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		Introduction

		

		This book was inspired by recent events surrounding the global pandemic. I purposely set this book in a post-lockdown/stay-at-home world in which a cure/vaccination has been found.

		This is a scary time for many. This is not just a health crisis, but an economic crisis as well. It would be great if the world could get back to normal. The curve has been flattened, but now we must work to survive in a world where an invisible contagion lurks around every corner. We must be both trusting of our friends, family and neighbors to make the right choices, but also fearful that they may carry the disease themselves and spread it without realizing it.

		The economic side of things will get figured out. I don’t know how or when, but we will get through this. In the meantime, the health crisis should not be ignored. Please be safe and follow your local leaders in whatever mitigation efforts are being employed where you are.

		~Sadie Thatcher

		

	
		

		Bim & Bo Yoga

		

		The lockdown was over. The disease had been cured. It was safe to go out again.

		It had been a harrowing time, but I had survived it cooped up in my little apartment. I never left except for essential trips to the grocery store. Even working from home, my pay had dropped dramatically and I had eaten through most of my savings.

		The sun felt warm and wonderful on my face as I stepped outside as a free woman. My life could finally get back to normal, or at least a new version of normal. The world would never be the same again.

		For me, however, I wanted to return to as much of the old me as I could. All that time stuck inside, stress eating sweets and desserts had done a number on my figure. This was not an instance where taking up jogging and watching my food intake would be enough. After all that time creating bad habits, I needed a new motivator to get me out of my apartment and into shape.

		The first floor of my apartment building was retail. The storefronts had been shuttered since the lockdown started. None of the businesses had been considered essential or they could not maintain proper social distancing. That included the yoga studio that had been there for years.

		“Huh,” I said as I looked up at the new sign in the window. The yoga studio had a new name, Bim & Bo Yoga.

		It should not have been a surprise that some businesses would not be able to reopen, at least right away. It was not a surprise that storefronts would reopen with new owners. These things happen in the best of economies. After a global pandemic that brought the world to a halt, it would be a fact of life as the world slowly recovered.

		The name of the studio did not matter much to me. It was close and I was in need of something to help me shed the weight I had gained during the lockdown and motivate me to adopt a healthier lifestyle.

		A bell jingled as I opened the door. There was a small reception area separated from the main yoga space by a cubby partition, one room made to look like two. A well built man stood behind the counter.

		“Welcome to Bim & Bo Yoga,” the man said. “I’m Karl Bo. How can I help you?”

		“Um, hi,” I said, suddenly nervous. I had never used this studio before, but I distinctly remember there was a woman who ran the place before. I had always felt like it was more common for women to operate small studios like this, but I knew that was just sexist thinking. There was no reason a man could not run a studio as well.

		“I was wondering about yoga classes,” I said. “I’m looking to get back in shape.”

		“You’re not the only one feeling that way,” Karl said. He held up a clipboard to show that I was not the only visitor that morning. He had a long list of interested people. “We’re running a special right now. It’s $10 per class, or if you pay in for 10 classes in advance, it’s only $75. They are all drop in classes, so you can pick and choose when and what you want.”

		Karl continued his sales pitch, describing the different classes to me. I was impressed both with the variety and with the attention to detail.

		“And if you need a little extra motivation, which we all need sometimes,” Karl added, “we can send out reminders on a specific schedule if that would help. Sometimes and email or text message is really all we need to get our butts out the door.”

		“Yes,” I said, not entirely sure what I was agreeing with. All of it really. Yes, I wanted to sign up. Yes, I wanted those reminders to make sure I actually showed up. Yes, I wanted to be fit again.

		“I mean,” I continued, “yes, I would like to sign up. The deal for 10 classes makes the most sense for me right now. And I would love to get those reminders.”

		“That’s fantastic,” Karl said. “Let’s get you signed up. Can I start with your name?”

		“Amy Williams,” I said.

		Karl got my information input into the computer. He even set up automatic reminders based on a three times per week schedule. I realized my 10 sessions would only last about three weeks, but that was a good price to start and I hoped I could get a similar deal later.

		“Classes start tomorrow,” Karl said. “I hope to see you there. I focus on our new clients. My wife, Krissi, works with our more advanced clients. Hopefully you get to that point. As much as I love working with people and leading classes, my goal is always to help clients advance to the next stage.”

		“That’s good to know,” I said. “I like that idea.”

		“Have a nice day,” Karl said. “Enjoy the sunshine and hopefully I’ll be seeing you soon.”

		I left Bim & Bo Yoga and headed out for a walk. With some of my fitness needs now taken care of, it was times to get in some cardio work and explore the post-lockdown society. After being cooped up for so long, it felt strange to be out, but it was liberating. The freedom to go where I wished, when I wished, was something I had missed. Not that I was going to be venturing far, but walking even a few blocks felt like more than I had done in a long time.

		That night, I spent an hour giving over the yoga schedule. It seemed all the beginning classes were in the morning, which was fine by me. The morning exercise would help jumpstart my metabolism for the day and help me shed weight faster.

		I knew enough about exercise science to understand that working out in the morning was good for weight loss. Working out in the afternoon was good for performance gains. I felt better knowing Bim & Bo Yoga subscribed to the same idea, whether intentional or not.

		When Tuesday morning rolled around, I woke up to a text reminding me about yoga classes. Normally, getting woken up by a text message would have annoyed me, but I was still operating on my lockdown schedule that saw me sleep in most mornings. It was time to break that habit and what better way to do that than by going to yoga class?

		I felt a little awkward showing up at the Bim & Bo Yoga studio wearing a loose t-shirt and sweatpants. There was a time when I had workout clothes that fit me. That wasn’t the case anymore. I had to wear what amounted to clothes I had been schlepping around my apartment in during the lockdown. Fitting into my old workout gear was a new goal to reach.

		Karl organized everyone who showed up for that first class of the morning. There were about 10 of us, with room for twice that many if needed. It seemed like a solid start and I was sure our ranks would grow as people began to return to their old lives.

		Thankfully, I was not the only participant wearing less than ideal clothes for the class. About half of us looked like we had overindulged in food during the lockdown and our clothes and bodies reflected that.

		Once we were all settled, Karl lit some incense in all four corners of the studio and then led us through a routine of poses.

		The number of groans and moans as we forced our bodies to move in ways we were unaccustomed to left me feeling normal. As easy as Karl seemed to find the various poses, everyone else struggled mightily.

		He taught us a basic repeatable routine. He then had us practice that routine on repeat as he moved around the room, giving suggestions, complimenting our determination, and in some cases physically moving our bodies to better hold the pose.

		When the class was over, I was a sweaty mess. My t-shirt was soaked through, clinging to my skin. I was not the only one like that. Everyone seemed to have worked hard. Even Karl had a light sheen of sweat on his body, although rather than make him look dirty and gross, it made him look even more handsome. His wife was a lucky woman.

		I returned to my apartment and barely found it in myself to shower before I collapsed on the couch. My whole body ached. But as much as I disliked the pain, there was something about it that left me feeling good.

		Luckily, after lunch, I was able to put together the energy to work. My billable hours were down, but now even after the lockdown was lifted, my employer decided it would be cheaper to move to a remote system for most of their employees. The business was in the middle of downgrading into a smaller space that might see me go into the office once per week at most.

		At least I was able to continue working throughout the lockdown and would continue to work now that it was over. However, I would not have minded having a commute again if it meant leaving my apartment that I had seen far too much of recently.

		I woke up the following morning still feeling sore, but just barely. I woke up on my own this time, not getting a yoga reminder text. That was a good thing, because I was too sore to return to yoga just yet. I needed a day off to give my body the additional time to rest. Maybe someday I could go through a yoga routine on a daily basis, but my body wasn’t ready for that yet.

		I stood in the bathroom before hopping in the shower for several minutes looking at my reflection. Something was wrong about it, but I was having the hardest time figuring out what it was.

		“I’m not a natural blonde, am I?” I asked my reflection. I looked just as I always did with shoulder length brown hair, but my roots were blonde instead of brown. That didn’t make sense. How had my hair color changed?

		I eventually shrugged it off and went about my day. Generally, I could not see the hair on the top of my head, so it was easy to ignore. I was able get ready for my day and actually get work done without thinking about the oddity of my hair color.

		When the next morning arrived, I woke up to another text from Bim & Bo Yoga. I couldn’t help but smile. My body felt recovered and I felt better than I had in weeks. And a yoga class was just what I needed to start my day off right.

		I practically bounced downstairs to the studio. Karl was there checking everyone in.

		“Good morning, Amy,” he said as he clicked my name on the computer screen.

		“Good morning,” I said with a big smile. “It’s a beautiful day.”

		“It always is when you are feeling good,” he responded.

		The class had a few more people in it, although it seemed to mostly be the same people from my first day. Just instead of a class of 10, we were up to 14 people.

		Karl started class as he did that first day by lighting incense in the corners of the room. I did not notice the smell on that first day, but there the incense gave the room a sweet aroma that I simply loved. It set the perfect tone for the class.

		Like with that first class, Karl put us through our paces, guiding us in the series of poses he already taught us. They were so much easier to slip into this time. They felt familiar and comforting. My body strained to maintain them, but it was a pleasant strain. The exertion was less. I still soaked through my t-shirt with sweat in short order, but it was still easier.

		And I felt more flexible from it all as well. I could hold a pose in the first class, but my range of motion was limited. It still was, but I could get closer to the final goal of the pose, reaching just a little further.

		“That sweat is just toxins leaving your body,” Karl told the class. “It’s good for you to sweat sometimes. Don’t fight it. Just let it happen. For those new today, keep repeating the series of poses. For returners, I’m going to teach you one new pose today.”

		“My body doesn’t want to do that,” I muttered as I tried to mimic Karl’s latest pose. I could feel and even hear parts of my body popping at the effort to push my body into the new pose. It wasn’t just my joints popping. My muscles were making noise too. My hamstrings popped as the different muscles slid against each other, breaking free from the nearby muscle groups they had been stuck to.

		“Very good, Amy,” Karl said as he came by to check on me. “Focus on your breathing. Slow it down a little. Just relax and the movements will come to you.”

		Taking my mind off the pose actually seemed to help. My muscles relaxed and I found myself holding the pose with less effort. It felt better too.

		“That’s all for today,” Karl finally announced. “You all did great work. Expect some soreness. That will happen until your body adjusts, but know that your body will adjust. It will adapt. You will get better at this.”

		I gathered my belongings from the cubbies and then headed back up to my apartment so I could shower and get started with my work day.

		Throughout the day, I found myself using Karl’s advice. If I found myself getting stressed, I would slow down and focus on my breathing. In and out, in and out. After a few minutes of that, I always seemed to feel much better and able to tackle whatever was vexing me.

		Friday morning rolled around with me enjoying the warm sun shining in through the windows and striking my face with its rays. There was no yoga today, although I could see the advantage to going again. I felt so good afterward. The soreness was there, but it was less. And the truth was, that soreness felt good. I made me more present in my body.

		“I think it’s time to finally do something with my hair,” I told my reflection as I looked in the bathroom mirror that morning. The blonde color made up half the length of my hair, reaching my chin.

		“Why did I ever dye my hair brown anyway?” I asked myself, not remembering even doing it. I had been born a brunette and always had been one through college. Now, however, it seemed different. I felt like new memories were trying to push their way into my head, telling me I was blonde.

		“At least the color looks good,” I finally said, shrugging my shoulders at the inconsistent memories. I closed my eyes and took several deep breaths. That helped clear my mind, although I found myself longing for the smell of the incense during yoga class. “But I think it’s time for a salon appointment.”

		After showering, I made a call to a local salon. I had always kept my hair simple. I didn’t even have a regular stylist. I just went in to one of those walk-in only establishments and got my hair cut, a basic monthly trim.

		The hairstylist was just getting back into the swing of things, but was swamped with work. After the lockdown, everyone wanted their hair done professionally. But as luck would have it, she had an opening for me at the end of the day. I took it, not knowing when the next opportunity would present itself.

		My desires for my hair were pretty simple. I wanted my boring brown hair to go away. I wanted it cut off so only MY blonde locks remained. MY new stylist had just the idea for the newly blonde woman.

		“How about long in the front to frame your face, but shorter in the back?” the stylist proposed. “But it should grow out nicely over time and we can go with something longer in the future.”

		I had little clue when it came to fashionable hairstyles. I simply put myself in the hands of a professional and let them do their work.

		When I returned to yoga Saturday morning, I did so with a new hairstyle and a new attitude. I had spent all night looking at myself in the mirror. It was different, but it was good. I liked how my hair now moved when I moved my head. It hung down straight, without the curls I had dealt with all my brunette life.

		Most important of it all, however, was my new-found confidence. As a brunette, I had always been meek and shy. Now as a blonde, I held my head up high and moved with purpose, even if I was not sure exactly what that purpose was.

		I had never considered how much a change in hairstyle could affect me, but the effects were near instantaneous. I never felt so good about myself before. I was not perfect yet. There was still weight to lose. However, I was on my way. I already felt thinner and fitter than I had at the start of the week. I could not wait to see what a few more weeks work would give me.

		The days began to stretch on as my life returned to some semblance of the normal I had always known. My work hours had not improved, but I found other ways to occupy my time. I went to yoga every other day. My original plan had been to go three days per week, but I found it much easier to just go whenever I got a text about it. Those came in every other day.

		Yoga class always started with Karl lighting the incense. It was the same smell every time, but I loved it. The other women in the class seemed to love it too. Even if someone was not smiling when the incense was first lit, they were smiling by the time the gentle smoke had reached them.

		After my first week, I found myself already able to squeeze into my old workout clothes. They were a tight fit, but I felt much better completing poses wearing something tight, even if I felt like I was about to burst out of it at any moment.

		Karl seemed to like the wardrobe change as well. I could feel his eyes linger on my body for longer periods as he moved around the room helping the students perfect whatever pose they were currently working on. I would have been bothered if I did not know he was married. He felt safer as a married man than as a single man, less predatory and more complimenting.

		And Karl had done his fair share of complimenting both me and the rest of my classmates. I beamed with pride every time he had something good to say about me. His compliments were even leading to a spike in my arousal. It felt good to be complimented. It felt even better after class when I would finally be able to seek relief from that building arousal, cumming while I imagined him complimenting my body.

		When I worked my way through those first 10 classes, I was only too happy to pay for another 10. There was a part of me that wondered when I might be ready for the more advanced classes Krissi taught, but I knew I was a long ways from that point. How I knew, however, I didn’t know.

		After paying for another round of classes, I found my progress with my weight on the fast track. I shed pounds by the day. I could spend hours looking at myself in the mirror. I could not believe how thin I was becoming.

		Except there were a few parts of my body that refused to shrink. My breasts were the most obvious. I had added weight there like everywhere else, but as I started to lose that weight again, my breasts had not shrunk back to their previous size.

		Not that I was going to complain about having bigger breasts. I had always felt small, but I no longer felt that way anymore. If anything, I sometimes wondered if my breasts had actually grown in addition to what the weight gain had given me It was not just that they were big, but they were perky too. There were days when I questioned whether I needed to wear a bra at all.

		And bras had become a constant source of grief. I had to buy new ones, but my body kept changing. Buying one bra that fit one day did not fit me a day or two later. I more and more found myself wearing sports bras, like the ones I wore to yoga, simply to wear something that fit reasonably well.

		I was not the only woman in my class to have gone through similar changes. My classmates were almost exclusively blonde now, like me. And they had all slimmed down nicely, or were still in the process for those who started attending late.

		While it had once been common to see people wear baggy clothes that hid their shapes, most of the women dressed like I now did, wearing a sports bra paired with either tight yoga pants or spandex shorts.

		There even seemed to be a competition on who could show the most skin. I may have started it. I was the first to forego wearing a regular top and went straight to the sports bra. That was because I saw one of the other women wear a cropped tank top that showed off a narrow band of skin around her increasingly taut torso.

		I could not handle being outdone. Every time one of my classmates wore a more revealing outfit, I had to beat them, finding something to wear that showed more skin.

		When I had pushed the limits on my workout outfits, I began to make other changes. First there was the belly-button piercing. Then there was the nose stud. I even added piercings that were not readily visible, starting with a tongue piercing, but eventually getting both my clit hood and both my nipples pierced.

		Meanwhile, I started to let my blonde hair grow out. My stylist was shocked with how fast it grew. It seemed to reach my mid-back in the span of months rather than years. However, the stylist kept her mouth shut about the sudden changes in me, especially when I started asking for more services, including manicures and pedicures, fake nails, eyelash extensions, and a whole array of beauty treatments.

		This of course taxed my finances. I was still only bringing in a small amount of money, but it seemed so easy to charge the money to my credit cards. It was easy to put my mind at ease. Out of sight, out of mind.

		In fact, putting my mind at ease had been a major part of my most recent changes. Anytime I felt like I might be doing too much, changing too much, I closed my eyes and focused on my breathing. Half the time, once I had completed my breathing exercise, I had no clue what I had been doing moments before or what might have been bothering me.

		That all came to a head when I had an in-person meeting with my boss. She arrived at the company’s new office after spending my morning at Bim & Bo Yoga. Karl had lit a double dose of the incense and it had left me feeling better than ever. I needed to ask him about where he got it.

		I showed up at the office late. That wasn’t really my fault. I had a bit of a fashion emergency. I realized my changing tastes in clothing, similar to my changing tastes in workout gear, left me far more exposed than I had realized. I hadn’t worn anything office appropriate since the lockdown ended.

		That meant I needed to go shopping. That shouldn’t have been a big deal, but I kind of got carried away. It’s not my fault there are so many cute outfits that I can wear now that I’ve lost all that weight. The problem is, despite the lost weight, my boobs are really big. My bras use multiple letters to describe their size now. Not that I’m complaining.

		Actually, I’m finding life with boobs to be a lot of fun. I love to walk down the street wearing a low-cut top and watching other people watch my boobs bounce in my top. Guys especially go crazy for them. Their eyes lock onto my chest and can’t look away. I’ve watched at least three men walk into telephone polls when out on the street. I think I might have even caused a car crash. That’s sad, but it’s also really hot.

		I finally showed up at the office to meet with my boss. Her secretary grumbled about my tardiness, but she stopped when she saw my outfit. I wore a white blouse, which I thought was completely office appropriate, even if it was a bit low cut. I couldn’t wear a bra with it, because the neckline fell to below my tits. There was a small band of fabric that held everything together and gave my boobs a little lift, not that they need much help there.

		I also wore tight black slacks and a black jacket that was too small to close. Then there were the heels. Outside of yoga, I always wore heels now. That wasn’t always the case. I used to wear flats exclusively, but now that I’m hot, I find I need to wear heels. They help shape my ass and force me to push my tits out. Those are my best features, so it’s important to highlight them.

		When I was finally sent in to see my boss, she did not seem happy to see me. Nor did she seem to like my outfit. I thought I looked stylish, cute, bordering on hot, and professional. I guess it doesn’t really matter, because I don’t get to choose those things. After all, she’s my boss.

		“Amy, your work has fallen off and looking at you now, I have to question your judgement,” she said. “Let’s just make this simple. You’re fired.”

		I stood there slack-jawed as I tried to understand what had just happened. I had not even had the opportunity to sit down yet.

		“But…” I started to say, but could not find the words. That, too, had been happening more lately. I used to worry about that, but instead, I would just focus on my breathing and everything would seem better after. If the words came, they came. If not, I would manage without them.

		Reflexively, I closed my eyes and focused on my breathing, imagining that with each deep breath I was breathing in the sweet aromas of the incense. When I opened my eyes again, I felt like a clean slate.

		“You wanted to see me, Mrs. Clark?” I asked.

		My boss just looked at me like I was dumb or something.

		“Get out,” I practically yelled, pointing toward the door. “You’re fired.”

		“Oh yeah,” I said, remembering the first part of our conversation. “You want to fire me? But don’t you like my outfit? I bought it especially for today. That’s why I was late. I had to go buy it because I didn’t have anything that fit and looked good, you know, what with working at home all the time.”

		“I don’t care,” Mrs. Clark said. “I don’t know what happened to you, but you need to get your head examined and get the fuck out of my office. You’re fired. That means you need to leave. I’ve already filed the paperwork with H.R. You can stop there on your way out. They’ll have your last paycheck and anything else you’re owed.”

		I left Mrs. Clark’s office and closed the door behind me. I didn’t know what to do. It wasn’t fair that I was getting fired. How was I supposed to pay for my cute outfit I bought especially for today without my paycheck?

		I closed my eyes and again focused on my breathing, letting my mind clear. When I opened them again, I found the secretary staring at me.

		“Are you all right?” she asked. “Did you get fired?”

		“I think so,” I said, a little confused. “I guess I need a new job now. I don’t know what I’m going to do.”

		“You should stop by H.R. on your way out,” the secretary said. “They’ll have some money for you.”

		“Okay, thanks,” I said, smiling. Who knew I could get paid for getting fired? I should have gotten fired more often.

		The woman at the H.R. counter seemed nice.

		“You feeling okay?” she asked. “I don’t usually see people who just got fired smiling like that, unless they were trying to get fired. It probably hasn’t sunk in yet.”

		I shook my head. I didn’t really understand what was going on.

		“Here,” the woman said, handing me a second envelope. “I’m probably not supposed to give you that, but it’s a small severance package. That should help you until you get back on your feet. You’re a good looking woman. I’m sure someone out there will hire you.”

		“Thanks,” I said as I took the two envelopes. The money was appreciated, but I liked the compliment more. She thought I was a good looking woman.

		As I arrived back at my apartment building, I found myself not knowing what to do. How was I going to pay for things? How was I going to keep paying for yoga classes? I couldn’t imagine life without yoga. More importantly, I couldn’t imagine life without the incense.

		Without even thinking, I found myself walking into Bim & Bo Yoga.

		“Amy,” Karl said in surprise. “I wasn’t expecting to see you this afternoon.”

		“I got fired,” I said. I didn’t know what Karl would be able to do, but I needed to share my burden with someone. I had made friends through yoga, but the competition with them was too great. I couldn’t tell them what had happened to me.

		“I’m sorry to hear that,” Karl said. “But to be honest, you don’t look like a working woman. At least you don’t anymore.”

		“What do you mean?” I asked, confused. “I need a job to make money.”

		“That’s one way to do it, but there are other ways to think about it,” Karl said. “Do you need a job or do you need money?”

		I put my finger to my lips as I thought about his question. I was nearly distracted by the realization my lips felt plumper than I remembered.

		“Um, I need money,” I said. “But how do I get money without working?”

		“Well,” Karl started to say. This time it was him doing the thinking, which felt like a relief. I never realized how hard it is to think about stuff. It’s no fun. “We just need to find something for you to do that gives you money, but doesn’t feel like work. And on that note, I think you’ve reached a point where you’re ready for the advanced class with Krissi.”

		My money problems were completely forgotten at the possibility to move up to the advanced classes.

		“Yes,” I cheered. “Yes, yes, yes. I want to, I want to, I want to.”

		Karl smiled. I liked to see him smile. He smiled at me when I was doing my poses right. He smiled at me when he looked at my body in my tight and revealing outfits. Seeing him smile always made me feel better.

		“That’s terrific,” Karl said. “And the best part is, we pay you to be in the advanced classes. And the more times you come to class, the more you get paid.”

		My eyes grew wide at that. I didn’t understand how I would get paid for doing yoga, but I loved it.

		“How?” I finally asked.

		“We live stream the classes on the internet. People, especially men, pay to watch hot young women like yourself do yoga. That’s okay, isn’t it?”

		“Of course it is,” I said, loving the idea of people watching me. I loved to be seen. I loved being the center of attention.

		“And if you’re popular enough through that, Krissi and I have set up a special opportunity for our top yoga ladies to do some modeling and other stuff on camera at home. That’s where the real money gets made.”

		“I want to do that too,” I said, jumping at the opportunity. I didn’t care about the details. I just knew I needed money and I would do anything to get it.

		“Why don’t you go get changed,” Karl said. “I think there will be time to have you meet Krissi and maybe even jump in on a class today. You could start making money right away.”

		“Yay,” I squealed as I jumped up and down on my toes. My tits bounced, completely unrestrained in my top. Karl’s eyes zeroed in on them like any red-blooded man’s eyes would. Seeing him stare made me horny.

		“Better get going,” Karl said.

		“Oh yeah,” I said. “Be right back.”

		I rushed upstairs and tore off my office clothes. It looked like I wouldn’t be needing those anymore. I hurried to put on my favorite sports bra and shorts combo. The shorts were pink. The bra was a baby blue. I wouldn’t be wearing shoes during yoga, but I put on a cute pair of pink wedges for the return trip to the yoga studio.

		Moments later I was being led into the back of the studio by Karl.

		“Amy,” came a squeal as a mass of blonde hair and big tits practically tackled me.

		“This is Krissi,” Karl explained, “my wife. She used to be a silly feminist yoga instructor, but after getting an order of the incense we use in class, she became a bimbo just like you, Amy.”

		“I’m a bimbo?” I asked.

		“You certainly look like a bimbo,” Karl said. “And from what I can tell, you act like one too.”

		“But does she fuck like one?” Krissi asked as she grabbed my boobs and started playing with my hard nipples.

		It was so hard to think with Krissi’s hands on my tits. They felt so good. The air was thick with the smell of the sweet incense. It clouded my mind, making it even harder to think.

		“Let’s find out,” Karl said. “Amy, you don’t mind if I fuck you, do you? That probably sounds like a good idea to a bimbo like you.”

		Fuck I was horny. My body was on fire. I could feel Karl come up behind me. I could feel his hard cock pressing against my ass.

		“Yes,” I moaned as my body went into sexual overdrive. “Fuck me.”

		“See,” Karl whispered into my ear. “You’re a bimbo who likes to fuck. Tell me. Tell me that you’re a bimbo.”

		“I’m a bimbo,” I said on reflex. The words came out of my mouth before I had even thought about it. My brain was turning off, giving up but for the simplest of involuntary tasks.

		“That’s right,” Karl said. “You’re just like Krissi. You’re a bimbo who likes men to watch her pose before she fucks them or herself on camera.”

		“Ooh, yes,” I said, growing more and more excited.

		“Let’s see how much you like to eat Krissi’s pussy while I fuck you from behind,” Karl said as he pushed me down onto a nearby yoga mat.

		I let Karl guide me, posing my body, just like he did in yoga class. He could put me into any position he wanted. I would always comply.

		“Now you, my dear wife,” Karl said. “Time to get your pussy licked.”

		“Goodie,” Krissi cheered as she quickly shucked off her clothes and positioned her wet pussy right in front of my face.

		“Go on,” Karl said encouragingly. “Give her a lick. Imagine that’s your pussy and you want to pleasure it.”

		I stretched out my neck and gave Krissi a tentative lick. My eyes went wide as soon as I tasted her. She tasted sweet, like the incense. I licked again and again. I wanted more.

		Karl laughed behind me. He pulled my shorts down. I wasn’t wearing underwear underneath.

		My eyes opened wide again when Karl pushed his big cock into my pussy, splitting me open like nothing I had ever felt before. I could barely concentrate. I had delicious pushing in front of me, but I was getting fucked from behind. I couldn’t pay attention.

		“Focus on your breathing,” Karl instructed. “Clear your mind. Then lick that pussy. You’ll know when I need your attention as I fuck you.”

		And just like that, I did what Karl instructed. I cleared my mind and returned to licking Krissi’s pussy. I had never met the woman before, but that didn’t matter. She was a bimbo like me. It was so obvious it was a wonder I hadn’t noticed it before. I was a bimbo. No wonder I got fired. Bimbos aren’t good at working, but they are good at fucking.

		Krissi moaned louder and louder as my tongue continued its work. Behind me, I could feel Karl fucking me. It felt amazing, but he had ordered me to focus on Krissi and that’t what I was going to do.

		But even my laser-like focus could not stop the pleasure from building inside of me. I practically purred with arousal, sending vibrations through my tongue into Krissi’s folds.

		“I’m cumming,” Krissi screamed out as I continued to lick, never stopping. I couldn’t stop until Karl told me to.

		Suddenly Krissi was sliding back. I tried to stretch out toward her, chasing after her, but Karl’s hands held me firm by my hips.

		“Time to focus on me now,” Karl ordered.

		His pace increased as my eyes started to role up into the top of my head. I could vaguely see Krissi in front of me. Her hands had replaced my tongue as she rubbed herself toward a second orgasm.

		My pleasure was only building. Now that I was fully present for the big cock inside of me, it was going through the roof. I screamed out in ecstasy, unable to comprehend anything but the pure orgasmic pleasure coursing through my veins.

		“Cum with me,” Karl ordered.

		A moment later he was shooting his hot white seed into me. My arms gave out under the onslaught of the biggest orgasm of my life. My vision turned white, but limbs trembled, and my skin buzzed with electricity.

		“I love fucking them for the first time when they realize who they are now,” Karl said.

		My body was spent. My brain completely fried. I collapsed to the floor as soon as Karl pulled out of me, no longer providing me the support of his cock.

		It felt like hours before I was ready to move again. When I did, I looked up to see Krissi’s smiling face looking down at me. I smiled back. How could I not when faced with such sexy beauty?

		“You’re such a slut,” Krissi said. She did not say it as an insult. She said it like a compliment.

		“Thanks,” I said. “You’re a slut too.”

		Krissi reached out a long nails hand. I took it and she helped me find my feet again. It took a couple minutes to put my clothes and my hair right. I couldn’t stand the thought of not looking my bimbo best.

		“If you’re ready,” Krissi said after a while, “Karl thinks we can shoot a yoga session in a little bit. It’s just been me, but I bet we’ll get tons more viewers with the both of us.”

		“I can’t wait,” I said. Truer words were never spoken by me. I had found my true calling. I was a bimbo at Bim & Bo Yoga.

		Our first session together was a smashing success. We brought in three times as much money as Krissi was on her own. I couldn’t wait for some of the other girls to be able to join us. Our earnings were going to jump through the roof when they were ready to join us.

		And yoga with Krissi left me so hot. When we were done, I had to go home and play with myself. I came three times before I was sated. Karl is going to get me some camera stuff so I can cum on camera after. That’s where the big money is, he says. Luckily, he’s going to take care of all the hard stuff like money and equipment. I just have to be a sexy bimbo, which is perfect. That’s exactly what I want to be.

		Life after the lockdown wasn’t what I thought it would be, but I’m happy with my life now. I get to be a sexy bimbo and I never have to work ever again. And even though I don’t have to worry about money anymore, I still suck off the landlord for a break on rent. But that’s just for fun.
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