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		Introduction

		

		This book is one of a series about a new beverage product called Bimbo Juice. Each bottle of Bimbo Juice turns the female drinker into a bimbo. What kind of bimbo depends on the flavor. There are six Bimbo Juice flavors: Blue Raspberry, Grape, Mango, Pineapple, Red Apple, and Veggie.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Juice: Blue Raspberry

		

		“E leanor Watkins?” a woman greeted me at the door.

		“That’s me,” I said as she held the door open for me, allowing me to enter.

		“Right this way please,” she said as she began to guide me through the mall.

		It was early Saturday morning. The mall was not actually expected to open for several hours still. As we walked past shuttered storefronts, the hairs on the back of my neck stood on end, sensing the eeriness of the situation.

		In reality, there was nothing to worry about. I had signed up for a focus group about a new juice drink. They were paying me for my time and giving me a voucher to select a new outfit in the mall. I wasn’t particularly interested in the shopping voucher. Shopping had never been my forte, but I could use the money. My hours at work had been cut back and I was looking for anyway to make some extra cash.

		After walking through what felt like half the mall, the woman led me down an empty corridor with a series of doors leading off of it. Each door was numbered. Otherwise, there were no markings.

		“Here we are,” the woman said. “You’re in room three.”

		The woman held a door open for me that led into a small room with a table and several chairs.

		“During the survey we’re asking our participants to wear a special robe rather than their regular clothes,” the woman explained, pointing toward a floral print robe on the table. “It is important to control for as much as we can. We would not want your opinion of the product you will be testing to be influenced by anything we cannot control for. I’ll leave you here for a few minutes to change before our science team comes in to begin the test.”

		“Um, okay,” I said as the woman closed the door behind me, leaving me alone in the small room.

		I looked around the room, scanning the walls and ceiling, looking for anything untoward. I knew cameras were easy to hide these days. I wasn’t about to tear the room apart, but there had been a mall employee several years ago who had been caught hiding cameras in women’s changing rooms. That person was now in jail, but that still put me slightly at ease.

		However, after a cursory look around the room, I decided there were no obvious cameras. The idea of changing my clothes for a new beverage product test seemed rather strange to me, but for the money they were paying me, I wasn’t going too complain too much. It was just odd.

		I had dressed plainly this morning, seeing no reason to dress up before drinking something and then giving my opinions about it. I had forgone any makeup, wanting to sleep in as late as possible. It was a Saturday after all. My hours might have been cut at work, but a weekend was still a weekend.

		I pulled off my green sweater. It had been a gift from my grandmother three years ago. She liked to hand knit sweaters and other garments for family. This was the last one she made before she passed away. It had important sentimental value.

		My baggy jeans did not have any sentimental value. I considered them my laundry pants for when I did my laundry. With my reduced work hours, I now had more flexibility to do my laundry whenever I wanted to, but I still kept to my usual Saturday schedule.

		My jeans slipped off, as with my trainers, without issue, leaving me in just my bra and panties. I felt awkward standing there in my plain white cotton underwear. I would have slipped the robe on, but I got the sense that they wanted me completely naked underneath the robe.

		I supposed I could see how a pinching bra or snapped bra strap could taint one’s opinion about a product. There were so many different things that contributed to our sense of wellbeing. Thinking about it, it actually seemed like a good idea to try and control for them by asking the participant to wear a robe rather than their own clothes. All testers would have a common frame of reference.

		I pulled off my bra and stuck it inside my sweater. I then pulled on the robe, leaving my panties on for the time being. I had expected the robe to be made out of a rough and cold fabric, something that would fail to keep me warm, but I found it to be quite comfortable, almost good enough to replace my terrycloth robe at home.

		Once I had secured the robe around my waist, I reached inside and pushed my panties down my legs. After stepping out of them, I hid them in my jeans. I didn’t need whoever came in to give me my drink to see my boring underwear. I was a bit embarrassed about it, but it wasn’t like I had any other options to wear. I supposed I could get a newer pair with my mall voucher later.

		All I could do now was sit and wait.

		It only took a couple minutes before there was a knock on the door.

		“Come in,” I called out, not knowing if I could be heard or not.

		Regardless of whether I had been heard or not, the door opened slowly to reveal a man and a woman, someone other than the woman who led me to the room. In fact, she looked significantly different, with large breasts, plump lips, rich curly brown hair, and far more makeup than I would have felt comfortable wearing. The man looked completely normal, carrying a briefcase.

		“It’s Eleanor, right?” the man asked. “My name is Bill Martin and this is Kristi Smith.”

		The woman giggled at hearing her name. It didn’t take me long to realize she was not that bright. Herb and Kristi sat down across from me at the table. While Bill looked me straight in the eye, Kristi’s attention seemed to drift around the room, looking for what I knew not.

		“That’s me,” I said. “I understand you want me to test a new beverage.”

		“Who understand correctly,” Bill said. “This is a brand new drink with a special proprietary formula and we are very excited to get your opinion of it, along with other people like you.”

		“That’s what I’m here for,” I said, wanting to move things along. I had done enough of these focus group type tests to know I would need to sign a non-disclosure agreement. These companies were always afraid of corporate espionage.

		“Good,” Bill said, reaching for his brief case. He snapped it open and pulled out several documents. “Then I am sure you will understand the importance of signing these documents, a non-disclosure agreement to prevent you from speaking about your experience here. Even if this product comes to market, you still will not be able to mention anything about your testing experience. Do you understand?”

		“I understand,” I said, although I doubted I would want to talk about it. I did not exactly want to make it public that I had resorted to making money by attending focus groups. The idea of that seemed low to me. I signed the document with only a cursory glance at the details. The agreement was far too long for me to sit and read through right then, but it appeared to be boiler plate. I had signed similar documents before.

		“Good,” Bill said. “This other document says you recognize and assume all health risks in testing this new product.”

		I had been expecting this one as well. Not only did the testing company want me to keep my mouth shut, but they did not want to be sued for simply being the middle man.

		“Got it,” I said as I signed my name once again.

		“Fantastic,” Bill said. “This final document represents the testing contract. I want to reiterate that you will be compensated for your time this morning with a check for $100 and a voucher to buy new outfit at the department store here in the mall before they open to the public at the conclusion of the test.”

		I had understood the voucher to be for the mall in general and not just one department store, but such was life. I didn’t know how they were going to enforce the outfit rule across multiple stores anyway. The whole concept of getting a free outfit seemed strange to me, but if I used the voucher to get clothes I thought had a high resell value, I might be able to sell them for an even bigger payday.

		“Cool,” I said as I signed the third document.

		Bill smiled. So did Kristi, but she seemed to have a permanent smile on her face. To be honest, I figured the only reason she was here was so Bill could not be alone with me. That made sense, although I wasn’t particularly afraid of the man. Yes, he was bigger and probably fitter than me, but I got the impression from him that I was not his type. Kristi, on the other hand, probably was. I wouldn’t have been surprised if the two of them shared a hotel room as they traveled around the country running these testing programs.

		“Now for a little background on this new beverage we want you to test. The drink comes from a well known company, at least in certain circles, but this is the first beverage product it is bringing to market. There will be a total of six flavors, but there has been no decision yet made on the name. Sitting here, even I do not know what flavor has been assigned to you.”

		As this was not my first focus group, I could guess most of the basics. The fact this company was new to the drink market was new information, but it was just a beverage. There could only be so much variation. And given the state of the economy, it made sense for companies to diversify, just in case one part of their business needed to temporarily or permanently shutter, the company could continue on with another division.

		Bill took out a black plastic bottle from his briefcase and pushed it across the table to me. The bottle had almost know branding, except for a big blue B on one side. I had no idea what the B stood for and I had a feeling I was unlikely to find out.

		The bottle stood about five inches high. I figured it had somewhere between 12 and 20 ounces of fluid inside. The exact amount was unknown, but it was similarly shaped to a plastic water bottle or soda bottle.

		“You may open the bottle and begin drinking whenever you are ready,” Bill said.

		I picked up the bottle and unscrewed the cap. There was an added layer of protection that required me to pull off the bottle cover underneath the cap.

		“It’s blue,” I commented as I looked down into the bottle. It was hard to see, what with the black plastic blocking almost all of the light, except for that which came through the top.

		“So it is,” Bill said, agreeing with me. “You may begin drinking.”

		I raised the bottle and held it out, like giving a toast. “Here goes nothing,” I said before bringing the bottle to my lips and taking a sip.

		“Tastes like raspberry, but it’s really artificial, like a blue raspberry popsicle.”

		Bill began taking notes, writing down what I said.

		I continued drinking. The flavors were unexpected, but reasonably tasty. I had never understood the idea of blue raspberry. Raspberries were red as far as I knew, not blue. Admittedly, with so many berries being red, it made sense to spread them out across the different colors a bit. Although I wondered if blueberry juice would be any good. At least it would be true to the color of the liquid.

		I didn’t stop drinking as I considered the flavor of the beverage. The more I drank, the tastier it became and before I knew it, I had tipped the bottle back all the way and had drained the final drops.

		“Yum,” I said, smacking my lips as I set the bottle down. “I didn’t realize how thirsty I was there.”

		“Completely understandable,” Bill said. “Obviously you gave me your initial thoughts, but now that you’ve finished the bottle, what do you think?”

		“It was, um…”

		I tried to answer, to vocalize my thoughts from only a few moments earlier, but it suddenly seemed hard to process those thoughts into words. I felt like a thick fog had descended on my mind, clouding my thinking and making it hard to, well, do anything.

		“Tasty,” I finally said. All of my earlier thoughts had been compacted and filtered down to a single word.

		“That’s good,” Bill said. “Tasty is a good word. Can you think of any other good words?”

		I looked at Bill quizzically. What did he mean by that? I looked at Kristi to find her looking at me intently. When she first came in, she seemed incapable of focusing on anyone or anything. Now, though, she couldn’t seem to look away.

		Her big breasts seemed to move ever so slightly, little shockwaves traveling across her exposed flesh. I looked for the source to find her arm reaching over into Bill’s lap. She had her hand on his cock.

		“Cock,” I said absentmindedly.

		“That’s a good word too,” Bill said. “I bet a girl like you loves cock, the more the better.”

		I nodded my head in agreement. Was that true? Something about that sounded wrong, but I couldn’t think of why I would disagree. Seeing Bill get his cock stroked, whether through his pants or not, was a sight to see. I smiled, thinking about cock.

		“Well, it’s obvious the mental effects have set in,” Bill said.

		I continued to watch Kristi’s arm move, knowing what it was doing under the table. A part of me wanted to duck under the table to confirm, but I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to or not. Bill continued to look at me, waiting for something.

		“Ah, and here come the physical effects,” he added.

		“Physi-what?” I said, confused.

		However, Bill’s words were quickly forgotten when I felt a burning sensation in my chest. I looked down to see my breasts begin to inflate in front of my eyes. They grew bigger and rounder, pushing at my robe.

		I brought my hands up to hold them, to stop them. This wasn’t supposed to happen. Tits weren’t just supposed to grow like that.

		Did I say tits? That didn’t sound right. I let the word roll around in my head. Tits. It rolled off the tongue so much easier than breasts. What were breasts really? I had tits. I had big tits and they were only getting bigger.

		“Wow,” I finally said as I pinched my nipples in my fingers. A bolt of pleasure shot up into my brain and another went straight to my pussy. I could feel the wetness between my legs. Was it wrong that I was getting horny sitting there? I couldn’t be sure.

		Conflicting feelings and sensations bombarded my mind. Memories of even the past week felt distant and not real.

		“I love raspberry girls,” Kristi randomly said as she continued to watch me.

		I let out a long a desperate moan as my right hand drifted down toward my crotch. My body was changing, that much was for sure. My tits continued to balloon in front of me, but the burning sensation that began the growth flowed through my body, focusing on other parts of me.

		My lips and scalp burned for a moment. My lips felt heavy on my face. I looked down and could see them on my face, sticking out. An image flitted through my mind of me on my knees with my plump lips wrapped around a cock. The image alone was enough to amp up my arousal another rung.

		However, my lips were quickly forgotten as I leaned forward and felt a wave of platinum blonde hair slide in front of my eyes. I had always been a brunette, but here I was with blonde hair. That didn’t make any sense. And the length. I vaguely remembered keeping my hair relatively short, but it felt like my hair was almost long enough to reach my lap.

		“This is the best part of this job,” Bill commented.

		I used long-nailed hands to push my lustrous hair out of my face. Both Bill and Kristi continued to watch me.

		Then my whole body seemed to burn. I looked down to see my skin changing. Freckles, acne scars, and every other little imperfection disappeared, leaving behind smooth and taut skin.

		“What’s happening to me?” I asked. But something was wrong with my voice. I clamped both hands across my mouth, surprised at the high pitch and breathiness of my voice. That wasn’t what I was supposed to sound like, was it?

		“I think blue raspberry might be my favorite,” Bill said.

		“Yeah,” Kristi agreed. Her free hand was now groping her big tits through her top. Both her nipples were poking through the thin fabric of her top. “She’s gonna be so hot.”

		After my skin cleared, the burning moved to my ass and pussy. I couldn’t help myself. My hands shot down between my legs. I found my clit and my eyes went wide as I was inundated with new sensations of pleasure. I bit my lower lip to keep from calling out.

		I kept rubbing, unable to stop myself from exploring these new feelings. I didn’t care that I had an audience. My body had completely overwhelmed my sense of self and it desperately needed to cum. I was so close.

		“Oh fuck,” I cried out when my orgasm finally came. My robe barely concealed my big tits as my hands parted my robe and continued to rub as I came. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and my vision turned white. This was new. This was different. This was amazing.

		When I came back to myself, I found Bill and Kristi still looking at me. I smiled and thrust out my chest. I didn’t know why I did that, but I liked the attention and I wanted to look good for them.

		Kristi giggled. “You’re a hot bimbo now.”

		“Bimbo?” I asked, perplexed. I put a finger to my lips as I thought about that, but the smell of my juices on my finger soon distracted me. Before I even realized what I was doing, I was sucking on my finger, enjoying my own taste.

		“That’s right, Elli,” Bill said. “You just tested a new product called Bimbo Juice. The blue raspberry flavor is my personal favorite. It turns you into a plastic bimbo. Do you want to see your reflection?”

		Before I even had a chance to answer, Bill pulled a hand mirror from his briefcase and held it out to me. I took it without a second thought.

		“Is that me?” I asked as I saw the sexy woman staring back at me. She had long blonde hair, big pouty lips, big fake tits, a body that was made for fucking, and a vacant stare that made it hard to believe she had a single thought floating through her head.

		“Sure is, Ellie,” Bill said. “You look so much better than you did when you came in here. Compared to then, you’re a total babe.”

		“You’re right,” I said. There was a small part of me that knew this had to be wrong. This wasn’t what I was supposed to look like. I didn’t care about being sexy. I wasn’t supposed to be a dumb bimbo. Yet the evidence was staring at me in the mirror. I looked like a hot and sexy bimbo and I couldn’t help but see that as a good thing.

		“A total babe I want to make cum again and again,” Kristi said, licking her lips.

		My arousal spiked again. I was already horny again and I had just cum.

		“No time for that right now,” Bill said. “We need to send Ellie out to get her new outfit.”

		“Oh goodie,” I said, bouncing in my seat. My tits bounced too, but they didn’t jiggle in the same way Kristi’s tits did. Hers looked natural while mine were very fake.

		Bill smiled. “I’ll have Nina come back and collect you. She will take you shopping.”

		“Fun,” I said.

		“You can leave your old boring clothes here,” Bill added. “I’m sure you don’t want to wear such dowdy things anymore.”

		“Wait,” I said, suddenly remembering something. I sat there for a moment and tried to collect my thoughts. I knew I used to be pretty smart. I worked with numbers or something like that. But now, I could barely string two sentences together.

		“What?” Bill asked, looking amused.

		“Um, I forget,” I said, but then I spotted my old clothes on the chair beside me. “I remember. My sweater, I want to keep my sweater.”

		Bill shrugged his shoulders. “Whatever. Just get out there and get your shopping in before the mall opens. We don’t need you giving anyone a hint of our operation here.”

		I didn’t know what he meant, but I wasn’t about to argue. I wouldn’t have known how.

		I stood up and refastened my robe around me, making sure to leave plenty of cleavage on display. What was the point of having big tits if I wasn’t going to show them off? It seemed silly to me that anyone would want to cover these babies up.

		I grabbed the green sweater as I left the room, letting my old bra fall to the floor. I wasn’t going to need that anymore. Even if it fit me, I didn’t exactly need a bra with big fake tits like these bolted onto my chest.

		Nina turned out to be the woman who let me into the mall to begin with. This time she took me to the department store they had contracted with. However, the store, while technically a department store, was not exactly the kind of store I was expecting. It had a little bit of everything with lots of sexy styles that I never would have considered before I got turned into a bimbo.

		Nina watched over me as I stalked the aisles of clothing. I would find my attention pulled one way and then another, shiny things pulling my eyes this way and that. But all the while I had one thing on my mind, one singular mission. I needed to find the sexiest outfit I could.

		The store had some sexy pants, but I didn’t feel like hiding my legs. Before I got my new tits, I thought my legs were my best feature, but even then, I usually hid them behind ugly pants. I wasn’t going to make the same mistake again.

		I eventually found a skirt that I liked. It was short and I mean really short. It barely covered my bubble butt when I was standing. If I sat down in it, I would feel my bare ass cheeks on my seat. But that was okay. I wanted to show off my legs and the less they were covered the better.

		The skirt was blue and sat low on my hips. It basically covered my ass and that was it. It was just long enough to cover my pussy in front, which was a good thing, since I couldn’t go around flashing my kitty wherever I went. That would be bad, even if the idea of it was really hot.

		I decided to keep my outfit simple. I found a tiny white t-shirt what should have been way too small. But I managed to stretch it over my tits. It only came down to just below my tits, leaving my whole midriff bare. This wasn’t the kind of top I could wear a bra with. I didn’t think a bra would even fit underneath it. And a bra would only serve to hide my nipples, which I kind of liked poking out through my top.

		I still picked out a bra, even though I decided not to wear it. I got it to match the green lace thong I picked out. I decided on green to match my sweater.

		I picked out a sexy pair of nude heels. The heel was really tall, plus there were a couple inches of platform underneath the toe. Nina called them stripper heels. I just shrugged at that. They were hot.

		It took me a few minutes to learn how to walk in them. I couldn’t move very fast, but I eventually learned to not fight them. I let my hips sway side to side with each step, letting the shoes force me into small steps. I wouldn’t get anywhere very fast, but that just meant I had more time for people to look at me.

		The final touch was donning my green sweater. I didn’t fit me like it used to. The hemline in front lifted up as it stretched around my big tits, showing off my belly button. I already knew what I was going to spend my money on. I wanted to get my belly-button pierced. Maybe my tongue too. That would be so hot to suck Bill’s cock with a pierced tongue.

		Nina seemed satisfied with my selection of clothes, even though she clearly disapproved.

		“What’s wrong?” I asked, not seeing what there was to disapprove about my appearance.

		“You seemed like a normal woman before,” Nina said. “You don’t mind that they turned you into a bimbo?”

		I stepped toward Nina. “Of course not, because if they didn’t, I wouldn’t want to do this.” I held out my hand and caressed Nina’s cheek with my fingers. Then I leaned forward and kissed her.

		Nina started to resist at first, but I held firm and deepened my kiss. It was only a moment later that she was kissing me back, our tongues intertwining as our bodies melted into each other.

		Nina was breathless when I pulled back, her chest heaving. I could only smile.

		“You know,” I said. “I wasn’t bi before I was a bimbo. I still love cock, but a cute girl like you can get me going just as well. You could drink some of that yummy Bimbo Juice and get big boobs and be super sexy too. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

		Nina nodded her head in affirmation. I would never know if she got to drink some Bimbo Juice, but I knew she would be happy if she did. How could she not? Becoming a bimbo was the best thing that ever happened to me.

		With my outfit picked out and my robe left with Nina, I began to wander the mall as it started to open. There were so many things I needed to do to be the best bimbo I could be. I needed to go to a salon to get my hair and nails done. I needed to find someplace to pierce my belly-button and my tongue. The money Nina gave me would not even begin to cover the cost. I didn’t know how I would be able to afford it all, but I didn’t worry about it. I was sure it would all work out somehow.

		I started off at a salon. The doors had just opened and there wasn’t anyone waiting to go in.

		“Hi,” I said as I sashayed into the salon. “Can you girls make my hair and nails all pretty?”

		The two women smiled and waved me in and had me sit down in one of the chairs. Before I knew it they were both giving me the fully beauty treatment, styling my hair and painting my nails. They weren’t bimbos like me, but they were still nice and very talkative.

		The only problem was they kept asking me questions I didn’t understand. At first I tried to ask them to explain what they were talking about, but I eventually gave up. Even their explanations went over my stupid head. But I found a short cut that seemed to fix everything. I giggled.

		I couldn’t believe how easy it was to show that I didn’t understand. I vaguely remembered spending years in college working really hard. The memories were fuzzy, since they were from before I became a bimbo. Then again, all my memories were pretty fuzzy. As a bimbo, I was known to be dumb. It was just a fact of life.

		Either way, I knew life would have been so much easier, even back then, if I’d learned how to giggle and just have fun and not worry. I might not have graduated, but I would have fucked a bunch of guys. I was pretty sure I could count the number of men I’d fucked on one hand and that was just sad. I had a lot of catching up to do.

		The girls at the salon gave me a big discount. I’m not sure if they did it because I’m so sexy or if they felt bad because I’m so dumb. In the end, it didn’t really matter, because I got my hair and nails done for almost nothing. I still had a bunch of money left over to get those piercings.

		Luckily, there was a tattoo and piercing parlor in the mall too. Minutes after departing the salon, I was sucking a cock behind the counter of the piercing parlor so he would do the work for free. I just had to pay for the jewelry, which I had just enough left over at the end.

		The man’s name was Travis, I think. I kind of stopped paying attention after I saw his cock. I started out real gentle, teasing the head of his cock with my plump lips. Then I started to lick the underside of his shaft. He liked that a lot. But then he grabbed my head and started really fucking my face. I had an un-bimbo-like moment of worry when he drove his thick cock into my throat. I had never deep throated a guy before, but it turns out I lost my gag reflex when I drank the Bimbo Juice. How lucky is that?

		“Here I cum, you stupid bimbo,” Travis said as she sent spurt after spurt of hot white cum into my eager mouth. I kept sucking, not wanting to waste a single drop.

		But there was too much. No matter how hard I tried, he filed my mouth to overflowing, sending two rivulets of cum down my chin from the corners of my mouth.

		I knew the old me would mad at being called a stupid bimbo. Eleanor could be a real bitch like that. But as Elli, I loved being told what I was. I was proud to be a dumb bimbo. It was an affirmation that all was right with the world. I might not be smart anymore, but I had learned it was better to be sexy than smart and I was definitely sexy.

		In fact, Travis was so impressed with my blowjob, he not only pierced my belly-button and tongue, but he pierced my nipples too. I went with a shiny green barbell in my belly-button and pink studs in my tongue and nipples.

		Afterward, I spent several minutes looking at myself in the mirror and sticking out my tongue to see the pink stud there. There had been pain and my tongue was swollen, but it was all worth it. I kept getting sexier and sexier.

		After visiting with Travis, I started wandering the mall again, trying to figure out what I should do next. I could have gone shopping, but even my dim bimbo mind knew I was low on cash. I had already used up the $100 I got for drinking the Bimbo Juice.

		“You look amazing, Elli,” came a familiar voice from behind me.

		I turned to see Bill and Kristi approaching. Kristi was giggling like the bimbo she was and Bill was smiling ear to ear.

		“Thanks,” I said, slurring slightly from my swollen tongue. I was never one to turn down a compliment.

		“Let’s see,” Bill said as he began to size me up. I pulled my shoulder back and pushed out my chest, wanting to present my best self to him. “After picking out your outfit, which I must say looks ravishing on you, it looks like you went and got your hair and nails done. Very nice. Oh, and what’s this? You got your belly-button pierced. It matches your sweater too.”

		“Yep,” I said before I licked my lips with my tongue.

		“And your tongue,” Bill said. “Very bimboey of you.”

		I giggled. “Guess what else I got pierced?”

		“Hmm,” Bill said, studying me. “What do you think, Kristi? What did Elli get pierced?”

		“Her clit?” Kristi guessed. “I want to get mine done, but Bill is making me wait until after all the tests are done.”

		“Nope,” I said as I brought my hands up to cradle my tits. “But that’s a good idea. I want to get my clit pierced too.”

		“Ooh, your nipples,” Kristis said. “That’s, like, super hot.”

		I beamed. I knew a bimbo like Kristi would understand.

		“They were free,” I said with a big smile. “Just like me.”

		“Can we take her home with us?” Kristi asked. “Please.”

		Bill looked from Kristi and then to me. He went back and forth as he thought about Kristi’s request.

		“She can sleep with me in my bed,” Kristi offered.

		“Yeah, but if that happens, neither of you will get any sleep, will you.”

		“Please,” Kristi begged.

		“Yeah, please,” I said, starting to beg too.

		“I suppose Elli will need a new job now anyway,” Bill started to say. “I’ve got a friend who runs a promo business. I bet I could hook Elli up with him this week, but it’s too late now. The weekend is already half over. Sure, Elli can join us for the week.”

		“Yay,” Kristi and I cheered. Be bounced into each other’s arms, pushing our big tits together as we hugged each other. Then we started kissing. I liked kissing Nina, but Kristi, with her own plump lips was even better.

		“Okay, okay,” Bill said. “Enough of that for now. Let’s get you back home and then we can have some fun. I’ll have to figure out how to close up Elli’s old life. Is there anything important at your home?”

		I tried to think. My apartment seemed so boring now. I didn’t understand why I would care what happened to it. But then I looked down and realized I was still wearing my sweater. That was the most important thing to me. Nothing else compared.

		I shook my head. “I got everything I need.”

		“Elli Watkins, you are welcome at my home until we can get you better situated in a more bimbo-friendly environment.”

		It was my turn to kiss Bill this time. He kissed me back, one hand grabbing one of my tits and the other reaching around and grabbing my ass. Bill knew exactly how to treat a bimbo like me.

		We didn’t bother stopping at my car. I pointed it out to him on our way out, but I hopped in the back seat of Bill’s Cadillac with Kristi. I would be spending the week with them.

		Before we had even left the parking lot, Kristi had me pinned against the window, her tongue already licking my pussy, my panties bunched up on the floor. I guess I wasn’t going to be needing them much anymore. At least I wouldn’t be needing them at Bill’s house.

		As Kristi drove me to orgasm after orgasm, I knew this had already been the best day of my life. And it was all thanks to Bimbo Juice. I could only hope more women would get to drink it soon. Being a bimbo was the best.
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