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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: Veggie

		

		Icouldn’t believe had I had seen over the past five days. Bill Martin brought me on as a marketing assistant as he tested a new beverage product. My first day seemed normal enough as I was responsible for meeting the testers, getting them settled in the testing room and then supervising them while they did their post-test shopping.

		But there was nothing normal about how that first day ended. That first woman tester came in looking completely normal, but she left looking like a plastic bimbo. And she acted like one too. I couldn’t believe my eyes.

		However, after that first day, Bill promoted me to assist him with the actual testing procedures, in addition to my other duties. The reason for that was because that first woman went home with Bill and his normal assistant, Kristi. Kristi is a bimbo too, making it all the stranger.

		But sitting in on the tests opened my eyes to what was possible. Each Bimbo Juice test turned the woman drinking it into a bimbo. Blue Raspberry turned the woman into plastic bimbo, full of implants and other artificial means to create an ultra-feminine look.

		My first day in the testing room included the Grape flavor. That still produced a bimbo, but a more natural appearing one, although the woman left the mall as a goth bimbo. Then again, she had already arrived as a goth.

		The strangest transformation I saw came from Mango. A 95-year-old woman came in and she left as a 20-year-old. I had never seen such a change in someone. She literally lost 75 years of her life, going from a woman of the greatest generation to a Gen-Z bimbo.

		We tested two girls with the Pineapple flavor. That was a weird one as well, since both normal looking white college girls turned into exotic bimbos, one looking like she originated from the South Pacific and the other from somewhere in Eastern Europe. They went back to school after the test and apparently got into some trouble, which brought another college student to us the next day.

		That woman, Candace, had been brought to us through deceit, which I wasn’t particularly happy about taking part in. She thought she was here for some sort of training when all that was planned for her was to have her drink the fifth flavor, Red Apple. She went from normal and responsible college student to a lactating bimbo who probably would be knocked up soon, if she wasn’t already. She was like an All-American bimbo with a farm fetish.

		It was five days of strangeness. Luckily the end was finally in sight. There were six flavors and today marked the last test. In a departure fo the fruit flavors previously used, we had moved onto a vegetable juice, aptly named Veggie. Unfortunately, even after I had been clued into what Bimbo Juice does, I was in the dark over what effects each flavor had on the drinker.

		“Good morning, Bill,” I said as I arrived at the mall in advance of our scheduled test.

		“Morning, Nina,” Bill answered. “How are you feeling this morning?”

		“Tired. I didn’t sleep well last night.”

		“Oh?” Bill inquired. “What happened?”

		“I had a fight with my boyfriend,” I explained. “We’ve been talking about getting married, but he wants me to change for him.”

		Bill looked sympathetic to my cause. He did have a way of showing he cared to his employees.

		“I’m sorry to hear that. I hope it’s all right if I ask for details. I’m curious.”

		“He brought up getting implants for him so I can better fill out my wedding dress.”

		Bill eyed my chest, as I would have expected anyone to do. I had never been big in the chest department. I had always assumed I was average. I had no idea Max was so fixated on the size of my breasts.

		It’s not like I hadn’t considered implants before, especially this week as I met now six women with large chests. Some of those chests had strangely been enhanced, although I did not understand how. None of them had surgery in the process of becoming bimbos.

		“But it wasn’t just about the wedding dress,” I continued. “We’ve both talked about me leaving the workforce and becoming a housewife, should we get married. It was just that Max seemed to feel entitled to change my body physically since he would be supporting the both of us.”

		“I can see how this would trouble you,” Bill said, although I got the sense that he would actually better identify with Max in this situation. After all, Bill already had Kristi at his disposal. And he apparently had Elli, the first bimbo created from our testing procedures, staying at his place until she could get set up on the promo circuit.

		“He made it sound like he viewed me getting implants as a transaction. He get a boob job and he supports me as his wife. That’s bullshit as far as I’m concerned.”

		“If I might,” Bill said. “I don’t want to take sides in this, but maybe Max isn’t that good at communicating his desires to you. Men are taught to bottle up their feelings. Maybe he simply used the wrong words to express how he felt.”

		Before I could answer, my phone rang. I looked at the screen. It was Max’s number.

		“It’s my boyfriend,” I said.

		“Probably calling to apologize,” Bill said.

		“I should take this before our next tester arrives.”

		I stepped away from Bill and answered the phone.

		“Hello, Max,” I said.

		“I hope I’m not catching you in the middle of anything,” Max said. “I called to apologize.”

		I pointed at Bill and gave him a thumbs up, trying to tell him that he was right.

		“I couldn’t sleep at all last night,” Bill continued. “Just the thought that I had upset you left my stomach in knots.”

		“If it’s any consolation,” I said. “I couldn’t sleep either.”

		“I’m so sorry,” Max said. “I misspoke and used the wrong words. I made my suggestion sound like trade. I love you. That’s what matters. And I’ll love you if you wanted to indulge my fantasy or not. I was just hoping—“

		“I know,” I said with a sigh. “And I’d be lying if I hadn’t considered implants myself. It’s just, I’m worried about surgery. You know how I can get with needles and other medical stuff. I’ve got a weak stomach for those sorts of things.”

		“I should have been more respectful of your fears,” Bill said. “Can I make it up to you? How about dinner tonight?”

		“It’s Thursday,” I said. “Don’t you have to work late tonight?”

		“I’ll use some sick leave. No one will mind. I certainly have enough accrued to take more than a couple hours off if needed.”

		Max was notorious for never taking time off from work. In fact, ever since I had known him, he had never taken a single out of sick leave. Not that he had needed to either. He almost never got sick. I could only wish I had an immune system like he did. It probably would have helped if I worked out more. Fitness had never been my strong suit. I was active just enough to keep from gaining weight, but that didn’t mean I was completely healthy.

		“Sounds like a plan,” I said. “You’ll make the arrangements? I’ve got to get to work now.”

		“Yes,” Max said. “I’ll take care of everything.”

		I ended the call and turned back to Bill. He looked like he had been trying to avoid listening in, even if he was probably interested in the outcome. Yes, if Max and I got married, it would mean I would stop working for him, but we both knew I was replaceable. The only reason I had been given so much responsibility lately was because of Kristi’s absence. But she would presumably be returning next week, after she and Bill had helped Elli get settled in her new life as a bimbo.

		“Fight over?” Bill asked. “I didn’t hear any yelling.”

		“Max apologized,” I answered. “And he’s taking me out to dinner tonight to make up for it. He is even taking off early, which he never does. That man is a workaholic, but I love him.”

		“That’s good. I hate to see couples fight over misunderstandings.”

		“Yeah, and you were right. Max just didn’t explain himself very well last night. But all that is in the past now. It’s time to look ahead to the future.”

		Bill smiled. “That’s the kind of attitude I like to hear.”

		Even though I was tired, I felt significantly better. Not having our previous night’s argument hanging over my head was a huge relief.

		“I’ll go wait for our next tester,” I said. “What’s her name?”

		“Lois Thurman,” Bill answered. “She’s 37 years old and a mother of two. This should be an interesting one.”

		“No kidding,” I said, unable to believe a mother with kids would be interested in Bimbo Juice. Not that the testers exactly knew what they were getting into, although the documentation made parts of it clear.

		I left our makeshift office and walked out into the mall. I was the sort of person who usually avoided the crowded shopping malls. If I needed to go shopping, I usually chose a small boutique with a street front window. Those local businesses were the ones I wanted to most support. And the smaller crowds definitely made it worth it.

		That was why I smiled as I walked through the shuttered mall. Yes, in a few hours it would be bustling with people again, as it was everyday, but for the moment, I could enjoy the quiet.

		I glanced at my watch as I reached the doors, standing just inside so that I could take advantage of the temperature controlled space. That was the one nice thing about indoor shopping malls. The air was climate controlled.

		I still had 10 minutes before I expected to see this Lois Thurman, so I waited like I had every morning for the past five days.

		Those 10 minutes passed slowly, leaving me to start playing a sudoku game on my phone to pass the time. I would place up every few seconds to see if I could see Lois yet.

		Rarely did people arrive perfectly on time. The women from the past few days had usually arrived within five minutes of their scheduled time, some before and some after.

		However, after waiting there for an additional 10 minutes, I was beginning to wonder if there had been a miscommunication or if Lois would be showing up at all.

		“Any word from Lois?” I texted Bill.

		“Nothing yet,” Bill answered. “With young kids, she might be running late.”

		“I’ll keep waiting,” I texted back.

		I kept playing sudoku while I waited, solving several puzzles along the way. Yet there was still no Lois. I was growing frustrated. I had never been good about waiting to begin with. That was why I kept a puzzle game on my phone. It was something to keep my mind occupied.

		As I waited, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to be one of the women who drank Bimbo Juice. There were body changes, sure, but there were clearly mental changes too. What was it like to go from a smart woman with an MBA to a bimbo? What would it be like to not be able to think like I always had been able to before?

		My phone started buzzing in my hands, shaking me from my thoughts. It was Bill.

		“Any news?” I asked after answering.

		“Lois canceled on us.”

		“Do we have any other people we can test?”

		“None that showed interest,” Bill said. “But I have an idea. You should come back to the office so we can discuss our options.”

		I walked back to the room we had designated our office for the past week. Onsite testing like this required such setups.

		“What did you think we should do?” I asked Bill as soon as I returned.

		“The way I see it is we have several options. You should probably sit down for this.”

		I sat down at the conference table. This room was identical to the one we did the testing in. Even the furniture was the same.

		“First, we can lie about this last test,” Bill continued. “The company that hired us probably wouldn’t know the difference if we falsified this last test. They have wanted so little information, we could probably just make it up.”

		“I’m not sure I like the sound of that,” I said. “That’s dishonest and I’m not sure I could sit by while you did that.”

		“I know,” Bill said. “I’m not wild about the idea either. I’m simply giving you our options.”

		“What else can we do?”

		“We could simply cancel our contract and walk away from this. But that would mean we don’t get paid. That would obviously be bad. And a canceled contract could leave us exposed for litigation. Not only would we not get paid, but we wouldn’t have the money necessary to defend ourselves if we’re sued.”

		“So we need to find someone else to test the drink on,” I said, stating the obvious answer.

		Bill smiled and nodded. “Yes, that’s right.”

		“But who could we talk into this?” I asked. “The women we already tested may not have understood the specifics of what they were getting into, but they had approached us after we advertised about it. I feel like we would need to outright lie to someone to convince them to test the drink at the last minute like this. And we’d have to wait until the mall opened to get them.”

		“There is one other person we could use,” Bill said.

		“Who?” I asked, confused, unable to think of who else was available.

		“You.”

		That word hung in the air for an inordinate amount of time. Me? Bill thought I would make a good test subject? But I didn’t want to…

		“Yes, you,” Bill said, replying to the obvious question splashed across my face. “It would be perfect. You’ve already said you were planning to be a stay-at-home wife someday. You and Max might have had a fight last night, but you clearly love him enough to even consider marriage.”

		“Yeah, but still.”

		“And you both have wondered about implants. We don’t know if this last drink would give you real or fake breasts, but they would no doubt be bigger.”

		“I know, it’s just…”

		“You’re worried about your mind?”

		“Yeah, how did you know?” I asked.

		This was all too much. Yes, Max and I had discussed me being more domestic in the future, but this seemed outright crazy. I was a smart and mostly successful woman. I would I give all that up just so I could have a bigger pair of tit.

		“Just think about it for a little bit,” Bill said. “If you don’t do it, we’ll need to grab someone from the mall when it opens. We’ve got time. I’ll let you think about it while I go take a walk.”

		And just like that, Bill left me alone to stew in my own thoughts.

		I had not expected to be in this situation when I woke up this morning. My first reaction was a hard and fast no. There was no way I would subject myself to becoming a bimbo. There was no way I was willing to give up everything I had achieved on such a whim.

		But the longer I sat there, the more I began to see another side of the problem. Setting aside the requirements of the contract we had signed to complete the Bimbo Juice testing, there was the simple fact that I loved Max and I expected we would get married. And once we were married, the plan was for me to quit my job and stay home.

		Max made more than enough to support the both of us. That gave us a certain kind of freedom. My role would be to cook and clean and take care of the household. It was still work, of a sort. It was just different work from what I had previously done. I would be working for the betterment of the household, not a paycheck.

		Then there was the matter of my breasts. Yes, Max and I had fought about the idea of getting implants, but I wasn’t against it, like one might have expected. The trouble had been in Max’s phrasing of the request, treating getting implants as a transaction against his financial support as a housewife.

		It was then that the idea began to coalesce in my mind. Yes, there was a solution to our current predicament. And Bill was right. I was the person who could set everything right. However, I needed to speak with Max first.

		I pulled out my phone and dialed Max’s number. The phone rang once, twice, three times, leaving me worried he wasn’t available. I looked at the clock on the wall and determined there were no obvious reasons why he might be unavailable.

		“Nina,” Max said when he answered the phone. “I wasn’t expecting to hear from you so soon today. I already booked us a reservation for dinner.”

		“This is going to sound weird,” I started to say, “but I need your advice.”

		I told Max everything, even things I knew were governed by the non-disclosure agreement I had signed when Bill first hired me. At this point, I didn’t care about that. There were larger things at stake, like my future, our future.

		“You’re kidding me,” Max said after I explained how Bimbo Juice worked. “There’s no way that can be true. I would have heard about something like that being created.”

		Max worked in the finance industry, focusing on mergers and acquisitions. It was a lucrative business and it gave him a hidden peek inside some of the top companies in the world. If Bimbo Juice was real, he was certain he would have heard about it through his business contacts.

		“I assure you,” I said. “Bimbo Juice is real. I’ve watched six women come in as normal looking women and leave here as complete bimbos. Once of the flavors even turned a 95-year-old woman into a 20-year-old bimbo.”

		“I find it hard to believe,” Max said, “but I trust you. Bimbo Juice is real.”

		I continued explaining my proposal. Really, it was Bill’s idea. He was the one who should get the ultimate credit, but the feasibility all came down to whether Max would support me. If I went through with this, I needed to know he would have my back. There was no telling what could happen to me when I drank the next flavor of Bimbo Juice.

		“So you want to know what I think?” Max asked.

		“Yes, I want to know what you think. How would you feel if I quit my job early and I had big breasts and all of that? It would just have to happen now and I don’t know how able I will be going forward. I might not be able to manage the house as had been the original plan.”

		I knew the fact I was even considering this was crazy. No modern woman was supposed to want to give up their intelligence just so she could have a sexier body. That was about what this all amounted to. I would get a sexy body, but I would lose the mind that had made me successful in the workplace.

		However, the more I thought about it, the more I realized I doubted I had the temperament to be a housewife. I would get bored without some kind of intellectual stimulation. But as a bimbo, I wouldn’t have a mind that needed stimulating. I could be happy and so could Max. It seemed like a win-win.

		Yet, despite that, I still felt uneasy about it. This was a big, life-altering change. It should have required significant study and consideration, but there wasn’t time for that. I needed to decide quickly if I was going to go through with it.

		“Nina,” Max said over the phone. “I’ll support you in whatever you choose. You do what will make you happy.”

		“I know, that doesn’t really help me any though.”

		“Let me finish,” Max said. “I want you to be happy. But I also can’t deny that I would very much like to see you look like the women you described. It would be like a fantasy come true for me. I don’t want that to be your deciding reason, but I can’t deny that what you have described would turn me on like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.”

		“I’m gonna do it,” I said. “I’m gonna drink the Bimbo Juice. You should probably pick me up here at the mall for dinner. I have a feeling I will be doing some shopping while I’m here.”

		There was a long pause on the phone. I didn’t know what to expect from Max. How would he react?

		“I’ll plan on it,” Max said. “I’ll see you this evening. I wish I could be there to support you.”

		“You just want to watch my tits expand.”

		Max laughed. “That wouldn’t be so bad, would it?”

		“No, I guess not,” I answered.

		“But in all seriousness,” Max said. “Keep your phone near you all day. I will try to get away from work a few times to give you a call to check in on you. Stay safe and stay out of trouble.”

		“I love you,” I said.

		“I love you, too,” Max answered. Then he was gone.

		With my decision made, I poked my head out into the hallway, looking for Bill. He wasn’t there. Then I checked in room three.

		“Ah, there you are,” Bill said as he sat in the seat the women had usually chosen to sit in. It faced the door. “Have you come to a conclusion?”

		“I talked to Max,” I said. “I’m going to drink the Bimbo Juice.”

		“I will be sad to miss your presence in my work after today,” Bill said. “It has been an honor working with you.”

		“Wait,” I said. “You don’t know I’ll be a complete dummy after this. I’m pretty smart now. We don’t actually know if this process will leave me dumb and stupid or if it will just leave me sexually distracted. This is a new and untested flavor. I might not need to quit.”

		Telling myself that felt good, although I knew it to likely be a lie. I was only kidding myself. Given the previous five days of tests, I was certain this last flavor would leave me as mentally deficient as all the other women who had completed their Bimbo Juice testing.

		“Let’s plan for the worst and hope for better,” Bill said, using unimpeachable logic.

		“I should probably change into the robe.”

		It had gone untouched so far this morning. It had been returned home and washed. It had to after Candi’s nipples leaked all over it, saturating it with human milk.I had little doubt she would be waddling around the Dean’s house soon with a full belly.

		I could only imagine myself in her shoes. Children remained a possibility with Max. We just weren’t there yet. Marriage needed to come first.

		“I’ll leave you to it,” Bill said. “I’ll be back in a few minutes with my briefcase. You’ll still need to sign those documents. Then you can say good-bye to the old you and hello to the new you.”

		Bill left me alone in the room with only my thoughts for company. There was still a part of me that felt this whole ordeal was a bad idea. There was still time to abort. It would not have been overly difficult roping a woman visitor of the mall into testing a new drink. But at least I knew what I was getting into. I actually knew more than anyone we had worked with so far on this campaign.

		It did not take me long before I began to undress. I took off my jacket and hung it on the back of a chair. Then I slipped off my low heels. I had little doubt they would be too low for me after drinking the Bimbo Juice.

		I unbuttoned my blouse, revealing the lace bra underneath it. I already took good care of my appearance, which was more than I could say for most of the women I had met this week. Their attitudes about how to present themselves had certainly changed, however, leaving me in their dust it seemed. It was a sign of how much the Bimbo Juice could change a person, completely altering their sense of style and their standards.

		My pants followed my blouse, folding both of them and placing them on the same chair that my jacket hung from. That just left my bra and panties. They matched, which was no surprise, but they were certainly not the kind of style I guessed I would be favoring soon enough.

		As soon as I was nude, I slipped the robe over my shoulders and tied it off around me. It was a bit strange standing there without any underwear on. I almost always wore at least a pair of panties, even at home. The concept of wearing none was foreign to me in many ways.

		I had grown up in a conservative household. I didn’t maintain that conservatism in my lifestyle choices, but there were still a few remnants. My desire to wear underwear under almost all circumstances was one of them. At least I didn’t insist on sleeping in separate beds with Max like my parents had done all those years. I had never understood their aversion to people thinking they slept in the same bed. They were married, after all.

		With my robe on, I walked over to the door in my bare feet and opened the door a crack.

		“I’m ready for you, Bill,” I said. I could not help but feel like I was doing something wrong, inviting Bill into the room when I wore nothing but a robe. I had to keep reminding myself that we were just coworkers. I wasn’t cheating on Max. If anything, I was doing the opposite. I was making myself better for the man I loved.

		“That sure makes it easier than guessing and knocking,” Bill said as he entered the room.

		I took my seat, sitting facing the door as all the other women had done before me. Bill said in his usual seat across from me. He set his briefcase on the table and snapped it open.

		“Even though you work for me, I think it’s best if you sign the paperwork like all the other women,” Bill said. “Even if it’s just for appearances sake.”

		“I understand. Luckily, you don’t have to explain them to me. I’ve already heard the spiel five times.”

		“Yes, I suppose you’re right.”

		With a flourish of the pen, I signed my name to the non-disclosure agreement, the liability waver and the contract. Not only would I be getting my normal pay for this time, but I would be earning an extra $100 and I would get to pick out a brand new outfit to better fit my changed body, however it would be changed.

		Bill collected the documents and the pen when I finished signing and returned them to his briefcase. Then he pulled out the bottle of Bimbo Juice.

		The familiar black bottle sat there on the table. The green mark on the side told me it was a flavor I had not seen used before.

		“Do you know the flavor?” I asked. I was just curious. It had only been after each of the previous days that I found out what the flavor had been.

		“I suppose it won’t hurt to tell you,” Bill said. “It’s Veggie. I assume it’s some sort of vegetable juice flavor, but I really don’t know. The instructions were quite clear. No men should be allowed to even taste the juice.”

		“Hmm,” I said. “I’ve never had real vegetable juice. It’s supposed to be good for you, but I’ve never gotten around to trying it.”

		“Now’s your chance,” Bill said with a smile.

		“Right you are.”

		I unscrewed the cap and quickly pulled off the safety seal. I lowered by nose near the bottle and sniffed.

		“Smells like lettuce, I guess. It’s weird, but not bad smelling.”

		Bill wrote down what I said. Had we needed to gather more data, we would have placed the whole thing on video. In hindsight, given the changes to the women’s bodies, we probably should have. Just having Bill right down notes seemed like a poor way of organizing the testing. Not that we knew what to fully expect when this whole project started last week.

		“Here goes nothing,” I said before bringing the bottle up to my lips and taking my first sip.

		I considered the flavors as they danced across my tongue. It was good. It was really good, actually. I couldn’t remember tasting something like this before.

		“This is really good,” I said before I raised the bottle to my lips again.

		This time there was no single sip. I started gulping down the green drink, letting it slide down my gullet, straight into my stomach.

		When the bottle was empty, I set it down and leaned back, waiting for the physical transformation to begin.

		It only took a few moments before I felt the first effects. A wave of dizziness hit me. I grabbed the table with both hands for support. That kept me upright, but it did little to slow the progress of the transformation.

		It started with a burning sensation all over my body. It felt like it was coming from my muscles, especially those just beneath the skin. The burning was merely an irritant at first, but it started to get stronger and stronger, turning into pain and then complete agony.

		I screamed out in pain as my arms and legs kicked out, trying to find a position without pain. But every movement created more pain, worsening my condition.

		I glanced across the table to see a genuinely worried look on Bill’s face. This was not what he had expected. He looked fearful of what might happen to me.

		I looked down at my arms to understand what was happening to me. It was only then that I began to understand. My arms had grown thinner and more toned. For the first time in my life, I looked athletic.

		I had always been a relatively average looking person. I had not been athletic or sports minded when I was growing up. I did the bare minimum to keep myself from gaining weight. But even those efforts had been poor. Over the years, I had gained a few pounds per year. Most of that seemed to congregate in my hips, giving me a pear-like body. Luckily my work clothing did a good job of hiding that.

		Realizing what was happening, I brought my hands down around my waist. I could feel the changes through my robe. My waist had narrowed considerably. My fat was gone, leaving a harder and more muscled midriff.

		I could only imagine what was happening to my face, but I would have to wait until my transformation was complete to get a chance to look at that.

		The burning sensation began to subside, leaving me a moment to relax. I was already beginning to guess what this flavor of Bimbo Juice would do to me. And if I was honest with myself, I was not about to complain. I had always wanted to be fitter. Now it would be a part of who I was, maybe even down to my DNA.

		The burning sensation returned, this time entirely focused on my breasts. This was no real surprise. The breasts had been an early transformation item for all the other women. I looked down to see them inflating, pushing at my robe, giving me real cleavage for the first time in my life.

		However, to my shock, they did not keep growing to insane proportions like they had for the other women. They were bigger than anything I had ever had before, and clearly enhanced with a firmness that nature could not provide. However, they were not as big as, say Candi had become with her lactating tits. They were even smaller than Elli, who had fake tits like I now did.

		But as I sat there, contemplating this change, it began to make more sense. My tits wouldn’t be as big as theirs. My tits needed to be smaller to fit with my more active lifestyle. I was going to be a fitness focused bimbo. Yes, big tits were important, but they couldn’t slow me down too much.

		After my tits finished growing, the burning sensation moved down my body. It gave me longer fingernails. It gave my ass a significant enhancement, changing the way I sat on the chair. It even changed my back, giving me a strength I had never had before, important both for new life, as well as to hold up my tits.

		My feet became more pointed, certain tendons and ligaments changing in length. I imagined my heels probably would struggle to touch the floor in the future. I wondered how I could stay fit in heels, but I realized I had seen plenty of women walk on their toes in their gym shoes. I guessed I would now be one of them.

		Once it seemed like my body was complete, the burning sensation moved up to my head. I could not see what it did to my face, but I could suddenly see my lips at the very bottom of my vision. That was a new experience. They were thick and plump and pouty, perfect for a bimbo who was probably going to be spending a lot of time on her knees. I could only imagine greeting Max when he arrived home on my knees, wearing some expensive and revealing lingerie, and simply sucking him off as soon as he stepped inside, welcoming him home in the most bimboey of ways.

		The burning sensation moved up into my scalp and I knew my hair would be affected. I had guessed the juice would turn me blonde. It seemed so natural. Yet when my new head of hair began to grow out, falling in front of my face, I discovered it was darkening, if anything. My once light brown hair had turned to a rich dark brown, with just a hint of red in it.

		“It’s beautiful,” I said, hearing my new voice for the first time. It startled me for a moment, hearing the higher pitch and softer tone. It even sounded different in my head.

		“It is very nice,” Bill commented. “I’ve never seen such a color occur naturally.”

		I looked up at Bill for a moment, but that moment did not last long. The burning sensation on my scalped moved deeper into me, transforming my brain for the first time.

		A dopey smile appeared on my face as my thoughts began to slow. It was a pleasant feeling, letting the Bimbo Juice make wholesale changes to my mind. It wasn’t just changing my brain, it was cutting out large swathes of it. My vocabulary didn’t need to be so big. All those big words I didn’t need were cut. Those pathways I had developed while in college and then later on the job were replaced with new ones, simpler ones connecting the few memories the Bimbo Juice deemed important to my pleasure centers.

		My brain was being rewritten, recreated to focus on fitness, sexiness and the act of sex itself. Little else mattered. And the truth was, as I felt it happening, I enjoyed it. It felt good. It felt like I was being given a purpose. I had been rudderless before, but now I was a woman with a purpose. I was a bimbo, through and through.

		“Can I see the new me?” I asked when the transformation was complete.

		Bill reached into his briefcase and pulled out the handheld mirror. I had watched five other women use that mirror already, but now I twas my turn and I was not disappointed.

		I started by examining my face. My lips were large, a dominant feature. My nose had been reduced, but it still looked natural. My cheekbones were higher and more pronounced, giving me a heart-shaped face. My eyes were wide and vacant looking. It took me a moment to realize they were even mine.

		I started to giggle when I realized how dumb I looked. I loved it.

		My giggling made my grip on the mirror loosen and I suddenly found myself looking into my cleavage. Even though I was not as big as some of the other women, I was still big and I loved the look of my breasts. The fullness on the tops was especially enticing. Bras would be entirely optional in most normal situations. I had a feeling I would own more sports bras than more standard bras.

		“Are you happy with the results?” Bill asked.

		“Happy?” I said, trying to follow what he was asking me. I suddenly hit me how much slower and potentially dumber I had just become. I had a sexy athletic body, but I didn’t really have anything left going on upstairs.

		My smile broadened. “Of course I’m happy,” I finally said. “I’m a bimbo.”

		That made Bill smile. He was such a sexy man. I kind of wanted to thank him by sucking his cock, but I remembered I have Max to take care of my new needs. And there were two bimbos waiting at home for Bill. I couldn’t deprive them of this hunk of a man.

		“Yes, you are definitely a bimbo now,” Bill said. “I never would have believed this was what would happen when this project began. But here you are. I should probably take you out shopping now before the mall officially opens. People might not like to see you wandering around in that robe before we get some real clothes on you.”

		I giggled, simply happy at the idea of shopping. And the idea of people at the mall looking at me, enjoying my sexy body, made me wet. I was a happy and horny bimbo. Life seemed just about perfect.

		Bill led me out into the mall. I took my time. As I had guessed, I naturally walked on my toes now. I did let my heels down for a moment. It didn’t hurt, but it didn’t feel good either. I much preferred to walk on my toes now, letting my hips sway back and forth as I took one step in front of the other.

		I also took a moment to fix my robe. My thinner waist required me to retie my robe, but I left it a little looser around my chest, making sure my tits were more visible. I had always hidden them before, not liking my cleavage to be on display, but now doing something like that seemed silly. Of course I wanted people to see my tits. Why have big fake tits if you don’t want to show them off?

		Bill led me to the now familiar department store. Unlike normal national chains, this one specialized in a different variety of clothes. Everything there seemed to be bimbo friendly, which was perfect now that I was a bimbo.

		It didn’t take me long to find the outfit that I wanted. The low-rise yoga pants were more like tights. And they were so tight I didn’t even bother wearing panties under them. They were black, with a yellow and green stripe on them, as well as a couple mesh panels to show off more skin.

		For a top I chose a sports bra. That was all I really wanted to wear. This allowed me full movement, but it also gave a pretty good view of my tits and the large valley of cleavage between them.

		I did get a cropped jacket to go with it, just in case it got cold. I could zip it up if I wanted to, but I decided to wear it open. The jacket was black to contrast against the green and yellow sports bra.

		Shoes make any outfit, but I oddly found myself not wanting to wear high heels. Freedom of movement was paramount and that meant a cute pair of trainers, green with yellow highlights. I definitely had a theme going.

		“What do you think?” I asked Bill, holding my hands up over my head in a sexy pose. I didn’t just stand or sit anymore. I was always posing.

		“Terrific,” Bill said. “Max is going to love this athletic bimbo thing you’ve got going. I’m sure of it.”

		“Me too,” I said.

		“I’ve got to go finish the paperwork on this,” Bill said. “But I wanted to give you your money. I might have added an extra zero to the amount, as a reward for taking one of the team this week. You’ve been a great help.”

		“Extra zero?” I asked, not understanding. “I don’t get it.”

		“I gave you more money so you can do more shopping,” Bill clarified.

		“Oh, yay,” I squealed, jumping into Bill’s arms and hugging him. My nipples were getting hard with the contact, but I don’t think either of us cared. I could feel his cock harden against my belly, but I didn’t mind that either. “Thank you.”

		“It’s the least I could do,” Bill said. “Think of it as part of your severance package, now that you’re leaving.”

		“I’m leaving? Where am I going?”

		Bill sighed. He was used to getting these sorts of questions at home, not at work. Or at least not without Kristi at work.

		“I mean, you can’t keep working for me as a bimbo. Having Kristi on the payroll is more than enough. You would be one bimbo too many.”

		I giggled. “You can’t have too many bimbos. That’s just crazy talk.”

		“I thought you wanted to go be a bimbo housewife for Max,” Bill countered.

		“Ooh, that’s right,” I said. “I do. I’m gonna be the best bimbo housewife Max has ever seen.”

		“And that means you can’t work for me too,” Bill explained. “The extra money is just my way of saying thank you.”

		“That’s sweet of you, Bill. Thank you so much. You’ve been a great boss.”

		“Have fun,” Bill said. “You have my phone number in case you need me today. I expect to be working for a few more hours before I start clearing out of our rooms.”

		“Bye-bye,” I said before I turning and walking away through the mall.

		The mall was just starting to open up as Bill and I parted ways. I had a big plan of how I wanted to spend my day. After watching all those other bimbos get started with their new bimbo lives, I had a good idea of what I could do to get started with my own.

		When Max picked me up at the mall late that afternoon, I had changed clothes. He didn’t want to take me to dinner wearing yoga pants and a sports bra, no matter how hot I looked in them, especially with some of my new accessories.

		I had changed into a sexy dress with mesh panels over much of my body, including showing off the shiny gem in my belly-button. It was short, to best highlight my legs and it was low-cut to show off the tops of my breasts.

		And for this occasion, I had opted for heels. They were high, forcing my feet to almost vertical, but it was worth it when I saw Max look at me for the first time.

		Max looked me up and down before his eyes settled on my eyes, staring deep into the vacant depths.

		“Um, Max,” I said with a giggle. “My tits are down here.”

		His eyes returned to me chest.

		“Those are nice,” he said. “They’re better than I could have hoped for.”

		I smiled at his compliment. I lived for compliments now. I loved hearing about what people, especially Max, though of my sexy body. I needed constant validation to make sure I was making the right choices. And the way he looked at me, they way he spoke about me, I knew I had made all the right choices.

		I had packed all of my new purchases into the trunk of my car. Max had arranged for someone to drive it home for me. He had thought of everything.

		In the car ride to the restaurant, I couldn’t help myself. After spending almost the entire day at the mall, showing off, I needed some relief. I leaned across the center console of the car and quickly freed Max’s cock from the confines of his pants. A moment later I had my lips wrapped around his cock, sucking greedily, desperately needing his cum in my mouth.

		I was so horny, I reached under my dress, still not wearing any panties, and began to finger myself with the same rhythm that I sucked his cock.

		We came together, Max’s orgasm an eruption from his cock and me a tsunami wave spreading out from my pussy. Despite my orgasm, I still managed to swallow every drop of Max’s cum.

		I vaguely remembered not liking giving blowjobs. There had been something degrading about it, but now that I was a bimbo, I couldn’t think what that was. All I knew was I loved sucking Max’s cock. His cum was delicious.

		It was not long after I finished swallowing Max’s seed that we arrived at the restaurant. It was a fancy French restaurant. The moment we stepped inside with me hanging on Max’s arm, it seemed as if everyone’s eyes were on us. I stuck out my chest to better highlight my tits, wanting everyone to know that Max was a powerful man who could have any woman here but that he had chosen me.

		Service was prompt and the waiter was more than generous, both with the help he provided and with his long looks down my dress. Max smiled at the extra attention I received.

		“I never would have believed this was possible,” Max explained as we slowly worked our way through a bottle of wine. “I’m not complaining. You are sexy and beautiful and everything I could have ever wanted in a girlfriend or a wife.”

		Suddenly Max was down on the floor, on one knee, with a small jewelry box in his hands. As he opened it, he said, “Nina, will you marry me?”

		I squealed and bounced in my seat. “Yes,” I practically screamed as the other patrons in the restaurant clapped and cheered.

		Max slipped the ring onto my finger. It was a perfect fit and the diamond was huge.

		After that, I kind of let loose. I drank more than necessary, my restraint and inhibitions a thing of the past. After dinner, Max had to walk me out to the car, me hanging on his arm for support.

		The drive home passed in a flash. Before I knew it, he was guiding me up the steps to our bedroom. Once there, I made it obvious what I wanted. I was steady enough on my feet for me to give him a little dance. I pushed Max down onto the bed and began to swing my hips to a song only I could hear.

		It only took a few minutes before I was dancing in front of my fiancé wearing nothing but my high heels. He watched me hungrily, but eventually he grew tired of watching and wanted more.

		Max reached out and grabbed my hand. He pulled me toward him and in one swift motion had me on my back as he held himself over me.

		“You are one sexy bimbo,” Max said.

		I giggled. “Are you gonna fuck me now, big guy?”

		It took little time before Max was naked. Then he was on top of me, his cock poised at my entrance, ready to enter me, but he held off. He teased me as I writhed beneath him, desperate for him to complete his manly duties and fuck the rest of my brains out.

		“Fuck yes,” I screamed when Max finally entered me. His cock pushed into me, spreading hot pleasurable fire radiating out from my pussy.

		“You’re my bimbo now, right Nina?” Max asked. But before I could answer him, he kissed, me, placing his hot lips on mine. I kissed him back. Our tongues explored each other’s mouths, as he set up a steady rhythm, his cock acting like a piston as he thrust into me over and over again.

		“Yes,” I breathed when Max finally broke the kiss. It was both an answer to his question and a statement about how good I felt. We had always had a good sex life, but this was different. Every touch, every movement, brought a whole new erotic meaning to our coupling as Max drove my arousal higher and higher.

		Max slowly began to increase his pace. Each thrust became harder and slightly more frantic. He wanted to cum and he was pushing himself to do so. However, those same actions drove my arousal higher and higher. I felt like he was pushing me up a mountain. At some point, I knew I would fall. I had to fall. That fall would be my climax.

		And then it happened. Just when I started to wonder if Max could keep going forever, I felt his cock twitch. It was a twitch I knew well. There was no returning from this moment. Max was going to cum. He was going to cum soon.

		Max let out an animalistic roar as he thrust into me one last time, his cock sending forth a torrent of hot white cum. At that same moment, I finally found the summit of the mountain of arousal. I jumped off it with gusto, letting my orgasm take me. My body was awash with wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure. My vision turned white as my brain became overwhelmed. It was wonderful.

		I was nearly dead tot he world when Max finished. He pulled out and laid down next to me. He gently stroked my face and hair, showing his love for me. I was slow to react. My body was well and truly fucked. It felt amazing to have every fiber of my being still singing out in a single voice.

		I opened my eyes to see Max looking down at me. My eyes locked on his, unable to look away.

		“You’re one hot little bimbo,” Max said.

		I was still slow to comprehend. It took several seconds for me to understand, but when I did, I couldn’t help but smile.

		“You’re not very smart anymore, are you?” Max asked.

		I shook my head. “Nope,” I said. “I hope that’s all right.”

		“You’re perfect,” Max said before he kissed me on the forehead.

		We cuddled the rest of the night, with me falling asleep in his arms.

		Waking the next morning was a strange feeling. I stretched lazily as I let my thoughts come to me slowly. I could hear Max peacefully breathing beside me. I smiled and hugged myself, loving my new body and big tits.

		I quietly slid out of bed and donned one of my purchases from the day before. Another yoga pants and sports bra combo, black pants and a pink sports bra. Then I tip-toed out to the kitchen and began making Max’s breakfast.

		Our lives had changed, especially mine. I didn’t have a job anymore. The Bimbo Juice had taken care of that. Max had to work. It was Friday, after all, but I did not. I realized it was my job to cook him healthy meals—somehow I knew how to do that, even if I didn’t before—and to take care of him sexually.

		I finished cooking his breakfast and then returned to the bedroom to wake him. I climbed under the covers and found his morning wood. It did not take long before he woke with a pleasurable grown. He began to run his hands through my hair a moment later, guiding me in my ministrations. He came shortly after, filling my mouth with his seed.

		After I climbed out from under the covers, I made a big show of make it clear I was swallowing down Max’s cum.

		“I smell breakfast,” Max said. “Let’s go eat.”

		Max swatted my ass as he chased me out of the bedroom. The food was still hot. He ate hungrily, his eyes never leaving my body.

		After he showered, it was sad to see Max go, but I knew he would return to me this evening. I was already thinking about what I could cook him for dinner.

		Once Max was gone, I spent my morning performing yoga and other exercises. There was a reason I wore exercise clothes. This was how I would be spending my free time from now on, making sure I was strong and limber for whatever Max wanted to do. It didn’t hurt that I could show off for him as well.

		As my first full day as a bimbo transitioned from morning to afternoon, I was struck at how much my life had changed in so short a time. But the truth was, I had never been happier. And it was all thanks to Bimbo Juice.
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