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You can check in anytime you like…

When Amber received a strange email confirming her reservation at the Hotel Bimbo, she had to do a double-take. She had no recollection of making the booking, but she did need somewhere to stay for the night. What harm could one night do?

Upon checking in, she quickly learns that there are some funny rules at the Hotel Bimbo. Strange things are happening to Amber and they only get stranger when she wakes up strapped to the Hotel Manager’s operating table. Turns out that the Manager has a brand new device that can transform bodies, and Amber is her latest experiment…


Hotel Bimbo


Welcome to the Hotel Bimbo. You can check in anytime you like. But you can never leave.

*

Tits, ass, cunt.

That was what this stay had turned into. Lauren writhed on the bed, sweating in the darkness as the goddess worked her magic between her legs. Her tongue drawing up the wet line of her pussy, pushing between her glistening folds, massaging every inch. She couldn’t even remember how she  had got here. She couldn’t remember how she’d lost her clothes, or how her body had transformed so miraculously. And who was the Nurse in the corner, obscured in shadow? Stroking herself slowly as he watched?

Lauren didn’t care anymore. She moaned, turning her head back to the goddess between her legs. Another girl came to join them, another seemingly impossible woman.

“Ride her face.” The Nurse said from the corner, her voice whispering across the room like smooth silk. The second girl stood up on the bed, and sat down on Amber’s face, pushing her wet slit against her lips.

“I said ride.” The girl started rocking her hips back and forth. Lauren grabbed her hips, anchoring the pussy to her mouth. Her hips bucked as she trembled from the girl eating her out. Her juices ran down her face, down her chin. She was sweet, warm, intoxicating. Before today Lauren hadn’t even kissed a girl before. Now she was part of some pussy eating train.

She let out a moan into the mouthful of pussy, knowing she was near her orgasm. The woman in the corner spoke again, sensing her climax was near.

“Say your name.”

“Lauren.”

“Pull away.”

The girl between her legs pulled away, as did the girl riding her face. Lauren panted heavily, cursing the stranger for doing this to her.

“Why are you doing this? Why won’t you just let me cum?”

“You can cum when you say your name.”

“My name is Lauren!”

“Not that name. Your other one. You have a new name now.”

Lauren took a deep breath, cursing the earth.

She couldn’t remember anything else about herself. Her name was the last thing, she didn’t want to give it up, but, the reward was so enticing. She took another deep breath.

“Cupcake.”

She said name, and instantly, she felt as if she was already forgetting the old one.

“Very good. Finish her off.”

The girls were back on her again in an instant. Cupcake sighed with pleasure and relief. She came and she came hard, the latest staff member of the Hotel Bimbo.

*

Amber couldn’t believe her luck. She couldn’t remember how she’d managed to find this place, but she was in the area for a few days, and she really needed a place to stay.

She walked through the foyer of the Hotel Bimbo and approached the front desk, her jaw dropping open upon seeing the beauty of the woman behind it.

“Like, Hi! It’s so totally good to meet you! My name is Cupcake!” Cupcake’s voice was saccharine sweet and very bimbo-ish, to Amber, she sounded just like one of the dumb valley girls she had detested back in high school.

“Um, Hi …Cupcake. Mine name is Amber. Amber Bryatt. I have a room here for the next two nights.”

“Is that so!? Well let me just check on the old computer here.”

Cupcake’s fingers clacked at a keyboard that was tucked somewhere under the front desk. She stared vacantly at the screen while typing, as if there wasn’t a single thought passing through her head.

Amber watched Cupcake as she typed on the keyboard, and found herself utterly mesmerized by how beautiful the woman was. She had a lot of make up on, maybe a little too much, but it suited her, she looked good. She also looked like she’d had a lot of work done, her face practically looked like a doll. In fact, the more Amber looked at the woman, the less real she seemed. This woman was utter perfection, and Amber got the sense that she had a terrific body under her hot pink hotelier uniform.

“Hmm…” Cupcake made a whole bunch of noises that didn’t sound particularly promising. “There’s nothing on the system here for an Amber Bryatt. Do you, like, remember how you made the booking?”

Cupcake threw a hand threw her long blonde hair, which shimmered as it caught the golden light of the foyer.

“No…” Amber shook her head, struggling to remember. “In fact I don’t remember making the booking at all now you mention it. I just got an email in my inbox a few days ago saying my reservation was confirmed. It’s weird. I don’t remember looking this place up or anything.”

Amber had meant to look up somewhere to stay while she was in the area, but she hadn’t gotten around to it yet. She’d just assumed when she saw the confirmation email, that her company had booked it for her, but upon checking with them, they’d never heard of the Bimbo Hotel.

“Here!” Amber pulled her phone up and showed Cupcake the email. Cupcake read the email out loud slowly and clacked away at the computer again.

“Hm. Oh… okay. I see what’s happened here. The reservations seemed to have got mixed up.”

“Do I have a room?”

“Yes.”

Amber breathed a sigh of relief, she was glad that she didn’t have to sort out another hotel at the last minute.

“But…” Cupcake bit her lip as if she was about to break bad news. Amber noticed the gesture, and found there was something about it that was particularly hot to her.

“Yeah, see - we have this policy here?” Cupcake phrased the statement like it was a question, in that valley girl kind of a way where everything sounds like a question. “Sorry, it’s just like, I’m new here? I don’t know how to explain this. We’re a theme hotel.”

“What? Can you just spit it out already?” Amber looked around the foyer confused. It certainly didn’t seem like a theme hotel. The hotel looked like a high class ski resort had fucked a four seasons. It was surprisingly upmarket for somewhere that was so rural.

“Okay.” Cupcake giggled nervously. “I forgot, that when our guests check in here, they’re given new names. Just while they’re staying here.”

Amber shook her head, popping an eyebrow. What the fuck?

“A new name?”

“Yes.” Cupcake took a deep breath and smiled nervously. She placed something on the reception counter and slid it over to the Amber. “And this is yours.”

Amber looked down at the name badge, then she looked back at Cupcake.

“You’ve got to be kidding me? Is this is some sort of joke? Am I on a hidden camera show?” Amber looked around the foyer again, searching for hidden cameras.

“No, no joke.” Cupcake laughed. “It’s name badge or nothing Miss. I’m sorry but that’s how our rules work here.”

Amber felt like protesting, but she really didn’t have the energy. She’d driven three hours to get here and the nearest place to stay after this was another three.

“Fine.” Amber picked the name badge up and stuck it on her chest. “Can I have my key now?”

“Yes miss!” Cupcake chimed. “Can I get the name on your reservation please?”

“Yes, I already told you Amb-”

Cupcake lifted an eyebrow and Amber stopped, realizing how the game worked. She let out a huge sigh.

“Sprinkles.”

“Ah, it’s lovely to meet you Sprinkles. Yes, I have a reservation for you right here. Here is your key…”

Cupcake passed the key to Amber. Amber went to snatch the card out of her hand, but Cupcake yanked it back.

“Ooh, I nearly forgot, you’ve won a complimentary spa treatment. Lucky you! The treatment is valid until 10pm tonight.”

“Ok. Brilliant. Can I have my key now?”

“Certainly. Here you go Sprinkles.”

Amber snatched the key out of Cupcake’s hand, twisting her mouth in disapproval as she did so. She picked her bag off the floor, turned on her heels and stalked across the padded carpet to the elevator.

*

As soon as Amber had entered her bedroom she locked the door and starfished on the giant four poster bed. The room large, spacious and modern. She was grateful that she finally had some peace and quiet.

A second later, the phone rang.

“The fuck now…” Amber sat up and grabbed the phone. A voice spoke down the other end of the line.

“Hello, is that Sprinkles?”

Amber bit her lip.

“Yes, this is Sprinkles. Who is this?”

“Hi Sprinkles, this is Roxxie, in the spa. I’m just calling to remind you that you have one hour left to use your free spa pass.”

“…okay Roxxie. Thanks. I think I’ll pass though, I’m pretty tired and-”

Amber brushed her hand over the soft comforter on the bed, more than ready just to lie down and forget about the world for a few hours.

“Great! I’ll send someone up to your room now to show you the way.”

Amber opened her mouth to protest, but the line went dead before she could respond.

Three minutes later there was a knock at the door. Amber took a deep breath and stood up to answer it. Upon standing up she noticed the door was already wide open, and a large shirtless black man was standing in her room. Amber jumped in surprise.

“How did you get in here?”

“Oh I’m sorry miss. You left the door open.”

Strange. Amber could have sworn that she’d locked it behind her.

“Okay… can I help you?”

“Yes miss. I am George. I am here to take you to the spa.” George had a peculiar accent, that sounded half French, half something else sexy. Amber found it particularly pleasant, and any other day she might have given George the time of day, but right now she wasn’t feeling it.

“Look, George, I really don’t want to go to this spa so…”

The smile fell from George’s face instantly, scaring Amber a little.

“I’m sorry Sprinkles. But it’s really not an option. You have to come to the spa. Or at least… take one of these mints.”

Amber shook her head, frustrated at how forward the staff were in this hotel.

“Fine.” Amber sighed. “Just give me the fucking mint and then go. Okay?”

“Yes miss.” The smile was back on George’s face again, and his voice was pleasant sounding once more. George pulled a small metal box out of his trousers, and tapped a mint into Amber’s hand. Amber stared down at the mint and the nodded at George, as if to say, Okay - can you go now?

George smiled back at her and Amber realized he wasn’t going to leave until he saw her eat the mint.

Amber threw the mint into her mouth and chewed on it, exaggerating every move sarcastically.

“Hm very nice George, now can you… leaaaaaaaave -”

The world spun around like a whirlpool draining at the bottom of a bath. The spot right underneath Amber’s feet was the drain, and everything was moving downward, spinning into the floor. Amber reached out a hand to steel herself, and got the feeling that her body was falling backward.

“Miss?” George spoke to her, his voice echoing in slow motion. “Are you okkkaaaaaaaay?” His words stretched into a deep baritone as time slowed to a crawl. Amber felt herself crashing back against the plush hotel carpet. She fell on to her side, staring at the mini fridge under the desk. Her whole body was frozen, she couldn’t move a muscle. She was paralyzed.

I’ve got to get out of here. Amber thought to herself. Something isn’t right.

She tried moving, but she couldn’t. She was frozen solid.

A second later, George was in her vision, kneeling beside her on the carpet.

“Welcome to the Hotel Bimbo, Sprinkles.” A dark smile spread across George’s face as he scooped her up in his arms. “Let’s get you down to that Spa.”

*

Amber woke strapped to a table, instantly jerking herself awake.

“What’s going on here?! Where am I?! Let me go!”

She lifted her head off the operating table, wincing at the cold bite of metal on her skin. She was completely naked, strapped to the metal table.

Amber’s breath was racing in fear. She couldn’t even remember how she’d gotten down here. She craned her head to look around as much as she could, which wasn’t very far. She struggled against the restraints some more, but it was no good. Whoever had fastened these had done a really good job.

“Are we quite done?”

A woman emerged from the shadows, at the foot of the table. Amber looked up at her in panic. The woman was dressed like a nurse, and she had a small, hot pink object in her right hand, that looked somewhat like an epilator.

“Who are you?” Amber rasped. “What is that? Where am I?!”

“They always have so many questions.” The woman rolled her eyes. “George, hit the lights, roll her up.”

The flood lights went off over head, plunging Amber into darkness, then a warm lamp clicked on in the corner, and another in the opposite corner. The warm yellow lamp light filled the room, and Amber saw that she was in an oak paneled hotel room. A gentle whirring came from underneath, and Amber gasped as the table rotated forward, bringing her to an upright, but tilted back ever so slightly. There was a small metal foot stand at the base of the table, which prevented Amber from falling off.

“And George.” The nurse spoke again. “Bring the mirror would you, it’s more fun when they can watch.”

“Yes miss.”

Amber tried to look around the room, but wasn’t able to move her neck enough to see anything other than directly in front. Behind the Nurse was an oak paneled wall, with antique furniture, paintings and books dotted about. Amber heard the sound of wheels hissing softly over carpet. George came into her vision, carefully pushing an ornate golden mirror into her field of view. The nurse woman stepped aside, allowing George to place the mirror so that Amber could see her reflection in it.

Being able to see herself made the terror more real. They’d strapped Amber to the table like she was some experiment.

“What are you going to do to me?!” Amber felt like crying but he knew she had to be tough. Sick people like this got off on fear.

The nurse and George ignored Amber, as if she wasn’t there.

“That’s excellent, thank you George, that will be all.”

George smiled softly at the nurse, bowing, before leaving the room altogether. Amber heard a door click somewhere behind her, and she knew that the she was alone with the nurse now.

“Shall we begin?” A dark smile spread over the Nurse’s face, and she held up the pink epilator.

“What is that thing? What are you going to do me?” Amber struggled against her restraints once more, even though she knew she wasn’t strong enough to break them.

“This…” The Nurse spoke slowly, circling around to stand beside Amber. The Nurse looked at Amber in the mirror as she spoke. “…well I don’t actually have a name for it yet. But Cupcake came up with a great name the other day. She called it the bimbonator.”

“The…what?!”

“You’ll see darling, please do try and relax.”

“What is it? What does it do!? Let me go, please, let me go, I won’t tell anyone!”

Nurse carried on, ignoring Amber. “I found it a few weeks ago. My car broke down. I was on the way to work here, at the hotel. I was stranded on the side of the road, waiting for a tow truck. And then I saw it there, in the grass, just off the side of the road, just waiting for me. Calling for me. It took some getting used to at first, but I’m fairly familiar with all the components now. At least I think I am anyway. Watch!”

The Nurse held the pink device against Amber’s naked flesh, drawing the it up and down her body. Amber shuddered at the sensation.

“You’re very thin you know.” The Nurse said. “No curves on you at all. And your tits…well.” She broke as if she didn’t want to finish the thought.

Amber looked at her body in the mirror, feeling almost shamed. She’d always had a petite and rakish body. She couldn’t help it, it’s just how she was born.

“Please tell me what you’re doing!”

The Nurse sighed and rolled her eyes. “You know, normally they’re not as mouthy as you, but clearly you’re an exception. I hate to do this but…” She held the control to Amber’s forehead, and Amber saw the Nurse squeeze at a trigger. A moment later, a warm and tingling feeling dissipated across her face.

“What is that? Stop! What are you doing?!”

“I’m making you a little fucking quieter.” The Nurse laughed. “You’ve got such a mouth.”

Amber opened her mouth to protest again, but suddenly, everything started to feel cloudy. Almost like candy floss was spreading through her brain. Her words weren’t coming at all. She dropped her mouth open and tried to speak, but she just couldn’t.

“Cool isn’t it?” The Nurse laughed darkly. “Now, let’s get to your breasts first.”

Amber watched as The Nurse pressed the device against her right breast.

“Don’t worry. I’ve turned mirror mode on. It will effect both sides of your body equally.”

What the fuck is the woman on about? Amber thought to herself. Even if her ability to form sentences was shot to shit, she could still hear herself thinking.

The Nurse held the device against Amber and clicked a trigger. Amber felt the warmth and tingling again, and then she felt something weird. Something that she’d never felt before. Her breasts were inflating.

What the hell?! Amber stared at her breasts open eyed as they inflated a cup size in the mirror. She looked down too, getting a closer look. She’d been a AA cup all her life, and now she was easily a B.

“A good start, no? Let’s go up a few more though. I’m thinking an F cup for you.” She clicked the device a few more times, sending several jolts of warmth tingling into Amber’s breasts. Amber watched in amazement, as her breasts inflated before her in real time, swelling up from small and perfect mounds, to large and perky watermelon sized breasts. Even her nipples seemed to get large, the dark pink circles swelling at the center of each breast.

The Nurse pulled the device away from Amber’s breasts and they kept growing for a second, finally stopping a few seconds later. Amber stared at herself, mouth open in amazement.

“You certainly seem pleased.” The Nurse laughed. “What should we do next? Your hips?”

Amber nodded vacantly, dying to see what else this magical machine could do to her body. The Nurse placed the control against Amber’s hip and clicked a couple more times, sending out more jolts of the warm tingling. Amber’s hips swelled just as her breasts did, curving out. she watched as the familiar flat line of her body disappeared, turning instead into a svelte groove. The Nurse brought the control to Amber’s waist, and clicked some more. Instead of swelling this time however, her waist shrunk. The sensation felt utterly bizarre to Amber at first, like she was taking a deep breath while someone tried to squeeze her organs out. Amber looked at her body amazed, not able to believe that the woman staring back at her was her.

“A little more perhaps?” The nurse clicked the control on her waist a few more times, shrinking it down ever further. Amber couldn’t be sure, but her waist was so small now she reckoned she could easily wrap both her hands around it, touching thumbs to fingers.

“And we’ll just get rid of this…” Nurse hovered the control over her stomach, clicking a few times. Amber had never really been fat, but she had the slightest bit of belly from all those tubs of ice cream that she would guilt eat when she was feeling down.

The Nurse clicked until the belly shrank away, leaving a perfectly flat abdomen. Now Amber had a perfect hour glass figure, tight enough to make a Disney princess jealous.

“What do you think?” The Nurse placed the control against Amber’s forehead once more and clicked, returning her ability to talk.

“I love it!” Amber blurted.

“Well. Your tune has certainly changed. Still want me to let you go?”

Amber breathed in hesitation. “Maybe. But finish my ass and legs first. Doesn’t make any sense to have half of a perfect body.”

“That’s more like it.”

The nurse moved the control back down Amber’s body. She clicked the device, moving up and down her legs, synching and inflating her thighs and calves until they were two picture perfect pins.

“I love it!” Amber cried again, looking at her sleek and perfect thighs. There was even a gap in the middle of her thighs now, just as she had always wanted. She finally had thigh gap.

The Nurse clicked at something in her hand and the restraints on Amber’s and legs opened.

“Turn around.” She said. “I know you won’t run now. I’ll do your ass.”

Amber turned obediently, taking a deep breath as the Nurse clicked the control over her flat ass. She sculpted her behind for a minute or two, before telling Amber to turn and look at it in the mirror.

“What do you think?”

“Holy heck, I’ve actually got a booty!” Amber beamed, staring at the two full butt cheeks staring back at her. She actually had an ass now. It would certainly make fitting into jeans interesting, but she’d solve that problem later.

“Finishing touches. Turn around again.”

Amber did so and stood facing herself in the mirror. The Nurse walked around Amber’s body clicking here and there, making small adjustments until she was happy with her sculpture.

“And customization…”

She placed the control on Amber’s pussy and clicked. Warm fizzling spread across her crotch and Amber giggled. She looked down and saw her pubic hair had fizzled away completely. She was clean shaven, not a hair in sight.

The Nurse hovered the control over her face. “Close your eyes.” Amber heard the clicking and felt the warmth of the control’s augmentations. A minute or so passed until Nurse spoke again. “Okay open them.”

Amber did and saw a different girl staring back at her. A beautiful girl with a small button nose, large fat puffy lips, and a delicate but pointed jaw line. She looked like a barbie doll, but real. Even her eyes looked bigger.

“And surface level augmentation…”

The Nurse held the control by the side of Amber’s head and clicked while twiddling away at dials. Amber stared wide eyed at her reflection as she watched her hair and make up change before her in real time.

“What about that?”

The Nurse stopped on a combination that she seemed happy with. Now Amber had long blonde platinum hair that was parted down the middle. Her full fat lips had been covered in pink and sparkling lip gloss. Her eyes were now large, and crystalline blue, with a heavy eyeliner border and long fake lashes. Her face was covered in a generous amount of foundation, with pink blush, complimented by smoky blue eye shadow on her eyelids.

“I look… amazing!” Amber couldn’t believe it. She finally looked like one of the varsity girls that she’d always been so jealous of.

“Ah. One last thing, I nearly forgot.”

The Nurse held the control to Amber’s throat and clicked.

“Do you like your new body Sprinkles?”

“It’s, like, totally amazing!” Amber gasped at the sound of her new voice. Saccharine, bubble gum, Cali girl, vocal fry. She sounded dumb and bubbly. It suited her new body perfectly.

“Oh my god, I like, totally love it!” Amber tried to phrase the words in a way that didn’t sound stupid. But her words just wouldn’t come. She tried to hold onto the old Amber, but she was fading away. She was slipping out her grasp.

“Quite the transformation don’t we think Sprinkles? Now we just need to get you a uniform,  you can start working here tomorrow.”

Amber shook her head at the Nurse’s words.

“No.” Amber said. “I can’t. I don’t work here. My name isn’t Sprinkles. It’s Amb-”

The Nurse held the control to her head, sighed and clicked.

Amber felt a jolt of candy floss warmth bubble through her mind again, stopping her in her tracks.

“You were saying Sprinkles?”

“…yeah. I was just saying… My name isn’t Amber. It’s… Sprinkles.”

“Very good Sprinkles.” A dark smile spread across her face. “Come. Let’s get go and get you a uniform.”

*

Sprinkles didn’t really see the point in getting fitted for a uniform. As soon as Nurse picked out a uniform for her and made Sprinkles try it on, she simply ripped it straight off again after.

“Nurse!” Sprinkles shivered with nerves. “What are you doing?!”

“Your my property now Sprinkles.” Nurse growled into her slave’s ear, biting her ear lobe between her teeth. “You will call me Mistress now. Is that clear?”

“Y-yes Mistress!” Sprinkles closed her eyes and breathed out, shuddering in anticipation.

Mistress brought a hand down between Sprinkles thighs, cupping at her silken pussy.

“You’re so wet Sprinkles.” Mistress laughed quietly into her slaves ear, her hot breath tickling Sprinkles neck.

“Get on the floor. It’s time for your initiation.”

Sprinkles sank to her knees, obeying her Mistress immediately. From the floor her Mistress towered over her. The short cut of her slutty nurse uniform almost showed off her panties, making Sprinkles bite her lip with desire.

Mistress ripped of her uniform, dropping it to the floor beside Sprinkles. She stood in front of her completely nude. Sprinkles brought a hand between her legs and rubbed gently at her pussy.

“Ah ah ah.” Mistress placed her foot on Sprinkles wayward hand and pushed it down to the floor. “You only get to touch yourself when I say so. I am your Mistress, and you will see to my pleasure first.”

Sprinkles nodded, whimpering in anticipation.

Mistress turned around, smoothing her hands over her behind. She pulled her ass cheeks apart, giving Sprinkles full glimpse of her glistening cunt and her pink asshole.

“Eat my asshole slave.”

“Mistress?”

“Eat it. Now.”

Sprinkles wasted no time obeying the order. The tone of her Mistress’s voice was enough to make her scoot across the floor like lightning. She placed her hands on the inside of her Mistress’s thighs and felt a hand tap at her face.

“No hands. Hands behind back. Mouth only.”

Sprinkles nodded quietly to herself, locking her hands behind her back. She leaned forward, extending her tongue, and brushed the broad flat base of her tongue against her Mistress’s sweet pussy. Sprinkles hummed in pleasure at the sweet taste, spreading her tongue as wide as she could to taste more. She drew her tongue up her wet slit slowly, licking her Mistress’s pussy in slow and deliberate strokes. She carried on going until she reached her asshole. When she was there she pushed her tongue into the muscles of her tight ring, slurping her up freely.

Mistress pushed her ass back on to Sprinkles face, gyrating her hips and sliding her pussy up and down. Sprinkles gasped in pleasure as she felt Mistress pushing back against her. Her wet cunt spread, and she pushed her face in as far as she could.

Sprinkles was so horny. All she wanted to do was cum now. She had been such a good slave. Surely she deserved just one little orgasm?

“On your knees.” Mistress answered, seemingly hearing her thoughts.

Sprinkles spun around onto her knees immediately, kneeling so her ass and pussy were facing her Mistress. She heard the sounds of straps and velcro. A moment later she felt something large and hard pressing against her cunt. Sprinkles turn around to see Mistress behind her, with a huge strap on dildo, easily twelve inches in length.

“Mistress it’s too big! I can’t take that!”

“Nonsense.” Mistress laughed. You can and you will.”

She pushed the giant cock inside of her slave slowly, and sure enough, Sprinkles tiny cunt relaxed enough until the mammoth toy had bottomed out in her. Mistress started rolling her hips back and forth, gathering a rhythm, until she was pounding her cunt hard and fast.

“Yes, yes!”

With each powerful thrust of her hips, an involuntary mew of pleasure escaped the lips of the lust drunk bimbo slave. Sprinkles felt her cunt quivering, her thighs shaking, her whole body reacting as she reached boiling point.

Sensing her project was close, Mistress slowed her thrusts.

“Say your name.”

“What?”

“Say. Your. Name.”

Sprinkles knew what she meant. She knew what she wanted to hear. There was some reason she didn’t want to say it, but she could hardly remember it now. Whatever those reasons were, she didn’t care to remember. If she had been someone else, then that person was no longer her. She was Sprinkles now, and she wanted to cum.

“Sprinkles.” She gasped with shaking breath, her lungs begging for release.

“That’s my girl.”

Mistress buried her hands into the full flesh of her slave’s ass, and thrust hard into her virgin cunt, three final times. With the third and final blow, the orgasm erupted across Sprinkles body, finally giving her body the release that it wanted.

*

Dr. Suzanne Flanders couldn’t remember why she’d picked out this hotel. The name alone was ludicrous. Still, she was passing through the area and she needed somewhere to rest for the night. Walking into the foyer she found herself pleasantly surprised at the scope of the place. For such a rural hotel it was surprisingly upmarket. She let out a breath of relief that the hotel wasn’t a dump, and wheeled her case across the carpet to the reception.

“Hello, Hotel Bimbo, my name is Sprinkles. How may I help you?”

Dr. Suzanne couldn’t help but stare at the girl for a moment. She was so made up that she almost looked ridiculous. Suzanne could tell that underneath all the makeup she was a striking beauty. She wasn’t a lesbian or anything, she may have fooled around in college, but Tequila and all girl dorms will do that to anyone. No, she’d been resolutely straight her whole life, but she was careful to form a very deliberate mental image of this girl. Something told her she would want to use it later on in the bath.

“Dr. Suzanne. Suzanne Flanders. I have a reservation for one night.”

“Okay!” The saccharine tone of the girl almost made Suzanne laugh. She couldn’t help but like the girl. She smirked as she watched the air head tap away at her keyboard slowly.

“Oh… dear.”

Suzanne craned her neck to try and see the monitor.

“What?”

“Well it just seems that there’s been a mix up here. There is one room available, but you’ll have to check in under a different name.”

The girl placed a name badge on the counter and slid it over to Suzanne. Suzanne picked up the badge, read it, and stared at the girl in disbelief.

“Is this some kind of bad joke?”

“No. No joke! Take the name or check in somewhere else.”

“I’d like to speak with your manager.”

“Nope!” The airhead bimbo stared at her with a resolute and vacant grin.

“Fine.” Suzanne huffed, too tired to do anything about it. She’d been driving all day. She just wanted to get up to her room and crash. “Can I please just check in?”

“Yes miss!” Sprinkles chirped. “Can I please have your name?”

“…are you serious?” Suzanne pushed her glasses up to the bridge of her nose and sighed. “Fine.”

“I have a reservation. My name is …” Suzanne took a deep breath.

“Gumdrop.”

“Nice to meet you Gumdrop!” Sprinkles sang. “My name is Sprinkles. Welcome to the Hotel Bimbo.”
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Bimbo Hunter: Complete Collection

The Bimbo Whisperer

Bimbo Whisperer 1: Trouble At Home

Bimbo Whisperer 2: Mall Madness

Bimbo Whisperer: Home Sweet Home

Bimbo Whisperer: Complete Collection (New!)

Bimbo Bots

Bimbo Bots 1
Bimbo Bot 2

Bimbo Bots 3

Bimbo Bots 4: Vacant Varsity

Bimbo Bots 5: Transformation Trouble

Bimbo Bots 6: Feral Fun

Bimbo Bots 7: Bimbo Hunter

Bimbo Bots 8: Bimbo Clones

Fertile Fangs

Fertile Fangs: Seeding the Sorority

Fertile Fangs 2: Dark Intention

Standalone Books

Bimbo Milk: A Bimbofication Novella

The Cheerleader’s Slave: Femdom

Brat’s First Time

Weekend with the Brat
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