
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

The Bimbofication of Margaret Gimplewin: From
Horsey Harrumpher to Hottie With a Body!

 


B.R. Eastman

Copyright 2018

 


All characters depicted in sexual situations in
this publication are eighteen years of age or older.

 


 


These stories are about fictional consenting
adults engaging in taboo and controversial sexual acts. Nobody
involved in the creation of this ebook, including authors, editors
and models, support immoral or illegal acts in real life. Cover
models are not intended to illustrate specific people and the
content does not refer to models' actual acts, identity, history,
beliefs or behavior.


 Margaret
stood near the entrance to the stable, just watching. She was
entranced by Jimmy's strong arms, which were bare, rippling,
gleaming with beads of clean sweat as he speared bales of hay with
a pitchfork. Jimmy wore only a pair of overalls over heavy boots,
no shirt, just that broad hay-dappled chest that shone ruddy and
brilliant from the sunlight that filtered in through the wooden
slats of the barn roof.

"Hmmmmm..." Margaret couldn't tear her eyes
away from those shoulders.

He was so sexy it hurt. Jimmy was a stableboy
who worked for the Caradens Horse Farm in Ransom, Connecticut. He
had worked here since forever, or so it seemed to Margaret. He had
worked here when she started two years ago. He was always just the
guy in charge of the stable. Whenever she pictured this place in
the past -- it had been breeding and showing horses for almost two
hundred years -- she always pictured Jimmy. He looked the same then
(in her mind) as he did now, like he was some sort of ageless
stable-based daylight vampire.

He had a long mane of black hair that extended
to his shoulders. It was rough and shaggy, not well-kept at all.
She had seen him cut it once. He didn't measure or even glance in a
mirror. He just grabbed the dangly bit behind his ear, cut it off
with a pair of pruning shears and resumed his work.

That was all he ever did, as far as Margaret
knew. He lived here on the horse farm, so he could be available if
he was needed at night.

In the field outside, a bevy of girls laughed
in delight. They were here for the "Pony Show". The sound snapped
Margaret out of her stupor. She hadn't mean to stand here and gawk
at Jimmy for so long.

He turned around to look at the source of the
noise. Then he saw Margaret, who looked like she was just walking
in. He nodded and went back to the hay he piled high for the
horses.
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