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The room smelled of freshly polished wood. Night had begun to stretch her long talons across the sky, reaching into the Victorian-style sitting room, where James and Albert had spent the last couple of hours talking about philosophy. Albert switched on the lights, illuminating the room’s numerous oil paintings on the walls and curiosities in decorative recesses.

A painting above the fireplace mantel drew James’ attention. He wasn’t sure how he hadn’t noticed it until now. The nude portrait of a woman with thick lips on her face seemed to invite any male observer to take out his cock.

“Don’t you think this painting is too vulgar for your sitting room?” James asked.

“Why should it be? I commissioned it. I love bimbos. They are the perfect shape,” said Albert as he mixed himself another scotch drink from the portable bar.

“They are bastardizations of the natural female form,” James replied.

Albert joined James’ side to look at the painting. “Bimbos are the peak of beauty and science, accentuating the charm of female curves. There’s not a single straight line to be found on such a woman.”

“They’re unnatural.”

Albert laughed. “So what if they’re unnatural? Medicine is unnatural, yet you take antibiotics when you are sick. Cars are unnatural, yet you drive one from your house to the grocery store. Your computer is unnatural, yet you type on it daily. Your problem isn’t that bimbos are unnatural. Your problem is that you think beauty should be natural.”

“Of course, beauty should be natural! Natural beauty will always be superior to surgical beauty.”

“So you would cruelly doom a woman to a life of ugliness? Surgery allows any ugly woman to become beautiful and any beautiful woman to become a goddess. Even if she doesn’t turn to doctors, she can embellish her face with makeup and wear fancy clothes to enhance her figure. Neither of those is natural, but I’ve never heard you complain about a woman’s liberal use of them. But let us put your philosophy to the test tonight. I’ve invited my bimbo friend to entertain us tonight. I hear her driver out front.”

Albert disappeared through the double French doors, leaving James to sip on his glass as he looked around the sitting room. Albert had always had eclectic European tastes. One thing they agreed on was their love for England, for which Albert had several oil paintings on his wall.

Albert returned with a woman behind him—well, less of a woman and more a living embodiment of the painting above the fireplace mantel; that is to say, the most surgically enhanced bimbo James had ever seen.












