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		Dr. Jekyll and Missy Hyde

		

		“I am here with Dr. Henrietta Jekyll,” Susan Mitchell began, introducing her latest guest. “She won the Nobel Prize in Medicine five years ago, becoming the youngest woman to ever win the award. Dr. Jekyll, welcome to the program.”

		“It’s great to be here,” Henrietta answered. Her decision to take part in this tv interview had, admittedly, not been her idea. It was her boss who signed her up for it, wanting to keep her name front and center so that the research hospital in which she worked could continue to garner attention and the additional funds that attention would bring. Still, as annoying as this one interview would be, Henrietta was willing to do her part to help the hospital and the great research they conducted.

		“So I have to start by asking what was it like hearing you had won the Nobel Prize?” Susan started. It was a softball question, one that Henrietta had answered many times before.

		“I was aware that I was up for the award,” Henrietta said with practiced ease. “But I had no idea that I was among the people on the short list for the award. And as you might imagine, it is a huge honor to receive such an award. I am very grateful to the Nobel committee and everyone who has supported me and my research over the years.”

		“Yes, it must be a great honor,” Susan said. “But if you don’t mind me making a pivot, I understand you have had some regrets since winning the award. Can you tell us about that?”

		This had been the question Henrietta had most feared. She had hoped she would not be asked about it. After all, what Henrietta did in her private life was no one else’s business. However, what she found instead was that now that she had become a public figure, her life had the potential for tabloid fodder. Henrietta was certain her boss at the hospital would not like her answer, but she had vowed to always remain truthful in her interviews. It was the only way she could manage to keep her own life straight.

		“Let’s just say I have not always enjoyed the extra attention my life now garners,” Henrietta answered. “There have been parr’s of my life that I find it difficult to partake in now that I need to maintain an increased aura of respectability.”

		“Respectability?” Susan questioned.

		Henrietta immediately found herself regretting her choice of words. Public speaking had never been her strong suit. And it was worse, because this interview was live to air. There was no chance to go back and edit out her bad answers and record them again.

		“Probably not the best word to use, but it fits,” Henrietta said with a sigh. “I was always someone who enjoyed parties when I was younger. When no one knew who I was, I could attend raves and other nightclub events. Now that I am reasonably well known, I don’t have that same luxury, despite a remaining desire to attend such events. And trust me, even after winning a Nobel Prize, I am not the kind of person who can afford to sneak in the back for those sorts of places.”

		“Interesting,” Susan said. “However, I must point out that you do have an active social calendar. I think I saw that last month you attended six different parties and fundraising events. Does that not create a valid substitute for you?”

		“It doesn’t,” Henrietta said plainly. “Look, I enjoy the parties and fundraisers. I am happy to lend my name to such noble causes. But they aren’t my style. I miss the anonymity I had when I could go to nightclubs without being recognized by photographers. I miss spending a night dancing away to an array of EDM songs and DJs. So yes, there is a part of me that regrets receiving the award. I have lost the ability to fully be the person I want to be.”

		“Wow,” was all Susan managed to say before she realized she was still live on air. “We will be back with Dr. Henrietta Jekyll as we discuss some of her current research after this break.”

		The live broadcast cut to commercial, leaving Susan and Henrietta the ability to speak plainly.

		“I wasn’t expecting that,” Susan admitted. “I had just heard rumors, something about a party that got busted by the cops shortly after your award announcement.”

		“That was basically the end of that part of my life,” Henrietta said with a shrug. “I’ve come to terms with it, although I do still miss it. You don’t need to know all of the details, but I definitely had fun at those events.”

		“I can imagine,” Susan said, although her mind focused on the idea of raves. She had a hard time imagining Henrietta blissed out on some drug or another as she danced away the night, her body barely covered with clothing, her bare skin covered in neon paints. It was a huge deviation from the image Henrietta currently projected, wearing a professional sweater and slacks combination with a white lab coat over the top. The coat had actually been Susan’s producer’s idea. It helped to reinforce that Henrietta was a doctor. Although, after the revelation about the kinds of parties Henrietta preferred, Susan had some doubt whether a lab coat would completely protect the research doctor and scientist image.

		“Back on in 60,” one of the production assistants called out.

		“You ready to get back to it?” Susan asked, reaching across the small distance between the pair as they sat opposite each other and patted Henrietta’s knee.

		“I’m ready,” Henrietta replied. She knew she was going to catch flack for this interview. Her boss would be furious. But she was not about to lie on tv. Unlike her boss, who did not mind telling the occasional lie, including soliciting donations, Henrietta’s integrity was above reproach.
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		The television interview had taken place almost a year before. Henrietta had been correct in assuming her boss would be mad at her. He nearly fired her, believing she had brought the hospital into ill repute. However, at the same time, firing her for telling the truth would not look good. And even he had to recognize that her appearance on television had been a catalyst for increased donations to the hospital. He just did not like the idea of his star researcher being labeled as a partier. Something about that seemed wrong to him.

		From Henrietta’s perspective, all this had been preventable. However, she was unconcerned with damage control. Instead, the interview had awoken something inside of her that she had thought she had surpassed. Yes, she missed the parties and nightclubs she used to visit. But she realized those events were not just things she enjoyed. She had a need for them. It was only in those places where she felt comfortable stepping out of her medical research role and into her own skin.

		It had been that interview when Henrietta began to devise her grand plan. And now, almost a year later, she believed she was on the brink of a major discovery.

		None of Henrietta’s recent research had been on the books. Everything she had done had taken place at her home laboratory, something she had set up many years before, a place where she could tinker and experiment without the watchful eyes of her boss. None of what she did in her basement lab was work related anyway. No one could stop her from mixing a few chemicals together. And her non-disclosure agreement with the hospital only concerned work she performed at the hospital. As long as she did not use her position to her advantage or use any techniques or medicines that were developed at the hospital in her private research, there was nothing they could do to stop her.

		Henrietta’s goal had been simple. She wanted to develop a serum that would allow her the anonymity to return to the partying life she had once enjoyed. She wanted to literally be able to transform into another person, a person who would fit in at a nightclub or rave without anyone asking questions. And if she could look hot enough not to have the bouncer check her identification at the door, all the better.

		In theory, what Henrietta was attempting should not have been possible. The published literature made that quite clear. However, there had long been rumors of research done outside the mainstream. There were doctors who had created various serums over the years that promised incredible effects, but without stringent controls that modern medicine required.

		It was these people she sought out. It was these serums she managed to obtain and study. And it was through these means, building on the previous work of backroom researchers and scientists that Henrietta finally believed she had succeeded. She had created a serum that would allow her to become a completely different person, for a limited amount of time. She had created a serum that would finally allow her to return to the nightclubs and dance parties that she missed so much.

		“I can’t wait to try this,” Henrietta said to herself as she looked over the test tube of her latest test serum. It smoked slightly, as if it had a small quantity of dry ice inside of it. Despite the lack of research controls and ignoring research ethics, Henrietta fully intended to be the first person to try her serum. And if she was successful, she already knew where she was going to go.

		The only problem was Henrietta finished her serum on a Tuesday night. The nightclub event she wanted to attend was Friday. Luckily, the serum was designed to keep. She did not need to worry about it breaking down. She only had to worry about her own ability to remain calm as the rest of the week progressed. As much as she wanted to shout out to the world about what she had created, she knew that everyone would think she had gone off the deep end and lost herself in insanity. Surely, her boss would fire her. He had already been looking for reasons. Madness would have been a viable reason for that.

		The wait for Friday proved to be a hard one for Henrietta. She felt bored and listless at work. And when she was home in the evenings, she felt a pull toward her basement lab. She would go down and check on her work, making sure nothing and no one had disturbed the serum. It always sat there as she had last left it, the test tube sealed with a cork, waiting for her to drink it on Friday before she went out to the nightclub.

		Henrietta might have been less interested in her secret research that week if her boss and coworkers seemed to notice her listlessness. She felt as if she were just going through the motions of the week. She attended meetings, but never spoke up unless she was asked a question. She mostly stared at the computer screen when she was supposed to be writing a report. It would get done eventually, she assumed, but she was not in the mood at the moment. Her only thoughts were of the serum waiting for her home.

		Although Henrietta did briefly wonder if some sort of time manipulation was possible. It was Thursday morning and she was bored as she waited for a sample she had been working with to cool down in the refrigerator. This particular sample had proved to be finicky in how it changed temperatures. Even a basic freezer, the kind that people had in their homes, would cool the sample too quickly. The temperature had to be carefully monitored.

		However, Henrietta had written a bit of code that allowed the computer to perform the monitoring. It would let her know if the cooling process occurred too fast. And with that free time, Henrietta began to contemplate whether it would be possible to either jump over time or speed it up somehow. Unfortunately, despite being a brilliant scientist, physics was not her specialty. In fact, she had not taken any proper physics classes since she was an undergraduate. And even that was longer ago than she wanted to admit.

		When Friday finally did arrive, Henrietta was a bundle of excited nerves. Her afternoon assignments were finished with record pace, all with the anticipation of what would happen when she returned home. Thankfully, her boss was not a stickler for maintaining perfect nine to five working hours. As long as her work was done, she was free to go. That was the reason Henrietta arrived home in the middle of Friday afternoon. She had even managed to avoid the rush hour traffic that her city was notorious for.

		“Here we go,” Henrietta said as she stared at the test tube before her. In preparation for her experiment, she had changed clothes. She did not know exactly what changes she was in store for, so she wore just a robe so that her body could shift and morph however it needed to without restriction.

		Henrietta had also set up a video camera to record everything. Even though this research project was off the books, she wanted to document everything, just in case there was an unexpected problem. As long as she did not die from the serum’s effects, she hoped she could refine it for future use. There was still much she did not know.

		Picking up the test tube, Henrietta took a deep breath. She was fully aware of the risk of what she was about to do. There was no way to know if this serum was safe. There was no way to know if the serum would even do what she wanted it to do. For all she knew, it could just make her puke. Admittedly, a failure that only results in her losing her lunch seemed almost as close to a win as possible.

		“It is time,” Henrietta announced as she pulled out the cork stopper in the test tube. She raised the small glass cylinder to her lips and let the serum pour down her throat.

		The liquid burned going down, not unlike alcohol. Henrietta shook her head, a natural reaction to the unpleasant drink. It certainly did not taste good, even though it looked a bit like a liquid version of pink cotton candy.

		Henrietta returned the test tube to its holder before she moved to sit down in a chair directly in front of the camera. She wanted to catch every part of what happened next.

		“Oh my god,” Henrietta suddenly said as she felt a bubble forming in her stomach. She felt like she was about to be sick. However, that sickness never came. Instead, the bubble felt as if it was expanding beyond her stomach, as if it had not strictly been inside of it. The bubble was more like an expanding energy wave slowly moving through her body, unencumbered by her organs, bones and muscles.

		That energy quickly went to work, doing exactly what it had been designed to do. Henrietta could barely maintain consciousness as her body began to change. Her waist shrunk down as her hips expanded. Her legs became long and sleek. Henrietta’s breasts ballooned out in front of her until they were like two large melons connected to her chest. Her face rearranged itself into a heart-shaped picture of desire. Her lips plumped up, her nose shrank, and her eyes changed to a brilliant shade of blue.

		Even Henrietta’s hair changed, shifting from the dark hair she had once sported and becoming bright blonde, something that almost certainly came from a bottle. It was just not the normal type of bottle that created that shade of hair. Even Henrietta’s skin changed. All of her old blemishes simply disappeared as she gained a smooth dark tan all over her body.

		Henrietta opened her eyes and glanced into a nearby mirror, placed there for just this purpose. She hardly recognized herself, but that alone was enough to bring a smile to her face.

		However, there was one last transformational change for the serum to make. It may not have been designed to do this by Henrietta, but that did not stop her brain from also being affected. Henrietta’s new body looked every bit the young and fun party girl that she wished she could be. But her brain did not match. That had to change.

		There was no pain as Henrietta’s mind was transformed. In fact, the whole process felt surprisingly good. It felt a bit like a thick pink fog had rolled into her brain, obscuring everything about her past and simply replacing it with a desire to have fun. The rest would take care of itself somehow.

		“O-M-G,” the woman who was once Henrietta said as she looked at her reflection. “I’m super hot.”

		And it was true. Henrietta had been an attractive woman, but her serum-created replacement all but represented a teenager’s wet dream of a woman.

		However, this was no Henrietta. This woman was someone else, an alternate personality. It was unclear how she knew this, but she knew her name was Missy Hyde. And Missy had a need to go out and party.

		Missy got up from her chair. She took a moment to admire her curves. Not only had her hips widened, but her ass had grown out nicely into a perfect bubble butt. She smacked it for good measure, right in front of the camera.

		Seeing the camera rolling, Missy nearly derailed everything, suddenly wanting to put on a sexy show, but her desires to go clubbing were too strong. She managed to stop the camera recording before she turned her attention to the stairs. She needed to get dressed before she could go out and party.

		Henrietta had planned for all of this in advance. She had even set out a dress she figured her transformed self would like to wear. It was a red halter dress that reached the middle of her thighs. That, of course, was before the transformation had taken place. Missy found the dress to be a bit on the drab side. She preferred to be more attention getting, but that was not on offer with Henrietta’s wardrobe. A shopping excursion would be needed to truly get Missy’s wardrobe sorted. Still, even with her altered proportions, the dress appeared to be stretchy enough to fit, although the bottom of the dress would ride far higher than had been intended.

		When Missy stepped out of Henrietta’s house that night, she had a look that could kill. Her long blonde hair flowed behind her as her high heels forced her to swing her hips back and forth to walk in a straight line. She knew she looked hot and she knew she would be a hit at the club, once she arrived.

		Missy had on intention of driving herself to the club. She planned to be in no fit state to drive home, assuming she went home to begin with. It was unknown how long the serum would last for, but that was of no immediate concern to her. As much as Henrietta was a brilliant scientist, Missy wanted nothing to do with hard thinking. The only hard things she liked were cocks. Yes, already Missy was licking her lips, wondering how many men she could take if she really wanted to.

		Luckily, the transformation between Henrietta and Missy had left a few pieces of knowledge intact between the two. The password for Henrietta’s phone was chief among them. That way Missy could hail a ride to the club without issue. Although her now long nails certainly made her slower at typing anything on the touchscreen. But speed with her phone was unimportant given how much she enjoyed her long glamorous nails.

		The car arrived for Missy shortly after she hailed it on her phone. The driver’s eyes nearly bugged out of his head when he saw who his passenger would be. It was not that he recognized her. He did not. It was that he had never driven for such an attractive woman before. He was almost tongue-tied as Missy climbed into the back seat and began taking selfies with her phone, practicing various poses to best attract men at the club.

		“Here we are,” the driver said several minutes later. “The Lucky Seven.”

		“Thanks, baby,” Missy said before blowing the driver a kiss.

		Her proximity to the Lucky Seven was no mistake. Henrietta had bought her house with that in mind many years before. However, that was before she had won the Nobel Prize and her picture had become known all over town. And even in her past, when she had been able to attend club events as herself, Henrietta rarely walked unless it was a really bad night. Missy, given her appearance, was not going to have a bad night.

		As soon as Missy stepped out of the car and onto the sidewalk, she could hear the thumping bass coming from the entrance. There was a line to get in that stretched around the corner. However, Missy was uninterested in standing in line. She walked straight up to the bouncer.

		“What’s up?” the bouncer said, eyeing Missy up and down.

		“You got room inside for little old me?” Missy answered in her best seductive voice.

		“Course we do, darling,” the bouncer said, pulling aside the velvet rope for the big-boobed bimbo.

		“Thanks, baby,” Missy said, running her hand down the bouncer’s muscular chest.

		“Anytime,” the bouncer said, his voice cracking.

		Missy smiled. She knew she was hot. She knew she could turn men on. That was half the fun of coming to nightclubs and dance parties. The other half, however, was the dancing itself.

		As soon as Missy stepped inside the club, she could feel the loud music penetrate her body. Her boobs practically vibrated from it. And it was the music that immediately called her to the dance floor. Missy would make an eventual trip to the bar. She had no intention of remaining sober. But there was no reason for her to buy her own drinks. Someone would come along and make the offer eventually.

		It took little time for Missy to find the groove of the music. She carved out a small space on the dance floor for herself and she began to dance away, moving her body, shaking her ass, flipping her hair this way and that, all to the beat of the music.

		This was what Henrietta had missed for the past six years. And now as Missy, she got to experience it all again. But this time, instead of being her normal self, she got to experience it as a blonde bimbo with an added passion for sex.

		It took some time for the men at the Lucky Seven to begin approaching Missy. She was attractive enough that it put some men off, at least initially. They all assumed she was already taken. But as she continued to dance alone, more and more men found their courage and made their move.

		The first man was handsome enough for Henrietta, but Missy took one look at him and shook her head. She could hold out for better. She managed to do that for another two guys, before she finally met a man who, at least physically, matched her mental picture of a man she wanted to be with.

		He was tall. He was broad-shouldered. He was nearly as muscular as the bouncer out front. His chiseled jaw was enough to make most women melt. Missy was nearly included, but there was something about her that defied all other logic. The serum that ran through her body left her partially immune to men’s natural charms. Not that she could ignore them. Missy had the opportunity to be choosey and she chose this man.

		“Hey, baby,” Missy said as she wrapped her arms up and around the man’s neck. “I’m Missy. What’s your name?”

		“I’m David,” the man said. “I was going to ask you to dance, but…”

		Missy giggled. They were already dancing. She pressed her body against David’s. She could feel the bulge of his hardening cock against her belly. Yes, she had chosen well. Not only was David strong and handsome, but he seemed to have a big cock too. That was two parts of a perfect trifecta in her world.

		Little was said between the two as they danced away, only taking occasional pauses to get drinks from the bar. Missy was only too happy to let David keep buying her drinks. He might have assumed that this was his way to get to have sex with her, but Missy had already decided she would fuck him. Or more accurately, she had already decided to let him fuck her. Getting a bit buzzed from the alcohol was just like foreplay for her. It was there to help set the mood.

		“Hey, do you want to get out of here and find someplace more private?” David offered.

		Missy could only smile. She had been waiting for this moment for a while, although she had been perfectly happy to continue dancing. It was fun and it was even more fun dancing with such a sexy partner as David.

		“Sure, baby,” Missy answered. “We can go anywhere you want.”

		To emphasize her point, her hand gently rubbed against David’s cock. She even gave it the tiniest of squeezes to help make her intentions clear.

		And it was a message that was received loud and clear. It was only minutes later that the pair were outside and climbing into the back of a taxi. Missy paid no attention to the address David rattled off. It was unimportant as she nuzzled against David’s neck. His smell was enough to drive her wild. His masculine scent pushed aside all concerns about how the night could end badly. She now had complete confidence that she was going to enjoy herself in all ways for the rest of the night.

		As soon as they reached David’s condo, Missy’s hands were all over him. Her fingers worked quickly and deftly to remove his clothes. They had barely made it halfway through his living room before she was dropping to her knees and taking his cock into her mouth.

		“Oh my fucking god,” David said as she wrapped her plump lips around his cock. She smiled inwardly, knowing how much pleasure she was giving him. However, she knew this was for his own good. She needed him to last when she finally let him fuck her. She did not want him popping off as soon as he entered her.

		Then again, with Missy’s expert tongue working his shaft, David had no means to keep himself from cumming. It only took minutes before he was filling her mouth. Missy swallowed down every drop, savoring the taste. Little did she realize that this was the first time she or Henrietta had swallowed cum in more than six years. Missy did it as if it were an everyday occurrence for her. David was certainly not about to complain.

		“You’re tasty,” Missy said as she smacked her lips with satisfaction and gracefully stood up. “Now we just need to work on getting you hard again.”

		The pair retreated to the sofa. It was there that Missy untied the halter strings from behind her neck. She let the dress flop forward, revealing her big tits. David’s eyes nearly bugged out of his head when he saw them uncovered and unrestrained. They were even more glorious than he had assumed. When he had first approached Missy, he had figured she was already taken. He had watched as three other men approached her and she had turned them away. But he knew he might have something they did not. He was far better looking than them, something he worked tediously on maintaining. But as soon as Missy wrapped her arms around his neck, he knew he had won. From Missy’s perspective, she considered herself the winner.

		“You can touch them if you want,” Missy offered, pulling her shoulders back and thrusting out her chest even more.

		David did not need telling twice. He reached up and grabbed them roughly. Missy moaned at his touch, loving how his hands grabbed and groped her tits.

		“These are nice,” David said, although he was smart enough not to ask about their composition. He knew some women were offended by that, regardless of whether they had implants or not. With Missy, it was impossible to tell. At her size, it seemed she needed implants to give them their size and shape. But David could feel no obvious indications that she had implants. And in that case, he decided it was best not to even ask.

		“They are, aren’t they,” Missy said, enjoying the intimate moment while waiting for David to recover from her earlier blowjob. “My nipples are hard. Do you know what that means?”

		“What does it mean?” David responded.

		“It means I’m horny for you,” Missy answered. “I’m a horny bimbo just for you.”

		David could only cheer his luck. It had been dark at the club and he knew then that Missy was hot, but he had no idea just how hot she could be. She had no idea how much she turned him on.

		“Let’s see if we can’t hurry things along,” Missy said as she reached down into David’s lap and began to stroke his hardening shaft. His cock was making a valiant effort to rebound and prepare for the main event. They both wanted that.

		“I’m ready,” David finally announced.

		Missy looked down, past her own tits to see that David’s cock was indeed fully hard. She smiled, knowing what came next.

		“How do you want me?” Missy asked. “Do you want to fuck me from behind? Do you want me to ride you? Do you want me on my back? I’m good with any position you can dream of.”

		As it tuned out, David was not the most creative when it came to positions. He had Missy kneel on the sofa, her upper body braced on the back, him standing and facing the couch. It put Missy’s pussy at the perfect height to be taken from behind.

		“Ooh, yeah, baby,” Missy cooed as David pushed his cock into her wet and waiting channel. He slid in easily, her insides perfectly flexing to fit his cock.

		“Damn, that’s nice,” David said as soon as she was buried inside of her to the hilt.

		“Come on, fuck me,” Missy begged. “You can do it.”

		David needed no further encouragement. He began to slowly piston in and out of her, his thrusts growing faster and harder each time.

		For Missy, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as she met each thrust with energy of her own. She pushed back against him, forcing him deeper and deeper inside of her.

		“Yes, baby,” Missy nearly screamed. “Harder. Harder.”

		And David did just that. He fucked Missy harder and faster, almost becoming a jackhammer as he drove himself into her again and again.

		“I think I’m gonna cum,” David announced as he got close. He had lasted far longer than Missy had hoped for, making it all the better for her. Her arousal continued to spike, growing stronger and stronger as her pleasure built higher and higher.

		“Do it, baby,” Missy called back. “Cum in my pussy. Do it. I dare you.”

		David was not about to stand down from a dare. He suddenly roared as he came, his cock surging with his hot white seed.

		Missy was cumming too. Her body shook as her first orgasm as Missy took hold of her. Orgasmic pleasure cascaded through her body filling every inch of her that David’s could not. Wave after wave of energy washed over her, giving her the climax she had no idea she needed before.

		“Wow,” David said when his balls had finally been emptied. Every drop had been milked from his cock by MIssy’s pussy. It had done it without her even thinking about it. It had been an automatic response.

		Missy said nothing. Instead, she managed to disentangle herself from David so she could turn around. She kissed him hard on the lips, leaving him almost stunned.

		“That was fun,” Missy whispered into his ear. “You should give me your number. I want you to fuck me again sometime.”

		David was admittedly a little disappointed to see Missy leave so soon. He figured he had at least another round in him, assuming they took a break and had a drink or two first. However, Missy was set on leaving. She could not place her finger on it, but she could feel that something was going to happen soon that she wanted to be home for.

		Missy took a moment to put her dress back on. She had never bothered with panties. Her heels had never come off her feet through a blowjob and a thorough fuck from behind. She kissed David goodbye after getting his number and then arranged for a car to take her home.

		The car ride was relatively short, but the whole time Missy sat there bouncing her knee impatiently. She could feel it happening. The bubble that had turned Henrietta into Missy was back. And like before, it was beginning to expand out from her stomach. She used every fiber of her being to hold it back, not to remain Missy forever, but to make it home before anything bad happened. She did not want to turn back into Henrietta in the back seat of a ride share.

		As soon as Missy arrived home, she ran inside as fast as her high heels would carry her. She barely had enough time to return to the basement before she collapsed into the chair where she had first transformed and passed out.
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		The moment Henrietta woke up Saturday morning, she knew her experiment had been a complete success. She remembered everything and it had been wonderful. Missy had taken charge and done exactly what Henrietta had hoped she would. The dancing at the nightclub had been fantastic. Missy had great taste in men. Normally Henrietta would not have hooked up with a guy after just meeting him, but she could not complain. It had been a fantastic night all around.

		However, Henrietta had one question to answer after she took the time to clean up after herself. That question was when she could do it again. There was no way she could go another six years without a night like that again. As far as she was concerned, the sooner Missy got to come out and play again, the better.

		Henrietta, being a talented and notable medical researcher, was not about to jump right back in and make another dose. There was data to analyze first. Without an assistant, Henrietta had been unable to record her vitals as she had transformed. Nor had she been able to record anything about Missy when she was out on the town. She had not even been able to record anything about the transformation process back into herself. All she had was the video recording of her transformation into Missy.

		The video was about 30 minutes long. That had been how long it took to drink the serum and transform into Missy. But Henrietta found the video fascinating. She played it over and over again on Saturday, almost putting it on repeat.

		It was almost like porn for Henrietta. After the sixth watching of the video, she began to gently play with her pussy, rubbing herself through her panties.

		“Fuck,” Henrietta moaned as she neared her climax. However, when she came, it was nowhere near as strong as the orgasm she had experienced as Missy. Henrietta’s sexual system was underdeveloped in comparison to the monument to sexuality that Missy essentially was.

		It was that night when Henrietta realized she was addicted. There was no way she could shut the door on Missy. She needed to experience that bliss again. She needed to feel Missy’s purely sexual thoughts running through her head again. She needed to feel every worry and concern lift off her shoulders. She needed to be a bimbo like Missy again.

		Unfortunately, Henrietta was forced to wait. The time it took to create the serum was lengthy. It would take days. But unlike last time, when she had only created a single dose, she began to make more and make it stronger. The more potent the serum, the long it would hold its effects. Or so Henrietta believed.

		The next week proved to be even longer than the one previously. There was a double feature for the weekend scheduled. A popular DJ was playing at the Lucky Seven on Friday. Then Saturday featured a rave that Henrietta had to be there for. It was a good thing she was making more than one dose this time. Depending on how the weekend went, she could be spending at least 36 hours as Missy. That was an impressive increase from the few hours she had to start.

		At least there were a few things Henrietta could do to keep herself out of despair as she waited for the weekend. She spent her days at work in doldrums, but as soon as she left work, she went to the mall. Henrietta needed no new clothes, but Missy was a different story. And Henrietta had managed to approximate Missy’s sizes from the video she had taken. There was no way Missy would want to wear that same read dress every time she went out to a club or dance party. She needed her own wardrobe.

		“Are you sure these will fit you, ma’am?” a clerk at one of the stores asked Henrietta as she started to ring up a rather large pile of clothes.

		“Um, they’re for my niece,” Henrietta lied. It was the first lie she had told in years, but she did not know how to explain the truth. No one would believe her if she told them that she transformed into a bimbo every weekend to party and blow off steam from the work week. Of course, given Henrietta’s recent performance at work, there was not a lot of steam to blow off. Her issues were entirely psychological, but it was easier just to brush those concerns aside and blame her work for her difficulties during the day.

		When Friday rolled around, Henrietta had already connected with David, agreeing to meet up with him at the club again. She could only hope Missy would agree to that. It was not like she could ask her bimbo alter-ego about such matters.

		When Henrietta drank down the serum this time, she relished how it burned going down her throat. And when the bubble formed in her stomach, she welcomed it with open arms, knowing that it would bring about the changes she sought. Unlike last time, when Henrietta started out wearing a robe, she did not bother this time. She simply stood there naked as she drank the serum and then sat back in the chair to wait.

		Roughly 30 minutes later, there was no more Henrietta. There was only Missy and it was a smiling Missy, knowing all the work Henrietta had done to prepare for her arrival.

		The dress Missy chose this time was far more revealing than the red dress Henrietta had selected for her the week before. It was a basic pink cotton dress, but almost the entire front and back had been sliced up, leaving far more of her body on display. It only barely managed to maintain what little modesty she had remaining.

		David was happy to see her again at the club. They danced for much of the night. Missy really enjoyed the music the DJ spun for the gathered crowd. And when it came time to repeat the actions of the week before, Missy was only too happy to oblige. Although she made a few deviations, including sucking David’s cock at the club. She managed to drag him into a dark corner where she could sink to her knees and use her lips as they were best suited.

		Back at David’s condo, Missy enjoyed not just their first tryst, but she stuck around for a second as well, coming like a freight train both times. She almost spent the night, but the fear of transforming back into Henrietta was too strong to allow her to fall asleep anywhere other than at home.

		However, it was Missy who climbed into Henrietta’s bed that night, enjoying the silk sheets against the skin of her naked body. Missy did not bother with such comforts as pajamas or other sleepwear. She was perfectly happy sleeping in the nude.

		The next morning, when Henrietta opened her eyes, she could only smile. Her memories of the night before had been fabulous and she knew her weekend had only just begun. She had a rave to get ready for.

		Henrietta had been tempted to drink another dose as soon as she got up Saturday morning. The pull to let herself spend the day as Missy was strong. But Henrietta held out. After all, there was still more work to be done. Henrietta had a good idea of the kinds of clothes Missy would want to wear to a rave, but there were a few items she still needed to buy. And as much as Henrietta trusted Missy in the area of clubbing and sex, she did not trust her alter-ego in driving around town and running errands. At least she did not trust her yet.

		When Henrietta again drank the serum Saturday night, she could not wait to see what outfit Missy picked out for herself. And after another 30 minutes of waiting, she got to find out.

		Missy was excited for the rave as Henrietta had been. And with Missy bodily proportions, she expected to get a lot of attention from the other ravers.

		The glow in the dark fishnet stockings were a start. Missy coupled them with a neon pink tutu that would barely cover her ass and pussy. She wore panties, but they were the smallest g-string she could manage, providing the bare minimum of coverage.

		For a top, Missy did not even bother with a bra. She stuck on a couple neon pink pasties, just being enough to cover her areola. She then pulled on a glow in the dark fishnet top that matched her stockings.

		“I like it,” Missy told her reflection. “Super hot and slutty.”

		That was the idea for the night. Even Henrietta had been down with such an outfit. After all, she had been the one who bought the various pieces.

		Once her outfit was decided on, Missy took the time to pull out several body paint colors. She was not talented enough to paint actual shapes and figures on her, but she did have an eye for how to best paint her body to add some additional sex appeal. All of the paints included glitter, making sure no matter what she did, she would sparkle. The only thing that would have made her outfit better, in her eyes, was some glittering jewelry, but Henrietta had not thought to buy such things. Not to mention that Missy did not have much in the way of piercings to work with.

		The rave was everything both Missy and Henrietta had hoped it would be. Missy was able to dance the night away, taking breaks to drop some ecstasy and suck a few cocks. The names of the men she sucked off were unimportant. What mattered was how good their cum tasted, aided by the ecstasy in her system.

		“Hey there, hot stuff,” a man said as he approached Missy. He had another woman trailing him, someone dressed similarly to Missy.

		“Hey, baby,” Missy said, wrapping her arms around the man’s waist and pulling him close. “You want to have some fun?”

		“My girlfriend and I do,” the man said.

		“I like girls too,” Missy said, reaching out and grabbing the woman’s hand and pulling her into the three-way embrace. “What did you, like, have in mind?”

		It was less than five minutes later when Missy found herself in the back of a pickup truck. Her lips and tongue were busy between the other woman’s legs. The woman, the man’s girlfriend, was moaning and screaming in ecstasy, all without any help from drugs. Missy’s tongue was just that good.

		Meanwhile, the man was on his knees behind Missy, his cock buried in her ass. It was the first time she had ever been fucked in the ass, but she had been more than willing to try it. And it turned out that she liked it. She liked it more than she ever could have imagined.

		Through some random chance, all three people came at once. The man came deep in Missy’s ass, triggering her own orgasm. At the same time, the woman came too, pushed on by Missy’s talented tongue.

		“Wow,” the man and woman said almost in unison.

		“I wasn’t sure we were going to find someone interested in a threesome,” the man explained afterward.

		“Jimmy wanted to fuck someone in the ass, but I don’t want anything in my butt,” the girlfriend added.

		“It’s all good,” Missy said with a dopey smile on her face. Between the drugs and the orgasm, she was feeling really good. “Come here and let me hold you two.”

		Missy wrapped her two new friends up into a hug. She felt so good and did not want the moment to end.

		“You should, like, call me sometime, or something,” Missy said. “I’m always down for fun stuff like this.”

		Missy gave them Henrietta’s phone number and then climbed out of the back of the truck. The music was still playing, meaning there was still more dancing to do. And who knew, there might even be more people to fuck. Missy certainly would not complain if that were the case.

		When Henrietta woke up Sunday morning, her whole body was sore. It seemed Missy’s actions did in some way translate into her own body after she reverted. It was good information to know, but Henrietta found it difficult to care.

		It could have been easy for Henrietta to be upset over what Missy got into when she was in charge. She was practically a sex machine. Henrietta never would have blindly walked into a threesome with two people she had never met before. Nor would she have lost count of the number of cocks she had sucked in an evening. Yet despite all those things, Henrietta cherished her time as Missy. It was the one time when she felt truly alive. And no matter what happened, Henrietta would always want to protect the time she could spend as Missy.

		The rave marked a new chapter in Henrietta’s plans. She had become so enamored with what Missy could do and what she actually did do, that she was more than willing to ignore some of the trouble Missy could get herself into. All Henrietta cared about was spending as much time as Missy as she could.

		As the days turned into weeks, Henrietta found herself more and more often going down to her basement lab and drinking a little serum, just enough to let Missy come out for a few hours after work. There was rarely time for Missy to go out and find someone to fuck, although she had tried on occasion. However, Henrietta relied on that time to free herself from all her worries and concerns.

		She had even managed to program her computer to make the serum for her. Once that was done, there was almost nothing to keep Missy from coming out to play on a regular basis. And Henrietta was thrilled.
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		“Ugh, my head,” Henrietta said as she opened her eyes and immediately regretted it. The pounding headache was surely a result of last night’s escapades as Missy. A night of drinking, dancing, and fucking had been fun at the time, but someone had to pay for it. As it turned out, that person was Henrietta.

		Henrietta looked at her phone, needing to know the time and the day. Spending so much time as Missy had completely thrown off her sense of time. She forgot what day it was half the time. And the near constant hangover when at work had done horrible things to her productivity. The only thing saving her job was the fact she was a Nobel Prize winner. Otherwise, she would have been fired by now for sure.

		It was a Tuesday. Henrietta briefly wondered how Missy could get herself into so much trouble on a Monday night. Most clubs were closed. The big parties were weekend affairs. And yet, somehow Missy had succeeded in getting drunk and getting fucked. Henrietta could at least remember that much, although the rest of the details were becoming fuzzy.

		“I think I need a break from Missy for a while,” Henrietta told herself as she drove into work that morning. The bags under her eyes were hidden by a layer of makeup, but the fact she was wearing sunglasses on a dark and cloudy morning made it clear that she was suffering.

		However, after parking her car, Henrietta did not make a move to get out of her car and go into the building. She sat there with her personal calendar in her lap. The days and weeks had melted together. It had been nearly two months since she first used the serum. She had never considered what side effects might arise from prolonged exposure. Worse, Henrietta felt as if the time she spent as herself was full of darkness and a malaise she could not shake. The serum provided an outlet, a way to experience pure joy and happiness.

		“Om my god,” Henrietta said as she suddenly realized she was about to start fantasizing about walking into work as Missy. The fantasy was not sexual in nature, although given Missy’s proclivities with sex, that was hard to avoid. The fantasy was a sense of relief. It contrasted with the unhappiness Henrietta felt in her day-to-day life. “I think I’m addicted.”

		It took a moment for those words to sink in. Henrietta had not been ready to admit to her addiction, but she could see that it was true. Each day she felt a stronger and stronger pull to drink the serum and transform into Missy. Even now, before the workday had even started, Henrietta wanted to let Missy out to play. Her hangover would still be there, but Missy was the type of woman who would not let a pesky thing like a hangover get in her way. She would push through it and still find ways to have fun.

		“I can’t do this anymore,” Henrietta said with a sense of dread. “I can’t keep spending my free time as Missy. I have to stop. I have to go cold turkey.”

		Henrietta did not want to quit. She loved her time as Missy. It was freeing not to be the smart researcher that she was by day. She could just be dumb and sexy. She could focus on having fun rather than on whatever medical experiment she was currently working on. But Henrietta was no idiot. She could see how the serum was pulling her apart, pulling her into two people.

		Missy could only exist due to the success Henrietta had. It was Henrietta who paid for Missy’s lifestyle, paying for her clothes, her jewelry, her makeup. Missy had no job. She had no way of making money. She had no way of supporting herself. That all fell to Henrietta. And as fun as life as Missy was, Henrietta could not ignore her responsibilities any longer. She needed to cut Missy off.

		Henrietta took a deep breath before she climbed out of her car. She felt like a new woman, knowing that Missy was now behind her. There was no way she could allow herself to go back. It would not be easy. It would be hard to not give in. It would be easy to rationalize with herself that one night out would be fine. But Henrietta knew better. She had started to slide down a slippery slope and the only way for her to halt her slide was to simply stop entirely. Otherwise, she would be unable to pull herself back out again, no matter how hard she tried.

		When Henrietta stepped into her lab that morning, she felt as if a huge load had been taken off her shoulders. Knowing that she had made a decision, even if it would be hard to maintain, had given her a big boost to her mood.

		“I need to remember to destroy the rest of the serum when I get home,” Henrietta told herself as she sat down to review her previous day’s work.

		It turned out that Henrietta had been in deeper than she had imagined. Her past few weeks of research had been sloppy and unprofessional. She had cut corners and failed to properly account for numerous variables. To put it simply, she had wasted more than a week’s worth of work as her mind had been elsewhere. Her mind had been focused on Missy and she had ignored her own work in the process.

		After evaluating where she was in her work and what was still required of her, Henrietta spent the rest of the day negotiating with her boss and various department heads for more time. She managed to avoid their concerns about her recent work, simply explaining that she had been out of sorts, but that she was on top of things and would only need an additional week. That was a small price to pay for her trademark results.

		As soon as Henrietta arrived home after a long day at work, she marched straight down stairs to her basement lab. That had become the norm in recent weeks. Henrietta had worked to maximize her time as Missy, drinking the serum as soon as she arrived home from work.

		This time, however, Henrietta did not pull off the stopper on one of the many test tubes to drink its contents. Instead, when she pulled off the stopper, she poured the contents down the sink. Then she did the same to the rest of her supply. And once her supply was gone, she instructed the computer that had been creating additional serum doses to not only stop the production process, but to delete the program with the serum instructions. It was a total wipe. Even Henrietta’s handwritten notes were destroyed, burning them in her fireplace.

		It had been hard for Henrietta to watch all that serum disappear down the drain. There was a part of her that wanted nothing more to drink the serum. There was a part of her that hated herself for standing for her principles. There was a part of her that craved to be Missy again.

		Somehow, Henrietta held out against her demons. She was not going to let herself become a bimbo again. No matter how freeing it had been, there was no way she was going to give up her success and fame just so she could be a sexy and happy bimbo.

		Once all the serum had been destroyed, Henrietta found the rest of her work in the lab easier. By the time she had carried her notebook upstairs to her living room fireplace, it felt almost normal to light a fire and toss the paper notebook into the flames.

		“I did it,” Henrietta told herself with a satisfied sigh. She could no longer be tempted to become Missy again. As far as she was concerned, Missy would never return. She would remain Henrietta for the rest of her life, no matter what.

		Without the temptation that Missy provided, Henrietta found herself falling back in love with her work. It had been so easy to feel put upon and bored with her research. But now Henrietta had begun to experience the joy and happiness her work could bring her. Yes, there was a part of her that would miss the parties. She would miss the sex life of her bimbo counterpart. But those aspects did not provide her with long term happiness. It was fleeting. This, her work, was what truly made Henrietta happy. She had been foolish to believe she could erase the past and create an alter-ego that allowed her to go out and party as Missy did. Yes, the elitist parties and fundraisers were not the same, but they would have to do. Henrietta was not returning to Missy’s life.

		The hardest part about saying goodbye to Missy’s lifestyle was dealing with the various male and a few female suitors Missy had lined up. She had given out Henrietta’s phone number, since that was the only phone she had access to. And as the days went by, there were more than a few people who reached out for a booty call.

		At first, Henrietta decided to have some fun with the men who contacted her. She enjoyed teasing them before ultimately turning them down. However, the volume of contacts began to wear on her, leaving her to start turning them down outright and then simply ghosting them. It was another reminder of how much Missy got around. As much fun as it had been, Henrietta had to remind herself that such behaviors were not normal and they were certainly not generally accepted by society at large. It was best to just delete and move on.

		However, after Henrietta had managed to remain Missy free for two weeks, she came across a notice for a big party at the Lucky Seven. Missy would have been all over such an event. Henrietta wished she could go, but without Missy as cover, there was no way to make it work. She just needed to suck it up and admit to herself that her clubbing days were officially over. That was her life now.

		When the night of the big party arrived, Henrietta did everything she could imagine to distract herself. She ordered delivery and ate while watching one of her favorite movies. Afterward, she relaxed with a bubble bath, listening to music with candles lit all around her. It was all very soothing.

		But even with all of that, Henrietta could still feel the pull to become Missy one last time to go out and party. It was all she could do to stop herself from dressing up in her red halter dress and going to the party anyway. Depressed about the whole affair, Henrietta decided it best to just go to bed early. She knew she would feel better in the morning, especially after a full night’s sleep.

		It did not take long for Henrietta to fall asleep. But once she did, something strange began to happen. Her body began to transform. Within 30 minutes of falling asleep, she opened her eyes again. This time, however, they were the eyes of Missy.

		Missy wasted no time in getting up and getting ready. There was a party to go to and she wanted to look her best. And there was so much to do.

		It was lucky that Henrietta had not thrown out Missy’s clothes. That had been a step too far in the moment. And as long as they were packed away in the closet, Henrietta felt no pull toward them. Now that Missy was back, however, she needed clothes to fit her body and her purpose.

		The dress Missy eventually selected was a cowl neck halter dress with a neckline that dropped all the way to her belly-button. It made Missy wish she had a belly-button ring all the more, but there was not time for such a thing. The dress was mostly backless as well, with only a single strap wrapping around her back, just as a means to keep her big tits covered. Not that Missy would have minded a nipple slip every now and then, but she also knew the rules of the Lucky Seven. Nudity in any form was not allowed, assuming one did not get away with it. She had been warned in the past and did not want to get blackballed from the club. It was so close to her house.

		When Missy stepped inside the Lucky Seven an hour after waking up, she could only smile. She had no idea how she had returned. She understood that Henrietta had meant to end her. She understood that she might be living on borrowed time. And so Missy did not waste any time in getting down to the business of partying.

		It only took a few songs for Missy to find a man to start dancing with, a man who met her expectations. And as soon as they started dancing, Missy let her hands roam across his body, confirming he was as fit as he appeared to be, at least muscularly, but also confirming he had a cock that she would approve as well. And in many ways, it was the latter that was more important.

		As it turned out, Alex, the man’s name, had a friend named Morgan. And Morgan was even better looking than Alex. However, there was no competition between them.

		“You interested in a three-way?” Alex asked as they paused their dancing to get drinks.

		“I’d, like, love a three-way,” Missy answered with a big smile on her face. “Especially with two fine cocks.” Missy was definitely not shy about her desire for sex and it was rare for her to turn someone down when offered.

		“Oh fuck,” Missy moaned a short while later. Alex had just entered her pussy from behind. They were back at his place.

		Morgan seemed a little slower to get involved, but it did not take long before he had his cock down Missy’s throat. She gave them both as much of her attention as she could spare. In her mind, the only thing better than two big cocks to fill her holes was three big cocks, but that required a bit more planning and luck. Still, Missy was not going to ignore a gift spit roast.

		“Damn, she’s good,” Morgan groaned as he buried himself in Missy’s throat. He did not talk to her. He talked about her to Alex, as if Missy were just an object. Not that Missy minded. She saw herself as a pretty valuable sex object. It was only too bad that Henrietta did not see it the same way.

		“I know, right?” Alex countered. “Her pussy is amazing. I don’t know how long I can hold out.”

		It turned out neither of them could hold out for much longer. Morgan came first, but only by a few seconds. When Alex came deep in Missy’s pussy, her own orgasm was triggered, leaving all three of them in a moment of orgasmic ecstasy. Missy was just happy to have provided so much pleasure to her new friends.

		Afterward, the three of them sat naked on the bed with Missy in the middle. Alex and Morgan talked to each other. Missy ignored most of what they said. It sounded like they were talking about something smart, something way over her head. She much preferred to focus on their cocks. She was gently stroking them with her hands, helping bring them back to full hardness so the pair could switch positions and fuck her again. That was what was important to Missy and she was certain they would all be cumming again soon.

		It was Henrietta who woke up the next morning. She was back in her own bed, without Missy’s two male companions. Nonetheless, waking up with a complete memory of the night before was a significant shock.

		“What the hell?” Henrietta groaned. “I didn’t take any serum.”

		Just to be sure, Henrietta jumped out of bed and ran down to her basement lab. She barely had the wherewithal to pull on a robe, as Missy had gone to bed naked, leaving Henrietta in the same state when morning arrived.

		Just as Henrietta had intended, there was no serum. Nor was there any sign of any. The computer that had been making the serum previously had been powered down. It was even starting to gather dust, making it clear that no one had been using it to make more serum.

		“But how did I change into Missy again?” Henrietta asked as she started to wander the house, her mind whirling feverishly as she tried to devise the cause of her transformation. As far as she was concerned, none of this should have happened. She never should have turned into Missy.

		There were no answers. And to make matters worse, Henrietta had destroyed her notes. There was no way to reconstruct the serum or go through any of the data she had collected about it.

		“Maybe there was still some left in my system,” Henrietta posited. “It’s the only explanation.”

		Henrietta was left only able to guess about what had caused her transformation into Missy. However, she made the decision not to investigate further, not wanting to tempt herself to recreate the serum and renew her addiction.

		“At least last night was fun,” Henrietta admitted later in the day. It was a Saturday, so she had nowhere to be and had nothing specific she needed to do, at least until the evening. Henrietta had accepted an invitation for a dinner party, but she still had hours before then. In the meantime, she decided the memories she had created in her double three-way was worth a little self-play. Having Missy’s memories provided for great personal porn. And Henrietta was not about to pass that up.
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		“I can’t be rid of her,” Henrietta complained upon waking up on a Friday morning. She had to get ready for work, but she felt less than her best. Somehow Missy had returned again in her sleep, going out for a night on the town. It was the third time in a week. Henrietta was nearing her wits end. She had tried to put an end to all of this by destroying the serum, but now it seemed that Missy was not about to be denied.

		“I must be going crazy,” she said as she slowly rocked back and forth, sitting up in bed and holding her knees. “This must be what it feels like to go mad.”

		Henrietta certainly looked worse for wear. The problem was not that Henrietta was hungover. Missy had only had a small amount to drink before she found someone to hook up with. The problem was the lost sleep. While Missy was out having fun, Henrietta was missing out on much needed sleep. And with this being the third time in a week that Missy had come out while Henrietta was sleeping, it was easy to identify what Henrietta’s problem was.

		Somehow Henrietta managed to drag herself to work. It was an important day, making all of this even harder to deal with. Henrietta was presenting her latest research to the board of directors of the hospital. For most of them, they understood few of the details, but Henrietta knew she needed to get them on board if she was going to move her research into the next phase.

		It was no secret that Henrietta had already asked for an extra week. For some, that might have been normal. After all, complications arise in research. However, Henrietta had a reputation of always being on time with her work. Her asking for additional time and leeway was a signal that all might not be all right. If only it were the research itself, but in this case, the problem was in the researcher. And if the board did not suspect anything, Henrietta’s boss certainly did. What he suspected, she did not know, but he seemed more watchful than usual.

		Fueled on coffee, Henrietta managed to finish her presentation just before she needed to report to the board. Her last step was to run a spell check. Sadly, the error rate in her slides was higher than it had ever been. She could only hope the native spell checker caught most of them.

		It was a jittery Henrietta who showed up in the conference room for the presentation. Her slides loaded as expected, thankfully, but she struggled to keep still. Giving a speech at the Nobel Prize award ceremony had been less nerve-racking. And from the looks on the board members’ faces, they could sense her nervousness.

		The presentation did not go well. Or at least, it did not go well by Henrietta’s normal standards. She jumbled up her words as she spoke, almost tripping over herself to get the words out. She had mixed up what slide she was on, talking about graphs that were not on the presentation screen at that moment. And yet, despite all of that, the board had approved her continued research. It had been a load off her mind.

		Once Henrietta was back in the confines of her lab, she threw herself down into a chair and let out a deep sigh. “I did it.”

		Somehow, despite the random intrusions Missy had made on Henrietta’s nightlife, she had somehow survived to fight another day. Unfortunately, the success with the board seemed like a minor success compared to the daunting fact that she was no longer in charge of her body.

		When Henrietta had developed the serum, she had done so to have complete control. She used it to turn into Missy. She used it so she could cut loose and act like a complete bimbo. And when Henrietta realized that Missy had become an addiction, a crutch that would prevent her from continuing in her work, she had cut herself off. And she had thought that had been enough. Now, Henrietta was not so sure.

		There was no sign of serum in her bloodstream. That had been something Henrietta checked early on after Missy’s first late night appearance. Of course, that check had come more than a day later. At the time, Henrietta had been too caught up in the fantasy that Missy had created with her threesome. But she had been regularly checking her blood since then and had found nothing. As far as Henrietta could figure, she was completely serum free. And that meant whatever was causing her transformations was not chemical anymore. It was something else.

		However, as Henrietta sat there, relaxing after the board meeting, a familiar sensation crept over her. Before she knew what was happening, it was already too late.

		“Oh no,” Henrietta said, but her voice already sounded like Missy’s high-pitched voice.

		Henrietta was helpless as her body transformed in her lab. And this time, rather than waiting for her to fall asleep, the transformation had begun while she was fully conscious. It brought back memories to when she used the serum to transform. However, it was becoming more and more obvious that the serum was not needed to turn into a bimbo.

		“Ouchie,” Missy said as she reached up behind her and unclasped her bra. Her tits were just too big to be constrained by such a small device. Not that Missy was interested in having her tits restrained by anything.

		Missy licked her lips and let out a satisfied sigh as the offending bra fell to the floor. She felt much better without it, although the rest of Henrietta’s clothing still felt constricting. However, there was nothing she could do about that at the moment.

		Missy was vaguely aware that she should stay put. No one was likely to bother her in Henrietta’s lab, but if she started roaming the halls, there was no telling what security measures she would face, including the armed security guards on every floor. The hospital took security seriously, wanting to keep patients safe, but also to avoid corporate espionage incidents. It had happened before and Missy did not want to get caught up in any accusations.

		However, it did not take long before Missy got bored. She was a bimbo and the lab was no place for her. Even if she could understand what all the equipment did, she would have no interest in any of it. She was a free spirit and a stuffy lab was the last place she wanted to be.

		“Okay, maybe I could, like, sneak out or something,” Missy told herself, realizing she could not stay.

		But before she could act on her thoughts, there was a knock at the door.

		Missy stood there, silent. She did not want to be found, but there was nowhere to hide. The closet, if it could be called that, barely had enough room for Henrietta to hang up a coat. There certainly was not room for a bimbo with big tits and a big ass. None of the cabinets would work either. There just was nowhere to hide.

		The door opened slowly. Missy tried to stand there, not looking scared. In reality, her scared look made her look more like she was confused than anything. It was a natural catchall expression for anytime she was not happy.

		Missy knew it was a man at the door before she could see him. In her short existence, she had become quite the expert on men and she could smell them. Men had a musk about them that was unmistakable. She could even tell men apart by their scent, but this scent was a new one to her. Then again, the number of men Missy could identify by their scent remained small. She needed to have spent time with them before as Missy and not just Henrietta. Henrietta did not have the nose that Missy did.

		“Oh, I’m sorry,” the man said as soon as he stepped into the lab. It was Henrietta’s boss. “I was looking for Henrietta. Is she around?”

		Missy felt herself pulled toward this man. She knew who he was. She also knew he would be unable to say no to her.

		She responded with a shrug. “I don’t know.” She punctuated her statement with a giggle for good measure.

		It was a simple phrase, but one that Missy had used a lot. As a bimbo, she rarely knew what was really happening. The wider world was a mystery to her. She simply focused on being a sexy bimbo and the rest seemed to fall into place around her. It was just easier that way. And oddly enough, Missy had come to view herself as an expert at all she did not know. There were so many ways she could convey her lack of knowledge. Outside of sex and fashion, that was probably her greatest skill. There were so many ways Missy could tell someone that she did not know something.

		Missy watched as Henrietta’s boss’ eyes latched onto her tits. It was hard to avoid looking, given how big they were. Without even thinking about it, Missy ran a hand up her flank and then under her tits, lifting them slightly, further emphasizing their size in her far too tight top.

		“Um, thanks,” he said, his thoughts focused on Missy’s voluptuous body.

		Missy smiled, certain that she had gotten away with her unauthorized access. However, he somehow managed to shake himself from Missy’s spell.

		“Hey, wait a minute,” he said, his eyes turned cold. “Who are you and what are you doing in here?”

		Missy knew she was in trouble, but she also had ways of getting out of trouble that Henrietta had never felt ready to use, at least not in a work setting. Missy could not understand why her doctor counterpart did not use her womanly charms at work. It seemed like a perfect place for it, especially since there were so many male doctors around.

		“I’m a friend of Henrietta’s,” Missy explained. “I just got here and she, like, told me to wait in here while she went off to do stuff?”

		“Hmm,” he said. “That doesn’t sound right to me. You had to stop at security on the way in. Where’s your visitor’s badge?”

		Missy acted like she was searching her body for the missing badge, knowing full well that she did not have one because she had not checked in with security. However, she did notice that Henrietta’s boss seemed to return his focus to her body as she searched.

		“I know it’s here somewhere,” Missy said. “I’m totally sure I have it. But I’m such a bimbo sometimes I kinda forget stuff, so I could have lost it, you know?”

		“I’m sure we can figure this out,” he said, his voice catching in his throat.

		“You’d help me?” Missy asked. “You’re, like, the best and stuff.”

		Missy swayed her hips back and forth, making sure her tits bounced in her tight top as she approached the man who controlled her fate. As soon as she reached him, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her big tits into his chest.

		“I want to thank you,” she said. “You’re, like, super helpful.”

		Before the man could say anything, Missy craned her neck upward and pressed her lips against his. He needed little prompting before he was kissing Missy back. In a matter of seconds, they were exploring each other’s mouths with their tongues. For Missy, this was normal. For Henrietta’s boss, this was one of the best moments of his life. He could have only dreamed to have such an attractive woman come on to him like this. And given how dumb she seemed to be, he doubted she was security threat. The way her pants were plastered to her ass was more than enough basis to assume she was not hiding any contraband on her person. There simply was not room for it, unless she did something unusual with it.

		Henrietta’s boss was disappointed when Missy broke the kiss, but a smile returned to his face as she slowly dropped to her knees and deftly pulled out his cock with her long-nailed fingers. That smile got even wider when she took him into her mouth, proving to him that her tongue did not just make her a great kisser. And he was certainly not going to argue against Missy’s many talents.

		He did not last long. He had been too long deprived, but Missy still got something valuable out of the exchange, beyond his willingness to allow her to stay without a visitor’s badge. She got a mouthful of cum, which was more than delightful for the empty-headed bimbo.

		“Yummy,” Missy said after she swallowed. She looked up at the man’s face with a kind of innocence that nearly made him hard again. He was left wondering how such a woman could exist. How could she be such a sex goddess yet appear so innocent after sucking his cock dry?

		“That was…” he said, unable to find the words to describe the experience.

		“I had fun too,” Missy said, as she gracefully returned to her feet. “Maybe we can, you know, do this again sometimes and stuff. I still have, like, two more holes for you to fuck and stuff.”

		Henrietta’s boss nodded his head. Missy took this as her opportunity to leave. She grabbed Henrietta’s purse and made her way toward the exit of the lab, making sure to give her hips an extra degree of sway to keep him occupied.

		Technically there were things Henrietta normally did at the end of the week to shut down her lab, but even if Missy were capable of such things, she would have been uninterested. It was better to leave while Henrietta’s boss was still occupied. She was pretty certain she would be seeing him again. Even Missy knew it was unusual for her to make an appearance in the middle of the workday. But she was not about to complain, especially if this meant she would get the opportunity to come out to play more often again.

		As soon as Missy arrived home, she started texting her various fuck buddies, seeing if they wanted to get together for happy hour or a late afternoon fuck. Even after sucking off Henrietta’s boss, Missy was still aching for more action. She had become quite a slut in her short existence. But that was fine with her. Just because Missy was a bimbo did not mean she was too dumb to know what she liked and what she wanted. And sex felt really good. Why would she turn that down?

		After arranging to meet up with David for drinks, Missy set about deciding on an outfit. She wanted something fun, but not overly slutty. The problem was her wardrobe was definitely on the slutty side.

		In the end, Missy opted for a black circle skirt and a pink sweater. The sweater was supposed to be worn over another top, but Missy ignored that, leaving a generous amount of cleavage on display. It also left a narrow band of taut flesh visible between the sweater and the top of her skirt. The skirt was short too, coming just to the top of her thighs. It would have been easy for her to expose herself, so she made sure to wear a pink lace thong, just in case.

		“Wow,” David said as soon as he saw Missy enter the bar. It was a swanky place, a wine bar as opposed to a generic pub. “It’s been weeks since I last saw you. You look great.”

		Missy giggled. “Thank you.” She gave him a short kiss, although she really just wanted to sit in his lap and make out, but that would need to wait until later. “I know. I’ve just been really busy, you know?”

		“I can understand,” David answered, although he had no clue how Missy could stay so busy. He knew her well enough to know she did not have a mind for working. She was a bimbo through and through and there was very little she could do to make money outside of shaking her tits on stage, but he doubted she was a stripper.

		Happy hour drinks did not last long. Soon they were making their way back to David’s home again. After giving Henrietta’s boss a blowjob, Missy was aching for something more.

		This time, David took Missy in the ass. He used her overly wet pussy to lubricate his cock, before he pushed into her tight hole. They both moaned as he entered her. For Missy, the pleasure she got from David fucking her ass was like a total body high. For David, the pleasure radiated out from his cock, filling his body with untold pleasure.

		“I’m gonna cum,” David practically roared as he neared his point of no return.

		“Do it,” Missy begged him. “Cum in my ass. Shoot your seed inside me.”

		Her encouragement worked as it only took another moment before David buried himself deep in Missy’s ass and began to unload inside of her. As he came, so did she, her body convulsing in orgasmic pleasure. “Yeah, baby,” she moaned, her words barely intelligible. The pleasure nearly overloaded the speech centers of her brain as the rest of her essentially turned into a rag doll. She was a rag doll made for sex.

		“You always amaze me,” David said as he looked down on Missy with loving eyes. If he had proposed in that moment, she would have happily said yes, but they would need to have a long and hard talk about her sexual needs. With her libido, no single man could satisfy her. There would always need to be others. However, that was not on David’s immediate mind.

		“You’re fun,” Missy said, recovered enough to snuggle close to her first fuck buddy.

		Unfortunately the night could not last. Not long after their tryst, Missy could sense that her time was coming to an end. Henrietta would be returning soon and she was not going to be happy. Missy did not understand how she had been able to come out to play, but she had thoroughly enjoyed herself, making the most of the time available to her. She did not know when she would next get to come out and play.
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		Henrietta had a plan. She could not explain how Missy kept coming out without the serum. At first, she had thought it had something to do with her guard being down. That was when Henrietta would transform into Missy while Henrietta slept. But now that Missy could come out when Henrietta was wide awake, there was clearly something else going on.

		And so Henrietta made a plan. That was the kind of person she was. When she developed the serum that led to Missy, she had done so with a plan. Now that Missy was appearing during the day, Henrietta had been forced to develop a new plan to deal with the situation.

		It had taken weeks to put in place. Henrietta had worked on her plan whenever she had free time. Unfortunately, her unexpected transformations into Missy did not help matters. Luckily, Henrietta had been able to avoid any issues at work, although Missy and her boss had a budding relationship. That blowjob was not the first and her boss and explored Missy’s other holes as well.

		Still, Henrietta had finally managed to put it all together. The plan itself was simple enough. The hard part would be getting Missy to play along.

		The pair shared memories. That much was clear to Henrietta from the start. She remembered everything that happened to Missy afterward. And Missy seemed to be aware of Henrietta’s past. Although Missy seemed far less able to put that knowledge to use. That meant Henrietta did the bulk of the mental lifting in their partnership.

		That mental lifting had transferred into physical lifting at various points, including stealing a visitor badge for those in opportune times when Henrietta transformed into Missy in the middle of the workday. Missy might not have the run of the building, but at least with a badge on, no one would question her presence. Henrietta also brought in a change of clothes for Missy too, since the busty bimbo tended to stretch out Henrietta’s clothes if she wore them for too long. That had led Henrietta having to go out and shop for new clothes for herself, which she wanted to avoid as much as possible. It was just more stuff she had to deal with.

		“Are you ready for this?” Henrietta asked herself as she climbed up onto the roof of the hospital. The hard part was lugging up a person sized dummy with her.

		This moment brought about the culmination of Henrietta’s plan. After this, she hoped to be free of her double life. She would be free to be herself again.

		The hard part was predicting when Missy would next make her appearance. That was the key. Although Henrietta had developed a theory that certain desires had helped to bring out Missy sooner rather than later, she had not consistently been able to test her hypothesis. At this point, it was just conjecture and she hoped she was right.

		Up on the hospital roof, Henrietta walked toward the north side of the building. The hospital overlooked the river. After the recent rainstorms, the water was high and flowing fast, making this an even better moment for what was about to happen.

		Henrietta placed the dummy on the rooftop and she sat down next to it. She pulled off her top and slid off her pants before turning and dressing the dummy in her clothes. Henrietta felt vulnerable on the roof, wearing nothing. But there had been a good reason for that.

		Once the dummy was dressed, Henrietta simply closed her eyes and waited. If she was right, Missy would be making an appearance shortly.

		The transformation began almost immediately. It seemed Henrietta was correct in her ability to call forth her bimbo alter ego. However, Missy never seemed to do the opposite, either because she was mentally incapable of such a feat or because she did not want to. Henrietta did not know, but she no longer cared either.

		It took a while, but once the transformation was complete, Missy sat there smiling. She liked being naked, although it was a bit chilly for that at the moment. The sun was starting to set, dropping the temperature as the sun dropped behind the hills.

		Luckily, Henrietta had been kind enough to bring up a change of clothes for Missy to change into. They were relatively modest, by Missy’s standards, but they fit and they helped keep the bimbo warm.

		Henrietta’s plan now all depended on whether Missy was willing to go through with the plan. If she did not do her part, it would mean Henrietta would have to return to the drawing board. But if Missy followed through, then Henrietta’s problems were solved forever.

		Missy picked up the dummy and walked closer to the edge. She leaned over, making sure not to lean too far, worried that her big tits might pull her forward. That would not be fun for anyone.

		Holding the dummy up in front of her, Missy lowered her voice as best she could to approximate Henrietta’s voice. “I can’t take it anymore,” she screamed out. Then she tossed the dummy off the roof and into the river below.

		Missy had been paying attention throughout the whole planning process. She knew her role and she knew what she needed to do. She did not stop and watch the dummy hit the water. Instead, she immediately stepped back from the edge of the roof and started her walk back inside. Once inside, Missy immediately made her way out of the building, dropping her visitor badge off at the front desk before she walked out to a waiting taxi. Paying cash, Missy went home.

		It took a couple days for the search to finally be called off. The authorities found Henrietta’s clothes. There was hair belonging to her on the sweater that had been found. They never found the body.

		After that, it was only a matter of time before Henrietta’s will was executed. Missy was the sole heir. No one questioned how she had come to know Henrietta. Nor did anyone question the documents that proved Missy’s identity. She was awarded Henrietta’s house and all of her money, giving her a starting point for Missy to begin her life properly with. That was all Henrietta could do for her.

		It had all started as an outlet for the Nobel Prize winner, but once the transformation process had started, there was nothing Henrietta could do. She knew she could either live her life as two people, always fighting for dominance, or she could embrace the life that made her happiest and embrace it. She chose the latter. She chose the bimbo. Dr. Jekyll was no more, seemingly having committed suicide. But Missy Hyde could live on, giving Henrietta continued life, joy, and happiness. It was all for the best. And Missy would live the rest of her life as her bimbo best.
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