
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: The Law]
		

	
		 

		
			[image: The Law]
		

		

	
		 

		THE LAW

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		A BIMBO TRANSFORMATION STORY

		 

		MIDAS TOUCH

		 

		BOOK TWO

		 

		SADIE THATCHER

		

	
		 

		Copyright © 2023 by Sadie Thatcher

		 

		All rights reserved.

		 

		No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

		 

		All characters are 18 years of age or older.

		 

		 

		 Created with Vellum

		

	
		 

		CONTENTS

		 

		
			The Law
		

		 

		
			About the Author
		

		 

		
			Also by Sadie Thatcher
		

		

	
		 

		THE LAW

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Officer Tricia Sharp grumbled as she stepped out of her patrol car. She looked up at the house of Mrs. Donati. Apparently the old woman living there had not been seen for a few days and a neighbor was worried.

		This was not the first welfare check on Mrs. Donati. She and the neighbor were known commodities in town. Mrs. Donati was a nice woman and fully capable of taking care of herself, although she was getting up there in years. The neighbor had a tendency to overreact to most situations, with that overreaction coming in the form of calls to the police.

		Not that Officer Sharp wanted to be there. She already had a mountain of paperwork to catch up on, but the department was short staffed. Therefore, she was the one on this call, instead of one of her fellow officers.

		Other than the curtains on the windows pulled closed, the house looked like it was well cared for. The lawn was getting a little long, but there was no sign of neglect yet. It was probably just getting near time for the landscapers to come by and mow.

		Officer Sharp went up the front walk and climbed the steps onto the porch. She looked around again, just to see if there was anything off about the situation. From what she could tell, there was nothing to worry about. Still, she knocked on the door anyway. There was always some reason why someone needed to go inside and check. And sometimes people did need help.

		The door opened, revealing a woman Officer Sharp did not expect to see. Blonde hair, huge tits, a valid smile. She had seen all of those things on bimbos before, but she never expected to see one here at Mrs. Donati's home.

		"Hello, I'm Officer Tricia Sharp with the police. I'm here checking up on Mrs. Donati. Is she around?"

		It was the simplest way to begin the conversation. And Officer Sharp just wanted to get this over with as soon as possible.

		However, rather than answer, the woman who answered simply giggled. It was only then that Officer Sharp noticed how the bimbo was just wearing a kitchen apron. It covered her, at least from the front, but not enough to prevent the observation that she was not wearing anything else, except for a set of high heels on her feet.

		Officer Sharp waited for the woman to say something, but all she seemed to do was giggle

		"What's your name?"

		The bimbo's smile brightened, having been asked a question that was easy for her to answer. "Oh, I'm, like, Gemma."

		"Okay," Officer Sharp said. Now she felt like she was making some headway. "And I'm guessing the owner of the home is your grandmother. Is she here? I'd like to speak with her if I could."

		Gemma started giggling again, grating on Officer Sharp's nerves. "But the house is mine. I've lived here for, like, a bajillion years or something like that."

		"Yeah?" Officer Sharp said. "How old are you then?"

		Gemma looked off into space, another giggle escaping her plump lips. "Like twenty something, I think. Numbers are, like, hard and stuff."

		Officer Sharp balled her hands into fists as she tried to deal with the tension she felt talking to Gemma. It was bad enough how she had grown up with women like Gemma, who seemed to actively ignore their minds in favor of looking hot for men. And there were plenty of times when Sharp's fellow officers treated her as if she were a helpless bimbo. At least she did not have blonde hair. Being a fiery redhead helped prevent the Officer Barbie comments some female officers received.

		"How can you be in your twenties, but have been the owner of this house for so long?" Officer Sharp could not help but point out the flaw in Gemma's logic.

		However, Gemma just shrugged her shoulders, making her tits rise and her cleavage become even more prominent. "I don't get it either, but it's true. I've lived here for, like, as long as I can remember."

		"Are you on drugs?" Officer Sharp asked. She'd interacted with some strung out women before that had sounded this flighty, even if Gemma did not display many of the other signs of drug use. It had to be asked.

		Gemma giggled again. "Don't be silly." But then she paused and looked off at nothing for a moment. Officer Sharp could see the cogs turning in Gemma's eyes. They moved so slowly. "Wait, is cum a drug? Because if it is, I've had so much of that. My boyfriend has pumped me so full of cum since he moved in with me."

		Almost as if on cue, a masculine voice sounded from inside the house. "Who’s at the door, babe?"

		"You should talk to Nick," Gemma said. "He's super smart and will know what to say."

		Gemma opened the door wider and beckoned Officer Sharp into the house. Gemma led the officer through the living room and eventually into the kitchen.

		As she stepped into the house, Officer Sharp noted the modern furniture and the sex toys on the mantle. This was not what she expected from the home of a woman who was eighty-five years old. It was also very clear how Gemma was not even wearing panties under her apron. Her bare ass was on display.

		When they reached the kitchen, she found a man in his twenties, approximately matching Gemma's age, sitting at the kitchen table. He was eating a sandwich and drinking a beer. He wore a black silk shirt and black pants. There was a gold watch on his wrist and a thin gold chain around his neck. This was a man who understood style and wealth.

		"Fuck, Gemma," the man said. "You weren't supposed to invite a cop in."

		"I'm sorry, Nick," Gemma cooed. "But she has all these hard questions and I can't keep everything straight."

		Officer Sharp perked up at the mention of keeping things straight. That was often a sign that they were hiding something.

		However, Nick's demeanor changed when he looked from Officer Sharp's uniform to her face. It was only then that he realized that he was dealing with a female cop.

		"Who have we here?" he asked.

		Officer Sharp was about to open her mouth to answer, but Gemma spoke up first. "Oh, this is Officer Tricia."

		"I prefer Officer Sharp."

		"Whatever you like," Gemma said. Then she turned toward Nick. "She's really pretty and she seems to know what she's doing."

		Officer Sharp didn't know what to make of this statement. She wasn't sure where to start in responding to it.

		"Why don't you have a seat and I'll try to answer your questions," Nick said, ignoring Gemma's comment. "Gemma, why don't you make some food or something. That's all you're good for after the sex."

		Gemma squealed with glee and hurried over to the refrigerator and busied herself with food preparation. It seemed to keep her occupied.

		"Isn't that rather dismissive of your girlfriend?" Officer Sharp asked as she took a seat at the table across from Nick.

		Nick shrugged her shoulders. "If I wanted a girl who could do more than cook, clean, and fuck, I'd make her able to do more."

		Officer Sharp could have probed that concept deeper, finding out what Nick meant by it, but she was already regretting coming inside. She just needed to make sure Mrs. Donati was safe and sound.

		"Look, I'm here on a welfare check. I'm looking for Mrs. Donati, the owner of the house."

		"That's her, right there," Nick said, pointing toward Gemma as she swayed her ass to the beat of music only she could hear."

		"Sir, if you don't tell me where Mrs. Donati is right now, I will have to take you both in for questioning." Officer Sharp had reached her limit. Nick and Gemma were not cooperating, so she needed to escalate the matter.

		Just as Officer Sharp reached for her radio, ready to call for backup, Nick closed his eyes. "You don't want to do that," he said.

		And just like that, Officer Sharp dropped her hand back into her lap. She found her desire to call for backup to be distasteful. If she could not handle a simple welfare check call, what would her fellow officers and her superiors think of her?

		"How did you do that?" she asked, with full memory of what she had planned to do.

		"The same way I turned Mrs. Donati into that fine piece of ass over there," Nick answered. "She used to be old and boring as shit, but then I discovered my inheritance and was able to give her a better life. She gets to relive life as a sexy bimbo, always happy and always horny. Isn't that right, Gemma. Don't you just love being my sexy bimbo plaything?"

		"Oh yes," Gemma moaned. "I love it."

		Officer Sharp sat there, dumbfounded. "But how? I don't understand."

		"I could explain how I'm a descendent of King Midas who had a golden touch," Nick said. "I could also explain how the Midas heir is gifted with a special power on their twenty-fifth birthday. My birthday was a couple days ago and I have been gifted the power to change women, at least change them to my liking. But really, I think what we need is a demonstration."

		"A demonstration?" Officer Sharp said as she looked toward Gemma.

		"Not with Gemma," Nick said. "I've already got her just how I like her. She dotes on me and is a firecracker in the sack."

		Even as Gemma focused on her work at the counter, Officer Sharp could see how the formerly old woman beamed, treating such words as compliments.

		"Then what are you going to do?"

		"I want to demonstrate on you, Officer," Nick said. "You introduced yourself as Officer Tricia Sharp. I think a slight name change is in order. I like the idea of changing Tricia to Trixie."

		"What?" Officer Sharp said, but it was already too late. He closed his eyes, using his power. It felt as if Nick had worked his way into her mind. She could feel his presence. And then he was gone.

		"Please tell me, Officer. Is your first name Tricia or Trixie?"

		She sat there for a moment, trying to reconcile her memories with what she now knew to be true. Her name had been Tricia, but that was no longer her name. She lowered her head in shame. "It's Trixie."

		Nick smiled, happy to see how well his power worked on more than just Gemma. The trick with the radio proved it, but it was good to see that it had not been a fluke.

		"And now that we've got that settled, I hope you'll allow me to call you Trixie. In fact, I think from now on, you'll prefer to go by Trixie or Officer Trixie. Using your last name just hides your femininity."

		Trixie was about to argue, but Nick closed his eyes and all reason for arguing disappeared. Of course she wanted to play up her femininity, such as it was, and put people at ease by using her first name.

		"You're right," Trixie said. "I have to make up for my lack of femininity as a police officer."

		Nick smiled, his mind whirring with fun ideas. "Would you like to be more feminine?"

		Trixie was a woman of two minds. As a cop, she knew she needed to project strength and authority. But as a woman, she wanted a masculine presence in her life, to hold her and nurture her. Unfortunately, those two sides of her seemed incompatible. And that incompatibility seemed to be part of the reason she was dissatisfied with her job.

		"What do you suggest?" Trixie finally asked.

		"Let's start with your uniform," Nick said. "I think it would look better with a few changes."

		"What do you mean?" Trixie asked, but Nick had already closed his eyes. She had figured out that meant he was using his power.

		It took a moment for Trixie to understand what Nick was doing. Even though he could not see her below the table, he could still imagine her, which meant he could imagine her wearing a small skirt instead of pants, still with her utility belt around her hips.

		It was weird to be "in uniform" and to be wearing such a short skirt. It barely reached her thighs. And that was not all. Trixie was pretty sure she was now wearing a thong instead of more traditional panties.

		Next, Trixie's bullet proof vest disappeared from underneath her uniform top. If she was going to complain, she would have done it when her pants turned into a skirt. And she wanted to see where this went.

		Trixie's uniform top started to shrink. It tightened around her chest and the hem rose, revealing her toned midriff. As a cop, there were certain fitness requirements she needed to follow and that had led to a taut and toned midriff.

		And before she knew it, Trixie's uniform had been turned into what was more like a porn parody of a police uniform, or at least a slutty coed's idea of a sexy cop uniform. Except Trixie's was real. She still sported her badge and all of the required items she carried around.

		"There," Nick said with satisfaction. "That's much more feminine."

		However, Trixie knew that this change could not work. "I can't go around dressed like a slut. Sure, this is more feminine, but it's still slutty as fuck."

		Nick placed his hand on his chin. "Hmm, I see what you mean. I might have gone a little overboard. But on the other hand, maybe the problem is we didn't take this far enough. Do you mind if I try a few more things?"

		"Fine, whatever," Trixie said. Had she had a better understanding of Nick's power and his tastes, she would have run away and driven to a park where she could change into a spare uniform in the bathroom. Instead, she sat there, allowing Nick to continue his work.

		Trixie watched as Nick closed his eyes. The smile on his face left her feeling disturbed, but she had already come to the conclusion that she just needed to let the process play out. Once this was over, she could get Nick to reverse everything, or at least everything she did not like, and go back to the station. Not that she knew how she was going to put this whole situation into her report. As far as she knew, there had never been a legal case surrounding the kinds of powers Nick had.

		The first signal that something had changed was when Trixie felt her red hair fall out of her bun. It lengthened a little, but nothing outlandish as it fell about her shoulders.

		However, that only served to get Trixie to look down. She gasped as she watched her breast grow. They expanded as if they were two balloons, slowly filling with air.

		Gemma turned around to watch. She giggled as Trixie's boobs turned into big, fake tits, not unlike her own.

		Trixie reached up and grabbed them, but the sensitivity of her new tits made her eyes roll up into the back of her head. The pleasure was unlike anything she had felt before. Trixie knew what sex felt like. She was not as experienced as some, but she had also struggled to understand the draw. But maybe her body had not been designed for sex before.

		When Trixie refocused her gaze, she looked down into a deep valley of cleavage that had never been there before. She got lost in it as her body continued to transform. Her already taut midriff tightened further, highlighting a narrow waist. Her hips expanded, matching her growing bubble butt. The skirt she wore tightened, barely able to contain her new assets as her uniform top struggled to contain her new tits.

		What Trixie could not as easily see was the size and shape of her lips. Nick had given her the kind of lips so that no one could mistake their true purpose. They were cocksucking lips.

		"Holy fuck," Trixie said as she took in her enhanced form. She had thought she had looked slutty before, but this completely overrode her previous definition of the term. At most, she had been sexy before. Now she looked like a stripper or porn star masquerading as a cop. No one would take her seriously now.

		"You're such a hottie, Trixie," Gemma said with another giggle.

		"I can't go back to work looking like this," Trixie said. "You have to change me back."

		"Sure, I could do that," Nick said, although he did not seem particularly interested in that as his gaze glommed onto her exposed cleavage. "Or I could make it so you think this is how you should look."

		"Wait—"

		"Wouldn't it be nice to feel confident and sexy. You wanted to be more feminine. Isn't this the epitome of femininity? You look like an exaggerated Barbie doll with red hair and wearing a sexy cop uniform."

		Trixie knew she should not want that, but deep down, there was a part of her that at least wanted to experience what Nick was talking about. She looked at Gemma, seeing such happiness in her disposition. Could it be so simple?

		However, without even thinking it through, Trixie found herself nodding. Her body agreed to try it Nick's way, even as she was still thinking it through, but deploring the pros and cons.

		Nick closed her eyes and Trixie's mind went blank for a moment. When her thoughts started flowing again, she felt as if there were hundreds of sheer curtains hanging in her mind. Each curtain was thin enough for her to almost ignore, but there were so many that it made it almost impossible.

		Trixie sat there, exploring her altered mind. It took effort to push her way through the many curtains, keeping her thoughts separate from her knowledge. But once she did fight her way through, she learned two important lessons. The first was that all of her skills and knowledge that had allowed her to be a police officer were still there. Nick had not hollowed out her mind like he had Gemma's. And the second was that it took entirely too much effort to continually push through the curtain in her mind. Thinking clearly was not worth it in most situations.

		A vapid smile formed on Trixie's face as she looked at Nick with sexual hunger. That had been another little addition from Nick, amping up Trixie's baseline arousal, making her constantly horny and ready to fuck. And with her mind clogged up, those pesky inhibitions could not get in the way.

		"How do you feel?" Nick asked.

		"So good," Trixie moaned as she reached up and grabbed her tits. She did it specifically for the rush of pleasure through her body.

		"Good enough to fuck?"

		"I want to fuck," Gemma said.

		"I was asking Officer Trixie."

		"Yes, let's fuck," Trixie said. She licked her lips and then released a giggle. Gemma giggled in response and Trixie giggled again for good measure, a bimbo call and response.

		"Time for the three of us to check out the bedroom," Nick said as he stood up from the table.

		He left the two bimbos to follow him, knowing they would scurry after him eventually. Trixie pushed herself up from the table, but it took a moment for her to adjust to her new proportions. Her tits were heavy enough to pull her forward, but they were partially balanced out by her bigger ass. It was all so strange and confusing, but it was much easier to just go with the flow and follow Nick. He was the one with the cock.

		The moment Trixie stepped into the bedroom, she smiled, seeing the big bed. It was big enough for all three of them to sleep in, but more importantly to fuck in. There was also a large mirror on the ceiling, making it easy for any bimbo on her back to watch her sexy body get fucked, reinforcing her purpose in life as a sex object.

		"Wow, this room is amazing," Trixie exclaimed. She turned around, taking it all in. Her pussy gushed with arousal. She had never felt so turned on, so horny. "Can we fuck now?"

		"Patience, Officer Trixie," Nick said as he stood beside the bed. "Let's start by having the two sexy bimbos give a little strip tease to get me in the mood."

		Nick pulled out his phone and turned on music. He had put together a playlist of appropriately slutty songs after he moved in with Gemma. He always wanted to be ready for her.

		Gemma came up behind Trixie and placed her long-nailed fingers on the cop's shoulders. "Dance with me, Trixie," she cooed.

		"Oh no, I don't know how—"

		"Just follow my lead," Gemma said as she pulled Trixie closer to her. "It will only take a moment."

		Trixie's eyes went wide at first as Gemma wrapped her arms around her waist. However, within a second, she was moving as Gemma directed, dancing with Gemma to the song Nick had chosen. It was a heavy beat that pushed her body to move as if she were in a club. Trixie had vague memories of breaking up parties at clubs before, but she had never actually danced at one before. The bedroom was no club, but the music was certainly fitting.

		"So good to feel your breasts against me," Gemma said as she turned Trixie around and turned their bodies so that Nick could see them. Her tits were bigger than Trixie's, but it was not about size. It was about how they felt. And both bimbos felt only pleasure as they pushed their tits together.

		"So good," Trixie responded, moaning in pleasure. "Fuck, Gemma. These tits are so hot."

		The song was almost over by then, but Nick didn't let them have the last words. "Okay, Officer Trixie," he said. He moved around behind the two bimbos. Trixie's body was on fire, but when his hands grabbed her, she knew he would only make it better.

		"What the fuck?" she whispered to herself. His hands felt so good and she loved being touched and played with like this. A whole new world had been opened up to her. And it certainly helped how his touch, grabbing her ass, as he did the same to Gemma, only amped up her arousal further. It was becoming more and more difficult to imagine herself as anything other than a horny bimbo. It felt so good to be constantly on edge, almost too horny to think.

		Nick lowered his lips and nibbled on Trixie's neck, kissing her hot skin. She moaned in response, her mind going completely blank.

		Not to be outdone, Gemma leaned forward and started kissing the other side of Trixie's neck, sending the bimbo cop's arousal into overdrive.

		"Yes," Trixie moaned. "So close. Make me cum."

		"And we will," Gemma cooed, licking at Trixie's earlobe.

		"Yes!"

		"Mmmmmm, that's what I want," Nick said. "I want to show you just how good it is to be a bimbo, how good it is to cum when you have a body built for sex and no pesky thoughts getting in the way."

		"Yes," Trixie whispered, biting her lower lip and squirming. This was all so exciting and confusing, but mostly exciting.

		Before Trixie knew it, she was being guided toward the bed. Her legs moved without her mind being aware. Nick guided both of the bimbos, with Gemma still latched onto Trixie, nibbling on her ear while they mashed their big tits together.

		The music still played, but the idea of turning it into a strip tease had been lost. But now that they were next to the bed, Nick was certain he could redirect the two bimbos to do what he wanted.

		"Let's see those tits," Nick said.

		Trixie acted first. She reached up behind Gemma's neck and untied the apron. It flopped down, completely revealing her big, beautiful bosom. Trixie slid her hands down over Gemma's shoulders and grabbed onto the exposed tit flesh. Gemma threw her head back and moaned. Even Trixie's inexperienced hands could drive the bimbo toward orgasmic ecstasy.

		Gemma's tits were the perfect balance between soft and firm. They remained perky, no matter how she moved, giving no consideration to the force of gravity that tried to pull them down. They were magic titties, given to her by Nick's amazing power.

		As Trixie played with Gemma's nipples, Gemma recovered enough to join in on the action. She reached up and released the single button that held Trixie's uniform top together. Her big tits spilled out as the two sides of her uniform snapped back, revealing her perfectly round tits.

		"Fuck," Trixie moaned as Gemma returned the favor, using her long-nailed fingers to tease and probe Trixie's nipples. "That's it. Don't stop."

		The two of them continued teasing each other's breasts until Nick decided they were not moving fast enough. Having one bimbo at his beck and call was enough to make him pitch a tent, but having two left him straining in his pants in a way he could not ignore for long.

		"Keep going," Nick said.

		Trixie moved first, her hands sliding over Gemma’s body, across her hips and then around behind her. She untied Gemma's apron, letting it fall to the floor. All Gemma had left to wear were her high heels, a constant fixture on her feet.

		Gemma gave a shiver of delight, making her tits giggle before she moved her hands down to Trixie's belt, releasing the clasp. A moment later, Trixie's heavy belt and skirt slid down her legs, leaving behind a lacy thong and her boots.

		Seeing his error, Nick closed his eyes and Trixie rose several inches. She still wore boots, but now they were of the high-heeled variety, further highlighting her exaggerated feminine features.

		"Gemma, remove Trixie's thong," Nick ordered.

		Gemma dutifully reached down with her hands, tugging at the flimsy material that Trixie had already soaked through.

		"No, with your teeth," Nick said.

		Both bimbos giggled as Gemma gracefully dropped to her knees. She leaned forward and grasped the top of Trixie's thong between her teeth, biting down on the fabric and pulling. It was not easy work. She had chosen the hardest spot to pull from, with Trixie's expanded ass getting in the way and creating further resistance. But bimbos were not known for their problem solving, so she kept working, at times futilely, as she did as she was ordered.

		Nick took this moment to grab Trixie by the hair and pull her head back. He claimed her with his mouth, kissing her plump lips. She moaned in response, her hands going up around his neck as her own hands went to grip his shoulders. This was something she could not refuse. Her body had been commandeered, given over to pleasure. She would only do that which gave more pleasure, either to her or to whichever man or woman she was with.

		Trixie kissed Nick back, her tongue entwining with his. She purred into his mouth as his hands slipped down from her shoulders and grabbed onto her tits. They were glorious examples of her newfound femininity, big and round, with hard nubbins for nipples, aching to be played with.

		"How does Officer Trixie taste?" Nick asked Gemma after he broke the kiss. That left Trixie moaning, both from the loss of the kiss and from Gemma working between her legs.

		"So good," Gemma mumbled. She had not yet managed to completely remove Trixie's thong, but she was making great progress. But with her mouth and nose so close to Trixie's wet pussy, she could not help but get a taste.

		When finally Gemma succeeded, she squealed with delight, a job well done. Trixie stepped out of her thong, wondering why she even bothered to wear it. Covering her pussy suddenly seemed like the last thing she would want to do.

		Finally, both bimbos were left to just wearing their heels, Gemma in a pair of pink slides and Trixie in a parody of combat boots, both with sky-high heels.

		"And now for me," Nick said as he held out his hands to the side.

		Gemma, since she was already on the floor, worked on Nick's belt and pants. Trixie's hands showed off their dexterity as she unbuttoned his shirt.

		As soon as Nick was naked, Gemma immediately wrapped her lips around Nick's cock. She was so used to doing it, she never imagined she would need to share.

		"Hey, no fair," Trixie pouted. "I want to suck your cock, too."

		"Ladies, there's enough cock here to share," Nick said as he pulled out of Gemma's mouth. He turned and sat down on the bed. Gemma automatically turned to face him, but Trixie stood there for a moment, confused about what she should do.

		It was like a lightbulb turned on, Trixie's cockpad lips turning up into a smile. She dropped to her knees beside Gemma, using her arms to push her big tits together for an even more enticing line of cleavage.

		"I haven't had a tandem blowjob in years," Nick said.

		And that was all the encouragement the two bimbos needed. They leaned forward and started licking Nick's cock, trading turns or simply kissing each other with his cock in between.

		Nick groaned at the sensations, the feel of their soft lips around his shaft, their hot tongues sliding over the head. His body tingled as the pleasure grew stronger and more intense. Having two certified bimbos sucking his cock was better than any tandem blowjob he had before. Trixie and Gemma worshiped his cock, devoting their entire beings to the moment, getting off on the pleasure they provided.

		"Fuck, I'm going to cum," Nick called out. "I want to cum on Trixie's face and tits."

		Gemma pouted, but she moved aside so Trixie could take prominent placement.

		"Don't worry," Trixie said. "You can lick it off me when he's done."

		Gemma's pout turned into a smile. She would love to do that.

		And she did not have long to wait. Nick's cock surged with cum as he sent rope after rope, covering Trixie's face and then letting his cock dribble onto her tits. He came so much, his cum dribbled down Trixie's face and dropped onto the upper slopes of her tits, adding to the mess.

		Trixie was delighted to take her first facial. She knew she had pleased Nick. She had pleased a cock. And her reward was cum. It did not matter that it did not end up in her or that she had yet to orgasm herself. It was the pleasing that mattered, the providing pleasure.

		"My turn," Gemma squealed before she leaped into action. Her tongue came out and started licking Trixie's tits.

		Trixie shuddered with pleasure, but that might have had more to do with Gemma reaching down and playing with Trixie's clit as she licked cum off her tits. Trixie moaned with pleasure, her body screaming at her for release. And yet, Trixie just sat there, letting it all happen, not even trying to cum. She was already becoming addicted to the arousal, wanting to be as horny as possible all the time.

		As Gemma moved up to Trixie's face, she took short breaks from licking to sharing cummy kisses with her fellow bimbo, both of them delighting in the flavors of Nick's cum as it flowed across their tongues.

		And as Nick watched Trixie begin to writhe under Gemma's experienced tutelage, his cock began to grow hard again, getting ready for round two.

		Once Trixie's face and tits were clean, and both bimbos were focused on making out, Nick decided it was time.

		"Gemma, up on the bed, against the headboard," he ordered.

		Gemma disengaged from Trixie and immediately did as she was told. She climbed up on the bed and crawled across it until she sat back against the headboard, her legs bent and spread, ready for more fun.

		"Trixie," Nick said, "I want you to climb up and start licking Gemma's pussy. And then I'm going to fuck you from behind."

		"Oh goodie," Trixie squealed as she climbed up and crawled between Gemma's open legs. She lowered her head and took a long sniff, taking in the smell of sex from her now friend. Gemma smelled divine. How could two bimbos like them not be friends?

		As Trixie dove in and started licking Gemma's pussy, she wiggled her ass, enticing Nick. She was not even aware she was doing it. Her body operated on a sort of autopilot, instinctually enhancing her sex appeal.

		When Nick climbed up onto the bed, positioning himself behind Trixie, he had to grab onto her hips to steady her. He could see her pussy, how her lower lips dripped with her arousal. If he left her alone for long, her thighs would grow slick with it, unable to contain it within her.

		With a normal woman, Nick would have taken it slow. But Trixie was a bimbo and he had learned from Gemma just how ready a bimbo always was for sex. No lube was necessary when it came to a bimbo's pussy.

		Nick sank his length into Trixie in one smooth motion. Her pussy lips parted for his cock as she took him into her, letting out a long moan that sounded like she was humming against Gemma.

		Gemma gasped as a wave of pleasure hit her. "Do that again," she begged, loving the added stimulation.

		But Nick was too focused on his own pleasure to give into his bimbo's commands. He set up a steady rhythm, finally fucking his latest creation. The feeling of her warm, wet insides gripping him was just what he wanted, what his cock wanted.

		"You've got such a perfect pussy, Trixie," Nick said as he slapped her ass between thrusts.

		Trixie moaned again, barely managing to continue licking Gemma's pussy as she got pounded from behind. At least it felt like she was getting pounded. Trixie's past sexual experiences paled in comparison to anything she felt as a bimbo. Her body had been redesigned for sex and she was enjoying every moment of it.

		No longer encumbered by thoughts and worries, Trixie could embrace her body and the pleasure it provided her. Even before she had experienced a bimbo orgasm, she was already determined never to go back to the woman she was before. Being a bimbo was so much better. And somehow, she felt certain she could find a way to make this new life work. And if not, she was certain she could use her body to get someone else to figure it out for her.

		Trixie's pleasure continued to rise as Nick increased his pace. She had never taken a cock so deep inside of her before. She had never felt so wonderfully out of control, dependent on a cock to give her what she so desperately needed. Each thrust sent her higher and higher toward her climax, but it always seemed so far away.

		Not that Trixie could think about it. She was locked between Gemma and Nick. Gemma's thighs closed around Trixie's head, making it all but impossible to come up for air. But why would she want to when her friend tasted so good. And the gasps and moans coming from Gemma only cemented her desire to make Gemma cum.

		But each thrust from Nick also drove Trixie harder against Gemma's pussy. Nick was so strong, his hips slapping against her heart-shaped ass every time he buried himself inside of her. But Trixie would not trade anything she felt for the world. She felt wonderful, her pussy getting wrecked, her tongue covered in her friend's arousal. She was double teamed and she loved it.

		Even though Gemma started receiving pleasure first, it was Nick who came first. His cock surged with another load of cum, shooting it deep inside Trixie as he let loose an animalistic roar.

		And that, in turn, triggered Trixie. She screamed out in pleasure as her first bimbo orgasm raced through her body. It overwhelmed her like nothing she had ever felt before, flooding her with pure pleasure. The waves of heat spread through her like wildfire, consuming her entire being. The cascading pleasure filled every inch of her, flooding her brain with endorphins. Now there really was no going back.

		Gemma moaned with delight as she watched the woman in front of her reach climax. But seeing Trixie cum as that pretty bimbo face was pushed up against her face was enough to finally make Gemma cum. She cried out with relief as she was rewarded for her wantonness. It was a chain reaction, one setting off the other until all had experienced the climax they each so richly desired.

		Nick dismounted Trixie and laid down on the bed, spent. The two bimbos cuddled up next to him, pressing their nubile bodies against him. They were not directly trying to turn him on again, but as bimbos who were now addicted to sex, they could not help themselves. Every action they undertook was to make themselves more fuckable, to turn on the people around them so that more sex could be had. They were human fuckdolls, wanting nothing more than to please and receive pleasure.

		Nick was still recovering, but he knew he couldn't stay here forever. Eventually he would need to deal with what he had done, the ramifications of turning these two women into bimbos. But right now, he was content to rest while these two lovely ladies pushed their big tits against him and worked to pleasure him all over again.

		It was only later, once Nick had recovered, that he realized he needed some legal advice. Clearly, turning Gemma into a bimbo had left some problems. That was why an officer Trixie had come in the first place. And how was he supposed to explain what happened to her?

		"Trixie, babe," Nick said, getting the redhead's attention. She looked up at him with adoration in her eyes. It was not love. It was unclear if she was even capable of love anymore. But it was adoration for giving her the greatest gift she could now imagine. Being a bimbo was the best to her. "Do you know anyone who could give me some advice about all this, like a judge or a lawyer?"

		"You need legal advice?" Trixie asked. "Or wait. Is it illegal advice? I forget."

		Nick could not help but chuckle. "I'm serious. Do you know anyone you trust to answer those kinds of questions for me."

		Trixie thought hard, pushing against her natural inclination to go with the flow and avoid the hard things, like thinking. She pushed through the curtains in her mind, screwing up her face in the process, highlighting how hard she was working for him. And eventually it came to her.

		"I know a judge who is, like, super smart and stuff," Trixie eventually answered. "I bet we could see her tomorrow."

		"Tomorrow sounds perfect," Nick said. "That gives us more time to play."

		Both bimbos squealed with delight as they moved in to lick Nick's cock. They were both where they wanted to be. This was the life they wanted and there was no turning back.
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