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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: Mango

		

		“M uriel Rodgers?” the young woman asked as I approached the mall entrance. I was moving slowly, hobbling along with my cane. It hadn’t been that long ago I was able to walk without assistance. But at 95, I felt like I was doing pretty well at getting around.

		The woman might not have been that young. The thing is, at my age, everyone looks young. Even my son, who is 70 now, still looks young to me. But this woman, she was probably in her late 20’s. She was dressed nicely enough, wearing a corporate suit. I could only hope she had a brain to back up her appearance. It always galled me to see young women willingly turn themselves into playthings for men, subverting their own power for an extended look and maybe a roll in the hay.

		“That’s me,” I said. “Sorry if I’m a bit late. I’m not moving as fast as I used to.”

		“That’s quite all right, Ms. Rodgers,” she said. “I’m Nina Jenkins, but please call me Nina.”

		“Call me Muriel,” I countered. “I’ve never been much for formality.”

		“Very well,” Nina said. “If you’ll just follow me, I’ll take you to the room where we are conducting the test.”

		“Lead on,” I said. “And before you apologize for going too fast, don’t. I know I’m slow these days and I don’t blame anyone for me not being able to keep up.”

		“Very well, Muriel,” Nina said as she led me inside.

		The mall was empty and all the stores closed up. It was not scheduled to open for a couple hours still. I rarely came to the mall these days. It used to be a place I could go to during the summer to walk. I would walk up and down the long corridors, taking advantage of the air conditioning.

		Those days, however, were now behind me. The doctors said it was likely I would eventually need both knees and a hip replaced. That sounded awful. And at my age, I really wasn’t sure if it was worth it. My end could come at any time. I had already come to terms with that. But major surgery like that made me question whether it was worth it.

		I usually wasn’t someone who would come across town to test a new beverage, which was the plan. The truth was, however, I signed up mostly out of loneliness. I just needed something to do, people to talk to. It didn’t matter what the purpose of the visit was, I just needed some human contact. Not that I was going to complain about getting paid $100 and getting a voucher for free clothes. Those were just lucky perks.

		“It’s right down here,” Nina said, motioning down a narrow hallway leading off from the main section of the mall. It would have been easy to miss it, what with the nearby brightly lit shops. The corridor was more obvious now because those shop lights were off and their entrances closed.

		Nina led me down the corridor and then showed me into a room with a 3 on the door. There were no other markings.

		Inside, there was a small conference table with six chairs around it. On the table was a robe with a flower pattern on it. She helped me into a seat facing the door.

		“We have this weird rule about what clothes you can wear during the test,” Nina said. “Sometimes the clothing we are wearing can impact the answers we give to survey questions. To help eliminate that variable, we are having all of our participants wear a robe as their only piece of clothing. I hope that’s okay?”

		I looked at the robe in front of me. The red and pink roses on the fabric were pretty, although not my type. I generally avoided floral prints and favored solid colors.

		“It’s not a problem,” I said. “You’ll just need to give me some time to change.”

		“Perfect,” Nina said. “I’ll be back with Mr. Martin in a few minutes. We’ll knock before entering.”

		And just like that, Nina was gone, leaving me alone in a cold and strange room so that I could change into a robe. That was my Monday morning. Not that the days of the week mattered in retirement. I simply did what I wanted every day, the calendar be damned.

		I took my time slowly removing my clothing. I had kept my wardrobe simple in recent years, opting to mostly wear sweatshirts and denim jeans. They were easy to put on and take off, which was good in this case.

		Not that I particularly liked looking at my body anymore. It was bad enough that my hair had gone gray. The wrinkles and age spots left me feeling even worse about my body. Not that I could do much about those things anymore. I had given up on dying my hair. It was too much effort and always left my hair brittle and difficult to manage. Cutting it short helped keep the upkeep at a minimum.

		Once I was completely naked, I slipped the robe over my shoulders and tied it tightly around my waist, covering as much skin as I could manage. No one wanted to seep my wrinkled skin or the various age spots across my body. Not even something like Botox could help me now.

		I had only been sitting and waiting for Nina to return for a minute or two when a knock came on the door.

		“Come in,” I called back, not knowing if I was loud enough for them to hear me.

		The door opened regardless of my permission. Nina led the way, followed by the man who must have been Mr. Martin. He carried a briefcase. Otherwise he was entirely ordinary wearing a suit and tie.

		“Hello, Ms. Rodgers,” the man said. “My name is Bill Martin. You’ve already met my assistant, Nina.”

		The pair of them sat down at the table across from me. Bill set the briefcase down on the tabletop and clicked it open.

		“Before we begin, there are a few forms we need you to sign,” Bill said. “First is a non-disclosure agreement stipulating that you will not tell others about today’s test or the product itself. Should the product come to market, you cannot tell anyone that you had early access or participated in the marketing and development processes. Do you understand?”

		“I think so,” I said. “Not that I have anyone to tell. I’m 95 years old and I live alone. Age has slowed me down and I have no one I would want to share this experience with.”

		“Fair enough,” Bill said. “The second form makes it clear that you take all responsibility for the outcome of today’s test and you absolve us and the product makers from any responsibility. Understand?”

		“Yes, I understand,” I said.

		“And this final form is the contract explaining what you get in exchange for participating today, namely $100 and a voucher for a free outfit from a department store here in the mall that we have partnered with.”

		“Sounds good to me,” I said.

		Bill slid the three documents across the table with a pen for me to sign. I glanced through the documents, making sure there wasn’t something that stood out as weird, but I didn’t see anything strange. I had signed forms like this many times before and this was no exception. With a slow movement of my hand, I signed my name to all three documents.

		“Perfect,” Bill said as he quickly collected the three documents and returned them to his briefcase.

		As all this was going on, I could not help but wonder why Nina was here. She seemed like a third wheel, completely unnecessary for today’s test. However, then it dawned on me that it might be helpful to have two people here to conduct the test, so as to avoid complaints of sexual harassment. I was sure that was why she was a woman as well. That way multiple genders were represented.

		“And here is the beverage we are asking you to test today,” Bill said, pulling out a black plastic bottle with a bit of orange on it. There was no label. There was nothing printed on it. It was just black with a splash of orange.

		“Would you like me to open it for you?” Nina offered. It was the first time she had spoken since she returned with Bill.

		“Sure,” I said. “That would be nice of you. My hand and arm strength aren’t what they used to be. Sometimes at home I have to call over my neighbor to help me open jars. Luckily, he’s a nice man and never turns me down.”

		Nina smiled as she unscrewed the cap and removed the safety seal.

		“Here you go,” Nina said, handing me the opened bottle.

		“Thank you.” I turned my attention back to Bill. “Is there anything you need me to do before I start drinking?”

		“I’m going to take some notes as you test the beverage,” Bill explained. “I may write down things you say.”

		“That’s fine. I just didn’t want to mess up your process here. Sometimes these things require answering a long list of questions before the product is even introduced.”

		“Well, we are a bit different in how we do things,” Bill answered as he pulled out a pad of paper to begin writing.

		“Here I go,” I said as I raised the bottle to my lips.

		I let the first sip slowly flow across my tongue, letting it reach all my tastebuds. My eyes lit up at the flavor. I had been expecting something orange flavored, but it wasn’t. It was mango.

		“Yum,” I said after my first sip. “I love mango. I wish I could eat it more often.”

		I didn’t go into more detail, because I found myself once again drinking from the bottle. This time, instead of a small sip, I took a big gulp. And then I took another. I could not remember the last time I drank something so quickly. I couldn’t stop myself.

		I let out a sigh after I drained the bottle. “That was delicious. I don’t know the details, but that is definitely a winner. I loved the taste.”

		I set the bottle down, wishing I could have had more. I could only hope Bill had more of whatever this drink was called in his briefcase, because I didn’t know if I could continue living without more of this drink in my life.

		“Whoa,” I said as a wave of dizziness hit me.

		I held my hand to my head and the other gripping the table as I tried to steady myself. However, when that wave of dizziness began to clear, I looked at my hand on the table and watched as the skin began to tingle and change.

		“My hands,” I said as I held them out in front of my eyes. The age spots were fading, the wrinkles disappearing. The skin of my hands was getting younger.

		I turned my hands this way and that. Everywhere, they were changing. All the signs of my age were disappearing.

		I looked at Bill and Nina. They both watched me with fascination. Nina seemed more surprised by it all. Bill seemed to be expecting this. How, I did not know. What had he given me? What was in that drink? I was tasty, but was there something nefarious at hand? Had he poisoned me?

		A burning sensation in my face sent my hands to begin to explore the skin of my face. The well-defined wrinkles and age lines were fading. I couldn’t see them, but I could feel them. Where once my skin was rough and wrinkled, it was becoming smooth, perfectly smooth, as if I were losing 70 years of age, just like that.

		But then the burning came. The tingles I had felt on my skin turned into a burning sensation as whatever the mango juice was doing to me moved deeper into my body. My scalp burned. I closed my eyes, but could feel my hair growing out of my head at rapid pace. When I opened them again, I saw a long mane of blonde hair. I had always been a brunette before. Why did I have blonde hair?

		From there, the burning sensation moved back to my face. My cheeks, my nose, my lips, they all burned. When the burning reached my eyes, I wanted to cry out in pain. What had they done to me? This was awful.

		However, it only took a few moments before the burning pain receded. When I opened my eyes, the entire room came into crisp focus. My eyesight had been repaired. I glanced down to see my lips in the very bottom of my field of vision. I had never seen them before like that. In fact, my lips had always been so thin that the only way I could see them at all was with a mirror.

		But my ability to think about my lips quickly evaporated as other parts of my body began to burn. My chest came next. I looked down to see my breasts slowly inflate, growing bigger and bigger. I didn’t understand what was happening. How could this be?

		“What’s happening?” I moaned, my voice losing its depth that had been developed over many years. It sounded as young as I figured I was beginning to look. But that still did not compare to the large breasts I was growing.

		“This is my favorite part,” Bill said, smiling, as he watched my breasts push against my robe. They pushed at the two sides, splitting them apart, creating an expanse of cleavage that seemed impossible on my previously thin frame. I had always been a small woman, but my breasts were now anything but small.

		As my breasts continued to grow, other parts of my body felt a similar burn. My hips and ass were next. My legs were affected too. Then as my breasts seemed to slow in their growth, my stomach and fingers began to burn.

		“This doesn’t make any sense,” I complained as I put my head into my now long-nailed hands. “What is happening to me?”

		Neither Bill nor Nina said anything. They only watched as my body transformed before their eyes.

		When it finally seemed like it was over, when the burning pain had finally subsided, I thought I might be done. But no. After a moment of peace, the burning returned, this time inside my head. The dizziness that hit me to start seemed like nothing compared to the pain that now filled my head. It was like the worst migraine I had ever felt, but at least ten times worse.

		But as the pain ravaged my head, my thoughts began to simplify. My memories faded, my associations disappeared. Suddenly I found myself looking at Bill and Nina, at least that was what I thought their names were—I was having a hard time remembering—and wondering why I was here.

		“What’s going on?” I asked, completely clueless as to where I was and what I was doing. I wasn’t even completely sure I knew who I was.

		“Mimi,” the man said. “My name is Bill and this is Nina. Can you tell me how old you are?”

		I cocked my head to the side and I curled my hair around my finger as I tried to think of an answer.

		“Um, I’m 20, I think,” I said, although it was clear to everyone that I wasn’t completely sure.

		Bill smiled. I liked to see him smile.

		“That’s good,” Bill said. “That means the Mango Bimbo Juice works.”

		“Bimbo Juice?” I asked, still not understanding.

		“That drink you had,” Nina said. “It’s call Bimbo Juice. You had the mango flavor.”

		I thought back for a moment. Then I looked at the empty black bottle in front of me, vaguely remembering drinking it.

		“That was yummy,” I said. “Can I have more?”

		Bill laughed. “No, Mimi, I think one bottle is enough. We’ve already erased 75 years of your life. I’d hate to see what happens if we took more away.”

		“Oh,” I said, pouting slightly.

		However, I wasn’t sad for long. I looked down and was faced with my big boobs. I didn’t remember having big boobs before, but they looked pretty and sexy. My nipples were close to escaping from my robe. I reached up and helped them along, freeing them.

		My lips curled up into a smile when I felt my fingers on my nipples. They were super sensitive now, sending happy little signals up into what was left of my brain and also down to my wet little pussy. I was already getting wet.

		“So, to be clear, Mimi,” Bill said. “You’re happy with your results this morning. You like your new breasts, your youthful appearance and being 20 years old again?”

		“Um,” I said, not sure how to answer. Was thinking always this hard? I didn’t remember it being like this before, but then again, I was having a hard time remembering almost everything.

		“How silly of me,” Bill said. “I forgot to let me use this mirror I have here.”

		Bill pulled a handheld mirror out of his briefcase and handed it to me. For the first time I saw my reflection and I was completely stunned at what I saw. I didn’t just feel 20 years old, I looked it too. And my big boobs meant guys were going to go wild for me, I just knew it.

		“I’ll ask again,” Bill said. “Do you like your results?”

		“Oh yeah,” I said. “I love it. I look hot now.”

		“Yes,” Bill said. “Yes, you do.”

		“Do you remember anything about your past?” Nina asked. Her shock had turned toward curiosity.

		“Um,” I said, thinking. “A little, I guess. Do I need to?”

		“Of course not,” Bill countered. “As long as you know how to get home, I’m sure you’ll be just fine. But now I think it’s time to send you out to picket your new outfit. I’m sure a hot young bimbo like you is going to need a lot of time to pick out that perfect outfit to showcase your new body.”

		My thoughts, such as they were, turned toward shopping and I started smiling again. I couldn’t wait.

		“Nina will accompany you into the mall. The mall isn’t open to the general public yet, so you still have time to get your shopping in before anyone else arrives. Also, here is the $100, as promised. I hope you don’t mind that it’s one a pre-paid debit card.”

		“I don’t mind,” I said, taking the card. I held it in my hand, not knowing where I could put it. My robe didn’t have any pockets and there was no way I was going to wear my old clothes. Not that those clothes would fit me and my young and healthy body, but they were too boring for a hot bimbo like me.

		“And don’t forget your phone,” Nina said.

		“Oh, right, thanks,” I said as I pulled my phone out of my old pants pocket. “I’m such a ditz sometimes.”

		“That’s okay,” Bill said. “No one expects bimbos to be smart.”

		“I know, right?” I said. “More fucking and less thinking. That’s my rule.”

		Bill laughed, but I got the definite feeling that Nina was judging me. Not that I understood why. Smart girls like her just didn’t get it. Being hot and dumb was the way to be.

		Without saying anything more, Nina led me out of the little room and out into the mall again. There were lots of stores that really appealed to me, but they were all still closed. Only one store had its gate open, giving Nina and me entrance.

		It didn’t take me long to get into the shopping mood. This store and lots of fantastic styles. They were all super sexy and many of them were really revealing.

		I started with finding some sexy underwear. My tits sat really high on my chest, so I wasn’t really bothered about finding a bra. If I found a supportive top, then it would be fine. But I needed panties. I found this cute white thong with lace highlights. It made me feel virginal and young.

		Once I had my panties on, I let Nina hold the robe. I had no qualms about wandering around the store topless. It was actually kind of fun having them out, letting them bounce and shake and jiggle as I moved around.

		I eventually found a top and skirt that I liked. The skirt was an orange pleated miniskirt. The color reminded me of the mango drink that made me into a bimbo. It was super short for a miniskirt too. With my bubble butt, it looked more like a micro-skirt, but it was long enough not to get me into trouble, barely.

		I found a white and orange crocheted halter top that fit me perfectly. It again matched the mango drink, as well as my panties. The top was cropped, leaving my taut midriff bare. There was some part of me that felt a bit of shame being dressed as I was, but I ignored it. Who wanted to think about shame and worry when I could just focus on being a hot piece of ass.

		After finding a pair of white cork wedge sandals to wear, Nina suggested I might want a jacket. After all, the outfit was free, so I might as well accessorize a bit.

		I found a nice burnt orange croups jacket. It could technically close around my boobs if I needed it to, but it would have been a tight fit. I much preferred wearing it open so I could show off my boobs and midriff better.

		“Is that everything?” Nina asked after I had donned my new jacket.

		“Wait for one moment,” I said as I disappeared into the dressing room one last time. The lighting wasn’t great, but I needed to take a few selfies.

		I pulled out my phone and realized I needed to download a few apps before I could continue. I wanted to use those cute and sexy filters.

		It was a bit weird going through my phone. It was mine—it responded to my fingerprint—but it was full of random apps I didn’t care about. It probably took ten minutes to find and download all the apps I needed. Then it took another ten minutes to take all the selfies for my new social media accounts.

		“Are you all right in there?” It was Nina. “Do you need any help? The mall is about to open.”

		I opened the dressing room door and posed. “What do you think?”

		Nina sighed. “You look like a bimbo.”

		I didn’t care about her attitude. I was happy with the new me. I didn’t really understand what had happened, but that was okay. I was sure I could get some nice men to help me figure it out. Part of being a bimbo was having the faith everything would work out. All it took sometimes was a quick blowjob or fuck to get the ball rolling.

		“Do you need me to walk you back to the parking lot?” Nina asked.

		“I’m good,” I said. “I need to keep shopping.”

		“Fine,” Nina said, annoyed. She began to walk away. I could just overhear her say, “I don’t know how much more of this I can take.”

		I didn’t know what her problem was. Didn’t she understand that I was happy now?

		As soon as Nina disappeared from sight, I stopped thinking about her. That left one thing still on my mind. I had the clothes now, and I liked the untamed look for my hair. It was a combination of windswept and sexy bedhead. But I needed some jewelry. If I was going to keep showing off my belly-button, I needed to get it pierced.

		It didn’t take long before I stumbled upon a piercing parlor. As soon as the guy saw me, he smiled, like he knew he might be expecting me.

		“My name is Travis,” he said. “How can I help you?”

		“I’m Mimi,” I said, reflexively. “Can you pierce my belly-button?”

		“I think we can work something out,” Travis said. “Anything else I can do for you?”

		I stood there, wrapping my hair around my finger as I thought. Then I realized that Travis was a man and he might have some good ideas.

		“Um, like, what do you think I should have done?”

		Travis smiled. “I know just what to do. Leave it to me.”

		“Okay,” I chirped happily. It was nice not to have to worry about stuff when there was a nice man to take care of it.

		It turned out Travis had a lot of great ideas. After he gave me a dangling piece for my belly-button, he also pierced my nose and pierced my ears two more times each. He thought gold colors looked best on me and I wasn’t about to argue.

		When I walked out of the mall later, I had my the jewelry hanging from my belly-button, a gold stud in my nose and really big gold hoops hanging from my ears, nearly reaching my shoulders. Every movement sent them banging against the side of my head, but they were so light I stopped noticing after a while.

		Of course, the thing I’m most thankful for was the load of cum I got to swallow from Travis. He offered to work for free if I sucked his cock, only making me pay for the jewelry. And even that he gave me a big discount on.

		I couldn’t remember ever giving a blowjob before, but Travis didn’t seem to notice. I just turned off my brain and let my body get to work. Travis kept calling me a slut and a dumb bimbo. After he unloaded in my mouth, forcing me to swallow as fast as I could to avoid spilling a single drop, I asked if he could fuck me too. Hearing him call me those names made me really horny, but he sent me on my way, wanting. I guess he wasn’t ready to go again right away.

		I stumbled out into the morning sunshine and had to shield my eyes. For a moment I tried to remember how I had traveled to the mall in the first place. I couldn’t remember so I pulled out my phone and ordered a ride share.

		It wasn’t long before my driver arrived. His name was Rodney. Rather than climb into the back seat, I jumped in the front. As soon as we were on our way, I started to give him his tip. He gave me more than just the tip.

		With Travis I had kept him in my mouth the hole time, using my hands to help jack him off where my lips couldn’t reach. But with Rodney, he took charge from the start and pushed me down onto his cock, forcing himself into my throat. I thought I might gag, but I didn’t. And before I knew it, Rodney was cumming down my throat at the same time that we arrived at my house.

		I waved good-bye as I pushed the last bit of Rodney’s cum into my mouth. Some had spilled out as he gave me more cum than I could handle. He seemed pretty happy with his tip though. And I gave him a five-star review, mostly because of how well hung he was.

		However, as I started up my front steps, I realized I didn’t have my keys. I knew this was my house, although I had a feeling I would be doing some redecorating now that I was a bimbo. Nina had reminded me about my phone when I left my old clothes behind, but not my keys. I felt like an idiot.

		With no way to get inside, I just sat down on the front porch and twirled my hair, hoping someone would come along eventually to help me.

		It turned out, I didn’t need to wait too long. My neighbor drove up and pulled into his driveway that ran between our two houses. I had always remembered him to be nice and helpful. He did something with computers, which meant he made a lot of money and usually was at home.

		“Hey there,” he said. “I’m Steve. Can I help you with something? Are you waiting for Muriel?”

		“I’m locked out,” I said, which was the truth.

		“You must be her granddaughter or even great-granddaughter,” Steve said.

		I just giggled my response. How was I supposed to explain everything that had happened to me when I didn’t understand it myself?

		“What’s your name?”

		That was a question I could answer. “Mimi,” I said, batting my eyelashes at Steve. He was in his late 20’s and had already bought himself a house. He was an attractive man, but for some reason he didn’t have a girlfriend.

		“Muriel gave me a set of keys,” Steve said. “I can get them. Or you can come over to my place and wait there.”

		“I’ll come wait with you,” I said. Getting into my house could wait. Hanging out with Steve seemed much more fun.

		Steve led me inside his house. I had never been in there before. Despite him regularly coming over to help me, I had not been able to return the favor.

		“I might not be the best host right now,” Steve explained. “I do have work to do. You can still join me in my office. I have a couch you can relax on.”

		“Thanks, Steve,” I said, running a hand down his upper arm, letting it linger at his elbow. “You’re sweet.”

		I was laying it on pretty thick, but Steve ate it up. As he sat down at his computer and started to work, I reclined on the couch, posing myself for him. I couldn’t help but wish there was someone who could take photos of me. I could just imagine how hot I looked. Those photos would be a big hit online.

		Steve kept glancing at me out of the corner of his eye. He couldn’t help it. He was a man and I was a blonde bimbo with big tits, putting herself on display. He would only be able to ignore me for so long.

		“Ugh,” Steve said as he pushed away his keyboard. “Why won’t you work?”

		“What’s wrong?” I asked. I hated to see him struggle. And I could only hope me distracting him was not the cause.

		“This program I’m writing won’t compile correctly,” Steve said. “I don’t know what’s wrong. I’m just tense today.”

		“Maybe I could help you with that,” I said. “I’m not good with computers, but I know how to help with tension.”

		“How old are you?” Steve asked, suddenly suspicious.

		“I’m 20,” I said. “You’ve got nothing to fear. You were nice enough to let me wait here. It’s the least I could do to help ease your tension.”

		I pushed myself to my feet and sashayed across the room, swinging my hips so my skirt would bounce around the tops of my thighs and making my tits bounce in my halter top. I came up behind Steve as he sat there in front of his computer and ran my long-nailed hands over his shoulders.

		Steve swallowed hard. I could see his cock bulging in his pants. I licked my lips, knowing what I really wanted, but also knowing it would have to wait. This was Steve’s house and while I could tease him and make suggestions, it was ultimately him who would decide how we proceeded.

		“Oh, that’s nice,” Steve said as I massaged his shoulders. “I spent all weekend coding. Usually I like a break, but I just couldn’t get away. I’ve got an important contract to fulfill.”

		“Don’t worry about a thing,” I said. “Mimi’s here to take care of you. You let me take care of your body and you can use that big brain of yours to fix everything.”

		To my utter shock, Steve didn’t ask for a blowjob to continue easing his tension. He didn’t turn around and grab me so we could fuck either. But as he relaxed under my ministrations, his mind seemed to focus on his work. With my help he fixed the problem and made it all work.

		“Mimi, you’ve got some talented hands,” Steve said as the computer started compiling his program, running checks on it as it went. “I need to figure out how to thank you.”

		“You could fuck me,” I offered. After two blowjobs and a long shoulder massage, I was in dire need. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to take my mind off how wet and ready I was. As a bimbo, I needed regular fuckings and I hadn’t had any for a long time.

		Steve looked up at me, trying to decide if I was serious. He seemed shocked at my forwardness.

		“You’re serious?” he finally asked, as if he couldn’t tell from my flushed face and my hand starting to push below the waistband of my skirt to reach my pussy.

		“I never joke about getting fucked,” I said.

		“I suppose I could.”

		I didn’t wait for him to say more. I took his hand and pulled him out of his chair and toward the couch. To be honest, he didn’t need much convincing. By the time I was leaned over the couch and had dropped my thong to the floor, Steve had his cock out and had flipped my skirt up over my ass, giving him access to my soaking wet pussy.

		“Oh fuck,” I called out when he pushed himself into me. “That’s what I needed.”

		And it was true. The moment I felt Steve push his cock into me, I was on the verge of cumming. I was so close. I was so needy.

		Steve might have played up being a nice guy at the start, but the moment his cock was inside of me, it was like he had unleashed an animal. He fucked me hard, pushing his cock deeper into me than I knew was possible.

		“You’re such a slut,” Steve groaned as he pistoned in and out of me.

		“I’m a slut,” I called out. “I’m a bimbo. I’m your bimbo slut.”

		I’m not sure what it was, but those words seemed to set Steve off. A moment later he was shooting his hot white seed into my pussy, filling my channel and pushing me over the edge. I came hard, screaming out unintelligible nonsense as the pleasure centers of my brain were completely flooded.

		When Steve had finished, he pulled out of me and helped me to sit down. His cum was leaking out of my pussy, dripping onto the couch. Neither of us cared.

		“You’re not going to tell Muriel, are you?” Steve eventually asked. “I don’t think she would approve of what we just did.”

		I gave him a dopy smile. I was too well fucked to do much more, but I did manage to get out a few words. “I don’t think you need to worry about her. As long as you keep fucking me like that, she’ll never know.”

		And she didn’t. Muriel was gone. She was old and ready for the end. I was Mimi now. Being young and hot and dumb was so much more fun.

		It turned out Steve was on his way up in the world. That contract I helped him fulfill led to new work, more lucrative work. Before I knew it, I was the trophy girlfriend of a tech entrepreneur and icon.

		I had been close to my end, but thanks to Bimbo Juice, I had a new lease on life. And I was definitely not going to waste it. With my body and Steve’s brain, we were an unstoppable couple, even after he found out the truth about me. But that truth just led him to investing in Bimbo Juice so other women could become hot and horny bimbos like me.
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