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		Introduction

		

		This book is part of a followup series about a new beverage product called Bimbo Juice. Each bottle of Bimbo Juice turns the female drinker into a bimbo. This time, the Bimbo Juice has left the testing phase and now is available on the broader market, leading to interesting new roles for women around the world.

		

	
		

		Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: The Muse

		

		“C ould I get something to drink?” I asked one of the stage hands as I watched the band begin their set on stage.

		I had not wanted to be there, standing just offstage at tonight’s Sex Kings concert. I loved music, but modern rock was not my cup of tea, especially from a band with such a vulgar name. However, sometimes I had to pitch in at the newspaper, covering stories that weren’t to my liking.

		Our Arts and Entertainment reporter at the Daily Journal had called in sick and I was the only reporter on staff without an active assignment, having just finished a large multi-article piece on the coverup of a major political scandal. I had done my reporting as an investigative journalist and now it was up to the courts to decide what the next steps would be.

		Since government rarely moves fast, I had some time before the next news in the case broke. That was what led me to standing backstage at a rock concert. My plan was to watch the show from there and then interview the band after the show. Everything had supposedly been arranged, although I had little hope that my evening would go to plan. I had learned early in my career that even the best laid plans were doomed to failure if they could not handle the unexpected.

		I looked longingly over at a table with bottles of water and snacks. No one was touching them. It would be easy to slide over and grab a bottle and maybe even a cookie or two. The only thing that stopped me was the big sign saying, “For performers only.” Unfortunately, I was not performing, only spectating, so I could write an article after the show.

		“Let me see if I can find something for you,” the stagehand replied.

		The stagehand disappeared for several minutes. I had no idea it would be this difficult to get something to drink. I realized the food and drinks on the nearby table were for the band, but I was surprised the staff did not have water supplied for them as well.

		“Here you go, Ms. Smith,” the stagehand said upon their return. “This was the best I could find for you.”

		The young man held a black bottle with the words Bimbo Juice in large pink letters.

		“Thank you,” I said, hesitating as I took the bottle. “But you can call me Loretta. I’m not someone who needs to be referred by my last name.”

		“You’re welcome, Loretta,” the young man said.

		I had never heard of Bimbo Juice before. And I wasn’t exactly keen on the name. Who in their right mind would use the word bimbo in their marketing strategy. That seemed like a guaranteed method to killing a product before it even came to market. No self-respecting women would drink something like that.

		At least no self-respecting woman who had a choice would drink it. I was too thirsty to care about product names though. As long as the beverage was palatable, I would drink it.

		I turned my attention back toward the stage. The band had just started playing another song. This one seemed to feature an extra loud and prominent drum beat. I could feel the bass sound reverberate in my chest as I opened up the bottle and removed the safety seal. At least the drink appeared to be legitimate.

		However, before I took a sip, screwed the cap back on and began to take some notes in my notebook. Thankfully my reporter shorthand was well developed. I made a note of an explicit lyric to complain about in my article. If this was the sort of thing that constituted entertainment and artistry, I did not know what to do or say. Maybe my time as part of the popular demographic was at an end.

		I felt completely out of place at the venue. I had taken note that many of the women in the audience wore skimpy outfits and looked possibly stoned out of their minds. The men were better dressed, but they seemed as interested in their scantily clad counterparts as they did with the music. I honestly would not have been surprised if people were having sex in the audience.

		The stagehands weren’t dressed much better. There was one woman who wore a cropped black t-shirt, showing off a series of piercings and tattoos. If she was an example of popular, I didn’t want to be part of it. Call me a square or whatever you want, but I’m not someone who thinks people, and especially women, should be showing their bodies off like that.

		At least the young man who found me the Bimbo Juice was dressed normally. Although I could see a tattoo popping up above his shirt collar. He was probably just as bad as the others, but he at least had the decency not to show it off in a work setting. There was a time and place for everything, but I didn’t see how the woman could ever be viewed as professional, dressed as she was.

		From backstage I had full view of the monitors. Every aspect of the show was being recorded on video. The Sex Kings hammered away on their instruments while their lead singer, Dominic, belted out the song lyrics into the microphone. Even the audience was on camera, especially the eye candy women at the front. Even I hated to admit how photogenic they looked dancing in front of the stage, getting as close as they could to the band on stage.

		No matter what I thought of the music, the band certainly brought energy to the stage. They fed off the energy of the crowd, which in turn amped up the crowd even more into a feedback loop that seemed to go on forever. This was what a great concert was supposed to look like. Even I knew that.

		After writing for several minutes, describing the opening part of the set, as well as a few notes about the crowd and how into the music they seemed, I set my notebook aside for a few minutes to finally take that drink I had been needing.

		“Hmm,” I said after I took my first sip. “I wonder what flavor this is.”

		I looked at the bottle, but there was no indication about the flavor. It was good, but I had little idea about what I was drinking. At least it served its purpose, quenching my thirst.

		I tried to go back to taking notes, but I kept finding myself getting distracted. It was the music. It felt like it was working its way inside of me. I started to tap my foot to the beat of the music. I started to sway my body and head with each guitar chord. Before I knew it, I was full on dancing to the music, letting the sound guide my body’s movements as I whipped my head this way and that and moved my body with reckless abandon.

		“What was in that bottle?” I asked myself after the completion of a song. The band paused for a short break, interrupted by Dominic telling a few stories to the crowd. They laughed and ate it up.

		I picked up the bottle again, taking a closer look at the label. It didn’t even have nutritional information on it, let alone information about the flavor.

		I knew better than to drink anymore. There was something strange about this Bimbo Juice, whatever it was. However, during the pause in the music, my throat started to dry out. I needed something to drink.

		I eyed the table with the water bottles on it. There were several missing. I turned back tot he stage to see a stagehand handing out bottles to the band. Those really were for the band. The sign was not there just to stop people like me from taking anything.

		Without another source of liquid for my parched throat, I took another sip of the Bimbo Juice.

		“That is really good,” I commented as I once again looked at the label, trying to devise what this drink really was.

		I took another sip, this one more resembling a large gulp. It felt like I downed half the bottle in a single swallow before I felt satiated.

		As the band began to play their next song I felt a stirring my my pussy. This was wrong. Something was wrong. I didn’t know what was happening, but I knew I shouldn’t randomly feel aroused while at a concert I didn’t want to be at to begin with.

		I started bobbing my head to the rhythm of the music as I allowed the melodies and harmonies carry my thoughts away. Who cared if I was getting horny. It felt good, just like the music reverberating in my chest and inside my head, filling the latter after my thoughts started to disappear.

		I began to dance with more abandon, not caring what I looked like or who saw me. All that mattered was enjoying the moment as the music pulsed through me. I felt completely renewed. I dropped my notebook, not caring about the story I was supposed to write after the show anymore. The future had become completely abstract, as had the past. All that mattered was the present. And in the present, all I wanted to do was dance and feel good.

		The Sex Kings continued to play on stage, song after song. Each one seemed better than the last. But as they played and I danced, I got hotter and hotter. My arousal was off the charts, but that wasn’t the only heat I felt. Maybe it was the intensity with which I danced. Maybe it was the heat from the stage lights. Either way, I was hot, my hair at times plastered against my skin as bead of sweat flowed down my face, down my chest, across my midriff.

		There was only one option. There was no way I was about to stop dancing. I needed to continue. The only thing that could have stopped me was if the music stopped. As long as the music kept playing, surrounding me and wrapping me up in a cocoon of pleasure, I would continue to dance.

		That option was to start shedding my clothes. My pants? I pushed those down my legs and stepped out of them in one smooth motion, letting my ass stick out for anyone who wanted to see it to do so. My blouse quickly followed suit, leaving me wearing just a bra, a tank top, and my panties.

		No one seemed to bat an eye at my now provocative dress. In many ways, I was still more conservatively dressed than the heavily tattooed woman.

		However, just removing a few articles of clothing did not completely remedy my situation. Yes, I had fewer layers holding the heat in, but I needed more. My skin felt hot to the touch. I was burning up as my passions started to get the better of me. The young stagehand who found me the Bimbo Juice was starting to look mighty fine and a great way to scratch the sudden itch that my pussy was screaming out at me to deal with.

		As the band took another short break so that Dominic could continue his banter with the audience, I took the opportunity to drink the rest of my Bimbo Juice. The cool liquid flowed down my throat, helping to douse some of the flames that burned inside of me.

		I pulled the bottle from my lips with a satisfying sigh as I drank down the last drops of the mystery liquid. I still had not pinpointed the exact flavor. All I knew was it was good. It was really good. It was possibly the most delicious drink I had ever had. I would have gladly drank more had it been available.

		As Dominic counted out the rhythm of the next song, a burning sensation started in my chest. The source was a mystery to me, but I stopped caring as soon as the music picked up again.

		My dancing continued. All that mattered was my movement and the music. However, even with my mind solely focused on the music and my own frantic dance moves, I could sense a change in my body. The pain of the burning did not matter. It was easy to overlook and ignore as I was preoccupied with other activities. But as I danced about, I could feel a great weight on my chest. I could feel my boobs bouncing more and more as I moved.

		I reached up and grabbed hold of my boobs. I remembered them being small, barely big enough to warrant wearing a bra. But my boobs weren’t small anymore. They had grown and they were still growing as I kneaded them with my hands.

		My eyes lit up with bolts of pleasure as I pinched my nipples, chasing away even my ability to maintain my dancing rhythm in time to the music. I was lost in a new world of pleasure, not caring if I ever found my way out again. What had started as a journalistic assignment had turned into a passion, an addiction in an entirely different way.

		Eventually my growth seemed to subside and I dropped my hands back down as I resumed a more normal dancing position. Still, I could easily see me new assets. My boobs had grown huge. At their current size, they were not just boobs. They were tits.

		That word resonated in my mind. I didn’t understand what had just happened, going from below average in size to far above average. Even that wasn’t a good description. I had gone from small to absolutely gigantic by almost any standard. These were not breasts or boobs. These were tits. They were my tits. They were my bimbo tits.

		“Oh no,” I squeaked as I realized what I had just thought. I had bimbo tits. I had just drank Bimbo Juice. Did that mean I was turning into a bimbo?

		I should have been scared. I should have been frightened out of my mind. My body was changing, transforming against my desires.

		I reached up and grabbed my tits, needing to feel them again so I could better understand what was happening to me.

		“Oh that’s nice,” I breathed as my hands made contact with my tits again. I squeezed them, making my eyes roll up into the back of my head at the onslaught of pleasure. I suddenly wondered if I could cum from tit-play alone. I wouldn’t have been surprised if I could. I was certainly horny enough for it to be a possibility.

		There was more to my tits than just extra tissue and fat. There was something harder inside, like an implant. It was then that I realized the truth. I didn’t just have big tits. I had implants to make them even bigger.

		I had always hated the idea of women getting breast implants. They were a betrayal of women in general, undergoing surgery to make themselves more attractive to the male eye. I had always wanted to write an investigative piece outlining the manipulation and perverseness of the plastic surgery industry, but my editor always put me off. I had almost gotten up the nerve to request he let me take my story idea to another publication. If he was going to put a lid on me, then I was going to find someone who would publish my story.

		Now, however, any hopes of writing such a piece seemed to have washed away. Anyone looking at me now would know I had implants. My breasts were too big and perky to be natural. I would be labeled a hypocrite for writing such a story.

		Not that I was particularly interested in writing anything at the moment, let alone an investigative report on plastic surgery. My mind could barely keep up with the idea of me having big tits. And all I could think about was how big they were and how good they felt. Maybe having big tits wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe I would come to enjoy walking down the street with my big tits bouncing on my chest, drawing in every male eyes within sight.

		“Fuck,” I whispered as I ground my thighs together.

		Another song started and I found my body automatically react as I began to move with a new sense of fluidity. I had never been particularly coordinated. It was one reason I became a journalist. As long as I could step one foot in front of the other, I could write professionally. But there was no way I would ever be an athlete or be able to do anything physical. I simply didn’t have the body for it.

		Now that seemed to be changing. Despite my changing center of mass, my body found a new way to move, smooth movements that dripped with sex appeal. I was wet and horny and my dancing showed it.

		However, as I danced, that burning sensation traveled all over my body. Deep down, I knew my body had continued its transformation, but I didn’t think about it. I didn’t think about how my lips plumped up or my ass expanded behind me. I didn’t think about how my midriff became tight and toned or how my legs became svelte pillars that would carry me on my toes.

		My hair grew long and down my back, tickling the top of my ass. I whipped it around with each shake of my head, using it as a further extension of my body as I snapped to and fro, not only enjoying the music, but enhancing my sex appeal in the process.

		By the time the band stopped playing in advance of their encore, I could feel my mind melting under the onslaught of pleasure. This was no temporary change. Somehow I knew I was losing myself forever. I had already given up any thoughts of furthering my journalism career. There was a part of me that doubted my ability to read or write anymore.

		The moment Dominic stepped offstage, I looked up into his eyes and I knew my future would rest in his hands. He stood over me like a god, a sex god, looking down at my tits as they pushed out at the front of my tank top, showing a generous display of cleavage.

		He reached out and cupped my ass with one hand, drawing me closer to him. I simply giggled as he manhandled me, unable to think. Any of my remaining thoughts had been chased away by his presence.

		Dominic’s other hand grabbed a tit. He fondled me, enjoying my curves, as I melted into his touch, relishing every moment of our closeness. The cheering of the crowd permeated my thoughts. I could almost believe that they were cheering me on, encouraging me to let go of my past and embrace my new future with Dominic and the rest of the Sex Kings.

		“You’ll do,” Dominic said.

		He was gone a moment later, returning to the stage for the encore.

		As the music struck up again, I began to dance, unable to hold myself back anymore. I was becoming one with the music as it filled my soul, corrupting me, telling me what kind of woman I now was. I was a bimbo. I was a slut. I was a sex object.

		When the music ended, I was momentarily at a loss. It had permeated my being, given my life meaning. As soon as it stopped, I felt like I was suddenly adrift and unable to otherwise function.

		But then I remembered what the music had taught me. I remembered that I was just a dumb bimbo now. I was just a slut, a sex object to be used. That was my purpose. I smiled, knowing all the sexy fun I was likely to have now that I had learned about my true nature.

		That woman I was before was gone. She was but a distant memory that would rarely be remembered. I knew my path forward now. It was not my place to uncover the bad things in the world. It was my job to bring joy and pleasure. And there was no greater call than to serve as a devoted bimbo and slut to the Sex Kings.

		I had never understood their name before. The band had always been something I looked down on for their vulgarity. But now I understood. They really were kings. They were kings of sex. To a bimbo like me, they were absolute gods, anointed by divine right.

		“She the new muse?” Dominic asked the stagehand who fetched me the Bimbo Juice as he stepped offstage for the final time. He was joined by the other Sex Kings, Elijah, Zeke and Mateo.

		“Yes, sir,” the stagehand said.

		Dominic leaned down—he was so much taller than me—looking me in the eyes.

		“Your name is Muse now,” he said. “You will be our inspiration for our next album. If you can handle the four of us, we might just keep you around longer.”

		I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t even understand what Dominic had said.

		“What’s a muse?” I asked dumbly.

		All four men laughed.

		“Come on,” Dominic said. “Maybe if you successfully suck all four of us off before we make it back to the hotel, I’ll tell you.”

		“Yes, please,” I said, no longer caring about the answer to my question. I had been given something all the more important. My mouth watered in anticipation of having the pleasure to give all four members of the Sex Kings blowjobs. And my goal was to get it done all while in the limo.

		The fact I had never given a blowjob before in my life didn’t matter. Somehow, I knew I would be good at it. After all, I was a bimbo slut and what bimbo slut out there didn’t give great head. This was my future and I was certain I would excel at it. After all, if I failed at being a bimbo, all I had to fall back on was being a journalist and just the mere thought of returning to my old life made me want to be sick.

		I found myself ushered out to the waiting limo with my four new friends. Dominic was clearly the leader and I started with him, kneeling between his legs and sucking his cock before we had even pulled away from the curb.

		Dominic sat back and enjoyed my ministrations. I could tell this was not his first blowjob. He had had many before. But that was to be expected from a Sex King. These four men were probably floating in pussy. There was not a day that went by when there wasn’t some hot slut willing to thrown herself at them, begging them to fuck her.

		The only difference between that random woman and me was I had been chosen. I had been created. Dominic wanted me to be his muse. Even though I wasn’t sure what I needed to do, I was going to do everything I could to fulfill his desires.

		By the time the limo stopped in front of the hotel, I had just finished swallowing Mateo’s hot seed. He was the fourth man I had sucked ever and it turned out he had lasted the longest. Although it was not long enough for me to lose the bet.

		It was only after I had been ushered inside with the four men, flanked by security as screaming fans tried to get autographs or to catch the eyes of one of them, hoping to be brought inside the hotel for a night of partying and debauchery.

		The screaming noise quieted when we made it inside. There was additional security in the lobby that helped usher us straight to the elevator. We piled inside and Dominic pressed the button for the top floor.

		“You still want to know what a muse is?” Dominic asked me. “Since you succeeded in sucking us all off before we arrived, I’m willing to tell you.”

		“Um, sure,” I said, not really caring anymore. Although it would be nice to know why they had changed my name from Loretta to Muse.

		“You’re going to be our inspiration for our next album,” Dominic said. The other men of the quartet looked at me with hungry eyes. “We are the Sex Kings because we use experiences with bimbo sluts like you to inspire our music.”

		Zeke grabbed me from behind and pulled me toward him. Despite having only sucked him off a few minutes earlier, he was already hard again. I could feel his erection pushing into my lower back.

		“Let’s get her naked, boys,” Zeke said as he began to pull up on my tank top.

		I provided no resistance as the four men pulled my clothes from my body. I wasn’t all that interested in wearing those clothes anymore anyway. For one, I much preferred being nude, giving my body freely to my new masters. But I also no longer had any desire to wear such stuffy and boring clothes. If I had to cover myself, I wanted to wear something sexy and revealing. After all, if I didn’t make it painfully obvious all I cared about was sexual attention, people might ask me hard questions or expect me to make decisions.

		The moment the elevator dinged open, I was carried over the threshold into the penthouse suite. Once inside, I found myself being placed on a low table in front of a series of couches and chairs. Mateo approached the minibar to begin mixing the quartet of men drinks while Dominic and Elijah began to disrobe.

		“We’re the founding members of the Sex Kings,” Dominic explained. “That means we get first dibs on fucking you.”

		I simply cooed in response. I had never understood why some people were so obsessed with sex, but not anymore. This was what I was built for. It was now my only desire to be fucked however these four men wanted to do me. I was their sexual toy to be played with.

		Dominic wasted little time in taking me from behind. His cock split me open, making me scream out as the pleasure flowed outward from my pussy. There was pain. There had to be, given Dominic’s size. But it was pleasurable pain. It was a pain I would enjoy again and again as my pussy was stretched to accommodate man after man.

		Once Dominic developed a steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of my hot, wet pussy, Elijah stepped in front of me. My eyes latched onto his bobbing cock, making me go crosseyed as the tip hovered just in front of my nose.

		A moment later and Elijah stepped forward, thrusting his cock between my plump lips, pushing himself down my throat in one smooth action.

		“Oh, she is a natural,” Elijah said. “Makes me wonder what she was like before the Bimbo Juice.”

		I found myself spit roasted by Dominic and Elijah. They timed their thrusts, almost like they were trying to force their big cocks to meet somewhere in the middle as they fucked me. Their energy grew and grew as they fucked me harder and harder.

		There had been a time when such a situation would have broken me, mentally and physically. But that was not the case anymore. Thanks to the Bimbo Juice, I was more than capable of taking them both on at once, milking Dominic’s cock with my pussy and using my tongue and the muscles in the throat to give as much pleasure to Elijah as I could.

		“Damn, this is nice,” Dominic said as he high-fived Elijah. “This slut is perfect.”

		“That’s the Bimbo Juice,” Mateo said as he returned from the bar with drinks to pass around. “One sip and they’re hooked. They drink the whole bottle and this is what you get. A complete bimbo slut like our little Muse here.”

		I would have smiled had I been able to, but I had a mouth full of cock. As nice as smiling is, with lips like mine, having a cock between them was infinitely better. I could smile anytime, but there was only so much time I could have a cock in my mouth. These moments were to be celebrated and enjoyed.

		Dominic and Elijah came together. Elijah came down my throat, not even giving me the chance to taste his seed again, while Dominic flooded my pussy. The pair of them cumming together set off my own orgasm. I spasmed around their cocks, enjoying every moment as a cascade of pleasure flowed through me, radiating out from my pussy and permeating my entire body.

		I took a deep breath the moment Elijah pulled out of my mouth. I had started to get dizzy from the lack of air, but I had kept sucking, placing his pleasure over my own. I coughed and sputtered from the remaining cum in my throat. But the moment I had caught my breath, I looked up at Elijah and smiled.

		“She’s a good one,” Elijah commented.

		“I think she’ll be our best yet,” Dominic said. “But I think it’s time to share. Gentleman, if you would.”

		Mateo set down his drink and pulled me up to my knees. “On your feet, slut,” he said, pulling me up higher. “Zeke and I want to put you in the middle of a bimbo slut sandwich.”

		Mateo positioned himself behind me and Zeke approached from the front. Not knowing what to do, I reached my arms up around Zeke’s shoulders and pulled him toward me. I kissed him, planting my hot lips onto his own, exploring his mouth with my tongue.

		Zeke kissed me back as Mateo fumbled with something behind me. Suddenly my eyes grew wide as Mateo stuck something cold and a little wet up my ass.

		“Sorry if that’s a bit cold,” Mateo commented, noticing how my body had frozen still. “Just applying some lube. After tonight, I want you to keep yourself ready for an ass fuck all the time. You should always be lubed up.”

		“Yes, sir,” I grunted as I adjusted to the sudden presence in my ass.

		This was a new sensation for me, but the longer it went on, the more and more I realized that it felt good. It was just different from what I was used to. I had never considered having something up my ass, let alone a cock, but now that Mateo was prepping my ass for the first time, I was already starting to find pleasure in it. I had little doubt I would be begging to get fucked in the ass in a day or two.

		When Mateo finally struck, he did so by picking me up and letting me drop down onto his stiff dick. I did my best to relax as he penetrated my ass. It was a tight fit, but one that felt better than I ever could have imagined.

		“Oh yes,” I cried out when Zeke stepped forward and slid his cock into my pussy.

		I had never felt like this. I had never experienced anything close to this. I had had sex before, but this was unlike anything I could have imagined. I felt deliciously full as the two men fucked me. Mateo held me up using the strong muscles he had developed as a drummer. Zeke used his fine motor control as a guitarist to probe my tits, sending off additional fireworks in my brain.

		It only took a few moments before I found my mind slipping away under the onslaught of pleasure. I had simply become a hot shell of a woman. My only purpose was to get fucked and in my current situation, my mind was not needed. If anything, it would only get win the way. And so I turned my brain off and simply let these two godly men have their way with me.

		I had no idea how long Zeke and Mateo fucked me. My sense of time in general, now that I was a bimbo, was shot. I doubted I could even read a clock anymore if I wanted to. Not that it mattered. I didn’t need to know what time it was. That wasn’t my purpose anymore. My purpose was to fuck and such anyone and everyone I was told to. That was what I took pride in, fulfilling my new duties as a bimbo, a slut and the muse to the Sex Kings.

		What I do know is Zeke came first, filling my pussy for the second time that night. I came with his cum filling my hot channel, my limbs spasming as my muscles lost control. Thankfully, Mateo kept fucking me right though my orgasm. He didn’t dare stop, pushing me right back to the edge as soon as I began to recover.

		When Mateo finally did cum, he let loose an animalistic roar as he shot his load up my ass. I came for the third time at their hands, collapsing against Mateo as he continued to hold me upright as he filled me.

		When he was done with me, he dropped me onto the couch, letting me sit there while I recovered, giving him and the rest of the Sex Kings a chance to clean themselves up and change into more casual clothing.

		That night, after that first round of sex in the hotel suite, we continued fucking, although all four men took their time, enjoying themselves as we all drank and they took turns fucking me. It didn’t take me long before I began to learn their tastes.

		Dominic always liked to be first. He was the tallest of the four and he had the biggest cock. He fucked me hard, always maximizing his own pleasure. That might have been a turn off for some, but it only seemed to light my fire even more.

		It turned out Elijah had a thing for fucking my big bimbo tits, especially when I would lick the tip of his cock every time he pushed it through my cleavage toward my mouth. He took plenty of time fucking me in my holes, but he was definitely a tit man.

		As a guitarist, Zeke had a way of playing with my strings that always left me aching for more. His fingers would travel over my body, whether he was in the middle of fucking me or not, driving me wild with need. He could make me cum from the simplest of touches, often not even in a place someone would associate with sex.

		Then there was Mateo. The drummer of the Sec Kings had simple tastes. He accepted blowjobs, but what he really wanted was to fuck me in the ass. He was an ass man and I had grown to love the feeling of his throbbing cock up my ass, his pelvis pressed against my bubble butt as he fucked me hard.

		But the truth was, I had learned all of this so that I could perform my primary function now that I was a bimbo slut. I was their muse. I worked to inspire them as they channeled their musical talents. They may have been gifted as musicians, but their real talents lay in making my body hum and sing with sexual pleasure.

		I traveled with them on their tour, wearing skimpy and sexy outfits as I waited backstage for them. I even got to go out on stage a few times and dance for the audience, but that was only allowed in certain venues. For some reason there were certain places that didn’t like my natural tendency to start disrobing as I danced.

		But the real fun always happened after the shows when they would fuck me stupid, leaving me a drooling mess. I loved everything about it.

		However, despite all that fun, I still made sure I served my true purpose, living up to my name. I’m told my passionate cries on the next album are especially poignant, whatever that means. I just couldn’t help it when Dominic pushed me away from his cock when he was recording a vocal track and decided to fuck me right there in the studio. They kept recording as he fucked me in front of everyone.

		I didn’t know being famous would be so great. And it’s all thanks to the Sex Kings and Bimbo Juice. I love being a bimbo slut muse for the greatest band in the world.
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