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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: Street Racer

		

		Iwas both relieved and scared as I entered the bar. I hadn’t even been sure this was the place until I saw the cars parked out front. This was not a part of town I was particularly familiar with.

		I was relieved, because my boss had finally seen me fit enough to allow me to take a case on my own. But I was also scared for the same reason. This was my first time operating without a more experienced person from the District Attorney’s Office.

		I was basically a junior assistant DA. Junior wasn’t actually part of my job title. It was just that I was the newest assistant DA and I was therefore kept on a short leash. But after sixth months of what amounted to probationary work, I had finally been granted full status and allowed to conduct the District Attorney’s business without a chaperone.

		The inside of the bar was dark. Most of the light came from neon signs on the walls. However, unlike most bars where those signs advertise various beers and liquors, this one sported a car racing motif with neon highlights on artwork features various racing cars.

		I took a moment to take a deep breath, steeling myself for what was to come. I knew this was where the local street racing gang liked to hang out. And I could understand why, given thee theme of the bar. Even the drinks on the board behind the bar featured car and racing names.

		I knew what the man I needed to talk to looked like, but as I scanned the bar, I didn’t see him. That didn’t mean he wasn’t there. My intel told me his was one of the cars out front. He was here, somewhere.

		I walked up to the bar. The barman looked me up and down. It was more of a leer, but I shrugged it off. I was here to make a proposal and I couldn’t do that if I was openly antagonistic. Anyway, I knew I wasn’t much to look at while wearing my suit. I wasn’t even wearing heels, leaving it perfectly obvious I was here on business.

		“I’m looking for Diesel,” I said.

		“Who’s asking?” the barman countered.

		“My name is Chloe Giles,” I said. “I’m here from the DA’s Office. I need to speak with Diesel.”

		“You a cop?” the barman asked.

		“No, I’m a lawyer,” I answered. I knew the people here would be suspicious of me. They lived outside the law, or at least in opposition to it. I honestly didn’t know if they liked too shutdown the city’s streets just to race or if they did it because they liked breaking the law. If all they really cared about the racing, then I was certain they would accept the deal I was here to offer them. If they were all about breaking the law, then I would notify them of the consequences of their decision.

		And those consequences would be severe. My offer was to be an olive branch before we brought the full force of the law down on this gang of street racers.

		“Let me check,” the barman said. He walked through a door into the back, disappearing for several minutes.

		As I waited, I took another look around the bar. For the middle of the afternoon, the bar was reasonably busy, nearly half full. Every set of eyes was fixated on me. Every stare said one thing. “I don’t belong here.”

		And their characterization of me was completely accurate. I didn’t belong here. I had always been a woman of privilege. My family had money growing up. I went to the best schools. But even with the leg up, I still wanted to earn something for myself. That was the reason I turned down the chance at a lucrative career in the private sector. I knew my background would lead me to automatic success, but I cared about more than just money.

		Eventually the barman returned with a man I recognized as one of Diesel’s underlings. He went by Cam. His legal name, much like Diesel’s, were unknown to us. Despite the flagrant disregard for the law, many of Diesel’s gang were unknown to us, or at least unknown to the legal system. We knew them by reputation alone.

		“Ms. Giles,” Cam said as he approached me. “You have something you want to talk to the boss about?”

		I tried not to show my nervousness as I faced Cam. There was still much about this gang we did not know, but they could not keep shutting down streets for impromptu races. People had already been hurt. They were lucky no one had died yet.

		“That’s right,” I said. “I have a proposal to make.”

		Cam nodded toward the door to the back. “Follow me.”

		He turned and I hesitated for a moment. I gripped my briefcase, nothing for the first time how clammy my hands felt. I was sweating.

		As he approached the door, I hurried up to follow him, not wanting to be left behind. I noted the bulge at his hip. It was probably a gun. It could also be a knife. Either way, I did not want to find out. But it served to highlight the danger I had placed myself in.

		The scene I found in the backroom was not what I had anticipated. To be honest, I didn’t know what I had figured I would see back here. I guess I had expected to see Diesel sitting behind a desk, directing his lackeys to doing his business. I was certain there must be more to them than just car enthusiasts and street racing. We at the DA’s Office had always guessed they were transporting drugs or at least doing something drug related, but we hadn’t been able to pin them to anything outside of the racing.

		Instead, I found Diesel sitting at a round table in the middle of the room. Playing cards were scattered across the table with a pile of cash sitting in the middle. There were four seats at the table. Vin and Axle sat on either side of Diesel. I guessed the empty chair had belonged to Cam.

		“Take a seat,” Diesel said to me as I approached. “I won’t ask you to play a hand, although you might prove lucky.”

		I said nothing as I glared across the table at Diesel. There was nothing wrong with a friendly card game, but if I found out the bar got a cut of the pot, then that could pose a problem. Not that I was ready to say anything on the matter now. This was about as close to enemy territory as I could be in.

		“You wanted to talk to me?” Diesel said as I sat down across from him. I had seen his picture before, but he looked thinner and fitter than I had imagined. I had expected someone with a beer gut. Maybe I was thinking this was more like a biker gang. I had to admit I had my own preconceived notions about this whole thing.

		“Yes,” I said. “My name is Chloe Giles and I’m an assistant DA. I’m here to make you a proposal.”

		Diesel looked me up and down, trying to get a better idea of the type of person I was.

		“I’m listening.”

		“It’s simple really,” I started to say. “My boss, James Hook, wants you to know that he intends to crack down on the illegal street racing in the city.”

		“That doesn’t sound much like a proposal,” Diesel countered.

		“Yes, well, I haven’t gotten to the proposal yet. I just want to make it clear that your scofflaw ways will be at an end one way or another. This is the stick, so to speak. The proposal is simple. We will set up a place for you and your gang to race. We just need you to take it off the streets. The danger is too high for you to keep closing down streets and racing on them. People have already been hurt and it’s only by the grace of God that no one has been killed yet.”

		“You’re not the first person to make this request,” Diesel said as he stroked his chin. “I have to say though, racing on the street is so much more fun than on the track.”

		“I’m making the request now,” I countered. “You can do this the easy way, which is to take our offer, or you can do this the hard way and you can see you and your gang thrown in jail and your cars impounded and sold off to cover the costs of your court hearings and pay for your restitutions.”

		I sat up straight, trying to look as confident as I could. Not that I felt it. I was surrounded by four men who probably hated my guts. And I was on their turf. Yes, if I failed to return to work, they would be investigated for murder or, at the very least, kidnapping. But both of those saw me as the victim. There was no way I was going to allow that to happen.

		“Your offer is tempting,” Diesel said. “It helps that you’re attractive. That was a good move by the stalwart Mr. Hook. Had you been a man, the barman might not have even come back to see me. He would have turned you away right there.”

		“Are you going to take my offer?” I pressed. “Remember that I can have the cops come down on you hard the next time you and your little gang here break the law. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if we could hall you in now and charge you with past crimes. Our case files on all of you are extensive.”

		A big part of that was bluff. The truth was, we probably didn’t have enough for an arrest warrant yet. My reason for coming here was to stop someone from getting hurt or killed before it happened. Taking their races off the streets and onto the track was a step toward a safer city.

		Regardless, I felt the need to press the consequences. They needed to know I was serious. They needed to know the lengths I would go to so they could be brought to justice for their crimes and lawless ways.

		“When you put it that way…” Diesel said as he scratched his chin and looked off into the distance, looking pensive. “But I think I’ll need more than just a promise not to arrest us. I need the DA to give up something in this deal. What do you say to that?”

		“I suppose a reasonable request could be negotiated,” I said. “What did you have in mind?”

		Again, Diesel looked me up and down, eying me like a piece of meat.

		“I was think about you, little DA lady,” Diesel answered. “I think the boys and I would like to upgrade our winner’s trophy. And you might be just the ticket to light a fire under my boys to get them raring to go.”

		I was shocked. I was completely shocked. And I was disgusted. He wanted me to do what? I didn’t bother trying to remain diplomatic anymore. They just saw me as a slut and a whore. They saw me as a girl who would put out for any guy with a fast car. But that wasn’t me at all. I was not that kind of a woman.

		“I can take it fro your expression you do not like my counter offer,” Diesel said. “But I’m afraid it’s non-negotiable. You either agree to stay with us and we go to the track to continue our racing or we continue to race on the streets when and where we want and both the police department and the DA’s Office will have to expend resources to catch us, assuming you can catch us at all.”

		“Our cars are faster than the cops,” Axle said. “They ain’t catching us if we don’t want them to.”

		“Shut it, Axle,” Diesel said. “I am conducting this negotiation myself. I don’t need you jumping in and screwing it all up.”

		Axle folded his arms over his chest and looked like he was sulking. He wasn’t happy about get admonished in front of me. That much was obvious. But watching the interplay between these four me told me more than I could have ever learned about them by reading their files. Axle might be a weak link. If he could be flipped, we could take down the whole gang.

		Of course, there was no guarantee that Axle would flip if pressured. And the information that they believed their cars were too fast to be caught were good to know as well. Not that a high speed pursuit would be of any use to them. We had more than cars that we could chase them with. With air support, we could close the net on them rather easily.

		“What are the odds your boss would give you up in exchange for us taking our racing to the track?” Diesel pressed. “I’m thinking a pretty little thing like you isn’t cut out to be a DA. He might have set you up to fail. I wouldn’t send someone young like you out here on their own. That’s just asking for trouble. Clearly, your boss doesn’t actually care about you.”

		“You’re wrong,” I countered. “He trusts me. That’s why I’m here. I might be young, but I am fully capable. You better be careful here or I could throw the book at you.”

		Diesel scoffed. “That’s unlikely. But why don’t we find out for ourselves. Get your boss on the phone. Tell him I want to speak with him.”

		I took a moment to try to figure out Diesel’s angle on this. His response didn’t make sense to me. He wanted to talk to the DA? Why would he want to do that? I was here making him an offer on the DA’s behalf. I supposed he might want to hear it personally from him, but that still seemed dangerous on his part, opening him up to who knows what.

		I pulled out my phone, showing my willingness to go along with whatever Diesel had planned, if only to salvage what was left of my offered deal.

		“Go ahead,” Diesel said. “Dial his number.”

		I scrolled through the contacts on my phone and called the office. This was the personal line rather than the public line. It would still need to go through his secretary, but it avoided all the other layers of bureaucracy that kept people from directly calling the DA.

		“District Attorney James Hook’s office,” answered his secretary. “How may I direct your call?”

		“Janice, it’s Chloe,” I said.

		“Put it on speakerphone,” Diesel commanded.

		I pressed the button on my phone so everyone could hear.

		“Is James available?” I continued. “I need to speak with him.”

		“Just one moment,” Janice said.

		Phone hold muzak came over the line as we sat there waiting.

		A moment later the muzak stopped and James Hook’s gruff voice came on the line.

		“Chloe?” he said. “You needed to talk to me?”

		“Yes, sir,” I said. “I’m here with Diesel and his associates. I’ve got you on speakerphone with them. They have a counter offer to propose. I turned them down, but they want to hear it from you.”

		Diesel gabbed the phone out of my hand and turned off the speaker.

		“Mr. Hook,” Diesel said. “It’s so good to hear from you. I’ll have you know I voted for you in the last election. You’re really doing a great job at cleaning up this town.”

		Diesel went on to explain his proposal, how they wanted me to join them as part of the deal. I could only imagine what James was thinking. I might be the newest assistant DA on his staff, but I was still a part of the team. He wouldn’t throw me under the bus just to avoid expending a few resources to put this lot in jail. There was such a thing as loyalty.

		I was surprised at the length of time the two men spoke. They talked back and forth. And the longer they did, the more nervous I became. This should have been an easy negotiation. Really, it was more of a warning. We were offering an olive branch, yes, but it was also a warning that we would come after them if they continued to disrupt life in the city.

		After all the movies, I could see the attractiveness of the street racing culture. It could be fun. The movies certainly were. I had seen them all, although I wouldn’t admit to that publicly. But street racing was also dangerous and it severely impacted everyday life.

		Just last month Diesel and his gang were suspected of shutting down a freeway here in town so they could race and do donuts. Luckily, in that case, there were no innocent bystanders at risk, although it held up traffic for half an hour before the cops could arrive to break things up.

		But I had seen instances where a car lost control when they raced on regular city streets, causing damage, in at least one case, hurting an old woman trying to sleep in her home. This was behavior that could not continue without serious consequences.

		“You accept my offer?” Diesel suddenly said. “That’s fantastic. She’ll probably want to hear it from you though. I doubt she would believe me.”

		Diesel thrust the phone to my ear.

		“Chloe?” asked James’ voice. “Are you there?”

		“I’m here, sir,” I said. It felt like I had a pit in my stomach. James accepting Diesel’s deal, assuming I was understanding things correctly, was not what I wanted to hear.

		“I’m taking Diesel’s deal,” James said. “That means I’m trading you. Sorry it has to be like this, but it was the best way to save money and lives.”

		“But—“

		“To make things easier,” James continued, cutting me off, “you’re fired. To be honest, you never were that great of an attorney. I know you went to all those great schools and got top grades, but you’re just not cut for the District Attorney’s Office. Trust me. This will all be for the best. I’m sure you will agree eventually. There’s no reason for you to return to the office. I’ve already asked my secretary to go through your desk and send your stuff to the bar.”

		“Wait, what?” I asked. “You’re going to send my stuff here? Why not to my home?”

		“Diesel has big plans for you, Chloe,” James said. “I know you’ll be happier in the end. Trust me, please.”

		And with that, the line went dead.

		I looked up at Diesel. I had too many questions to know what to ask. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. I wasn’t supposed to get traded from the good guys to the bad guys by my own boss. That didn’t even happen in crappy movies.

		“Could someone please explain to me what just happened?” I cried out, growing angry. It was bad enough that James had accepted Diesel’s offer. But to top it off, he fired me over the phone. Just like that, I was a nobody.

		“Here,” Diesel said, placing a black bottle in front of me. “Drink this and everything will be better.”

		“What the hell is this?” I said as I picked up the bottle. “Bimbo Juice. I’ve never heard of it.”

		“Look,” Diesel said. He put his elbows on the table and leaned forward. “Accept it. You’ve been traded to us. I’m guessing you don’t think you’d enjoy being with us.”

		“Of course I wouldn’t,” I said, knowing I sounded like a haughty bitch. I couldn’t help it. It was my upbringing coming out. It did that occasionally, no matter how much I had tried to suppress it. I thought I had successfully hidden that side of me while working in the DA’s Office, but given how easily James fired me, I guess I was just deluding myself.

		“That’s just because you think you’re too good for us,” Diesel said. “You think you’re better than everyone else because you grew up rich and never had anyone say no to you before. Until today, that is. Now you’re out of a job with nowhere to turn unless you want to go crawling back to mommy and daddy. Sure, they’ll take you back, but you’ll always be a failure in their eyes. You have an awful high opinion of yourself, but you have nothing to back it up.”

		“So what?” I practically spat at him. “You don’t know me.”

		Diesel shrugged his shoulders. “You’re right. I don’t know you, specifically. But I know your type. You think you’re all high and mighty, but that’s just because you’ve never faced real adversity. You’ve never had the deck stacked against you.”

		“And you have?” I countered. “I’ve read your file. You seem to be doing just fine for yourself.”

		“That’s true,” Diesel admitted. “I’m doing pretty well for myself. We all are.” Cam, Vin, and Axle all smiled, agreeing with Diesel’s statement. “But it wasn’t alway that way. Your file might not say that I was a no one when I showed up to my first street race. I had a shitty car. It was a diesel. That’s how I got my name. And I didn’t win my first race. I got pounded. But I learned. And even though my car sucked, I worked and I got better. It’s not the car that makes a great racer. It’s the driver. And I drove that little diesel for all she was worth and I eventually won a race. True, I don’t drive a diesel anymore. I’ve got a fast car now, but I learned how to be the best. Now I am. And my friends here have come up with me. Now we have it easy. But not like you. You accepted mediocrity and thought your background was enough to be the best from the start.”

		Tears came to my eyes. I knew Diesel spoke the truth. I had wanted to make my own way in life, but everything I had done said otherwise. Yes, I could have made big money being a mediocre lawyer for high priced clients, but I had been foolish enough to expect I was better than I was. But getting fired today showed me exactly what mattered. I could still return home with my tail between my legs and beg my father to help get me a job at a law firm. I would be fine. I would probably meet a nice man and get married, maybe have a few kids and simply perpetuate the cycle, setting my offspring up for the same failure I had just experienced.

		But I knew if I walked away from Diesel and his pals, I would put people at risk. Staying with them might get me disowned by my family, if I had the heart to see them again, but it would save lives and would be better for the community at large.

		“So what’s this Bimbo Juice?” I asked again as I fought back my tears. It was pointless to cry.

		“Chloe,” Diesel said. “I can call you Chloe, right? No more of this Ms. Giles crap?”

		“Whatever,” I said. “Call me whatever you like.”

		“Well, in that case,” Diesel said. “I think I’d much rather call you Clio. It’s the name of a car from France. The French part doesn’t matter. If you’re going to be with us, you need a new name. It needs to be a car name.”

		“Fine, call me Clio,” I said, pouting. “I don’t care.”

		“Don’t be sad,” Diesel said. “I think you’ll see things differently after drinking the Bimbo Juice.”

		“Not until you tell me what it is,” I countered, my anger boiling up again.

		“So many negative emotions with you,” Diesel said with an admonishing tone. “Another reason to drink the Bimbo Juice. And to answer your question, Bimbo Juice is a special little product we acquired that… Well, let’s just say that it has the ability to change the mind and the body into a more pleasing form.”

		I glared at Diesel from across the table.

		“Now don’t get me wrong,” Diesel continued. “You are an attractive woman. You seem reasonably fit. From what I can tell, you have some nice curves. Your face has good bone structure. Your hair is a lovely shade of brown. But I think you’ll agree with me that there is always room for improvement.”

		I looked down at the bottle on the table. All it said was Bimbo Juice. It didn’t even have a nutrition label on it.

		“Are you saying this Bimbo Juice will turn me into a bimbo?” I asked, still finding the concept of a drink that could turn me into a bimbo.

		“I couldn’t have put it better myself,” Diesel said with a smile.

		The more I saw his behavior, the less concerning he seemed to be. Yes, Diesel and his little gang here had a tendency to break the law and to do so in incredibly dangerous ways, but he was not necessarily a bad guy. And while he was complimenting me on my figure, I had to admit, he was pretty handsome himself. All the men in the room were handsome in their own way.

		It would have been so easy to walk away. I was certain Diesel would allow it. I didn’t get the feeling that he would force me to stay if I didn’t want to. I’m not sure how I knew that, but I did. He wouldn’t make me be Clio. I could go home and return to my life as Chloe.

		Of course, if I walked away, the deal was off and I would still be out of a job. But if I stayed here with Diesel and his gang, it sounded like I wouldn’t exactly need a job. And by staying, I would still be doing something positive for the community, just not what I had expected when all this began. I had thought I would be moving up the career ladder, but instead, I had been kicked straight off of it.

		I should have been mad at James. He hadn’t just fired me. He had done that and still used me as a pawn in his little game. But as I sat there, I remembered something one of my law professors had told me once. “Don’t expect to change the world. You’re one person. But if you can change your little corner of the world, you’re making a difference.”

		It was good advice. It was advice I had tried to follow ever since. It was one reason I had gone the route of being a prosecutor, even if I had not yet reached a level of seniority that actually allowed me to prosecute cases.

		That future was gone now, but I could still make a positive impact. Getting Diesel and his gang of street racers off the streets might seem small, but there was no telling how many lives might be saved down the line if I didn’t.

		“I’m in,” I said as I picked up the bottle and unscrewed the cap.

		I ripped off the safety seal and started to chug the cool liquid. I didn’t even bother paying attention to the taste as it flowed across my tongue and down my throat. I simply opened up the back of my mouth and let it flow.

		Diesel watched me do this with a mix of a knowing smile and surprise. He knew what the Bimbo Juice would do to me, even if I was a little fuzzy on the matter, but I think he was legitimately surprised to see me break and start drinking it.

		I slammed the bottle down on the table as the four men watched me.

		“What?” I asked.

		Only Diesel had the wherewithal to respond. “We weren’t expecting that kind of response. I was afraid we were going to walk out of here and break the deal.”

		“You wouldn’t understand my motivations,” I countered.

		“That’s true,” Diesel said. “And in a few minutes, neither will you.”

		All four men started to laugh, but I paid them little mind. That was because I started to feel dizzy followed by a burning sensation building up in my chest.

		“What the fuck?” I said as I tried to comprehend what was happening to me.

		I looked down and watched as my breasts started to inflate. They had always been decently sized before, but they were quickly moving past decent and moving into large.

		I reached up to touch them, trying to understand what was happening, only to watch as my breasts pushed back against my hands. I squeezed back, hoping I could stop them, but the tissue inside my breasts felt different. They felt harder. It was only then that I began to understand.

		“I’ve got fake tits,” I squealed in a combination of shock and excitement. I didn’t know why I was excited, but something about them made me excited. I could already see their round shape. There was no way people were going to believe they were real. They were too big, too round, for that to be true.

		“Help me with my bra,” I begged as I started stripping off my jacket and blouse. My new assets needed space. My bra was the primary culprit, however.

		Cam came up behind me and undid the clasps. I let out a sigh of relief when my bra popped off and my tits could finally breathe. I sat there, surprised by the size and weight of my new tits. They were big and heavy, but they seemed to defy gravity. My nipples looked like little caps, sticking out and ever so slightly up.

		The fact I was now bare chested didn’t seem to bother me that much. I was more concerned about the next changes. The burning sensation moved up my body, first into my throat where I could feel it constrict around my vocal cords. Then it moved up into my face, first focusing on my lips, but then moving onto my nose and eyes. I looked down to the bottom of my vision to see my lips sticking out from my face. I had never been able to see them before. I could only imagine what had happened to my nose and eyes.

		However, it did not take long before the burning sensation moved into my scalp. I had always kept my hair at a professional length, just falling to my shoulders. Any longer and it would become unmanageable. But my career was behind me. Who knew if the Bimbo Juice understood that as it changed my body, but my hair quickly grew down my back. What was more, it lost almost all its color as it turned a near platinum blonde.

		I could only imagine what people would think of seeing the new me. They would assume I was every bit the bimbo I looked like. I could only hope the Bimbo Juice would finish the job. I didn’t know if I could handle being treated like a bimbo without being one completely.

		After fixing my hair, the burning sensation moved back down my body. It flowed down my arms, adding muscle tone before giving me a set of long nails.

		The burning sensation also traveled down my torso. I could feet how it squeezed in my belly, giving me a taut midriff.

		But where it really went to work was on my ass. That was one place I had never developed much and the Bimbo Juice was making up for that fact. It didn’t give me a huge ass, but it gave me more than I had ever had before, enough to help balance out my prodigious chest and possibly lead people to wonder if I had any work done on my ass to match my tits.

		After my ass, the burning sensation moved down my legs, making them svelte pillars for me to stand on, adding muscle tone along the way.

		I thought that would be the end of it. I didn’t think there could be anything more it could change on my body, but the burning sensation moved back up my body. However, rather than focus on the external, it seemed to focus on the inside of me. I could feel it concentrate in my pelvic area.

		“What’s happening?” I asked, but the answer came only a moment later.

		My eyes opened wide as I realized what it had done to me. It had spiked my arousal. Actually, it did more than that. It made me really fucking horny.

		I looked up and realized I was in a room with four men. They were four men with cocks. I was horny and I needed to fuck, the sooner the better.

		However, the Bimbo Juice wasn’t yet done with me. The burning sensation moved back up into my head, but this time it focused on my brain. I could feel the pink fog descend on my mind. It felt good in a strange sort of way. I somehow knew it was making me dumb, that it was erasing my thoughts and maybe even destroying my memories. Yet despite all of that, I felt good about it. The pink fog was warm and soothing. I didn’t need to use my brain. I had a body that would tell me what it needed.

		Namely, it needed to fuck. That was all I could seemingly think about.

		I licked my big dick sucking lips as the burning sensation faded.

		“Hey, boys,” I said, my voice higher pitched and a little breathy. “Who wants to fuck Clio first?”

		Diesel held up a hand. At first I thought he was volunteering, but then I realized he was silencing me.

		“There’s only one way to decide something so important,” Diesel said.

		“We race for it,” Axle responded.

		“Exactly.”

		“I don’t get it,” I said, twirling a lock of my hair with a finger.

		“Come with me,” Diesel said. “I’ll explain on the way to the track.”

		“But what am I gonna wear?” I asked. I pulled my shoulders back and thrust out my chest, further highlighting my impressive tits. It was a reminder than I didn’t have anything sexy to wear.

		“No problem,” Diesel said. “I know just what to do.”

		I followed Diesel out to his car. It was a cool blue color with stripes and waves of sparkling blue. He helped me into the passenger seat as I pulled on my previously discarded blouse. It was better than nothing for the time being. Rather than use the buttons I just tied it off underneath my tits, providing a great view of my cleavage.

		“Fast cars make you hot, don’t they,” Diesel said.

		I sat there trying to decide if that was true, but then Diesel turned on the engine and the vibrations from the engine felt like they went straight to my pussy and then to my brain.

		“Whoa,” I said.

		Those vibrations only got stronger as Diesel revved the engine.

		“Yeah,” I said. “Fast cars are hot.”

		I reached down between my legs to start fingering myself through my slacks. I needed to change out of these pants in a hurry. They were gross and had no sex appeal whatsoever. They didn’t even do a good job of showing off my big bubble butt, and that was saying something.

		It only took a few minutes before Diesel pulled up to a house. He helped me out and led me inside.

		“A couple of the girls that hang with the gang live here,” he explained. “They’ll have something more appropriate for you to wear.”

		“Yay,” I cheered as he led me into one of the bedrooms.

		“Hmm, they must have already gotten the call about heading to the track. No big deal. I bought all these clothes anyway. If any of them complain, they can answer to me.”

		I wasn’t really paying attention to what Diesel said. I was more interested in the clothes in the closet. There was plenty for a bimbo like me to wear to show off my sexy body.

		I eventually found something suitable. When I returned to join Diesel in his car, I wore a tight white tank top that left much of my midriff bare and showed off a big valley of cleavage. I also wore a pair of cut-off jean shorts that hugged my ass deliciously and stopped just at the bottom of my ass so that the entire length of my legs were visible. As for shoes, I of course chose a pair of heels. That was the only possible option for a bimbo like me.

		“You ready to see a race?” Diesel asked as I sat beside him.

		“I can’t wait,” I squealed. “I hope you win, because I want to suck your cock.”

		“You’ll be doing more than sucking my cock if I win, Clio.”

		I could only smile at the thought.

		When we arrived at the track, there was already a large crowd with the night’s race entrants parked in a semi-circle and the drivers and much of the crowd leaning against he cars. There were several women in the crowd, but none were as sexy as me. I knew the moment I stepped out of the car I was the sexiest woman there. I could feel every pair of eyes on me. It felt good, making me want to giggle.

		“Gather around,” Diesel shouted to the crowd.

		The noise died down and people pushed closer so they could hear Diesel speak.

		“I made a deal with the DA,” Diesel said. “He agreed to leave us alone if we stick to the track.”

		There were grumblings in the crowd. They didn’t like the sound of a deal.

		“Before you think I’ve gone soft, I want to explain that not only will the cops leave us alone, but we got one of their former attorneys in a trade. Her name used to be Chloe Giles.” Diesel took my arm and pulled me toward him. “But now she’s Clio and she is tonight’s prize. Whoever wins tonight gets to take her home for the night and do anything they want to her.”

		The crowd started cheering. I smiled, loving the sound of having a guy who would make me do everything he wanted. It made me wet. Hopefully no one would notice the wet spot forming in my shorts as I stood there in the dark with only the car headlights and the neon highlights on some of the cars.

		“I thought you would like that,” Diesel continued. “Clio here is new to our little world, but I can tell you right now, fast cars make her hot.”

		“Yeah they do,” I called out. “Who’s the fastest?”

		All the drivers stepped forward to answer my question.

		“We’ll just have to wait and see,” Diesel said.

		The crowd started to break up a little as drivers prepared their cars for the races. Diesel explained the rules to me. They would race as pairs, the winner of each pairing moving on to the next round. The winner of the last round would get me for the night.

		“I hope it’s you,” I told Diesel.

		I was well aware that Diesel had several women in his orbit, but I didn’t care. They could join us even.

		That night I watched race after race. Diesel was fast, but so too were Axle and Vin. Cam got knocked out in the second round. The semifinals saw Diesel and Vin racing against each other and Axle racing against a woman driver. I kind of liked the idea of her winning. As much fun as it would be to suck cock, I kind of liked the idea of eating pussy. As far as sex was concerned, the more the better. It didn’t matter who my partner was. Or at least, it didn’t completely matter. I didn’t discriminate.

		Vin didn’t stand a chance against Diesel. The race wasn’t even close. The second race was a bit more interesting. The woman did really well, but she blew a tire right at the end and Axle nabbed the victory.

		Diesel made me be the flag girl at the end of the race for the final race of the night. He gave me two checkered flags to hold and I was supposed to wave them when the cars reached me.

		Even as I stood far away, I could feel the rumble of the car engines in my chest as they revved them up for the final race. It was Diesel versus Axle and I knew who I wanted to win. I wanted the man who made me a bimbo to win. It seemed only fitting. I had only been a bimbo for a couple hours, but I was loving it. I didn’t have to think about anything. I just got to do what I was told and try to be as sexy as possible. I loved it.

		The race started and I started jumping up and down with excitement. I was yelling, “Go Diesel,” but no one could hear me over the roar of the engines.

		The race was close. I could see both cars come blitzing toward me. They were neck and neck. But then Diesel put on a final burst of speed as he approached the finish line and took the win.

		I waved my flags and danced around as the cars whooshed by me. I turned around and saw both cars’ brake lights. They slowed with Diesel swinging around and driving back up the track.

		“You won,” I cried out as Diesel pulled up next to me and rolled down his window.

		“Of course I won, Clio,” Diesel said. “I wouldn’t leave your first bimbo fucking to just anyone. Now jump in. We’ve got a fun night ahead of us.”

		I minced around the car to get in the passenger seat. Diesel drove us back to the start where the crowd was congregating again. Diesel didn’t bother to get out of the car this time.

		“It’s been fun everyone,” he said. “I’ve got a hot bimbo who needs a good fucking here. But I tell you what. We’ll meet here tomorrow night and we can race again to see who gets to fuck her next.”

		The crowd cheered before Diesel peeled out, leaving a trail of burnt rubber and smoke behind us.

		It didn’t take long before we reached Diesel’s pad. It was a nice house with a large garage and several cars beautiful looking cars parked out front. I didn’t know much about cars, but I knew which ones looked fast. And as Diesel told me, fast cars make me hot and horny.

		Diesel led me inside, but then guided me out to the backyard where he had a pool and several comfortable looking lounges.

		“I want to fuck you out here,” Diesel said.

		“Yeah, baby,” I responded. “You can fuck me anywhere you want tonight. You won me.”

		“That’s right,” Diesel said with a smile. “I did win you, twice if you think about it.”

		“Then you should fuck me two times,” I said with a giggle.

		Diesel sat down on one of the lounges and motioned me to join him. He had pulled out his cock and I knew just what to do. I dropped to my knees and sucked him into my mouth.

		His cock was big. It was bigger than any cock I had ever seen in person before, not that it was that many. I had been such a prude before I drank the Bimbo Juice.

		“Oh, that’s nice,” Diesel said as I hollowed my cheeks and pushed the head of the cock toward the back of my throat.

		Before I knew it, Diesel grabbed me by the hair and took charge. He forced my down onto his cock, driving him into my throat. I didn’t gag. Bimbos don’t have gag reflexes, I guessed. I certainly didn’t anymore.

		Without warning, Diesel shot his first load into my mouth. He came hard and fast, much like he drove. Soon my mouth was full of cum as I swallowed it down, trying to keep up. Two rivulets of cum escaped my plump lips, trickling down my chin.

		“That was fucking great,” Diesel said.

		I smiled at the compliment as I pushed the cum on my chin back into my mouth.

		“Yummy,” I said. I had never known how good cum tasted before. The old me would have been shocked at my behavior. She never would have sucked Diesel’s cock, even if he had won her in a race like he did me. But that was before I turned into a bimbo. This was what I lived for now. This was how I got my validation as a woman. I was useless unless someone wanted to fuck me.

		“Babe, I’ll need a moment to recover,” Diesel said. “Why don’t you go in and open us a couple of beers from the fridge? When you come back, you can do a strip tease for me and get me hard again so I can fuck you.”

		“Okay,” I said before I practically pranced into the house.

		It took me a few minutes to first find the kitchen and then find something to open the beers with. When I came back out, Diesel’s eyes tracked my body, especially my tits, as I moved across the backyard to present him with his beer.

		Once it was clear Diesel was comfortable, I stepped back and raised my beer to my lips. I tipped it back, raising it vertically as I pushed my head back. I sucked down the beer, much as I had the Bimbo Juice earlier, but I pushed the bottle into my mouth, treating it like a cock. I had my lips almost to the bottom of the bottle when I reached my limit. I pulled the bottle back out and set it aside.

		“Time to get naked for you,” I said.

		I started to dance to a song only I could hear in my head. I wasn’t wearing much in the way of clothes. I hadn’t bothered with a bra or panties, but I still made the best show of it that I could. I started with my top, pulling it up over my tits and then over my head. I swung the tank top around a few times and then threw it aside.

		I stepped forward, toward Diesel, as I started to undo the buttons on my shorts. I sensually pushed them down my legs, stepping out of them while somehow managing to keep my heels on.

		“Are you hard enough for me?” I asked as I approached Diesel.

		He said nothing, but he patted his lap. His cock was starting to rise again.

		I licked my lips seductively. I so very much wanted to suck him off again, to taste his cum, but I knew what he wanted and to be honest, I wanted it to. It wasn’t enough to just make him cum. I wanted him to make me cum, but to do that, he was going to have to fuck me.

		I climbed up onto Diesel’s lap. He took a sip of his beer as I positioned myself above his growing hardness.

		“Of fuck,” I cried out as I sank down onto him.

		His cock was big enough to feel like he was splitting me open. Fireworks went off behind my eyes as Diesel reached up and squeezed my tits. I was already close to cumming. It wouldn’t be long, but I was adamant that I would last until Diesel came too.

		I grinned myself on Diesel’s cock, shimmying my hips and doing everything I could to bring him to orgasm, the whole time letting Diesel have his way with my tits. He groped them, he squeezed them, he pinched my nipples, each time leaving me to moan out in pleasure.

		And then it happened. I was already too far gone to notice the signs, but that didn’t matter. The moment Diesel came in my pussy, my vision went white as the biggest orgasm I had ever experienced crashed through my system. I collapsed into Diesel’s strong arms as my body convulsed in pleasure. I passed out with him still inside of me.

		When I woke up, I was laying with my head on Diesel’s chest, his cock still inside of me. I looked up at him and smiled.

		“That was fun,” I said with a giggle.

		“There will be more where that came from,” Diesel said. “How does it feel to be a racing prize?”

		“I love it,” I said. “I’m so happy to have guys and girls race their fast cars to try and win me. It makes me feel horny.”

		Diesel laughed. I knew he was laughing at me, but I didn’t mind. I was a dumb bimbo and I expected people to laugh at me. It was kind of nice too, because it meant they were paying attention to me.

		“So you’re happy about everything that happened?” Diesel asked. As rough as he could appear, I knew there was something soft inside of him. Not that I would tell anyone about that. I somehow understood he needed to keep his rough appearance to remain the leader of his crew.

		I nodded my head. “It’s all thanks to you and the Bimbo Juice. Which will be next? Do you want to fuck my tits or my ass?”

		Diesel smiled. We were going to enjoy our night together. And as long as he kept winning, we could spend a long time together.
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