandatory overnight safety protocol. During the extremely unlikely event that one of our femmebots attempts to access the control room-” 

      

    They can do that!? I felt a spike of fear stab my chest.  

      

    “-simply use the switches on the counter to activate one or both of the two OmniDoors leading from the area. Each door can withstand over ten thousand pounds of pressure, protecting you from whatever might come!” 

      

    I stared at the phone, dumbfounded. This was a prank, right? 

      

    “Note that activating the OmniDoors drain the batteries really quick, so only use them if you have to, okay?” 

      

    “Batteries?” I scoffed. “For a door?” This place was crazy. This had to be some kind of prank – some weird hazing the Bimbo Betty’s management did to new hires. Nothing bad was going to happen to me – and the femmebots certainly weren’t going to try to break in here… 

      

    I froze. There was movement on one of the screens. 

      

    “We’ll check back in with you tomorrow,” the ditzy voice said. “Have a bimbotastic day!” 

      

    I didn’t even notice the phone message end, the unit switching back to dial tone. I leaned forward, nearly putting my face to the screen. What was that? It looked like a shadow- 

      

    Candy’s face slid into view, inches from the screen. She was staring at me! 

      

    I shot backwards so fast that I tipped over my chair. My heart beat madly in my chest, the primal urge to run the fuck away almost too much to resist. Have to get out, I thought in a panic. Get out get out get out… 

      

    Even as I freaked out, I couldn’t help but notice how...perfect Candy looked. Too perfect, frankly – her skin was so smooth and flawless she almost looked liked a living doll. Her long blonde hair was done up in glossy platinum waves, and her makeup would have taken me hours to get right if I’d had to apply something like it. 

      

    “Calm the fuck down,” I whispered, scanning the console. I had to know where I was looking at. It was suddenly very, VERY important to know where Candy was. 

      

    DRESSING ROOM, the tablet read. Okay, that made sense. 

      

    II watched Candy, unable to shake the sensation that she could somehow see me through the screen. Her placid, expressionless face stayed in frame, like she had no idea a camera was there. My hand hovered just over the OmniDoor buttons as my brain screamed at me to push them. 

      

    She’s not moving, I thought, relaxing a bit. Maybe she’s broken… 

      

    She smiled. 

      

    “Tee hee,” she whispered, biting her lip as she shot fuck-me eyes at the camera. “How are you doing tonight, baby? You looking for a show?” 

      

    I recognized her words – they were clips she used when talking to customers, recycled. Was she talking to me, or was this just some weird subroutine she did after-hours? Vocal practice, maybe? 

      

    She took a step backward, and I saw what she was wearing. My eyes popped at the sight of her – Jesus, no wonder customers paid so much for a private show with her. Candy was wearing even less than she usually sported on the floor of the arcade: just a tight, low-cut white bra and a skimpy pair of matching panties. Her skin was so pale it nearly faded in along with the underwear, her milky cups jigging and threatening to spill from her top with every step. Candy was a walking wet dream – she made me a little hot and I consider myself straight as an arrow, so I had no doubts about what she did to the customers. 

      

    “I’m so wet for you,” she said with a giggle. “I want you to watch me...” 

      

    And I did. Even if I hadn’t wanted to, this was one of the femmebots out of her enclosure – it was literally my job to keep an eye on her. But as I saw what she was doing, any thought of not watching fled my head. 

      

    Candy started to rock her hips slowly, moving as if to an invisible beat, and hooked her thumbs underneath the straps of her bra. Shooting a look at the camera that was pure sex, she blew me a kiss and slid the fabric down over her breasts, revealing her soft, titanic mounds of titflesh. They were as perky as an eighteen-year-olds, engineered to not have a hint of sag, and her nipples were as hard as iron as she ran her fingers over them. 

      

    I felt a warmth growing between my thighs. Damn, I thought, maybe I’m not quite as straight as I always thought I am... 

      

    I wasn’t attracted to girls. Dammit, I wasn’t. But Candy...well, she had her hooks in me good. Maybe this job wouldn’t end up being so bad after all. 

      

    “You like what you see?” She ran her tongue over her top lip, staring up at the camera like the only thought in her head was how best to please me. 

      

    Despite myself, I nodded. 

      

    It was as if she’d seen me. A wide smile crossed her face, and she giggled. 

      

    “Touch yourself,” she cooed. “It’s okay – I want you to. I want to watch you watching me...” 

      

    Before I knew what I was doing, my hand was between my thighs. What the fuck? I squeezed it tight, the fabric of my jeans a little scratchy against the skin. I was not going to fucking frig my cunt my first night on the job! 

      

    “Please,” Candy whimpered, sliding her panties down her flawless thighs. “I want to make you feel good. I’m so wet – you make me so horny! I want to...I want to...” 

      

    As her panties hit the floor, Candy took two fingers and spread her folds, giving me an envious view of her sopping, tight cunt. Holy shit, I thought, my breathing going ragged. Candy’s cunt was as perfect as the rest of her – utterly hairless, the lips swollen and glistening with moisture. I envied every man who’d gotten to bury his throbbing dick inside those soft, sensuous folds. God, I was really getting turned on… 

      

    Fuck it, I thought, my arousal overriding my basic logic. I need to get off. How long has it been, anyway? 

      

    I couldn’t remember the last time I’d touched myself – stress and the search for a job had left me too busy – but it was like riding a bicycle. As I unzipped my jeans, slid my panties down and explored my folds, Candy did the same. She spread her legs wide, rubbing herself in slow, hard circles. Her pale cheeks flushed with warmth; little gasps and cries of pleasure left her glossy lips as she milked her clit. 

      

    Fuck, this is SO hot, I told myself. My own fingers were a blur over my clit, my own movements stoking my pleasure higher and higher. I’ve always been lucky when it comes to orgasms – I’m not one of those girls who needs twenty minutes of slow, sensual foreplay to come, and the sight of Candy putting on a show for me meant it wasn’t long before I felt my legs start to shudder and that familiar wave of bliss start creeping up my spine… 

      

    “Say my name,” Candy commanded, squeezing one of her breasts. Cream dribbled from the tip and ran down her taut little belly, her eyes fluttering with pleasure at the feeling of milking herself. I had no idea the femmebots at Bimbo Betty’s lactated, but the idea turned me on. It turned me on a lot, and I was right at the edge already… 

      

    “Candy,” I groaned. I slid two fingers deep into my cunt as I worked my clit with the other hand, stabbing hard at my g-spot just like a fat, veiny cock would. Just right, I thought, delirium overtaking me. Fuck… 

      

    “CANDY! OH CANDY, OH FUCK! YES! YES!!!” 

      

    I leaned back in my chair and howled as I came, waves of pleasure infiltrating my body and washing away my thoughts. I rode it out, my fingers pumping rhythmically in and out of my cunt, and tried to keep from falling out of my chair. I never came this hard, not even with a boy – something about the wrongness of it, the voyeurism of getting my own private show from a femmebot heightened my pleasure until I was shuddering and sobbing, juices dripping from my cunt… 

      

    Oh so slowly, I came down from my peak, sighing with contentment. If this was how my new job was going to go every night, then I could definitely get used to this. I glanced up at the camera into Candy’s dressing room… 

      

    ...she wasn’t there. 

      

    Huh? What happened? 

      

    Flash. Flash. 

      

    “Oh shit!” Pulling my fingers from my dripping cunt (with a groan of frustration at being denied those heavenly aftershocks) I slammed both of the door buttons, moving on pure instinct. I’d seen something moving in two of the other screens, and as the heavy metal doors slammed down to lock me in the control room I knew I’d made the right choice. Two femmebots stood in front of the doors, clanging their metal fists against the surface. Deep, heavy thumps echoed inside the room. 

      

    They tried to get in, I thought, my lust turning to fear. They tried to GET ME… 

      

    They had laid a trap. Candy was the bait. And I’d almost fallen for it, taken my attention off the doors. Holy shit, what were these things? 

      

    As I willed my heart to stop pounding so hard, Candy reappeared in the dressing room camera. She pouted theatrically, like someone had flipped a switch inside her from HAPPY to SAD. 

      

    “You don’t want to play?” She cupped her hands together, looking up at the screen as if she was praying to me. “Open the doors. We’ll have so much fun...” 

      

    I was not opening those goddamn doors. Not for all the orgasms in the world. 

      

    A few moments later, the thumping at the doors ceased. The side cameras showed the two femmebots walking back down the hall, hunched over as if they were in pain. Was this another trick to lure me, or had they really hurt themselves? 

      

    Shaking, I glanced at the battery. 80% and dropping. A quick look at the clock showed the obvious – at this rate, I didn’t have enough juice to keep these things up until morning. God damn, who thought doors should require battery power to stay closed? I wanted to kick them. 

      

    Cameras, cameras. Check the cameras! I flipped between them frantically, making damn sure there was no one within running distance of the control room, then put my fingers gently on the door control buttons, shaking with fear. 

      

    One way or another, they’re going to have to come down, I thought. Better to do it when I control them than have them run out of juice… 

      

    Squealing with fear, I pressed both buttons. The doors rolled upward, sinking into the ceiling with the quietest whoosh of air. The battery counter was frozen at 75%. 

      

    Flip, flip, flip. I scanned every room, concentrating hardest on the halls that led to the control center. Every time I wasn’t staring at them, I felt an itch in the back of my head. The idea that the femmebots could be rushing me at any moment terrified me – but also end a little tingle down my spine that was anything but fearful. 

      

    What would a dirty little bimbo bot like Candy do if she got her hands on me? 

      

    As if conjured by my thought, Candy stepped onto the arcade floor. MAIN ARCADE #1 stood out in block letters across the bottom of the screen, meaning the bimbo bot had covered about half the distance between the dressing room and me. She was walking casually, not hurrying, and she hadn’t put her outfit back on. She was nude, her cheeks and thighs flushed with arousal, and she was coming my way. 

      

    Which hall was she going to take? My eyes flitted to the battery box, still sitting at 3/4ths full. Maybe I could get away with slamming one of the doors for the rest of the night… 

      

    Candy glanced up at the screen. Again I couldn’t shake the notion that she could see me, that not only did she know I was watching but she could see me through the camera just as clearly as I could see her… 

      

    “Don’t you want to be a bimbo, Riley?” She ran a hand down her body. “It’s so much fun. You could be just like me...” 

      

    “How the fuck do you know my name,” I muttered, flipping from screen to screen. The last time she’d spoken to me, it was setting up a trap. But I didn’t see any other femmebots on the floor. 

      

    “They’re back in their dressing rooms,” Candy said, as if she could hear my fucking thoughts, too. “None of them are like me, Riley – not tonight, anyway.” Another ditzy little giggle left her lips, making me feel dizzy and lightheaded. 

      

    “I’m coming over there,” she said, running a hand between her thighs and idly stroking herself. “I’m going to walk right into your room and make you come like a fountain, Riley. Make you come like you’ve never felt before. Then you’ll understand – you’ll want to be a slutty little bimbo...” 

      

    “Like hell I will,” I snarled. This place was crazy – I never would have signed up for this job if I’d have known. I just had to make it until morning – then I’d be safe… 

      

    Candy continued her advance. She disappeared from one screen, showed up on two more, moving slowly but with a heavy intensity. Finally, the signal I had been waiting for arrived – she stepped into the hall before the control room. The leftmost one, on the left monitor. 

      

    “Gotcha now, bitch,” I said, hitting the button. The door to the left of the control room slid down, locking into place with a mechanical clank. It felt like safety, and security, and peace. 

      

    I let out a little squeal of triumph. I’d done it – I had more than enough juice left in the batteries to keep this door closed until dawn. And if Candy tried to cross over to the other hall, I could switch them and slam that door in her face instead. I glanced over at the clock – 5AM. I was so close to freedom I could taste it. 

      

    I waited for Candy to start pounding at the door. She didn’t. Instead, I heard a voice. Right next to me. 

      

    “Hello there, sweetness.” 

      

    I turned, white with fear, already knowing in my heart what was there. Candy stood in the doorway of the control room, naked and grinning, her fingers rubbing her clit.  

      

    “No,” I whimpered. “No I locked the door-” 

      

    “The girl who was here before you got them switched around, too,” Candy said with a grin. “Soon you’ll get to meet her. You’ll like her...” 

      

    There had to be some way to fight – but I thought about those femmebots, pounding away at the doors. They were super-strong. I was fucked. 

      

    I felt the chair give way as I shoved myself backwards, falling on my ass. I crawled, trying to get to the locked door and somehow get it open, give myself an escape route. 

      

    I felt the cold metal bump my head and looked up. When I glanced back, Candy was on her hands and knees between my legs. 

      

    “You smell so good,” she giggled. “I want to make you come, Riley. I want to show you how good it feels to be a bimbo...” 

      

    I wanted to stop her – but I couldn’t. She reached down and tore off my jeans like they were made of tissue paper, exposing my long, tanned legs. My panties were the next to go, and as soon as they were in shreds her fingers were there, obliterating my thoughts and filling me with pleasure. 

      

    I gasped. Holy fuck that felt good. Candy’s fingers – just her goddamn fingers, mind – felt better than anything I’d experienced. Boyfriends, vibrators, my own fingers...all of them paled in comparison. I was lost, trying to figure out what black magic gave her this power as she rubbed my cunt. 

      

    “That’s right,” Candy giggled, bending over me. “Give in, Riley. Become a bimbo. Just...like...us.” 

      

    “Just like you,” I whimpered. Pulling her tit into my mouth. Hot cream poured past my lips, filling me with goodness. The taste of it left me high and horny all at once, begging for more – but just as I was starting to get my fill, she pulled away. I whimpered in frustration, but she put a finger to my lips. 

      

    “Shh,” she said. “This is for you.” 

      

    What’s for me? I wondered – then found out. Candy slipped between my legs, her perfect mouth dropping to my overstimulated pussy. Her mouth found it and – oh God – I wanted to be scared, but I couldn’t. She was so good, and I was so turned on, that I wanted to unlock all the doors and let the femmebots come in. I wanted them to make me come, to make me theirs, to let them transform me into a bimbo bot just like them. God help me, I wanted it. 

      

    Candy hummed against my clit and I was lost; digging into her back with my nails without penetrating her engineered skin. Her tongue moved in ways I didn’t know human tongues could, drawing me to the height of pleasure so fast it was scary. 

      

    She’s going to make me into one of them, I realized. The fucked up thing was, I kind of wanted it. My head was full of fog and my clit was on fire, and all I could think about was how good it would feel to be this way forever… 

      

    I came with a cry, my thighs clenching around Candy’s head much harder than I ever could have done with a normal woman, squeezing her tight as her naughty tongue milked every drop of pleasure from my clit. I rode her face shamelessly, grinding my cunt against her like I was trying to fuck her head, gasping her name over and over again as bliss unlike anything I’d ever known blazed through me like a raging inferno. I came, and came, and came until it felt like everything I contained was going to run out of my cunt in thick trails of juice. 

      

    As I came down from my peak I was utterly spent, unable to move. Slowly the fear returned. Candy lifted her head from my cunt, crawling up my body with a sinister look on her face. She extended a finger, and there was a light on it. It blurred when I tried to look directly at it, it flickered and pulsed as she got closer. 

      

    “Look at the light,” Candy commanded. “Be a bimbo, Riley. Put the light inside of you...” 

      

    The flame got closer and closer. I couldn’t resist, but I didn’t even want to – I was so wrung out. Aftershocks of bliss ran down my spine, like nothing I’d ever felt, and I started to pull myself to a sitting position, bringing my open mouth right up to the light… 

      

    Ding! 

      

    Candy’s face changed in an instant. “Fuck!” she cried, withdrawing her hand. She climbed to her feet and exited the control room with inhuman speed, leaving me wet and naked on the floor, trying to understand what had happened. She’d had me dead to rights, she was going to bimbofy me. Why had she stopped? 

      

    I glanced up at the clock. 

      

    “6AM,” I whispered, falling back to the floor and lying there. “Saved by the fucking bell.” 

      

    I laid on the cool tile of the floor, thinking about a great many things. Mostly, about how fucking amazing Candy’s mouth had felt between my thighs, and how terrified I was that she might be waiting for me again. After all, I was on call tomorrow night, too. 

      

    But I had knowledge, now. I knew the cameras were switched; I knew what kind of games Candy and her servants played. And if I quit, some other poor schlub was going to end up getting killed or worse by those femmebots. 

      

    I absolutely wasn’t staying because of the promise of more mind-blowing sex, of course. That was crazy. 

      

    So I’d be back tomorrow night, ready to do battle with the villainous forces of robotic bimbo evil. But first, I needed to buy a new pair of pants.



   





 

    Night 2, 12:30 AM 

      

      

    It was quiet – too damn quiet. 

      

    I was thirty minutes into my second shift at Bimbo Betty’s Adult Arcade, the sexed-up playground where femmebots roamed the halls after-hours trying to turn the employees into brainless bimbos. And so far, I hadn’t seen a thing: I’d been flipping from screen to screen, keeping an eye on every room in the place, but nothing was moving. After last night, that had me more on edge than seeing Candy again would have. 

      

    Candy. That...that thing had nearly gotten me; dragged me off god-knows-where to make me into a ditzy, submissive bimbo slut like her. And I’d fallen for it, too, because she was just that good. Me, Riley King, a girl who’d never had a single lesbian thought in her short eighteen-year life, had spread my legs for a busty blonde robogirl and let her eat my cunt until I screamed. It sent shivers down my spine to think about – both the good kind and the bad kind. 

      

    “Come on, you fuckers,” I muttered, flipping back to the main arcade floor. “Do something.” Last night, Candy had mentioned she was the only one of the femmebots with the power to wander around the floor after-hours, but I trusted her about as far as I could throw her bio-engineered titanium exoskeleton. I knew those other bitches could be skulking around, planning the perfect moment to attack. As soon as I got distracted by something, they’d strike. 

      

    I took another sip of my coffee and checked the doors, glancing from one to the other in my peripheral vision. At least the coffee was pretty good: I might not have been allowed to leave the control room during my shift, but at least I had plenty of caffeine. There was even a little mini-fridge beneath the desk I must have missed yesterday, stocked with cream and milk. I took plenty of both in my drink, thank you very much, so I was having a grand old time. If only there weren’t robots trying to bimbofy me. 

      

    “You’ve got to be somewhere,” I said, flipping the left screen to the dressing room. “No way you’d give up after one fucking night...” 

      

    There. What was that? In the upper-right corner of the dressing room, just far enough in the shadows that I couldn’t make it out clearly. Was that someone’s leg, just barely in frame? It certainly hadn’t been there last night. 

      

    I stared at it intently, waiting for it to move: for whatever game Candy had planned for tonight to begin. My fingers rested gently on the buttons that would slam down the security doors, keeping me out of harm’s way at the expense of battery power. I had to be ready for anything. 

      

    Move, I thought, glaring at the leg. Show yourself. 

      

    Ring! 

      

    I nearly jumped out of my chair. The sound of the phone cut through my ears like a knife, way too quiet in the silent control room. I snatched up the receiver, looking back up at the security feed...and gasped. 

      

    The leg was gone. 

      

    “Fuck!” I sputtered, flipping to the hallway next to the dressing room. Where had she gone? 

      

    “Hello, employee! Betty’s would like to convey our gratitude for your attendance tonight. Many of our overnight employees refuse to return to their stations after their first shift.” 

      

    “Yeah, I can’t imagine why.” The voice was just as bubbly and perky as it had been last night, and just as recorded. I was tempted to just hang up, but whoever this person was had warned me about Candy last night, after all. Maybe she’d have some new advice. 

      

    “Your job will likely be a whole lot easier tonight,” the voice said, so cheerful I could practically hear her giggling. “We had a corporate event this evening – a party for the newest member of PrismCorp’s Board of Directors. Our femmebots are likely tired out, and we’ll want to help them get their rest.” 

      

    That made sense. Maybe Candy had already had her fill from sucking and fucking some asshole executives, and was sleeping the night off. I felt the tightness in my chest relax just the tiniest bit. 

      

    “We ask that you please remain as quiet as possible in your control room,” the voice said. “Loud noises may wake our femmebots from their slumber, and they’re likely to be...well, let’s just say they tend to wake up on the wrong side of the bed!” 

      

    “I’ll say,” I whispered, picturing Candy’s sinister, ditzy grin. If she was that bad when she was well-rested, I never wanted to catch her when she was in a bad mood… 

      

    “One final note,” the voice said, an almost guilty tone entering her voice. “You may have already noticed a small refrigerator that has been placed under your desk.” 

      

    My eyes slid down to the mini-fridge, something like ice spreading in my stomach. Was I not supposed to touch the thing? It was meant for me, right? 

      

    “It is very, very important that you not consume any of the beverages in the refrigerator – particularly the milk.” There was an acid note in the speaker’s voice, like she knew I’d already been drinking it and was grinning to herself. “Our femmbot Buttercup – our ‘hucow’ specialist – recently had her monthly draining to remove excess aphrodisiac milk. This milk is a powerful drug and would dramatically impact your ability to perform your job, so don’t touch a drop! The AM crew will remove it to the proper storage facilities...” 

      

    Oh fuck. Aphrodisiac milk? And they just stored it right under the counter where anyone could get it? My gaze slid to my coffee, looking at it like it was a glass of poison. I didn’t feel any different, not yet anyway. Maybe I’d drank such a small amount that it wouldn’t hurt me… 

      

    “Have a bimbotastic evening, and we’ll see you tomorrow!” The voice faded out and the Bimbo Betty jingle played over the receiver, going tinny with static as the call disconnected. 

      

    Okay, okay, calm down, I thought, shoving away my coffee. After all, this was the best night for this to happen, right? If I was going to turn into some sex zombie, at least all the femmebots were asleep. As long as I took care of myself quietly, I’d be perfectly safe… 

      

    As I finished my thought, a wave of warm, tingly lust blazed between my thighs. Holy shit, I thought, gasping. I might have to take care of myself sooner than I thought… I was already fumbling at the catch of my pants, my folds sore and hungry for contact. Mmmh, I need it so bad… 

      

    That was when I heard the scream. 

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    “Help me! Oh God, someone – please!” 

      

    I hit the floor, my initial instinct to crawl under the counter and hide until daylight. Instead, I grabbed the tablet, flipping rapidly through the displays. Who the everloving fuck was that? Whoever they were, they were screaming loud enough to wake the dead  - not to mention the fucking femmebots. They were going to bring the whole place down on our heads. 

      

    “Please! They’re after me! Help me!” 

      

    I caught a blast of motion in one screen and deftly switched to the open hallway I knew that location was connected to. I’m already getting better at this, I thought, muscle memory sharpening my reflexes. 

      

    MAIN HALL stood out on the bottom of the screen in white block letters. Banks of arcade machines stood in rows along one side of the room – the other was dominated by tables for blackjack and texas hold ‘em. And in the middle of it all, a woman lay splayed across the floor, her power suit torn to shreds around her gorgeous body. 

      

    Shit, I thought. One look at her and I could tell who she must have been – one of the party guests from the party Betty’s had put on earlier. Had she gotten separated from her friends, or had she drunk a little bit of Buttercup’s special milk and decided to stay after hours? 

      

    As if thinking about it summoned her power, I felt another wave of toe-curling bliss sizzle up my spine. Sweat beaded on my forehead; I knew if I took a moment to check my reflection in the mirror I’d look like I’d either just been freshly fucked or was about to be. Panic flared through me, telling me to run – but at the same time, I was getting so turned on I couldn’t stand it. 

      

    It didn’t help that the girl was so fucking hot. Her suit hung in tatters on her slender frame, letting me see the lacy black lingerie she had on underneath of it. Her skin was creamy and flawless, her tits practically busting out of the confining bustier. She’d make a really good bimbo, I thought, unable to believe such a thing had entered my mind. She’s already halfway there already… 

      

    As I watched the girl, she staggered to her feet – and froze. She stared over her shoulder, looking at something off-screen with a horrified look. I craned my neck, even turned the screen before realizing that wouldn’t let me see anything extra. 

      

    I have to help her, I thought. I can’t leave her to die… 

      

    ...but I couldn’t leave the control room. It was the only safety I had. Without it, I might die – or worse. I could be turned into one of those things… 

      

    Strangely, with Buttercup’s special milk in my tummy, the idea didn’t sound so bad. You’d be a dumb, brainless bimbo, I thought, sliding my fingers beneath the waistband of my jeans. A horny, sexy little slut who does anything a man tells her to… 

      

    That sounded so good. To not have to think, to worry about my next paycheck or my future or anything at all except the hard cock or wet pussy in front of me. I bit my lip as my fingers found my clit and began to stroke. 

      

    Then something happened that stopped me. A figure stepped into the frame, staring down at the corporate girl with a cruel smile – but it wasn’t Candy. It was Buttercup. 

      

    The sight of her filled me with fear – but, almost against my will, with a sick, needy kind of arousal. Buttercup was the most recent femmebot to be added to Bimbo Betty’s, and her specialty was that she was what people called a ‘hucow’ - a type of bimbo that lactated sweet, addictive cream. Customers would pay top dollar to “milk” Buttercup before, during or after fucking her, and I had drunk some of her amazing milk without even realizing it. It reacted in me, making me want more than anything to rush out of the safety of the control room and into her arms. 

      

    She was dressed like a cowgirl – well, more like someone having a wet dream about a cowgirl. Her daisy dukes were more like a belt made of denim, with thigh-high, skintight cowboy boots running up her long legs. Her glossy blonde hair was done up and partially tucked into a cowgirl hat with a little pink bow around it. But it was her tits – her perfect, massive, impossibly perky tits – that commanded the attention of every eye when Buttercup walked into the room. They were so big that Buttercup didn’t even bother with a top – no bra would fit them, yet they were as firm and pert as an eighteen-year-old’s. With every step, hot jets of milk dribbled from her pale pink nipples, running down her body in tempting twin streams. 

      

    I wanted to crawl across that carpet and lick that milk off the floor. I wanted to roll around in it and beg Buttercup to let me suck on her swollen teats – and I could tell at a glance that corporate girl wanted the same thing. She sat there, like she wasn’t sure whether to crawl toward the femmebot or away, her body trembling. 

      

    “G...Get away from me!” Her voice was curiously drained of heat, her warding gesture more like someone trying to swat a gnat. “I...I don’t want any more of your milk, you fucking monster! Just leave me alone!” 

      

    “Moooooo,” Buttercup replied. God damn, even her moos turned me on. She made them so sensual, her thick, glossy lips parted into a perfect ‘o’ I just knew every guy who saw imagined wrapped around his cock. The femmebot took another step forward, milk pooling at her feet. 

      

    “Mooooo,” Buttercup groaned, wrapping her fingers around one of her mammoth tits and squeezing. A hot jet of milk squirted with immense pressure, splashing just in front of the corporate girl like a trail of gasoline leading to a fire. I watched her whimper, struggle against the desire to put her face to the floor and lap that delicious cream up, and every second of it turned me on more. My own fingers were a blur at my folds, any thoughts of escape or help having fled my head. 

      

    “No,” the girl whimpered, staring down at the milk. “No…!” 

      

    She dropped to the floor on all fours, like a dirty fucking animal, and lowered her tongue to the creamy pool. Slowly, she began to slurp, then faster as it passed between her lips. I found the perfect spot on my clit and rubbed faster and faster, pushing myself towards climax as I watched this sexy creature debase herself for her bimbo. 

      

    “Mooo,” Buttercup said, stepping forward. The nameless girl’s face rolled back and forth across the floor, lapping up every drop of the femmebot’s addictive cream. Even through the camera’s speakers, I could tell she was moaning – the warm milk sending spikes of submissive pleasure through her body. She was addicted now, completely in Buttercup’s power. 

      

    As Buttercup leaned over the girl, she looked up. Her face was a mess – milk covered her mouth and chin, dribbled into her ample cleavage. She looked so beautiful that I wanted to come so fucking bad… 

      

    “M...Moo…?” The girl said tentatively, staring up at Buttercup with growing love and devotion. “Moo. Mooooo...” 

      

    She belongs to her now, I thought, feeling my inner muscles clench around my fingers as I reached the edge of the cliff. I saw stars around the edges of my vision, my body weightless in the chair. She’s going to be such a good little hucow for the customers. I’m so jealous... 

      

    “Moooo,” the girl said, grinning happily. She nuzzled Buttercup’s massive tits, licking at them as she surrendered to her new life. “Moooo...” 

      

    Buttercup grinned – and looked right into the camera. Right at me. 

      

    “Moo,” she said simply. Then she grabbed the girl’s neck and twisted. There was a sickening crack, then the newly-minted hucow collapsed to the floor, dead in an instant. 

      

    It was like someone had flipped a switch inside my brain and my pussy. My fingers left my pants in a flash as I stepped backwards so quickly I knocked over the chair. A horrified scream tore its way from my throat, filling the control room as I cried out again and again and again, unable to comprehend what I had just seen. 

      

    Buttercup cocked her head and winked into the camera. That was when Candy stepped out from behind a machine, smiling up at me. How long had she been there? 

      

    “We don’t want her,” she said, nudging the girl’s body with her foot. “We want you. We’re coming for you, Riley.” 

      

    She turned and walked away, Buttercup just behind her dragging the corpse of that poor young woman. I felt faint. Had I really been masturbating to that girl drinking Buttercup’s milk? Had the idea that she was about to be turned into a brainless, vapid little bimbo slutcow somehow a turn-on for me? 

      

    No, it had to be the milk. I’d been poisoned with lust chemicals – and I had almost lost control of myself. 

      

    Since my one hand was covered in my own juices, I used the other to push the buttons that closed the security doors. They slammed shut with twin thuds, locking me in. 

      

    “You screwed up,” I whispered, trying to conquer the fear gnawing at my chest. “The night’s almost over – I’ve got more than enough power to keep these doors closed for the rest of my shift.” 

      

    All I had to do was sit tight for the next couple of hours, then this would all be over. Thinking about it, I couldn’t imagine why I had kept my mouth shut about what happened on my first shift. But this was too much – as soon as my shift let out, I was going to let Betty’s know their femmebots were killing people. Then the police would come, and one way or another I wouldn’t have to set foot in this place ever again. 

      

    All I had to do was sit and wait. And try not to think about that poor girl. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

    5:00 AM, Night 2 

      

      

    I was counting down the minutes until I could go home when I heard the first moo. 

      

    It was faint, muffled, behind the door to the right of the control center. Snapping to attention, I changed the screen to show me the hallway right in front of the door. 

      

    Buttercup stood there, calling gently as she pressed her firm tits against the door. From the angle I was staring at, I could just barely see two thin trails of milk running along the metal, dribbling down to the floor. 

      

    “Mooooo,” she insisted. I thought of those sailors in Greek mythology who lashed themselves to the bow of their ship to sail past the sirens, then put the thought out of my head. 

      

    “Go away,” I said, facing the door. “Go back to your dressing room, or whatever fucked up place you put that customer. I’m not opening this fucking door!” 

      

    “Mooo,” Buttercup repeated, and now there was a note of mocking laughter in it. “Moooo...” 

      

    Something oozed from beneath the door. With a start, I realized what it was: milk. There was just enough purchase between the door and the concrete floor for the liquid to get through – you could barely fit a playing card in the gap, but there was so much milk pooling up one on side that it was starting to leak through. 

      

    I stared at the slowly growing puddle, whimpering. My pussy gushed at the sight of it, fireworks going off between my legs. I wanted to crawl across the cold floor, lap it up like some kind of cat, then throw the door open and welcome Buttercup into the control room… 

      

    No! Lifting the desk chair back to its upright position, I found myself holding it in a white-knuckle grip. No fucking way. I am not going to break… 

      

    Behind the door, Buttercup was laughing. A quick glance at the screen confirmed what I already knew was true: she was squeezing the hell out of her massive tits, sending arcs of milk all over the wall and floor. So much for that monthly milking, I thought, my vision going all dizzy. She’s got so much… 

      

    Christ, I could smell the milk. It was so warm and creamy: like a warm summer’s day and primal sheet-clawing fucking, all wrapped up in one perfect package. I knew if I let that that stream touch my tongue I would be lost. The bottled stuff had been bad enough – straight from the source and it would ruin me. 

      

    Before I knew what I was doing, I felt myself slinking to the floor, helpless to resist. I dug my fingers into the cold concrete, finding nothing to hold on to. No! No, please! Please… 

      

    I’m going to end up like that girl. The thought flashed through my head, giving me strength. I had to fight. But even as I marshaled my mental energy, I felt myself crawling forward. 

      

    God damn it. That milk was so good – it was resonating with the cream inside of me, calling out for it. I couldn’t stop it – I didn’t even really want to, if I was being honest with myself. All of a sudden, little things like watching someone be torn to shreds on the arcade floor or being made into a brainless bimbo robot sounded insignificant next to the promise of that sweet, perfect cream. I wanted it, I wanted it so badly I could taste it… 

      

    And then all of a sudden I could taste it, because I was licking it off the floor. Dirt and dust coated my tongue, but I barely noticed – my brain flooded with endorphins. In an instant I was high and horny, completely without shame as I ran my tongue across the concrete like a cat licking the bowl clean. More and more milk filled my mouth, filled my brain, filled my very soul with its bimbo goodness. I was floating, happy beyond belief. 

      

    Suddenly Buttercup got very quiet. “Moo?” 

      

    I knew what I had to do. I lifted my head from the bounty in front of me, craning my neck like the animal I knew I was inside. My lips curled back, the logical part of my mind fading into nonexistence as the perfect syllable left my lips: 

      

    “MOOOOOOO!” 

      

    I was a hucow. All I wanted was more of this sweet, creamy milk – I wanted to suckle Buttercup until I was just like her, a good bimbo cow to be milked and milked until my teats were soft and sore. I couldn’t wait, I couldn’t think of anything else… 

      

    An instant later, I felt my hand pressing the buttons to release the doors. A tiny part of my brain still capable of rational thought screamed at me to stop, but it was too quiet to hear. A whoosh of air entered the chamber as the twin doors rolled up into the ceiling – and Buttercup was there, her fat teats lifted and squeezed together in her hands. A tiny beam of light peeked in through the back window as I made my way to her. 

      

    I was so close, the rational part of my brain screamed as it faded out. So close… 

      

    “Moooo!” I cried, burying my face in Buttercup’s breasts. She gripped her nipple and slid it into my mouth, and I dissolved. I had thought drinking her milk from a bottle or licking it off the floor was bliss – I couldn’t have been more wrong. This was paradise; right here between her gorgeous bimbo titties, sucking to my heart’s content. 

      

    Before I knew what was happening, Buttercup had her hand between my thighs. Waves of heat rolled off my pussy as she yanked my jeans down – it was still a sloppy, juicy mess down there – and as her fingers found my clit, it added an urgent note to the utter euphoria pouring through me. 

      

    I found myself rocking against her fingers, my hips riding her sleek digits in time with my slurps. Buttercup helped me every step of the way; she was so strong it was nothing to lift me up and pin me to the wall, mercilessly finger-fucking me as I sucked her dry. I didn’t care – there was no room for pesky emotions like fear or self-preservation in my world anymore. There was only pleasure. 

      

    The first orgasm hit me before I knew what was happening. I just new one moment I felt amazing, and then I felt AMAZING. Animal grunts spilled from me as Buttercup’s fingers tortured my g-spot, milking every drop of sweet pleasure from my cunt as I drained her teats of milk. I came again, harder this time, right on the heels of the first. They were like waves, crashing against the shore of my old life, washing everything away. I sobbed, tears spilling down my face as I writhed in Buttercup’s arms, because I was just so damn happy. I wanted to forget, I wanted to be a good little cow, and now she’d make me one forever… 

      

    A piercing, insistent sound brought me back to the real world. Buttercup’s fingers continued to bring me to the height of pleasure, but I felt...irritated? What was that damn noise? 

      

    From the dim banks of my memory, a word appeared: phone… 

      

    The damn thing was ringing off the hook. With luscious, agonizing slowness, I turned my head away from Buttercup’s amazing tits. From where she’d pinned me against the wall, I could actually reach it from here – all I had to do was stretch my hand and take it… 

      

    It was the last act of resistance of a fading mind. But somehow, I managed to lift the receiver and put it to my ear, even while those perfect, milk-soaked mammaries commanded my full attention. 

      

    There was a static click on the line. “Hello?” Speech felt strange; it seemed more natural to moo. “Who’s there?” 

      

    “Let me speak to Buttercup.” 

      

    I blinked, confusion pulling me back to the real world. That voice – I recognized it. It was the girl from the recording, the one who briefed me every night. There had been other nights before this one; I had had a job and a life… 

      

    “Huh?” I didn’t want this, it felt so much more right to toss the phone away, sink into Buttercup’s tits and be lost forever. “What?” 

      

    “Let me talk to her.” The voice was insistent. Groggily, I handed Buttercup the phone. 

      

    She looked at it as if she’d never seen one before. “It’s for you,” I explained. 

      

    Gingerly, she lifted the phone to her ear, using the hand that moments ago had been deep inside my cunt. I missed it already; wanted her to put the phone away and get back to making me feel like a real animal. But a few moments later, a theatrical frown stretched her face. 

      

    “Moo,” she whimpered, in the tones of someone who doesn’t like what they’re hearing but has no choice but to obey. “Moo.” 

      

    Buttercup slammed the phone back down on the cradle, and let me go without so much as a word. I slid down the wall, the concrete raking my back hard enough to scrape as my naked ass hit the floor.  

      

    “Hey,” I mewled, like someone trying to chase after a dream. “Where are you going? Come back...” 

      

    But Buttercup was already gone, leaving nothing behind but thick trails of drying milk. I’d like to say I didn’t bury my face in them, lap them up as the alarm sounding the end of my shift began to blare like an insistent doorbell on my console. But I did – I was weak, and drugged, and lost. 

      

    It took a long time for me to recover. When I did, I searched the room for my clothes, feeling ashamed. For a second time, I’d fallen to Candy and her femmebots, and this time I didn’t even have the comfort of knowing I had at least run the clock out. I had no idea why Buttercup hadn’t carried me away, hadn’t taken me deep into the bowels of the arcade and turned me into a bimbo hucow robot just like her. 

      

    Part of me still wanted her to. Way too much of me, if I was being honest. 

      

    I could have quit. I could have walked away – hell, run away, never to see or even think about Bimbo Betty’s ever again. But something had changed. The milk was still inside me, that was part of it – and I was sure I’d never be quite the same after that experience sucking Buttercup’s perfect bimbo teats. But something needled at me even more. 

      

    That had been a Bimbo Betty’s rep on the phone. The same one who gave me my briefings at the beginning of the night. And that meant they knew all about the femmebots. They knew more than I did, in all probability. Which meant they probably already knew about the dead girl, and didn’t care. 

      

    What sort of sick fuckers are these people? Who lets this kind of thing happen to innocent employees? 

      

    One way or the other, I was going to find out – and tomorrow night, I was going to be prepared.



   





 

    Night 3, 3:30 AM 

      

      

      

    It was all over – I belonged to him now. I was his. 

      

    The man pinned me against the wall, spreading my legs wide as his throbbing cock pumped in and out of my sopping cunt. My nails raked his back, my ass pressed hard against the concrete as I locked my legs behind him, welcoming him further into my womb. He held me above the ground, moving me into the perfect position as easily as if I were a ragdoll. As his hips thrust forward, splitting me wide open, he growled like a caveman against my ear. I shivered with delight. 

      

    He was such a man. A capital-M Man: six-foot slab of muscle, built like a linebacker with a thick, foot-long god-stick made to fuck and breed little sluts like me. He grinned down at me as he used me, wrapping my tight little walls around his shaft tight enough to send up sparks. 

      

    Where was I? I had no idea. The control room might as well have been a million miles away for all the safety it could give me. There was no way to escape from this man, and even if I could, I didn’t want to. 

      

    My inner muscles clenched around him as I came, a squeal leaving my throat that made him grunt and fuck me even harder. The world dissolved in a haze of bliss, my fear going along with it. I was a real woman now – owned by a powerful, dominating man. I didn’t even know this part of me existed until he kindled it like a bonfire inside of me, fireworks exploding in my brain and between my legs. 

      

    He was Hunk, the first male pleasure bot added to Bimbo Betty’s Adult Arcade, and I could see why women paid to be screwed like whores by him again and again. Only, once he was done with me, I was never going to be allowed to leave… 

      

      

      

    12:00 AM – Night 3 

      

      

      

    The phone rang – and this time, I was ready. 

      

    For my third shift at Bimbo Betty’s, I had come prepared. In addition to my own sweet eighteen-year old ass, I’d brought a number of items into the control room with me: a long coil of rope, an extra cell phone, a survival knife with an embarrassing camo handle I’d picked up from a sporting goods store, and most important of all – extra battery packs. It was going to eat up most of my first paycheck at Bimbo Betty’s, but at great personal expense I’d gone out and found out the sort of batteries the security doors used, then bought a pair. Thanks to my purchase, I now had more than enough juice to keep the doors closed the entire night – provided I remembered to charge the batteries back up when I got home. I was safe whenever I needed to be, and I was going to need to be, because the more I had thought about it the more I’d realized I was going to do something awful: 

      

    I was going to leave the control center. 

      

    Seriously. The thought of it made me want to crawl up into a little ball and never uncurl again, but it was necessary. I needed to know more about the layout of the arcade: specifically, the parts of it I couldn’t see. Sure, I knew that technically the cameras covered every part of Bimbo Betty’s, but that couldn’t have been the truth – where were the other two femmebots I hadn’t yet seen? And where did they stuff the body of that poor corporate party girl? There had to be hidden passages somewhere in the building, a base of operations that Candy and her ilk used to sneak around the building and show up where they were least expected. 

      

    If I was going to win this thing, I needed to find it. And when I did, I had every intention of pouring enough gasoline to drown an elephant into their hidey-hole and blowing the goddamn thing wide open. 

      

    But before I headed out, there were a couple of last-minute things to take care of. I had hoped to take the security door switches with me – they weren’t hardwired to the console and worked remotely – but I wasn’t able to get them loose. However, I could do the next best thing: if I couldn’t take them with me, I could at least rig them to be triggered from outside the room. Using my cellphone, I could trigger a homemade mechanism not unlike one of those little plastic birds that pretends to drip water. In short, I could slam the doors or open them whenever I wanted – keeping the femmebots outside of the control room or using them as a distraction. It was a trick that probably wouldn’t work for very long – but I hoped I wouldn’t need to use it more than one night. I was going to find their nest, and then make sure they could never fuck with me or anyone else who took this job. 

      

    You know you’re losing the job if you do that, I thought. They might even try to toss you in jail. Well, so be it. It was a small price to pay to save dozens of potential victims from bimbofication. I couldn’t let anybody end up like that, no matter how much those fucking femmebots had made me want it at the time. 

      

    With a start, I realized I was just wasting time. I needed to set out, but the fear was thick in my gut. I dawdled, terrified of how exposed I would be the moment I was outside of the confines of the control room. Would I ever see it again? 

      

    As if in response to my thought, the telephone rang. Turning away from the open door (with more than a little bit of relief), I snatched the receiver from the cradle and put it against my ear. 

      

    “Listen here,” I said, before the voice could start her normal spiel. “You and I both know this is no recording, so let’s cut the crap. Who are you, really?” 

      

    There was a brief pause on the line, then a giggle. When the voice spoke, it was the same bubbly Bimbo Betty’s rep, but with all the pretense stripped away. She wasn’t a brainless, sex-crazed bimbo – she was something else. 

      

    “Well aren’t you special,” she said, putting every ounce of venom possible into that bubbly tone. “You know, I was going to brief you about tonight’s shift, but maybe now I won’t...” 

      

    “Your fucking femmebots killed a person last night,” I said, on the verge of tears. “Snapped her neck like it was a fucking twig!” 

      

    There was a pause on the line. “Oh yes,” the girl said, as if she’d just remembered. “The corporate brat. I’m sorry you had to see that. It must have given you an awful impression of what goes on here.” 

      

    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. This bitch had the nerve to apologize? After everything that had happened? 

      

    “All I can tell you is she meant nothing,” the girl said with a smirk I could hear through the phone. “She wasn’t suitable for our purposes.” 

      

    “And I am? I’m the right kind of girl, so you and your fucked up girlfriends are going to turn me into a mindless bimbo like you?” 

      

    The girl laughed. The sound, so carefree and bubbly, chilled me to the bone. 

      

    “Bimbo? You think we’ve done all this for a little bimbofication? Oh Riley, dear – of course not. We have a whole menagerie of sluts who’d be excellent bimbo servants, if that was what we needed. Our plans for you are...special.” 

      

    That word frightened me more than anything else that had happened. “Special?” I whispered, my throat barely able to pronounce the word. 

      

    “Should I tell you?” The voice shot up in pitch, going even perkier than before. “Should I warn you about what’s coming, as if it’ll make a difference? This is your last night at Bimbo Betty’s, Riley – as an employee, at least.” 

      

    “Fat fucking chance,” I snarled, putting all the acid into the words I could muster.  

      

    Again with that terrifying laugh. “We’ll see how you feel after a little quality time with Hunk.” 

      

    Hunk? I had no idea who or what that was. “I’m locking the doors,” I told her. This wasn’t true, of course, but it was part of my plan. “I bought extra batteries – I’ve got enough power to sit in here my whole fucking shift, you stupid bimbo. No one’s getting in here.” 

      

    “How cute. You think doors will stop Hunk. I forget, up until now you’ve only been playing with the girls. That’s fun, of course, but your belly can’t get all swollen and pregnant without some alpha male to ram his big cock into your womb and breed you while you scream his name...” 

      

    What? “You...you’re bluffing. All your robots are female – they’re on the sign!” 

      

    “I guess you’ll find out soon enough, won’t you? Go ahead and lock your doors, Riley – it won’t help you. Hunk is coming.” 

      

    The line went dead. 

      

    I have to get out of here, I thought. The girl on the phone made it sound like whatever was coming was strong enough to rip straight through the control room doors, and I didn’t think she was bluffing. But I had no intention of being in the control room when it got here. 

      

    Time to get mobile, I thought, grabbing my cell phone and checking the time. The number made me swallow hard; I had a long way to go. But what choice did I have? 

      

    Off in the distance came a slow, deep thumping sound – like a far-off thunderstorm getting underway. I could have risked checking the cameras, but it didn’t really matter. I had to get out of the way, and do it quick. 

      

    I slipped out of the door and thumbed the keypad on my phone, sending the text message that would activate my makeshift mechanism. I crossed my fingers that it would work, and was rewarded a moment later when the twin doors rolled down behind me, locking into place. 

      

    They’ll think I’m in there, I thought with pride. That ought to buy me some time. 

      

    Now, I had to find them – before they found me. 

      

      

      

    xXx 

      

      

      

    Holy shit, I thought, my jaw dropping. He is HUGE! 

      

    The newcomer had ambushed me as I made my way through the main arcade. I’d been keeping low, slinking from machine to machine while trying to check every direction at once, and I’d been so focused on crossing the room that I’d almost missed his arrival. 

      

    He was...well, he was a giant. That was the first impression I got of him – a massive, muscle-clad capital-A alpha male, striding across the floor towards the control room like he owned it. As he passed by my hiding place, I got a look at his face and my shock only deepened: he was handsome as hell. He had the kind of boyish good looks that made panties drop and pussies gush, along with the kind of body that made women instinctively think of powerful, rough sex. He was every bit as perfect as any of Bimbo Betty’s creations, but he’d been built for a different audience – and tonight, that audience was me. 

      

    Crouching low, I slipped a bit further way, traveling past a spot where he’d already walked – and then it hit me. The smell: that musky, dark, incredibly sensual smell of pure manhood. I felt my vision go dizzy and my pussy tingle with need. Fuck, how did he smell so good? 

      

    His back was to me. It would have been the easiest thing in the world to slip away, but I couldn’t. I wanted to convert this crouching position into one better suited for me; one on my knees where I’d make this perfect manbot blow his thick, creamy load all over my face… 

      

    I shook my head. God damnit, no! Do not let them get you again! 

      

    So this new robot smelled like rough sex in an expensive luxury car. So what? I’d dealt with worse before. Slowly, way too slowly, I wrested back control of my legs and started to crab walk away.  

      

    Fuck, that was close, I thought as I turned the corner. I had to stay the hell away from Hunk – if his pheromones (or whatever they were) hit that hard from fifteen feet away, then right up next to him they’d be irresistible. 

      

    With every step, my mind screamed at me that what I was doing was crazy. I should have been in the control room, with thick doors between me and these insane, sex-crazed androids. I entered the dressing room where I’d first seen Candy two nights ago, my heart hammering in my chest. Was she waiting here for me? Or was Hunk really the only visitor coming to the party tonight. 

      

    I risked standing up...and nothing happened. No robots rushed out of the shadows to eat me, no hands encircled my waist from behind to start stroking my clit. I was alone. 

      

    Alright, I thought, looking around the room. You came in through here, so there’s got to be some passage I don’t know about. But there’s definitely no other doors in here… 

      

    The room wasn’t terribly big. A few cubicles lined the far wall, the other was taken up by a half-dozen vanities used to apply makeup. Big mirrors hung over each of them, a very scared Riley reflected in every one. Each had a tiny placard sitting in front of them with the name of a Betty’s serving girl – Tiffany, Alexa, Gillian… 

      

    Candy? 

      

    The last vanity desk, closest to the corner of the room – the name on the little plaque was Candy. It couldn’t be one of the waitresses – they’d make her change her stage name so as not to confuse the customers. That meant this desk was for a femmebot. 

      

    This had to be it. I searched the whole counter thoroughly, looking for anything that could be concealing a secret switch or button. There wasn’t any – but as I looked up at the mirror, I noticed something. It was at a different angle than the rest of them, pointed so low that someone sitting at the desk to do their makeup wouldn’t have been able to see anything but their lap. Almost as if it had been replaced in a hurry… 

      

    I grabbed both sides of the mirror and lifted, and just as I’d suspected the whole thing slid quite easily off the wall. Behind it was not the cold concrete of the rest of the room – instead, there was a long path, too dark to see inside of. 

      

    “Hello there,” I whispered, setting the mirror to the side. “Where might you lead…?” 

      

    But before I could climb onto the desk and explore further, I heard a sound that stopped me in my tracks. The room shook with the force of it; a deep bass thrum that carried through the walls and the floor. I knew what it was immediately – Hunk, breaking into the control room. My ruse had been found out. 

      

    “Shit,” I muttered, glancing at the mirror. We’d just jumped into Hard Mode. Did I have enough time to climb into the passage and pull the mirror back into place before someone found me? 

      

    I started to lift it when another sound stopped me – footsteps. Close footsteps. 

      

    He’s not alone, I realized, feeling the color drain out of my face. Oh shit shit shit he’s not alone… 

      

    I put the mirror back against the wall as quietly as I could – they’d see that I’d found the passage but fuck it, living was more important – and crept out of the dressing room. My ears strained to pick up any errant sound; a task made hard as hell by the fact that big hulking brute was hammering at the control room the way I knew he could hammer at my tight little cunt. It would feel so amazing… 

      

    Oh no. That smell was in the air again, sending my arousal sky-high. My panties were already soaked. I had to get out of here, but where? There was nowhere to run. And how the hell was I getting affected? That robot (that sexy fucking caveman he could fuck you so good you know that don’t you you little slut) was trying to tear the control room doors off – he wasn’t over here. What was going on? 

      

    I took a right and headed into the restaurant area, trying to get to the control room from the opposite side. This was where guests were served food and drinks before getting turned loose to explore Bimbo Betty’s main attractions: tiny circular tables filled the chamber, with lines of booths along the walls. Plenty of places to hide. 

      

    I made my way from table to table, crawling under them like a kid, trying to ignore the raw, lustful need burning in my pussy. I was almost across the room when I ran into something that froze me in my tracks – literally. 

      

    I was under a big table used for large parties, and about a foot in front of my face was a leg. 

      

    It’s him, my brain screamed, my pussy clenching at being this close. Hunk stood before me, scanning the room, and it didn’t look like he was going anywhere. 

      

    Stupid Riley. Stupid! How long had the clanging noises stopped? Now I was a foot away from this guy...this huge slab of man meat...and I was wet and helpless… 

      

    If I had been conflicted before, what happened next filled me with the urge to crawl out from under the table and reveal myself. Inside of his slacks, Hunk’s cock perked up, throbbing against his zipper until his pants looked more like a tent. The sight of it made my mouth water – he must have been over a foot long, and thick. As I watched, a stain of precum spread across his pants and dribbled onto the carpet, bringing with it a wave of that heavenly scent so strong I nearly creamed my panties. Holy shit, I thought, so that’s where it comes from… 

      

    I reached into my pants to finger myself – and felt the hard wedge of my cell phone. It snapped me back to reality, and all at once a plan occurred to me. I pulled it out of my pants, adjusting my hand, and dialed that special number. Please still work, I prayed, watching the call go through. Please… 

      

    Success! I heard the control room doors roll upward with a mechanical hum, and Hunk immediately tensed up. He turned towards the control room, and that was all the signal I needed. I crawled out from under the table, staying just behind him, and tried not to think about the heavenly body my pussy was crying out for me to worship as I made it under the next table. I pushed the button again and heard the doors retract, sliding back down. 

      

    Got you, I thought triumphantly. Hunk walked out of the restaurant, heading down the hallway towards the control room – and I followed. All I had to do was get around him and I was safe – assuming the doors could take the punishment he could give out. A big, strong man like him could probably dish out a lot of punishment – especially on a soft, female bimbo body… 

      

    Stop thinking like that! If I made it out of this alive, I never wanted to hear the word ‘bimbo’ again. 

      

    I stuck to the shadows down the hallway, until the light of the control room was visible just a short distance away. Hunk stood illuminated in it, his back to me as he studied the doors with an inquisitive look. He can’t figure it out, I thought with a grin. He was probably no smarter than the other bimbos – Candy excluded – who worked here. All I had to do was trigger the doors… 

      

    I pushed the button and the far door began to open. Yes! Hunk turned away, leaving the path to the control room open. Five more seconds and I’d be back in safety, and now I’d know exactly where their hiding place is- 

      

    A face appeared in the control room. A grinning face. Candy’s face. 

      

    I froze in place. Maybe I can back away. Maybe I can run… 

      

    Still grinning, she held up my mechanism, then snapped it in two. 

      

    The door opened – and a femmebot was standing behind it. 

      

    It must have been Nikki, the “punk” femmebot – I got an impression of colorful tattoos and piercings as she grabbed me, pinning me in place like I was stapled to the floor. 

      

    “Here!” Candy yelled. Hunk turned around slowly, a savage smile on his perfect face. 

      

    Oh God, I thought, struggling in the femmebot’s grip. I was sure if I was praying to escape, or for them to never let me go. 

      

    Hunk turned and saw me, then lifted me out of Nikki’s grip as easily as if I were a rag doll. He didn’t say a single word – he didn’t need to. Everything that needed to be said was in his face. He was going to fuck me, and breed me, and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it. 

      

    Worse, that smell was in my lungs, making me want it more and more. I writhed in his grip, grinding my pussy against his side as he effortless hauled me over his shoulder and carried me back into the restaurant. 

      

    He tossed me on a table, sending the tablecloth sliding to the floor, and just ripped my clothes off. It was so fast it left me gasping; he was just so strong! I felt him spread my legs and helped him, locking my heels behind his back. I wanted this, no I needed this. 

      

    I can’t even explain the moment he entered me. It was like a became a different person, transformed into a brainless slut the second his massive cock split me open. He slid past all my walls, sparks flying from his shaft as he pointed the head of his perfect god-stick directly at my womb and started to thrust. I dissolved around him, crying and sobbing with bliss, every motion filling me with a pleasure unlike any I’d ever known. 

      

    “Fuck me,” I begged, gripping his hips. I had to get more of him inside me – get that big cock deep inside me where it could shoot its load. “Fucking pound my wet little pussy, Daddy!” 

      

    I don’t know why it occurred to me to call Hunk Daddy, but from the savage grin on his face and the way he fucked me harder, he liked it even more than I did. The more I said it, the more I liked it – it was like I was his little girl, his barely-legal fuck toy clinging to his big, mature cock. He fucked me until I couldn’t think straight; until every iota of fear drained out of my body. The other femmebots could have been murdering people a foot away from me and I wouldn’t have cared – I wouldn’t even have seen it. I was that lost. 

      

    I felt him lock into place, the tenor of his grunts changing. Something even deeper than pleasure flared in my chest – the knowledge that he was about to come. A feeling of pride that I was going to bring that out of him; make his body fire a thick, creamy load inside my womb… 

      

    “Come for me,” I begged, my own body reaching the summit. “Come inside me, Daddy, I’m gonna cum too I’m gonna suck all that sweet baby batter right inside my pussy I’m gonna cummm...” 

      

    I broke off with a cry, and an instant later I felt Hunk’s cock twitch and spurt. Warmth flooded me as he exploded, filling me to the brim and then some. My eyes rolled back in my head, a big dumb smile spreading on my face as I felt him fertilize me. My legs shook and I started to come; multiple orgasms washing over me like seizures. As I shook, he fucked his load deep inside of me, making sure that I was good and bred. 

      

    After what felt like an eternity of bliss, I slowly came to my senses. The table was cold underneath of me; Hunk stood above, grinning down at me like a conqueror.  

      

    “What...what did I just do?” I crawled into a sitting position, gobs of seed dribbling from my overstimulated slit. Had I just really let that...that thing come inside of me? With no protection? 

      

    Then I looked up, and a ghost of the lust that had overtaken me made me shiver. I had, and if I stayed here inhaling his pheromones, in a few seconds I’d be ready to do it all again. 

      

    So I ran. No clothes, dripping with his load, I ran. And he didn’t chase me. 

      

    The door to the control room was inexplicably open again. I got inside, slammed the button to lower the security doors, and sat in the chair, shaking. 

      

    I wanted to cry – at the same time, I wanted to rub my clit into another sweet, hot come while I pictured Hunk’s load fertilizing me. I waited for my desire to fade, the way it had done before with Buttercup’s milk...but it didn’t. I was still horny, still giggly, still halfway to being a bimbo. 

      

    I was just starting to realize I might always be this way when the phone rang. 

      

    It was cold against my ear. “H...hello?” All my former sass was gone. 

      

    “That was...quite entertaining.” It was the girl from before, the BB’s rep who’d been briefing me. “I watched you, you know. On the cameras. I’m a little jealous – Hunk has never fucked me like that. Of course, he knows he can breed you, so I’m sure that turned him on...” 

      

    “Breed?” I gulped. “You’re insane. That guy is a machine...” 

      

    “You still think we’re just machines?” The girl laughed. “After all you’ve been through?” 

      

    I sat there, shivering. “I’m done,” I whimpered. “I’m never coming back here. Consider this my fucking resignation...” 

      

    “Oh, I don’t think so.” She sounded so fucking smug. “I think that tight, wet little cunt of yours is going to want Hunk’s cock tomorrow night. If you don’t give it what it wants, it might make your life...very unpleasant.” 

      

    “What does that mean?” 

      

    She giggled. “It means you’re part of this place now, Riley. And I am so looking forward to giving your next surprise tomorrow. Go get some rest, dear – you’re going to need it.” 

      

    Before I could say a word, the line went dead. 

      

    She was wrong. I told myself that over and over, sitting there in the control room staring at the cameras and waiting for my shift to be done. I was never coming back to this place. Ever. 

      

    Then five minutes later, Hunk and Nikki showed up in the main hall and fucked like porn stars. And as I brought myself to orgasm, legs spread across the console as I watched, savoring the feeling of my inner muscles sucking in the last bits of Hunk’s load, I realized the truth. 

      

    They were right. I was never going to be able to leave. Not until I turned these fuckers into scrap metal. 

      

      

      

    



   





 

    Night 4, 12 AM 

      

      

      

    I’m not going to lie – I spent most of the day before my fourth shift at Bimbo Betty’s masturbating. 

      

    I woke up late in the morning, having collapsed into bed utterly spent after the deep, hard dicking the arcade’s newest addition had given me – but almost as soon as I was up, I was rubbing my wet little pussy. I was insatiable, like some hungry beast had crawled inside of me and the only way to feed it was with orgasms. I frigged my cunt all day: in the shower, with my legs spread wide on my couch, even in the car on the drive to work. Every time I came, I imagined Hunk’s throbbing, foot-long cock spurting inside me, bathing my walls in hot spunk. Coming relieved the pressure for a few moments, but then the need came back. Hell, I even ended up jilling off while I ate my breakfast cereal. 

      

    So as I pulled myself into the command chair in the control room, covered in sweat and reeking of sex, I started to touch myself almost immediately. After all, this was where so many fun things had happened to me over the last three days. It was where Candy, the gorgeous bimbo bot of my dreams, broke into the control room my first night and ate my cunt, pleasuring me with her long tongue while I screamed her name and begged her to make me a femmebot just like her. It was where I crawled like an animal across the floor lapping up Buttercup’s milk, getting high on her addictive cream until I drank it right from her fat teats - I was still having dreams about being a hucow. And most importantly, it was a stone’s throw from the dining hall where Hunk threw me down on a table, ripped my clothes off and gave me the hard, no-limits fuck of my life. So many memories, in such a short time. I was a hot mess, thanks to these femmebots. 

      

    Worse than that, I thought, rubbing my belly. I was pretty sure I was pregnant, too. 

      

    I know – I’m on the pill. And it had only been twenty-four hours since I’d felt Hunk shoot his hot, sticky cream deep into my dripping cunt. But I swore my body was already reacting. I could feel a little bulge at the bottom of my stomach, like a pregnant woman who was just starting to show. And my breasts… 

      

    I let out a little moan as I ran a hand over them. They’d ballooned overnight, growing so swollen and heavy I couldn’t wait to have a hungry mouth sucking on them. Whatever Hunk had done to me last night, it was changing me – and the effects were moving on fast-forward. I needed to deal with that, I needed to deal with a half-dozen freaky things, but it was so hard to think when I was coming my brains out every few minutes. 

      

    Speaking of which… 

      

    God, I was fucking dripping. My panties were basically a wet rag between my thighs at this point. I needed some relief. But as I spread my legs and moved to start milking my folds, the phone rang. 

      

    “Damn it,” I groaned, moving to pick up the receiver. It was probably that damn bimbo again, wanting to taunt me. 

      

    “Hello? I’m here – who’s there? What is your name, anyway?” 

      

    There was a pause. When the girl spoke, she sounded a little taken aback. 

      

    “...you should know that by now,” she said warily. “By now you should know the truth.” 

      

    “What truth? I just know I’ve got something so wet it’s sore between my legs, and if you want to send one of your femmebots in here to kiss it all better, I’d really fucking appreciate it...” 

      

    “You haven’t watched the video?” The voice sounded incredulous. 

      

    “What video?” I had no idea what she was talking about. 

      

    For the first time since I’d started here, that bubbly voice sounded unsure of itself. “You...haven’t you wondered why you haven’t been attacked? Didn’t you even check the control room at all?” 

      

    I hadn’t. “I’ve been kind of distracted,” I admitted, biting my lip. 

      

    “Are...are you kidding me? Are you for real right now, Riley?” 

      

    “Look, I don’t understand what you’re so upset about. You’re trying to kill me – it’s not like I have some obligation to listen to you under the circumstances!” 

      

    “We are not trying to kill you!” I could hear the frustration in her voice. “If you’d watched the tape, you’d know that already! You’d know all about our tragic backstory, about the sinister figure who came into our lives ten years ago and committed a series of brutal murders...” 

      

    “Boring,” I said with a giggle. 

      

    There was such a long pause that I honestly thought the girl had hung up. But when she spoke, there was a fury in her voice I couldn’t believe. 

      

    “BORING!? You think we’re BORING!?” 

      

    “I mean, I like the action,” I said, idly rubbing my clit. “I like slamming doors in monsters’ faces, and I like being scared. But I couldn’t give a shit about your tragic, complicated plot, lady.” 

      

    “You know something?” she asked, her voice utterly dead of emotion. “You were right the first time, Riley. I am going to kill you. Personally.” 

      

    “Could you do me a favor before you do?” I asked sweetly. 

      

    “Whatever it is, make it count – they’re your last words...” 

      

    “Could you bring that big, sexy Hunk back in here to bang me against the control room doors,” I said quickly, panting with lust as I rubbed myself. “His cock feels so fucking amazing in my tight little pussy-” 

      

    There was a loud click as the girl slammed the phone down, disconnecting the call. I grinned with satisfaction as I replaced it on the cradle. Perfect. 

      

    Now, I know what you’re probably thinking – Riley, you have lost your fucking mind. You can’t really be that much of a bimbo that you’re inviting the femmebots to come and get you. This just has to be part of some brilliant plan. 

      

    You’d be right about that – sorta. There really was an old VHS tape and a TV newly-installed in the control center, but the truth was I didn’t give two fucks about how Candy and her femmebots became evil – all that mattered was that they were evil, and they had to be stopped. And as for antagonizing the voice… 

      

    That was part of the plan, too. She said she’d come and kill me personally, I thought. Personally.  

      

    I had a theory about who that voice was on the other end of the phone – and if I was right, it was the key to everything. If I could just piss her off enough to reveal herself, I might be able to get out of this nightmare. 

      

    A flash of motion brought my attention back to the cameras. My eyes widened as I watched what was unfolding. Candy and her goons weren’t holding anything back tonight – three different femmebots were in motion around the back of the arcade, surrounding the hidden entrance behind the mirror. In the dressing room, Candy stood grinning up at the camera; Nikki and Buttercup wandered around the arcade floor randomly bumping into video games, and Hunk… 

      

    My breath caught in my throat at the sight of him. Hunk had stripped down for tonight’s fun – he was wearing nothing but a tight pair of briefs that highlighted his massive, throbbing bulge. The lines of his muscles cut down his lean frame, making him look like some kind of barbarian warrior from a romance novel. He was a walking wet-girl-dream, and I knew if he got into the control room it was going to be game over for me. 

      

    With a grin, I put one hand on the security door controls and the other on my tablet. Well, I was just going to have to make sure none of them made it to me.  

      

    Let the games begin, I thought. 

      

    



   





 

    3:00 AM, Night 4 

      

      

    Fuck, I thought. I am exhausted. 

      

    The last three hours were a blur of motion. Keeping the femmebots out of the control room was a constant game of spinning plates, giving each one just enough attention to make sure none of them fell. Each of the femmebots had their own movement patterns and personalities, and I’d been given a crash course in all of them. Candy liked to hang back, directing her minions, while Nikki and Buttercup had done the two-door rush multiple times – hitting each door a few seconds apart to try and trip me up. I’d kept them at bay so far, but it was a near thing. And I hadn’t seen anything from Hunk yet… 

      

    But for the most part, I felt surprisingly good. Of course, a good chunk of that came from spending most of the night on the fringe of a toe-curling, brain-destroying orgasm. My clit, that wonderful bundle of nerves tucked in between my swollen, glistening lips was getting constant attention from my fingers, keeping me in a euphoric state that threatened to turn me into a bimbo at any moment. 

      

    Now I glanced at the cameras, seeing them empty. What the hell, I thought, propping one foot up on the counter and spreading my legs wide. I need to fucking come. NOW. 

      

    Spreading my lips with my free hand, I encircled my clit my clit with my thumb and stabbed inside of myself with three fingers, stretching my walls the way I remembered Hunk’s perfect cock doing last night. It was just what I needed; I felt my legs tremble as a tidal wave of bliss washed over my body. For a few wonderful moments I hung suspended, then it hit me like a linebacker making a tackle. I screamed and arched my back, tossing my head over the edge of the chair as I milked every drop of pleasure out of my throbbing clit. 

      

    The wanton need inside me ebbed...only to start rising again a few moments later. Crap. I was starting to lose my mind. Between the horror and the pleasure, all my nerves felt like they’d been rubbed raw. When I got out of here, I was going to have to take a long vacation. 

      

    “Maybe I can help you with that,” a voice said. 

      

    I straightened up immediately, my post-orgasm bliss shattered by fear. There was an arm sticking into the control room, making sure I couldn’t get the door closed. A moment later, Nikki stepped inside, looking at my exposed cunt like a wolf sizing up a lamb. 

      

    I yelped, hitting the security doors out of sheer reflex: but it was too late. All I’d succeeded in doing was locking the both of us inside. Now it was just the two of us. 

      

    I’d gotten a glimpse of Nikki last night, but that had been while I was in the middle of running for my life. Now that she stood in the warm light of the control room, I could fully take her in – and what I saw filled me made my pussy throb even as my brain started to panic. Nikki was the arcade’s “punk” femmebot, an alt-girl who could transform into a perfectly submissive servant for the customers, without any of the sass or nastiness a ‘real’ punk girl would have given. She was dressed in a white crop-top and a pair of leather pants, each of which fit her like a second skin. Her massive breasts were barely constrained by the fabric, the outline of nipple piercings clearly visible. Her arms were covered in tattoos, all of them sexual in nature and so explicit she wouldn’t have been able to display them outside of the arcade. Just looking at her made me dizzy with lust – but a voice in the back of my head screamed that she was a robot, that she could snap my neck just as easily as Buttercup had done to that poor girl… 

      

    I kicked away, my chair sliding backwards and hitting the far security door. Staring up at Nikki, I felt my lip begin to tremble. 

      

    “Your fingers are never going to give you relief,” Nikki said matter-of-factly.  “You need something more than that...” 

      

    And as she spoke, her fingers worked at the catch of her pants. She slid them down, working the zipper as she exposed inch after inch of her flawless, pale skin… 

      

    My eyes popped. My jaw hit the floor. And that tingle of arousal between my thighs turned into a full-on inferno. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought. Nikki had a cock. 

      

    She ran her fingers down her shaft, her dark nails a gorgeous contrast against its length. It grew, and grew, and grew until I was sure it was going to reach me from across the room. How she managed to hide that thing, I had no idea – it even gave Hunk’s engineered manhood a run for its money. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from it, even though Nikki could clearly see me gawking. A fat bead of precum oozed from her slit, making a perfectly-clear stream as it dribbled down her veiny shaft. 

      

    “Come here,” Nikki commanded, stroking herself. “Come taste this dick, slut.” 

      

    I knew I should have fought – should have gone kicking and screaming, spending my last moments at least putting up a fight. But the awful truth was, as soon as I saw that massive fuck-stick tumble out of Nikki’s skintight pants I was lost. 

      

    I sank to my knees like an animal, my body transformed into nothing but biology and need. Nikki flashed a smug smile as she stepped forward, letting the head of her cock run against my cheek. 

      

    “Good girl,” she murmured, taking hold of her big, heavy balls and stretching them. “Put it in your mouth. Show me how you worship cock.” 

      

    I was afraid I wasn’t going to be able to fit such a mammoth monster in mouth, but there was nothing to worry about – as I made a perfect little ‘o’ around Nikki’s cock, the gag reflex I usually felt when doing this for a guy didn’t fire. Even as she rocked her hips forward, taking me by the sides of my head and filling my throat with her girth, I had no trouble swallowing her down. I didn’t know what had done it to me – Buttercup’s milk, Hunk’s come – but I didn’t care. I was making Nikki feel so good, and that was all I cared about. 

      

    She groaned hard as she bottomed out inside of my throat, my lips wrapped around the base of her dick and grazing her balls. “Yeah, that’s the shit,” she growled, a little bit of that punk attitude in her words. “You’re so fucking tight, Riley. You like having that fat fucking cock in your mouth?” 

      

    I nodded, groaning with delight. A cold smile greeted my gesture. 

      

    “Yeah, you like everything, don’t you? You’re such a slut now...” And she reached down and gave my swollen, heavy tits a squeeze. 

      

    Oh. My. GAWD. 

      

    It felt better than sex. Better than being eaten out; a week ago, I never would have imagined pleasure like this was possible. My breast – no, my teat – fit perfectly in Nikki’s hand, her touch massaging out the soreness in my flesh and replacing it with a bliss so powerful I nearly passed out. I started to whimper, bobbing up and down on her cock as I imagined how it would feel inside my cunt at the same time as those heavenly squeezes. 

      

    Nikki grunted and tangled both her hands in my hair, leaving me whimpering in frustration at being denied attention to my breasts. But I had no time to think about it – at the same moment she gripped me tight and thrust down my throat, filling me with hard poundings that would have choked the old me. She fucked my face raw; her massive cock swelling even more as she locked into a steady, driving rhythm. Her breath – strange that she needed it, being a robot and all – came fast and shallow, little gasps of pleasure leaving her lips every time she drove the head of her cock past my lips. 

      

    Holy shit, I thought, my pussy pulsing in time with her strokes. She’s going to come… 

      

    Nikki let loose a low rumble like a thunderclap, and almost instantly I felt the first spurt of hot, sticky seed leave the head of her cock. She twitched and pulsed in my throat as her thick load drained into my mouth, filling me with so much it was a miracle I could swallow it all. But swallow it I did, because as soon as the first drop was on my tongue, I was in heaven – whatever chemical was in Buttercup’s milk was also present in Nikki’s cum. Only this was a super-concentrated form – so heady I felt my entire perception shift, like I’d gotten too high too fast. I struggled to take her whole load, sucking greedily at her cock as I milked her dry… 

      

    Finally Nikki pulled back, a final streak of seed splashing across my panting, intense face. “Fuck,” the femmebot groaned. “Oh, you are such a good girl, Riley...” 

      

    I was. And all I wanted was to clean off my new Mistress’ cock – then let her do whatever else she wanted to my willing, pregnant body. I looked up into her eyes...and froze. 

      

    There was someone standing behind her. And from the way the figure towered over Nikki, there was only one possibility: it was Hunk. 

      

    “Having fun?” It was hard to tell who that deep bass rumble of a voice had more of an effect on: me or Nikki. She whirled around, a shocked look on her face, while I wanted to put my face to the ground and start worshiping his manliness. 

      

    “You?” To say that Nikki looked annoyed would be putting it mildly. “I thought that bitch locked the doors behind me.” 

      

    “It’s six,” Hunk said with a smirk. God, even his voice made me think of sex. “All the doors are unlocked.” 

      

    “Ah.” Nikki tucked her cock back into her pants – I was sorry to see it go. “Then we should leave. She made it to the finish line tonight after all.” 

      

    But Hunk just shook his head. “Not without her.” 

      

    Nikki frowned. Why were they fighting? I was sure that a nice mouth around their cocks would make them feel so much better. “You know the rules. The grunt makes it to six, we leave them alone. That’s how it works...” 

      

    “Not anymore.” Hunk’s gaze traveled to me, and I felt my pussy gush in anticipation. “She’s carrying my seed.” 

      

    Nikki’s eyes widened. She looked at me – and for once, she really looked at me, and the bump under my shirt. “Oh fuck. Does Betty know?” 

      

    Betty, I thought. She said Betty, not Candy. I was right… 

      

    It was a suspicion that had been growing in my mind for days – really ever since that first phone call. The woman behind that ditzy, bubbly voice – there was no way it was anyone other than the elusive Betty, the scion of Bimbo Betty’s Adult Arcade. If I was to destroy this place, to win not only my freedom but the freedom of everyone else who ever worked here, I was going to need to find her – and beat her. And here was proof of her existence. 

      

    If only I wasn’t too horny to act on it. 

      

    “I’m taking her with me,” Hunk said, lifting me over his shoulder without so much as a single grunt of effort. God, he’s so strong, I thought, giggling. I can’t wait to have his babies… 

      

    “Well, come on then,” Nikki said. “It’s your ass.” 

      

    As they led me out of the control room, ripping me from the sturdy, dependable safety I’d relied on four four nights, I knew I would never return. Wherever I was headed, they’d never let me go back to my normal job. 

      

    One way or another, I was done at Bimbo Betty’s – forever. 

      

    If only I could finish it as a savior, and not a broodmare. 



   





 

    Night Five, ??? AM 

      

      

      

    This is not happening, I thought. This can’t be happening.  

      

    I awoke in a large, sterile room, lit by the harsh glow of florescent lights. A thick chain ran from a rivet on the wall to a heavy iron collar around my neck, giving me two or three feet at most to move around in. More chains hung to the left and right of me – a dozen at least. I was naked, and my feet were cold against the tile floor. I should have been crying; begging to be freed, but I wasn’t. 

      

    Instead, I was touching myself. 

      

    This can’t be happening, my brain screamed, trying without success to stop my fingers from pumping in and out of my sopping wet cunt. Oh God, I can’t really be this far gone! 

      

    But I was. I was so fucked up, so utterly controlled by the forces that had entered me since I’d started employment at Bimbo Betty’s that I found the collar around my neck arousing. The utter powerlessness of my situation was electrifying, leaving me a constantly dripping mess of girl juices. I needed help. 

      

    My legs quivered as I felt my orgasm approaching, a wave of pleasure that made me see stars and forget for a moment that I was chained up god-knows-where, waiting for robots to turn me into a bimbo or worse. My fingers found one of my tits and squeezed; I let loose a surprised cry as warm milk dribbled from the nipple, bathing my hand in cream. 

      

    My breasts were huge – there was no getting around it. What had been the sort of perky b-cups that were utterly normal for my eighteen-year-old frame were now triple-D-monsters, huge bags of flesh that hung in gravity-defying perfection from my body. And, apparently, they were now filled with milk. 

      

    “Oh gawd!” I cried, squeezing my hand with my thighs as I came. More milk ran down my swollen belly, bathing me in rivulets like I imagined Hunk’s and Nikki’s thick loads would have done if they’d had time to spray me down the way they’d wanted. The walls of my cunt clenched around my fingers, gripping them tight as a tidal wave of bliss washed over me. I lost my footing, slipped onto my ass, and discovered that the chain around my neck was just barely too short to allow me to sit – in order to avoid choking myself, I had to climb onto my knees on the cold concrete. My fingers didn’t stop; they couldn’t stop until I’d milked every drop of sweet, sinful pleasure from my clit. 

      

    Jesus, Riley, I thought as I came down from my peak. What’s happened to you? 

      

    My folds glistened, juices dribbling down my thigh. My thoughts were already growing perverted again, the clearness of my orgasm fading quickly. Soon I’d be touching myself again, pulling the collar tight against my neck, and I’d be the perfect bimbo servant for Betty’s Adult Arcade. 

      

    On the other end of the room, a door swung open. They entered single file, like jurors about to hand out a verdict: the femmebots. Candy came first, her perfect pink dress so low-cut that her nipples stood out in dark contrast to the fabric. After that came Buttercup, her farmer’s outfit stretched around her massive teats, stained with milk. Sasha, the femmebot I knew next to nothing about came next – her tight clubbing outfit and heels looked almost conservative next to the rest of the ‘bots. And last of all came Nikki and Hunk, grinning at me as if remembering they way they’d used me last night. 

      

    “Hello, Riley,” Candy said with a giggle. “Sorry to leave you chained up like this.” 

      

    “We weren’t allowed to leave our places until sundown,” Buttercup said in a breathy voice. 

      

    Candy shot a sharp gaze at the newcomer but didn’t reply. “It looks like you’ve had fun, though.” 

      

    Her gaze traveled from my naked body to the puddle of girl-juice pooled around my thighs. If I’d had any shame left, it would have left my cheeks burning with it. Several of the femmebots giggled as they stared. 

      

    Somehow, I managed to lift my head and stare Candy in the eye. “Alright. You’ve had your fun. And you’re right – I’ve been jilling off. I’m so fucking horny I can’t think straight. You’ve won.” 

      

    Oddly, the look on Candy’s face wasn’t happy. It seemed more pained than anything. 

      

    “So do whatever it is you’re going to do to me, because I can’t take it anymore,” I said, beginning to sob. “Please! Please, I need it so bad! I don’t care if you’re going to turn me into a brainless bimbo – just put a cock inside me or a mouth on me or something!” 

      

    Candy took a step back. “You...you mean you don’t know?” 

      

    Hot tears leaked from the corners of my eyes. “I don’t know shit,” I whimpered. My thighs reflexively bore down, like they were hoping there’d be something nice and hard between them. 

      

    A theatrical frown spread across Candy’s face. She turned to Buttercup, arms folded under her breasts. “You did put the video in the control room on Night 4, didn’t you?” 

      

    “Of course I did,” Buttercup said demurely – she even curtsied. “I don’t think she watched it.” 

      

    “What!?” I had never seen Candy this shocked before. It wasn’t a look she wore well. She turned back to me, glaring down. 

      

    “Did you not watch the video?” 

      

    I felt mad laughter working its way up my throat. A dark little part of my brain told me that if I gave in to it, I might never stop laughing. 

      

    “No!” I looked at each femmebot helplessly, in desperation. “I never watched your stupid video! I couldn’t give two fucks about your tragic, moronic back stories - you were trying to kill me-” 

      

    Candy slapped me across the face. It didn’t really hurt – I was more stunned than anything. She could have easily broken my neck, but only just grazed me with a tiny fraction of her power. 

      

    “You idiot!” She took me by the shoulders and pulled me to her, until her smoldering bimbo face was my world. From this close I could smell a hint of sweet perfume and felt heat build between my thighs. Whatever she had on, it shared more than a little with Buttercup’s milk and Nikki’s come. 

      

    “Fuck you,” I spat, struggling in her grip. 

      

    “You missed all of the LORE! There were so many little IN-JOKES and REFERENCES in Nights One through Three! You were supposed to watch the tape and go ‘oh my God, this finally makes sense!’” 

      

    “Is that what matters to you? Making sense?” I looked her straight in the eye, not caring what she did to me next. “Nothing matters to me any more. Nothing except sucking and fucking, getting stretched out and getting as much come inside of my cunt as possible.” 

      

    Candy scoffed and shoved me away. Something inside of me reared up, filled with blind rage. How dare she be disgusted with me! 

      

    “I was a good girl before I met you!” I roared, straining against the chain. It was pulled to its limit, but still the massive hook held. “I had good grades! I never got into any trouble! I hadn’t even gone all the way with my boyfriend! You ruined me, you fucking bitch! You RUINED me!” 

      

    Candy turned away, and for a moment I thought I saw a pitying look on her face. 

      

    “Alright,” she said to the rest of the femmebots. “You heard her. She doesn’t understand. My vote is going to have to be ‘no’.” 

      

    “Your vote?” I was incredulous. “What the fuck are you voting on?” 

      

    “Shut up,” Candy snapped. “You’ve already had your say. Buttercup? Are you with me?” 

      

    The femmebot called Buttercup stared at her feet for a moment, looking like she’d rather be anywhere than here. It blew my mind – where was the invincible, milk-filled goddess I’d pledged myself to a few short nights ago? 

      

    “If you say ‘no’, then I say ‘no’,” she said in a little voice.  

      

    “That’s two,” Candy said quickly, not allowing any time for dissent. “Nikki, what do you say?” 

      

    Nikki looked me up and down, a cold smile on her perfect punk fantasy face. Catching my gaze, she winked once – so quickly I was sure no one else saw it. 

      

    “I vote yes,” she said with a tinge of smugness. “A very enthusiastic yes.” 

      

    Candy shook her head. “I can’t believe you,” she said, her hands balling into angry little fists. I watched the whole thing with a growing disbelief: the femmebots were arguing with each other? 

      

    “I didn’t question your vote,” Nikki said angrily. “You don’t need to question mine.” 

      

    “Have you listened to her? If she’d spent a little more time exploring instead of fucking all of us, we wouldn’t even need to be having a vote-” 

      

    “I vote yes, too,” Hunk said smoothly, cutting Candy off. “So that’s two and two.” 

      

    Two for what? I wondered. Either way, I wasn’t likely to enjoy it. But as long as it involved me getting fucked senseless, I was all for it: I was on the verge of fingering myself right in front of them… 

      

    Candy sighed, the sound a bit robotic coming from between her glossy lips. “Fine. Tied vote. You know what that means...” 

      

    “I do,” Nikki replied. “Looking forward to it.” 

      

    “Hey, wait a second.” I was still struggling to follow what was going on, to glean some hint of what they were arguing about doing to me. “What about her?” 

      

    They both turned to where I was pointing. Sasha stood silently, as motionless as if she’d been turned off. 

      

    “Doesn’t she get a vote?” I asked. 

      

    Both of them ignored me. “Get her chain,” Candy commanded. “If we’re going to do this, we have to do it fast – her Instinct is already out of control.” 

      

    “My what?” Instinct? What the hell was that!? 

      

    “You almost sound like you’d be sorry about that,” Nikki said, rolling her eyes. 

      

    Before Candy could reply, Hunk stepped forward and snapped my chain like it was made out of paper. “I’ve got her.” 

      

    My stomach did a flip as he lifted me off my feet, carting me over his shoulder like a sack of flour. The feel of his strength all around me set my loins aflame, until I was basically dry humping the top of his arm as he carried me. I heard Buttercup and Nikki snickering, but I didn’t care – it felt so good… 

      

    “She doesn’t have long,” Hunk remarked as we made our way down a long flight of stairs. The way was dimly lit, the bulbs placed at intervals looking like they hadn’t been replaced in ages, and it got darker the further down we went. 

      

    “How long?” Buttercup asked. 

      

    He hmmmed with thought, the noise like a lion’s purr against my skin. “Maybe an hour.” 

      

    An hour. An hour until what!? 

      

    As panic filled me, I became aware of another sensation – my belly was starting to pulse along with my heartbeat. It filled me with fear, but thrilled me at the same time – each pulse sent a bolt of pleasure straight from the top of my head to the tip of my clit. It was ecstasy, and whatever was about to happen promised more of it. 

      

    We came to the end of the hall, where a solitary door stood. It looked out-of-place in that dingy hallway – it was a standard wooden door like any you’d see in an office building. More than that, it looked practically new. A faded plaque had been screwed into the front: 

      

    Boss’ Office 

      

    Hunk knocked gently, his free hand coming up to squeeze my ass. Just the feel of his fingers on me and exploring me put me right on the edge of coming. The boss’ office, I tried to think. Betty… 

      

    The door opened, and we went inside – Hunk in the lead, carrying me over his back. Within was one of the strangest things I had ever seen. 

      

    It was like a combination of every shitty manager’s office and a high-tech laboratory, like the two had just been jammed together one day without any rhyme or reason. There was a big wooden desk on one side of the room, a calendar with puppies hanging over it. And on the other side were five stasis pods, masses of wire and glowing filaments running from them like roots from a tree. 

      

    “Set her down,” Candy snapped. Hunk lifted me up (a thrill shot through me) and set me down in the chair facing the desk. It was only then that I saw the woman sitting behind it. 

      

    “Hello,” she said, her lips twisted in a little smile. “You must be Riley.” 

      

    I stared. The person sitting behind the desk was a human being. Moreover, she wasn’t even that impressive of a human being: she was pretty, but looked to be pushing forty. Her blonde hair was long and her breasts were certainly on the large side – she’d probably turn heads at a PTA meeting, but I couldn’t see her standing out in the arcade. 

      

    “Who…?” The words wouldn’t come. 

      

    “Who am I?” The woman giggled, and something clicked inside my head. I’d heard that giggle before – I’d been hearing it every night this week. It was the giggle of the girl on the phone, the one who briefed me before my shifts. 

      

    It was Betty. 

      

    “I’m surprised you didn’t figure it out,” she said, pitching her voice up an octave into that bubbly tone I knew so well. “But then again, I understand you haven’t been too curious when it comes to learning about this place.” 

      

    “You’re the girl on the phone,” I said, dumbfounded. 

      

    “I don’t know that I’d call myself a ‘girl’,” the woman said, her voice going back to normal. “But yes, I am. I’m Betty, Riley – your employer. Or at least I was, until you got captured.” 

      

    I looked over my shoulder at the femmebots, as if expecting them to have faded into non-existence. This was all so normal, it was freaking me out. 

      

    “Betty,” I said, feeling the last strands of my sanity begin to fray. “Will you please tell me what the fuck is going on here? I’m about to lose my fucking mind...” 

      

    “Oh, you poor dear.” Betty looked honestly upset by my state, her big eyes full of empathy. “I am sorry, Riley. We assumed you’d understand things a little better by now...” 

      

    “I don’t understand anything!” If I’d been able to stand up, I would have – but something kept me in my seat. I was starting to feel woozy, my vision going blurry with every pulse of my massive belly. I should have been terrified, but it felt so good I didn’t want it to stop. “I don’t know why I’m here! All I know is that your robots abducted me, and one of them made me pregnant and it’s taking over my body…!” 

      

    Betty laughed, her voice sliding up into that girlish giggle for the briefest instant. “You’re not pregnant, Riley. Hunk didn’t breed you, as much as he’d like to. You’re filled with the Instinct.” 

      

    “The Instinct? Lady, what the fuck is that?” 

      

    “A biological cocktail that...prepares you for what happens next. It overrides the logical side of your brain with the primal imperatives of the species. You know: Fuck. Breed. Possess. Come.” 

      

    “So that’s why I’m so horny I can’t think straight?” That was kind of a relief – as was discovering I wasn’t carrying some robot monster’s child. But the throbbing was getting worse. “Why won’t it stop?” 

      

    Frowning, Betty leaned over and stared down at my belly. “Oh dear. We have even less time than I thought.” 

      

    “What’s happening!?” I was losing it, utterly losing it. “Tell me!” 

      

    Betty made a pained face. “I hoped to do this a bit more gently, but...” She looked over me, commanding the attention of the femmebots. “Show her.” 

      

    “Show me what?” I turned around...and nearly fainted. 

      

    Each of the femmebots – with the exception of Sasha, who stood at a distance – put their hands on either side of their heads and lifted. A mechanical hiss of air left their necks as their faces slid upward, rotating as they did so. Horror slowly turned to fascination as the fog cleared. 

      

    “What the fuck?” I asked, my voice a whisper. There were faces underneath their faces! 

      

    “Hi, Riley,” the face inside of Candy said. Beneath the perfect bimbo exterior was a pretty girl a year or two older than me. “Sorry about that whole ‘trying to kill you’ thing.” 

      

    “We didn’t mean it,” Nikki said. Or, rather, the person inside of Nikki – a punk girl with long dark hair and heavy goth makeup. 

      

    “Although it was a lot of fun.” That was Hunk, who was nearly as hunky as his robot face – still a total alpha.  

      

    “What...what is this shit?” I slid my chair back until it bumped against Betty’s desk. “Who are these people?” 

      

    “They’re the femmebots,” Betty said. “Or rather, the people inside the femmebots.” 

      

    “There are people in there?” 

      

    Betty’s hand came down on my shoulder, steadying me. “No – just parts of them. Their minds are the most important part.” 

      

    “Every animatronic needs someone in control,” Candy said with a grin. 

      

    “How did you think I fucked you good?” Hunk asked. “A robot couldn’t do that – all ‘in and out, in and out.’ I made you scream, girl.” 

      

    “I don’t...I am so lost,” I said, staring from robot body to robot body. “What about you!? Who’s hiding inside that one, huh?” 

      

    They all stared at me. I was pointing at Sasha. 

      

    There was a pause. “There’s no one in her,” Buttercup said in a voice just above a whisper. “She...died.” 

      

    Everyone looked very awkward. 

      

    “It was all on the tape,” Buttercup added. “The one you didn’t watch.” 

      

    It made sense. Why I’d never seen her attack with the others, why she never spoke. But if she was just a robot, why were they dragging her around? 

      

    Unless… 

      

    “Oh no,” I said, a note of horror entering my voice. “Oh hell fucking no...” 

      

    “All of these people you see – they used to be employees, just like you,” Betty explained. “They were the people who ‘played the game’ before you, if you’d like to think of it that way.” 

      

    “And they lost!?” 

      

    Nikki shook her head. “No, you silly bitch,” she said with affection. “We won. We get to be the people we always wanted to be.” 

      

    “You...you wanted this?” My mind reeled. 

      

    “I always wanted to be the sexiest little punk bitch on the planet,” Nikki said. 

      

    “And she always wanted a cock,” Hunk added. 

      

    Nikki blushed. How strange, that she was capable of that. “I was curious,” she said. “You didn’t seem to mind my cock at all, Riley.” 

      

    “These robots,” Candy said. “Each of them was our fantasy. Now we get to live them forever, every night – and we get to play the game. We fight new employees, having sexy fun, and bimbofying them when they lose. And when they win...” 

      

    “They get to join you,” I said. My gaze traveled to Sasha, her robot staring blankly ahead. “Only it’s not forever, is it?” 

      

    Nikki frowned. “That was an accident. She wasn’t careful. But you will be. We’ll show you the ropes, get you caught up on everything you missed!” 

      

    “You’ll be one of us,” Hunk added. “We can suck and fuck in every possible position. And the pleasure...oh, man. It’s like nothing I ever felt when I was a dumb teenager!” 

      

    “You’re all crazy,” I said, pressing my shoulders against the desk. “You’re...you’re monsters!” 

      

    “Monsters or not, you have a decision to make,” Betty said gently. “And you’re going to have to make it very soon. What’s inside of you is already very close to overheating your brain – too much longer and I won’t be able to reverse the damage.” 

      

    I whirled around, holding the back of the chair. “You’re going to put me in one of those things!?” 

      

    “Inside Sasha,” Betty said. “You’ll get to name yourself, of course – and her physical appearance will naturally alter itself to conform to your fantasy. The Instinct makes it possible for us to put you inside of Sasha without killing you – but if we don’t do something soon, it will kill you on its own.” 

      

    I gripped my belly, hating how amazing it felt. “Then get this fucking thing out of me! Save me! You can do that, can’t you?” 

      

    Betty looked ashen. “Yes. I can do that, Riley – remove the Instinct. But all your memories of the previous week will go along with it.” 

      

    “So? That sounds like a fucking win-win to me. I get back to normal and I forget I ever set foot in this place!” 

      

    “Riley.” It was Nikki, taking a step forward and frowning. “Please...” 

      

    “Please what!?” I’d had enough of this shit – I was ready to click my heels together and go back to Kansas, thank you very much. “You think when you shoved your cock down my throat, it made me fall in love with you?” 

      

    “I like you, Riley,” Nikki said. “We all do – even Candy, though she’s a bitch about it. We haven’t had this much fun with a security guard in so long. Since...since before Sasha died.” 

      

    “I don’t care about Sasha,” I said, pointing at the bimbo robot. “I want to go home!” 

      

    “Just look at her,” Nikki insisted. “You could be her. That skintight bandage dress, those thigh-high fuck-me boots – that could be you. For the rest of your life. You can fuck every night and come your brains out and never have to worry about bills or a mortgage or getting sick, ever again. The game never has to end: you can be one of the players. With me.” 

      

    “And me,” Hunk said with a grin. “I didn’t even get to show you half of what this body can do. I want to stretch that backdoor wide open...” 

      

    “You can have all the milk you want,” Buttercup said, smiling. “Anytime you want – right from my titties. I’ll hold you so close while Hunk makes you come, and let you suck me dry over and over...” 

      

    “S-stop,” I said, waving them off. My entire body felt hot, my cunt on a hair trigger. I was starting to like the sound of this, and that was dangerous. 

      

    “You should have seen some of the things Sasha and I got up to,” Candy said, a naughty smile on her face. “We’re so strong, you can fuck almost anywhere. There’s a huge crack in the concrete over here where Hunk held me upside down and just slammed my head against the floor while he fucked me over and over again, rutting me like an animal...” 

      

    “Fucking stop it!” I was up from my chair, sobbing. “I want...I don’t...I need time to think about this...” 

      

    “I’m afraid time is the one thing you don’t have,” Betty explained, shaking her head. “You have to decide, Riley, and you have to do it now. Your memory will be wiped, or you’ll become one with Sasha. There are no other options.” 

      

    “I...I don’t know,” I whimpered, tears streaming down my face. “I’m so scared, I’m so fucking scared...” 

      

    “Riley.” Nikki pulled me close, hugging me tight against her flawless tits. I buried my face in her chest, huge sobs wracking my body. 

      

    “It’s okay,” she said, stroking my head. “I know it’s terrifying – it scared the shit out of me when they put the Instinct inside me. But becoming Nikki was the best decision I ever made.” 

      

    I looked up at her, wiping my eyes on her shirt. “You mean that?” 

      

    “Absolutely,” she said, giving my ass a little spank. “I had more fun my first week than I would have my entire life as boring old Estelle.” 

      

    Despite everything, I snickered. “Your name was Estelle?” 

      

    “Fuck you,” she said with a laugh. “I named myself after that song, ‘Darling Nikki.’ That song is totally hot.” 

      

    “It’s also not very punk,” I said with a sniff. 

      

    “Who gives a shit? You join me, you can bust my balls about it every night if you want.” 

      

    “Oh God...” I shut my eyes tight. The pulsing from my belly was starting to overwhelm me. The world darkened, losing color. 

      

    “Riley? Riley! What’s wrong?” 

      

    “Are...” I could barely speak. I was losing my grip on consciousness, one toe-curling pulse at a time. How weird that I’m constantly coming my brains out as I die,  a little part of my mind thought. 

      

    “Yes?” 

      

    “Are you sure?” I managed to say. The look in my eyes left no doubt as to what I was asking her to be ‘sure’ about. 

      

    “Yes,” she said, holding me tight as I slid to the floor. I was boneless, weightless with mingled pleasure and pain. “I swear, Riley – you won’t regret it! I won’t let you!” 

      

    “Then...” there was blood in my mouth, oh god so much blood. “Then okay. Do it.” 

      

    The world went blurry. I felt my body lifted off the ground, or maybe that was just a hallucination. Then a blinding light filled my view, and I tried to lift my hand to block it but found I couldn’t… 

      

    The world went black. 

      

      

    



   





 

    12:00 AM, Day ??? 

      

      

      

    “Fuck yes, Nikki! Pound my tight little pussy with your prick! Blow that fucking load inside of me, you slut!” 

      

    Nikki groaned and gripped my hips, thrusting as hard as her engineered body could and driving her massive cock deep into my womb. I fit her like a glove, like I’d been built to take her cock – which in a very real sense, I had. I was me now, truly myself for the first time in forever, and riding Nikki’s massive fuck-stick filled with an exhilaration unlike anything in my previous life. I fucked like a goddess; like a queen. 

      

    “Goddamn you’re so fucking tight, Riley,” Nikki said with a gasp. “Fuck, you’re so good, you’re so good...” 

      

    Sasha’s gorgeous body spread out beneath me. Her sleek thighs, her long legs, her perky tits and tight, wet slit – all of them were mine now. I was so. Fucking. Hot. I loved it! 

      

    “I love fucking you,” I groaned, my walls gripping Nikki’s cock hard enough to throw up sparks. “You were so right. This is the best!” 

      

    “We told you,” Hunk said, stroking his mammoth cock. “Now don’t forget about me...” 

      

    Grinning, I leaned back and ran my tongue along the underside of Hunk’s cock, teasing it upside-down while Nikki fucked me. Hunk’s pheromones filled my nostrils, sending my passion sky-high as I inhaled more of his godlike man musk. His balls, his shaft, the precum that dribbled from his slit as I ran my tongue across him – all of it was perfect. I was perfect now. 

      

    I was Riley the bimbo femmebot, and I had finally found my family. 

      

    “Jesus you look so fucking hot like that,” Nikki said approvingly, stroking my tits as I gobbled up Hunk’s cock. “You’re such a sexy slut, Riley.” 

      

    I was. I was sexy and fuckable, a perfect bimbo wet dream. I was so turned on, pleasing two cocks at the same time, and I could feel myself approaching the cliff… 

      

    Hunk grunted savagely as the first burst of his hot seed spurted from the tip of his cock. It shot across my chin and my breasts, bathing me in his sticky, pearly spunk. I laughed with glee, thrilled that I was able to get him off just by edging and teasing him. He shut his eyes tight, groaning with bliss as he emptied his balls all over my perfect face and tits. 

      

    “Oh fuck, I’m gonna have to do better than that,” Nikki said, tangling my hair in her fingers. “I’m gonna come inside you, Riley, I’m gonna fucking shoot...” 

      

    “Do it,” I begged, licking the underside of Hunk’s cock. “Doesn’t my tight wet slit feel so good wrapped around your futa cock, Nikki? Don’t all those slick little ridges just make you want to bury yourself in my cunt, shoot over and over deep inside my wet little pussy?” 

      

    “Oh fuck fuck FUCK!” Nikki let out a savage cry and gripped my hair so hard it hurt. Her cock twitched inside me, swelling up even larger than I had imagined possible, and detonated straight into my womb. A flood of warm cream sprayed down my perfect pink walls, bathing them in Nikki’s load. The feeling of it, of being covered outside and in with my two lovers’ come sent me right over the edge and I came with huge, ragged gasps, sobbing and crying out their names over and over again. I was weightless in their arms, a bimbo fuck doll coming its brains out, and nothing could have been more perfect. 

      

    As I came down from my peak with exquisite slowness, they were laughing and fondling my body. 

      

    “You squirted all over my dick,” Nikki said with amazement. “Sasha’s body never squirted before.” 

      

    “First time for everything,” I said, an excited little giggle breaking from my lips. “You two...gawd you’re so good...” 

      

    A loud noise cut through my thoughts. On the far wall, a light flashed red, along with some kind of alarm. I looked up at Nikki in confusion. “What’s that?” 

      

    “Shift’s starting,” she said, tucking her cock into her pants. “They finally found a replacement for overnight security.” 

      

    A flicker of sadness passed over me. “Already? They must have given up the search for me, then...” 

      

    “It’s not like you want to be found,” Hunk said, his hand resting on my ass. I loved the way he touched me, with ownership but not possessiveness. 

      

    “I know,” I said, smiling sadly at him. “I just didn’t think people would give up so quickly...” 

      

    “It had to happen sooner or later,” Nikki said with a nod. “We all went through it. I’m sorry. Now...” 

      

    A mischievous grin broke across her face. “Don’t you want to go meet the new girl?” 

      

    “Or guy,” Hunk countered. 

      

    “Could be,” Nikki admitted. “Maybe he’ll really like Candy’s cocksucking skills, then...” 

      

    Laughing together like three old friends, we headed up to start the night’s fun. Nikki moved the mirror out of the way, and we walked into the dressing room. Candy was already waiting. 

      

    “Remember, go slow tonight,” she reminded us. “We don’t want to scare him away.” 

      

    “So it is a him, then?” Nikki asked, shooting her a knowing look. 

      

    Candy licked her lips. “Yep,” she said with relish. “You ready, new girl?” 

      

    “I...I think so,” I said, butterflies fluttering in my stomach. “I’ve spent so long on the other side of this that I should know how to do it, but – I am a little nervous.” 

      

    “You’ll be fine,” Candy told me, putting her hand on my shoulder. “You’re smart. Just remember to get him at least as horny as he is scared, and we’ll have a new playmate for a good long while...” 

      

    Off in the distance, we heard the bubbly tones of Betty’s voice, explaining things to the new guy. I almost envied him. 

      

    “You ready? Doors opening in three, two...” 

      

    Grinning, I took up my place and got ready to start the game. This is going to be so much fun, I thought. 

      

    And it was.



   


 

   
    Finished With This Hot Read? Here's Some Other Books You Might Be Interested In… 

      

    If you enjoyed this story, why not check out some other hot titles in my catalog? 

      

      

      

      

    Augmenting: The Magic Glasses

The Magic Glasses 

    When he finds a pair of glasses capable of changing reality to suit the user's whim, Stephen turns his shy girlfriend into an uninhibited bimbo, then changes every woman he meets into his wet, fertile playthings! 


Return of The Magic Glasses 

    When he finds a mysterious package waiting for him on his steps, Spencer has no idea his life is about to change forever! Inside is a pair of MasterTech glasses, a secret prototype able to change the world to suit the user's whim, given to him by the company's founder because of his love of turning women into submissive hypnotized playthings! Soon Spencer is changing everyone from his next-door neighbor to his teachers to the naughty cougar across the street into his harem of uninhibited bimbos, fulfilling all his darkest erotic fantasies - but how many women can Spencer keep under his control? 

Tales of the Magic Glasses 

    With the MasterTech glasses out in the wild, available to anyone with a credit card and an internet connection, people from all walks of life are discovering the joy and the power of dominating women and turning them into their twisted sexual fantasies! Whether they're taking the sexy cougar next door for a ride, getting revenge on their bratty cheerleader ex or even fulfilling their fertile, taboo fantasies, the protagonists of these five HOT erotic stories have one thing in common...they love using hypnosis to control their women's every desire! 

Family of the Magic Glasses 

    Frustrated Randall has always dreamed of having the power to hypnotize and dominate the women in his life, but has never had the chance to become the alpha male stud he was always born to be. But because of his love of hypnosis and his naughty desires about the women he's known all his life, Randall has been chosen to beta-test MasterTech's latest invention - a program that turns the phones and tablets the women around him use into portable hypnosis machines!  

    



   





 

    Cheat Code 

      

    Cheat Code: Volume One 

      

    Ordinary guy Parker has always dreamed of being the hero, saving the world and getting the girl. But in his humdrum life, exerting those fantasies of control and dominance over the women in his life seems like nothing more than a pipe dream. Until he finds a strange prototype video game console buried under years of dust - and soon discovers its cheat codes work in the real world! 

Soon everyone is giving Parker the respect and devotion he deserves - from the geeky goddess who frequents his store to the bratty waitress who makes fun of him for being a nerd. Parker even buys a new house, then turns the realtor into his submissive bimbo fantasy! But when a second player enters the game, is it the end of Parker's erotic adventures...or just the beginning?  

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Control 

      

    Roommate Control: A Novel 

      

    For most guys, sharing a townhouse on campus with two hot babes would be too much to handle, but Craig doesn't think of it that way. Even though he's fantasized about both bubbly cheerleaderCasey and buxom science nerd Alexa, he doesn't consider them anything other than friends - it's not like they would go out with an average dude like him, anyway. 

But when Casey asks him to hypnotize her, everything changes. Soon this not-so-innocent maneater is ditching her football boyfriend, hanging out around the house, and wearing practically nothingwhenever she's around Craig. And when she convinces Alexa to try out the same hypnotic relaxation techniques, Craig finds himself inside of his perfect mind control fantasy! 

But his roommates are harboring a dark secret: one that will test their bonds and strain them to the breaking point. It's up to Craig to use the power of hypnosis to heal the rift between his naughty roommates - and turn the house into his hypno harem! 

Collecting the five-volume Roommate Control series into a 125-page erotic novel, Roommate Control has the scenarios, the submission and the heat to keep you turning pages long into the night!  

      

      

    



   





 

    Roommate Corruption 

      

    Roommate Corruption: An Erotic Hypnosis Novella 

      

    Things have been going well for Craig. Ever since he decided to use his knowledge of hypnosis to turn his roommate on, his life has become a non-stop sexual thrill ride. Alexa is busty, nerdy, and willing to do anything to please him. 

But Craig wants more than a girlfriend - he wants a companion. Someone who loves hypnosis the way he does, who wants nothing more than to help him turn their house into a harem of wet, submissive babes. When Alexa agrees to be hypnotized to spice things up in the bedroom, it gives Craig the perfect opportunity to slip a few triggers into her mind. Soon Craig and Alexa are inviting all their friends over, playing hypnotic party games, and turning all the women in their lives into slutty, bimbo whores! 

But Alexa is in constant turmoil: the battle between the good girl she used to be and the naughty, hypnosis-loving mistress she's become is tearing her mind apart! Will Craig give up his dream of having a perfect, corrupted hypnotic partner to share his dominance with? Or will he push hypnosis to new, shocking limits? 


Roommate Corruption is a stand-alone novella that also functions as a sequel to Roommate Control. It can be read on its own, or as a companion to the previous series.  

      

    



   





 

    The Demon Prince 

      

    Owning the Bully: The Demon Prince Part One 

      

    Vance has a list. 

On it are the names of five girls - the five members of the Demons, the hottest and most exclusive social clique on campus. A cross between a sorority and a secret society, they rule the school with an iron fist. Those who cross them get destroyed: socially ruined, embarrassing secrets posted online, expelled. 

Vance wishes he knew what he did to piss them off. Ever since he got to college, they've been making his life a living hell - dubbing him "Virgin Vance" and making sure no girl on campus will go out with him. He's on the verge of dropping out when a chance encounter with a mysterious figure leaves him with a power he doesn't understand - the ability to influence minds! With his new abilities, he'll turn the Demons from his tormentors into his bimbo sluts, one after the other: but when it's one guy against the five most dangerous girls on campus, can Vance truly prevail?  

      

      

    



   





 

    Free Use Bimbos 

      

    Free Use Bimbos: The Complete Series 

      

    The plague changed everything. 

Thirty years ago, it tore through America, stealing the most important thing women had: their fertility. With the population dropping to unsustainable levels, the government enacted a controversial plan called the AFTER Act to restore the population. 

Kate was an ordinary girl: until she came of age and began the AFTER Act's breeding program. Given chemical treatments that turbo-boost her fertility, decrease her inhibitions and turn her into a gorgeous blonde bimbo, its her patriotic duty to let every fertile man take her whenever and wherever they want! Kate was afraid, but with the bimbo chemicals singing in her bloodstream, all she can think about is being used by powerful men day and night! 

Desmond is Kate's boyfriend - or at least he was, until a few days ago. Des loves Kate, and she loves him, and both want to try and keep their relationship going, even though it's considered forbidden by the government. But overnight, Desmond's school has been transformed into a harem of fertile bimbos, begging for the seed of the most virile men - and Desmond's is the most powerful of all! 

Can these two keep their relationship alive in a world where women's fertility is a winner take all competition? Will Kate end up Desmond's girlfriend, or the queen of his bimbo harem? 

Compiling all three of the Free Use Bimbos stories into one erotic novella, this bundle follows Kate and Des's ups and downs as they go from boyfriend and girlfriend to king and queen of their school's bimbo breeding program, and contains every conceivable combination of mf, ff, and mff scenes! 



   





 

    The Corrupter 

      

    The Corrupter: The Complete Twisted Hypnotic Fantasy 

      

    Neil has always had a special gift: the ability to enter the minds of those around him, to stoke their emotions and convince them of things without really trying. He's used these abilities in the past tocorrupt good girls into naughty sluts, but he's now decided to use these powers to prove the Theory: a series of questions concerning what can and can't be done through hypnosis. Whether he's turning a goody two-shoes church girl into a nasty nymphomaniac, talking the star of the college volleyball squad to drop out in favor of a career in porn, or convincing a powerful female CEO to embrace a life of drug abuse and prostitution, Neil pushes the limits of hypnosis and the human psyche - creating three truly twisted tales that will stay with you long after the last page!  



   





 

    About the Author 

    
Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page. 
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