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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: Grape

		

		Ididn’t know why I was at the mall Sunday morning. I hated the mall. There were too many of those stupid stuck up bimbos with their glittery phones, always posing for selfies. They made me want to puke with their fake bodies and attitudes.

		Luckily, the mall wasn’t actually open yet. Still, I hated the place, but without all those stupid women, the place was at least tolerable. And I wouldn’t have been here without Dragon, my boyfriend, insisting. After losing my job, he kept pushing me to find other ways to make money until I found a new job.

		“Nova Palanski?” asked the woman at the mall entrance. She at least looked like a normal person, although a bit stuck up for my tastes, what with her corporate suit and short heels. I couldn’t blame her though. It was probably just a requirement of her job.

		“Yeah, that’s me,” I said gruffly. The way I dressed, the way I talked, was always to intimidate people. It was all part of the image I upheld for myself. I was a goth bitch and I made sure everyone knew it. I had even changed my name to Nova to better fit the persona I lived. At the time I adopted the name, the goth me was the new me. It seemed a fitting name. Now, years later, I wasn’t new to the dark world I had created for myself, but it represented the power that I had found.

		“Fantastic,” the woman said. She did her best to ignore my appearance. It wasn’t everyday people saw someone like me, dressed all in black, with dark eyes and black lipstick. My heavy boots stomped as I walked.

		“I’m Nina Jenkins,” the woman continued. “If you will just follow me, we’ll get your test started.”

		I stalked behind Nina as she led me through the mall. I inwardly smiled at seeing all the stores closed. This was the only time the mall was worth visiting.

		Not that I wanted to be here, but Dragon made it clear I needed to contribute to the rent this month, even though I didn’t have an income anymore. When he came across this opportunity, he signed me up before even asking me. Supposedly all I had to do was drink some beverage and answer a couple questions about it. In exchange, they would give me $100 and a voucher for a free outfit from some store here at the mall.

		I had already decided to use the voucher to get the most expensive clothes I could manage. I didn’t want what they were selling, but I would go through with it to do my part. I hated playing the game of life in our shitty society, but I didn’t have much choice. Moving off the grid just wasn’t possible.

		“And Just down this hallway here,” Nina said pointing. “We’re going to be in room three.”

		Nina led me out of the main part of the mall into a narrow non-distinct hallway with multiple room leading off of it. Each door was marked with a number and nothing else. The yellow florescent lights buzzed overhead. They made my skin look sickly yellow, jaundiced. My skin was naturally pale, but I had played up the contrast with a combination of makeup and simply spending as little time in the sun as possible.

		Room three was a small conference room. There was a table in the center with chairs all the way around it. I could only assume we would not need all those chairs. The advertisement for this test made it sound like a personal interview rather than a large focus group.

		Oddly, there was a flowery robe sitting on the table. It was so unlike me. The only flowers I ever used in my wardrobe were black flowers, usually made from lace, to spice up my outfits. The pink and red roses on the robe made me want to puke. I had never understood how people enjoyed all those bright colors. Darkness was what I preferred.

		“As part of the test, we request that you wear only the robe,” Nina explained. “We want every person who takes the test to start from the same perspective. Ill-fitting clothes could tarnish our data.”

		“You want me to wear the robe?” I asked, feeling skeptical. What was their angle on this? What did they really want? Suits like this Nina always had an agenda.

		“And just the robe,” Nina confirmed. “I’ll leave you alone to change. But don’t take too long, because I’ll be back with Mr. Martin in a few minutes.”

		“Fine,” I practically spat. I wasn’t happy and I wanted to make sure Nina knew it.

		If Nina noticed my disgust, she did not show it. She continued to smile and then left, closing the door behind her.

		“Fuck this,” I said as I picked up the robe. “I’m not wearing this shit.”

		It was silly for them to ask for me to change my clothes. I was comfortable in what I wore. And I would not be comfortable in the robe. I could only imagine at how exposed I would be. And what if they didn’t wash the robe between uses. That was just gross. No, thank you.

		I was about to throw the robe back onto the table and just walk out, never looking back, but I stopped. I really did need the money. Dragon was able to float me while I was out of work, but until I found someone who was willing to hire someone like me, I needed something to help tide me over.

		I started by pulling off my heavy black leather boots. They thunked on the floor as I dropped them beside the table. Then my long sweeping jacket came off. Of course, it was black too. From there I pushed my heavy black pants down around my ankles and stepped out of them.

		For a moment I wondered if this was a trick. Did they really want me to change clothes so they could eliminate a variable or were they doing it just to get a look at my body? Not that I had much to look at. Even Dragon preferred sex in the dark so he didn’t have to look at me. I had always wondered if I had chosen this route in life to compensate for my general unattractiveness. If Dragon and I weren’t soul mates in every other aspect of our lives, I doubt we would be together at all.

		I gave the room a quick look around, trying to spot anything that looked like a camera. However, there was nothing I could see. It was just a generic room, probably space that stores could rent out to hold staff meetings in or something. Or they were here for just this purpose, to hold marketing events.

		My black top came off, revealing my black underwear. I kept my black theme going to my core. It was the only color that I wore. The clothes I bought did not even have accent colors. They were just black. Accents for me were lace or some other material, but they were always black.

		As soon as I had stripped out of my bra and panties, I quickly donned the sickening robe. I should have asked if they had a different robe I could use. The pink and red flowers were too much for me. They made me want to puke. Hopefully puking would not prevent me from receiving the money. I needed that.

		I sat down at the table to wait. I started to drum my black-nailed fingers on the table, trying to liven up the room a bit. I needed to at least pretend that I was interested in testing out this new drink that had been created. I was not expecting to be amazed by it. Few things amazed me.

		I could already imagine the question they would want to ask me. “Would you recommend this drink to your friends?” they might ask me. “Probably not,” would have been my response. “Why wouldn’t you definitely recommend this drink to your friends?” would be their counter question. Marketing questions like that were infuriating.

		After sitting there for what felt like several minutes, there was a knock at the door.

		“Come in,” I called out, not knowing if the person on the other side could hear me or not.

		Not that it mattered, because a moment later the door opened to admit a man and Nina.

		“Hello there, Ms. Palanski,” the man said. “Do you mind if I call you Nova?”

		I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure, whatever,” I said despondently. I wanted to make it clear that I wasn’t going to play the game by his rules. I wasn’t another one of those fake women who would give their souls for a discount at the makeup counter, or whatever else they were willing to sell themselves for.

		“Great,” the man said as he and Nina sat down across from me. “I’m Bill Martin and I believe you already met Nina here.”

		Bill lifted as briefcase onto the table in front of him and popped it open. I couldn’t see what he had inside.

		“Here’s how it’s going to work,” Bill continued. “First, I’ll need you to sign several documents. The first is a non-disclosure agreement that says you will not talk about the product outside of this room. Further, if this product comes to market, you are not allowed to publicly talk about your experience today. Do you understand?”

		“Sure,” I said.

		“I’d like to hear a clear yes or no,” Bill said. “You’ll still have to sign it, but I don’t want anyone to misinterpret your meaning.”

		“Yes, I understand,” I said, annoyed.

		“Good. This second document places the ownership of your participation today on you. You are taking the responsibility for your own health and well being. And then this third document represents our contract, laying out your payment for successfully completing today’s testing. You will be given $100 and a voucher for a free outfit from the department store here in the mall. Are both those things clear?”

		“Yes,” I said.

		Bill passed the three documents across the table for me to read over. Had Dragon been here, he probably would have read every single line of all three documents, but that was just the lawyer in him. He hadn’t been to law school, but almost his whole family were and are lawyers, going back several generations. Choosing not to go into law made Dragon the black sheep of his family.

		I signed the documents, not seeing anything that stood out as concerning. It all seemed like standard stuff. There were no booby-trapped clauses in there that would turn me into a slave or something ridiculous like that. Then again, nothing I signed could turn me into an actual slave.

		After returning the documents to his briefcase, Bill pulled out a black plastic bottle with a purple mark on it.

		“This is the beverage you will be tasting today,” Bill explained. “Both Nina and I know nothing about the specific details of the product or what its flavor will be. I will be writing down every comment you make about it, however, so that we have a record about your thoughts of it.”

		Bill pushed the bottle across the table toward me. I picked it up and turned it over several times in my hands. If this were the real packaging, it was something I could get behind. I liked the black, but even the purple was a solid shade. Purple was the kind of color that complimented black well. I knew plenty of men and women that liked to spice up their otherwise black wardrobes with the color purple. That wasn’t for me, but I didn’t judge other people for their clothing choices if they remained true to themselves.

		The bottle itself held somewhere between 12 and 20 ounces. It was bigger than a can of soda, but maybe smaller than most soda bottles. That meant the serving portion, assuming this wasn’t one of those crazy products where they made the serving size incredibly small just so they could make it look like the product was healthier than it really was. But that information was absent for this test.

		“Go ahead and open it up and give it a taste,” Bill prompted, hurrying me along.

		I said nothing as I unscrewed the cap. Beneath it was a tamper-proof seal. I tore that off to reveal a purple liquid inside.

		“No surprise it’s purple like the color on the label,” I said. “Hmm, smells like grape. Not my favorite flavor.”

		Grape juice always had a bad rap as far as I was concerned. It just wasn’t that good. I figured the only reason why it continued to get made was because of churches and their communion ceremonies when they couldn’t use real wine. Not that I had an issue with wine. I actually preferred wine to most alcoholic drinks. But wine and grape juice were two very different things. They only shared a common ancestor in grapes, even though the varieties of grapes used for juice and for wine were usually vastly different.

		Bill wrote down my comment while Nina watched me.

		“Well, here goes nothing,” I said as I raised the bottle to my lips.

		My first sip was much like I had expected. It tasted just like the few grape juices I had before. It was sweet, but not too sweet, with a heavy grape flavor, with just a hint of artificial flavoring.

		“If you drop the artificial flavors in this, it might taste better,” I said before taking another sip.

		However, the more I drank the grape juice, the more I started to like it. Before I knew it I was chugging the liquid down, not even bothering to think about the flavors. I just needed this inside me as soon as possible.

		After downing the drink, I put the bottle back down on the table and looked at Bill and Nina. Bill was busy writing, only glancing up at me occasionally. But Nina held me in an intent stare. I had no idea what she was looking at. She was looking at me, but the intensity of her gaze seemed a bit much. I wasn’t even wearing my dark clothes. This flowery robe took a big edge off my ability to physically intimidate people.

		“Whoa,” I suddenly said as a wave of dizziness hit me. I held onto the table with one hand and placed the other on my forehead, trying to steady myself. “What was in that?”

		“It’s a proprietary formula,” Bill said, looking up from the notebook in front of him. “I’m sorry, but I can’t tell you more than that.”

		As my dizziness subsided, it felt like a fog had moved into my mind, making it hard to think.

		“What’s happening to me?” I asked, suddenly worried. Usually I was the one in control, but now I felt anything but in control. Something was wrong, but I couldn’t think of what it could be.

		However, before Bill could answer, something new started to happen. There was a burning sensation in my chest.

		“Nothing you won’t be satisfied with in the end,” Bill said as he continued to watch me. While Bill seemed only interested in my predicament, Nina watched with deep fascination. It was as if she had not seen anything like this before.

		I looked down at my chest, trying to figure out what was causing the burning feeling. It turned out, my breasts were growing. Along with my general unattractiveness, I had never been particularly well-developed. My breasts were small. My whole body was rail thin. By dressing in thick heavy black clothes, I was able to compensate for my apparent weakness, hiding it and making people think I was big and strong.

		My flesh continued to push out against my robe, showing off a line of cleavage I had never had before. A little growth wasn’t that big of a deal. Even as a goth, I sometimes wondered what it would be like to have bigger breasts. But my growth far surpassed anything I had imagined before. Before I knew it, but breasts obscured most of my lap and they were still getting bigger.

		“Those are nice,” Bill commented as I my breasts continued to grow. “I’ve always had a preference for real tits. Our last tester grew a pair of fake tits. Those are nice too, don’t get me wrong, but there’s nothing quite like a completely real set to play with. I mean, they’re all big and soft, just like to pillows sitting on your chest.”

		“No,” I called out. “This isn’t right. I’m not supposed to have big tits.” I didn’t even realize I had switched to calling them tits. Tits was the word that came to mind when thinking about them. Breasts seemed far to erudite, for whatever reason, even if I had thought of them as breasts only a little while earlier. My mental landscape seemed to be changing along with my body.

		Once my tits stopped growing, the burning sensation turned to my head and face. I brought my hands up to my face with the slim hope that I could somehow stop or at least slow the changes. But my hands did nothing as my lips plumped up and my face slightly shifted, fixing the imperfections that had labeled be unattractive for all those years.

		My hair grew out, keeping its black color. Before I had to dye it to keep it black, but now it grew out from my scalp darker than ever, giving me a rich silky black mane that I could only smile at.

		The physical transformation swept across my body, widening my hips, improving my skin, growing out my finger nails. And those were just he changes that I could see. I was certain there would be more. There had to be.

		“Would you like to get a look at what’s happening to you?” Bill asked, reaching into his briefcase again.

		“Yes,” I practically moaned, my voice coming out low and husky, full of lust.

		Bill pulled a handheld mirror from his briefcase and held it out to me. I grabbed the handle with my long-nailed fingers had held it up so I could see my reflection.

		This was wrong. I knew it was wrong. People weren’t supposed to change like this in a matter of minutes. But I looked at my reflection, seeing myself as an attractive woman for the first time in my life. I loved what I saw. But more than that, seeing my reflection actually turned me on.

		My arousal spiked as I tilted the mirror down to get a better view of my tits. They were big, hanging on my chest like teardrops. They were big and just a little darker than milk white. They practically spilled out of my robe, leaving a long line of cleavage that my gaze could get lost in for days.

		Bill cleared his throat, pulling my attention away from my reflection and my body and back to him and Nina. She continued to stare at me, now her jaw slack, as if she couldn’t believe what had happened to me. I couldn’t believe it either, but I didn’t seem to care. I knew I should care. This wasn’t what I signed up for. But the part of my brain that wanted to get angry or get scared just didn’t seem to be there anymore.

		“It seems your experience had been a good one,” Bill said, putting his notebook away and taking the mirror back from me. He closed his briefcase with a loud click. “I must say, I am enjoying these tests. I had never considered what would happen when a goth woman becomes a bimbo. I guess you’re a gimbo now. How does that sound?”

		Bill had asked me a question, but I honestly did not know how to answer. Was I a bimbo now? I had always been hard edged and grim, pushing people away, projecting strength, even when I had none. But that was before I had these big soft tits and these plump lips. My whole body had been remade.

		“Um, it’s good, I guess,” I said as I hugged my tits. I shuddered in pleasure as my arms pressed on my nipples. They shot a bolt of pleasure up into my head and another one down into my pussy. I was already wet. That just made it worse.

		“Fantastic,” Bill said. “I’m sure your boyfriend will enjoy this new version of you. But I have a feeling you aren’t going to be working material anymore. Bimbos like you aren’t made for work.”

		“That’s right,” I said, almost on reflex. “Bimbos are made for fucking.”

		Nina stared in horror as she watched me embrace my new identity. Once again my name fit. I was Nova, a bright and shiny gimbo. Not even my dark and forebode clothing could completely hide my bimbo personality.

		“I knew this was happening,” Nina said. “But I can’t believe it now that I’ve seen it.”

		Bill laughed. “And you wouldn’t have seen if it I hadn’t needed to leave Kristi at home today. She’s watching over yesterday’s new bimbo, Elli.”

		“Are you sure we’re doing the right thing with this Bimbo Juice?” Nina asked.

		“Let’s ask Nova here,” Bill answered. “Nova, are you happy being a bimbo now?”

		I took a moment to come up with my answer. Thinking seemed so hard now. I couldn’t wait to get home and let Dragon do my thinking for me. He had always been smarter than me. That was probably why he wanted me to come here. He knew it was for my own good.

		“It’s the best,” I finally said, smiling with my black colored lips.

		“See?” Bill said. “Nova is happy. Elli is happy. Nothing to worry about.”

		“I guess,” Nina said, struggling with her understanding of the world and what she was participating in by being there.

		Bill glanced at his watch. “Well, it’s time for you to take Nova here out to the mall. She is going to need a new outfit to fit over her nice, big titties.”

		I beamed with pride at the thought of my big tits. I pulled my shoulder back and thrust out my chest even more at the compliment. And now I understood why I got to pick out a new outfit. I couldn’t wear my old clothes home. Even if they fit me, which they didn’t anymore, I wanted to wear something sexier than that. I was a bimbo now. Just because I was goth didn’t mean I didn’t want to show off my sexy body.

		“Fine,” Nina said. “Come on, Nova. Let’s go get you fixed up.”

		I left behind my old clothes, happy to be rid of them. I didn’t even really mind wearing the flowery robe, although I still would have preferred it to be black. That was remained my favorite color. That and purple. I could now understand why some goths added a bit of color to their clothes. They didn’t need to all be black.

		I didn’t mind walking through the mall barefoot. The floors had been cleaned overnight, so there wasn’t any concern about them being sticky or gross. Interestingly, I could make my heels touch the ground. I walked around on tip-toes, making my tits bounce with each step and leading my bigger hips to sway back and forth with each step.

		Nina led me into a big store that was full of super sexy clothing. There were styles and colors that could make any bimbo squeal with delight. For me though, I was looking for something specific. Just because I was a bimbo now didn’t mean I wasn’t also a goth at heart.

		I ended up starting with underwear. There was a black bra and panties set that I had my eye on, but they didn’t have a bra big enough for my tits in that color and I had a new requirement in my life that my underwear had to always match, assuming I was wearing underwear, that is.

		But then I set my sights on a purple set that I absolutely fell in love with. The thong panties were nice, showing off my expanded ass, but the bra was where it was at, letting my big tits and making them look even bigger. I knew Dragon was going to love seeing me come home with a big rack on display and that bra was going to help me do it.

		After picking out my new underwear, I needed to find other clothes for me to wear.

		“Ooh,” I cried out as I spotted a corset style thank top that looked perfect. And it was. Trying it on, it pushed my tits up even more, barely covering my bra, but also stopping just a little short of where my panties did, leaving a thin belt of taut and toned flesh just below my belly-button.

		I liked wearing corsets before, but now that I had tits to show off, I absolutely loved them. This one had ruffled straps to cover my bra straps. Not that I necessarily needed a bra with this outfit, but the more support my new girls had the better, I figured.

		And of course the top was black. That was a requirement. I wasn’t about to start wearing bright and shiny colors, no matter how much of a bimbo I was now.

		I considered getting a pair of tight leather pants. My ass would have looked delicious in those, but I decided I needed a skirt for my first bimbo outfit. Luckily, they had black leather skirts too. The one I picked out was short, qualifying as a micro-miniskirt, as it didn’t even reach the tops of my thighs. To go with it, I picked out a black and purple belt and a pair of fishnet stockings. The stockings stopped just below the hem of my skirt, which I though looked hot.

		I also found a black leather bolero jacket. It was probably meant to be an accent piece for some yuppie, but it worked perfectly with my outfit, pushing on the black leather theme I had going. I could also imagine wearing it with just my bra, leaving my midriff bare. That would be pretty hot.

		Shoes were my last item to select. With my inability to stand or walk flat-footed, I needed a pair of heels, the taller the better. And I found just the pair, sitting in a corner of the shoe department, lost or abandoned. The display pair were just my size. I had never seen ballet heels in person before, but they way they forced me up onto my toes and gave me a solid eight inches of extra height, I knew these were the shoes for me. I would almost be as tall as Dragon now, making it much easier to kiss him.

		“Thanks for the help, Nina,” I told my companion as she led me back toward the parking lot. The mall was about to open and I wanted to get out of there before those fake women arrived with their faux fur coats and their designer handbags. I might be a bimbo now, but I still didn’t like those bitches.

		Still, Nina had been nice. She had put up with my slow brain and even slower walk, especially as I learned how to walk in my new heels. I felt like I was walking around on little spikes, which wasn’t that far from the truth. Thankfully, my body seemed to know what to do and how to walk, requiring little adaptation from me.

		“Um, you’re welcome,” Nina said. She still did not seem entirely comfortable with the whole Bimbo Juice thing. She would get there. She might even want to try some someday. She’d look really hot with a big pair of bimbo tits. “Don’t forget your money.”

		Nina handed me a check for $100. I folded it and stuck it between my tits. I didn’t have any pockets. My leather jacket didn’t even have any.

		Driving home turned out to be a challenge. The driving part wasn’t that hard, although it was really easy to get distracted. There was a hot guy stretching at a stop light. He wasn’t even my type, but I barely avoided hitting a car when I got caught staring at his ass. I wondered how big his cock was. Someone honking at me brought me back to the task at hand.

		The hard part about driving was actually my shoes. It was hard to get a feel for the pedals through my ballet heels. Not that I considered taking them off. That wasn’t something I was prepared to do.

		I eventually got home, pulling my car into the driveway. After thinking about the man stretching, I knew exactly what I wanted to do when I got home.

		Cock was not something I ever really thought about before. I never wondered what men were packing in their pants. I, obviously, knew about Dragon’s big cock, but I never thought about it that much.

		Now, however, it was all different. Just thinking about cock for a split second could be enough to make my mouth water. I wanted cock. I wanted it in my pussy. I wanted it in my ass. I wanted it in my drooling mouth, rammed down my throat. I had never understood how beautiful a cock could be. They had always seemed so ugly before. It had all changed for me.

		Dragon met me at the front door. Even in my ballet heels, he stood over me, a big hulking presence. He smiled down at me as I pushed out my chest.

		“I see you had a transformative experience,” he said knowingly. His deep voice rumbled in my chest. “Do you have some money for me?”

		I reached into my cleavage and removed the check, handing it over to him. He was a smart man and knew things about money. Money meant numbers, and while they had never bothered me before, to be honest, now they were beyond me. I would have been lucky to count to ten.

		“Good,” Dragon said.

		However, I couldn’t help myself as I sank to my knees. I needed Dragon’s cock. I needed to taste him with my new tastebuds. Somehow I knew the taste of cock would be new and delicious. This was what a bimbo like me was made for.

		I unbuttoned Dragon’s fly and freed his cock with deft fingers. His cock sprang out, already hard after looking at my deep cleavage and my slutty body. I licked my plump lips, knowing what was about to happen. I felt like I had been dreaming of this moment forever, even if my desires were only an hour old.

		I kissed the head of Dragon’s cock, before I ran my tongue along the underside, from the base up to the tip. The flavors as they danced across my tongue were unlike anything I could remember. I had sucked Dragon’s cock before, but I had never been so in-tune with his body before. My senses, by thoughts, by body had been rewired for just this act, and so many others.

		It was only a moment later that I started to suck Dragon’s cock into my mouth. I bobbed my head, taking him deeper each time. Suddenly he grabbed my head and forced me down onto his cock. I was worried I might choke or gag, but none of that happened. My throat opened up to him as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

		“Damn, that’s nice,” Dragon groaned before he pulled me off of his cock.

		I let out desperate mewls of need as I stuck out my tongue, trying to get back to his cock.

		“No,” Dragon commanded. I stopped fighting him and looked up into his hard, but warm eyes. “I want something more.”

		It took me a moment to understand what Dragon was talking about. He had never been this forceful with me before, but then again, this was his first time having a bimbo as his girlfriend, a wanton woman at his beck and call.

		Dragon grabbed a fistful of my hair and began to lead me toward the bedroom. I crawled along with him, trying to keep up. I felt like a pet, being led to my food dish. In a way, I was.

		Once we reached the bedroom, Dragon picked me up in his strong arms and tossed me onto the bed. I bounced, but was unhurt. However, I needed no prompting to move myself into position. I got up on my hands and knees and stuck my ass out toward Dragon. He had always liked to fuck me from behind, but now he would have a better view of my bimbo ass.

		Dragon made little work of my clothes. He pushed my skirt up around my waist and he pulled my thong down around my knees. Both my pussy and ass were sitting there, ready and waiting for him to decide which hole he wanted to use. My body was at his disposal. He could fuck me however he wanted, whenever he wanted. That was my world now. I lived to serve him.

		He wasted no time in making his choice. Dragon grabbed me by the hips and thrust into me with one big motion, splitting me open as he filled my pussy. He had always had a big cock. Sometimes I wondered if he was too big, but not anymore. It was perfect. He stretched me open, a mix of pain and pleasure, but even the pain felt good.

		Dragon set up a steady rhythm as he pistoned in and out of me, bottoming out inside of me with every thrust.

		“Yes,” I moaned, loving this moment with every fiber of my being. “Fuck me hard and fast. Shoot your fire into me.”

		I had never made light of Dragon’s name before, normally or in the heat of passion. He had chosen his name, just as I had chosen mine, but now I saw him for what he had made himself to become. He was a fire-breathing dragon and his fire came from the power of his cock.

		Dragon roared as he picked up his pace. He no longer cared about my pleasure. He was fucking me for his own, which in turn, made my pleasure stronger. The more he took from me, the more I received. That was the bimbo code.

		It did not take long for Dragon to reach his point of no return. I would have known that twitch anywhere, his cock sending me the signal that he was impossibly close.

		A moment later Dragon flooded my pussy with a torrent of cum. I came with him, crying out, my arms giving way as my screams became muffled in the bedding. My vision turned white and I felt myself sitting on the edge of consciousness, ready to slip away from the onslaught of pleasure coursing through my body, every nerve firing off all at once.

		It took me time to recover. By the time I came to my senses, Dragon was sitting next to me, looking over my bimbofied body, assessing me, but smiling all the same.

		“You like this new you?” he asked.

		“I love it,” I said as I reached out and began gently stroking his cock. He didn’t move my hand, letting me work him back to full mast.

		“I was thinking we need to decorate that body of yours,” he said. “How would you feel about some tattoos and piercings?”

		“Whatever you want,” I said. “I’m your goth bimbo. I’m your gimbo. You can do with me as you please.”

		Dragon smiled. I smiled in return, simply happy to see him please and happy himself. He slapped my ass, making me jump, but my hand never left his cock.

		“I don’t think you’ll need to worry about finding a job anymore,” Dragon said. “You’re going to be giving back more than your paycheck could possibly be worth.”

		I didn’t answer with words. I simply leaned over and took Dragon’s cock into my mouth, letting my actions answer for me. I was his bimbo and I loved every moment of it, all thanks to that Bimbo Juice.

		

	
		

		About the Author

		

		Sadie Thatcher is a longtime author of erotic fiction, especially related to transformations and bimbofication. She likes to say “I have thrown off the shackles of my conservative upbringing and now write erotic stories.”

		She maintains several blogs devoted to her writings, including a behind the scenes look at her writing process, and bimbos in general, as well as highlights works by other authors. They can be found at:

		
			https://authorsadiethatcher.tumblr.com
		

		
			https://buildingbettergiggles.tumblr.com
		

		

	
		

		Also by Sadie Thatcher

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Tegan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Susan

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Joy

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Katherine

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Sarah

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Salt and Pepper

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Amanda

		

		Tales from the Bimbo Ward: The Staff

		

		Mistaken Identity

		

		My New Bimbo Life

		

		Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo

		

		(Virtual) Reality

		

		Side Effects

		

		Plaything of Olympus

		

		Experiment in Submission

		

		Bimbo Bet

		

		Snow White and the Evil Witch

		

		Twelve Days of Bimbo

		

		Chosen

		

		The Faerie’s Gift

		

		The Bimbo in Yellow

		

		Bad Role Model

		

		Truth or Bimbo

		

		Bimbo Dome

		

		Acting the Part

		

		Subliminal Society

		

		Inheritance

		

		Company Morale

		

		His Bimbo Girlfriend

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag

		

		The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag: Jenna or Jenni

		

		The Bimbo Professor: The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag Book 3

		

		Anything for the Job

		

		Anything for the Job 2

		

		Anything for His Job

		

		Bimbo Halloween

		

		Bimbo Christmas

		

		Dorm Room Bimbo

		

		Carissa’s Magic Pen

		

		Spirit Walk

		

		Muscle Memory

		

		The Case of the Bimbo Wife

		

		Changes

		

		New Year New You

		

		The Bimbo Dream

		

		The Wedding Gift

		

		The Cure

		

		Backfire

		

		Workout Buddies

		

		Bim & Bo Yoga

		

		Wishing for Each Other

		

		Body Swap Rings: Happy Anniversary

		

		Body Swap Rings 2: Wedding Night

		

		The Bimbo Experience

		

		The Bimbo Experience 2

		

		The Bimbo Experience 3some

		

		The 4th Bimbo Experience

		

		Bimbo Genes

		

		Bimbo Genes II: The Virus

		

		The Bimbo Genes III: The Epidemic

		

		Bimbo Juice: Blue Raspberry

		

	OEBPS/cover.jpg
Sad Ne T hf}‘t cl/h' er






