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Giggles & Lust: From Scientist To Bimbo

––––––––

Part I: Sexified by Science!

Candice, holding the vial that was going to decide her future, had to admit she was a little nervous. The liquid inside the vial had a bright pink glow, casting soft light on Candice’s heavy, but pretty, face. It was past nine o’clock in the evening, and she was almost certain she was the only left in the Science Building.

There was a protocol to these sorts of tests, of course. There were boards to run research reports through, and feet of paperwork to write. There were trial runs and tests, and then retrials and subsequent re-tests, not to mention thousands of hours of animal testing before even moving it up to the human stage.

Candice didn’t care about any of that, though. As far as she was concerned, she had been through more than enough testing and probing and judgment from the world around her. No one was going to tell her anymore what she could and couldn’t do to her body and her professional life.

Her motivations were simple enough: she wanted to be fucked, hard. She wanted to be fucked so hard that walking hurt the next day. She wanted to get fucked so hard she forgot her own name, that she forgot where she lived. She wanted men to want her—she wanted her man to want her—the way they wanted pin-up models and porn nymphs. 

Candice had never been thought of as attractive—the word men often used to describe her was “personable.” She had always known that was a nice way for them to say they could ignore her love handles and her belly and her thunder thighs so long as she kept talking and always had something interesting to say. 

Who could keep up that kind of momentum their entire lives, though? She dreamt longingly of not having to think so hard and retain so much information just to get ahead, just for men to give her more than a second glance that wasn’t full of repulsion.

And in her hands was her ticket to that dream. She was in her lab at the university, on the very top floor of the Science Building. It was a spacious place, with wonderful expensive equipment and beautiful windows on every wall, flooding in the moonlight from outside. Recently, a generous donor had renovated the lab, supplying it (and therefore her) with all new equipment). She had worked her way up to this top floor over her five years at the university, taking on project after project, never asking questions, doing as she was told, and delivering scintillating results. 

Now she would deliver one more result, more scintillating than any of the others. They’d have to build a new floor on top of this one after tonight just so she could have her own enormous office, if they wanted to keep her around.

Without thinking about it very much more, she downed the vial in her hands.

The taste was the first thing she noticed. Bubblegum-like, with just a hint of cherry. It sat her stomach like a box full of butterflies, fluttering around and pushing lightly. 

And then...

Then there was bliss.

Candice fell to the marble floor, screaming exultantly. She knocked the nearby stools over. Her body writhed with pleasure, and she ripped away her lab coat and her sweater to touch her skin. Every contact with her bare skin stimulated new heights of hot, sexy pulses through her body, filling her mind with nothing but sex-filled, needy thoughts. 

Pulsing, hot ripples were visible along her skin as her body changed—really changed! She saw her love handles sinking inward, her thighs tightening up somehow. Though she was still curvy, all that excess flesh was being shaped and designed for maximum arousal potential! Amazing!

Her breasts were getting bigger and bigger—they had previously been essentially nonexistent, despite her excess weight. She had been burdened with the most unbecoming of pear-shaped frames, without even a decent pair of breasts to draw men in. Candice had long ago resigned herself to the fact that she would never wear a sexy bra, or really any lingerie. But now her breasts were bordering on thick, full B cups, perky and bouncy! Even more amazing! 

Locks of dirty blond hair fell around her face. Wasn’t she...wasn’t she a brunette? Wasn’t her hair too short to ever fall in her eyes? 

When she raised a hand to take a closer look at her hair, she saw her fingernails had turned glossy and pink.

Wow. That was so cool. Pink was a fun color.

“Doctor Dearing!” 

It was her lab assistant, Larry. He was tall and lanky, bald with a short black beard. 

She had locked herself in the lab, not wanting to be disturbed. She had been beyond caring if she died. For Candice, scientific satisfaction was all that mattered. 

Now, she was beyond caring if she had help. She felt. So. Good!

Shoving his shoulder against the door, Larry broke the lock to the door and stumbled inside the lab. In a few moments he was standing right above her.

“Doctor Dearing, are you okay? I heard screaming, and you’re...” he paused, looking at her closely. “I mean, something is going on with your body.” He ducked, comically. “Is there something in the air?”

Candice could smell him. His musk was manly, thick, his every pheromone linking with hers. And it was soooo masculine and helpful, him breaking the door down like that.

“Oh yesss,” she purred, reaching up and tugging at his belt. “Something in the air...”

It seemed like he thought she wanted to get up. He reached down, trying to help her. Instead, she put his hands on her newly-engorged tits, barely covered by her shreds of clothing.

“Doctor...Doctor Dearing?”

He seemed like he wanted to pull away. She couldn’t have that, not when his cock was so close. Words were sooo hard though. All she could really muster was a sequence of bubbly, happy giggles as she unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants.

“Wh-what are you doing? What can...can I get you something?”

Finally she saw it, his pants around his ankles. His cock. It was already getting hard, for her. That was so nice of him.

“Cock,” she breathed finally. “Give me your cock. Please?”

“But you’re...you’ve got a boyfriend?”

She didn’t remember anything about that. She didn’t even really know how she knew this man, and she didn’t care. All she could think about was that he had an enormous cock that was right in front of her, and she needed to suck it dry. 

It was her own fault that he didn’t realize that. She wasn’t sucking him yet. Thinking quickly, she slid her lips over his head, licking him with firm intent. Her big, newly-blue eyes stared up at him in deferment. 

His head rolled back, and he stroked his hands through her lengthened hair.

“Oh...ohhh woww...”

There. That was better. His cock hit the back of her throat—her gag reflex totally eradicated, and she came. 

She was completely caught off-guard, sinking her face deeper on Larry’s beautiful, veiny cock. Her moans encapsulated his cock, throaty and velvety, and she could feel him getting even harder as a result of her pleasure.

“Doctor...Doctor Dearing...” he whined, pumping his cock into her face now.

She liked that. Yeah, her cum-riddled thoughts squeaked out. Fuck my face. Fuck me like you don’t know me. Fuck like I’m the biggest whore you know.

She wanted this, she realized. She had always wanted this. She was born for this.

Her thoughts started to float away as his cock drove into her mouth harder and harder. He was losing control. Soon, he’d cum, filling her up, letting her fulfill her purpose. The voluptuous beauty moaned and sucked even harder, needing all of him to break her silly little thoughts apart. She just new that if she could taste his wonderful cum along with his superb cock, that she would get rid of all these stupid, boring thoughts that had been plaguing her for the longest time.

His hands wrapped tight in her hair and she moaned enthusiastically. His bucking motion increased, fucking her mouth even harder for several seconds, and then he erupted inside of her. She came when he did—her body obediently handing out pleasure in the face of pleasure. Everything the busty beauty wanted was contained inside of that hot, perfect orgasm—endless bliss, floating on the trails of the happiness of big, strong men.

His cum shot out hard against her throat, sliding down to her stomach. There had never been anything so good or so welcome inside of her body, ever. It was warm and gooey sliding inside of her body, and she slurped him happily, trying to encourage more.

She sucked on his shaft until he was completely spent, and then gently licked his balls and head until all the cum was completely slurped up.

“Thanks, baby,” she purred. 

He didn’t seem to register. She stroked his cock. It was still hard. A seething, hot molten need slid up around her pussy and she had a wicked idea. Slowly, she slurped down on his cock again. He rose up slightly, seeing her work.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Oh, Candice...Can...Ca...Candi...”

She didn’t know that name, didn’t know who he was referring to. It was close, though, to what she felt like was a good one. 

Candi.

That was her name. It had always been her name, and she had always wanted it to be. She was born to be Candi. Whoever Candice was, she had to go. She was an outdated model, now.

Candice might have been sated with a single blowjob. She might have even been done for years. 

Candi, though?

Candi was going to suck this man dry.

* * * * *

A month earlier, Candice had just finished another half-hearted round of lovemaking with her boyfriend. He had her legs wrapped around his waist. He was huffing hard, breathing in her ear, his seed spilled entirely on her belly. It was warm and gooey, and not entirely unpleasant. 

Candice liked sex, a lot. But, with the way she looked, she had trouble landing men who liked doing it with her. She thought this was bullshit, and tried not to get down because of it. But when she turned thirty, she realized her options were drying up, and she was going to have to start taking whoever she could get. 

But as if fate was listening to her, or karma, or God, or just the magic wheels of life that cranked out happenstance, as soon as she had resigned herself to this, she had met Ryan.

Ryan, easygoing and cute, was wonderful. He loved her for who she was—a smart, hardworking woman who was going to win a Nobel Prize in Chemistry one day. 

Ryan kept himself in good shape, doing regular intense body weight workouts that involved lots of push-ups, squats, and various forms of crunches. His muscles were dense and hard, if not especially big. 

And Candice was fine with that, she really was. She didn’t need some strapping musclebound hunk to be the only man fucking her. Just...just fucking her senseless until she had forgotten how to breath, holding her in place with his enormous arms and teaching exactly who the fuck was in charge. Wrapping his hand around her throat to keep her in place while he pounded into her, ordering her about like she was a piece of trophy meat.

No. Candice didn’t want that at all. Especially not when she was masturbating in the bed next to Ryan, making sure he was asleep first.

Ryan was...Ryan was doing well for her. He was sweet and gave her flowers and made dinners and didn’t complain much about her long hours at the lab. That was good. He didn’t get in the way of her thoughts or her career, and that was important to Candice. 

His own career was humming along at a decent pace. He had graduated from law school shortly after they began dating, and was a clerk at a well-known law office in town, Mullen & Maren.

Sexually, they were compatible. He didn’t seem to ask for much, and neither of them minded that the other masturbated fairly frequently. Masturbation and sex were completely different exercises for both of them, and didn’t really have to cross paths or interfere.

So she liked sex with Ryan. He seemed to enjoy it, too. When he was really excited, he would turn her over and fuck her from behind, and that was hot. 

That night, he hadn’t done so.

“That was good,” he said, rolling off of her. 

She made a non-committal noise of affirmation.

“What?” His voice got a little hard, like he was becoming upset.

“Hmm?”

“You don’t sound enthused, is all.”

She patted his chest. “No, it was good.”

“Do you want me to make you cum?” He leaned over, whispering in her head, sliding his hand down. “Do you want to have a nice orgasm for me, baby?”

Candice had trouble orgasming through intercourse. It had just never been a natural thing for her. They compensated by him fingering her as she stroked her clit when they wanted that extra leap of intimacy. It was a good compromise, and Candice didn’t mind it at all—though she could sense sometimes Ryan’s wounded pride that he wasn’t “man” enough to make her cum with his cock, whatever that meant. 

She moved away though, shaking her head. “No, no. I’m good. Thank you though.”

Ryan let out a long sigh and turned away. His legs wrapped around the pillow he kept to help his back..

“Fine, then.”

Oh, drat. She had misstepped somewhere. What did she do? What did she say?

“What is it?”

“Nothing.”

She put a hand on his shoulder. “Ryan, tell me.”

“No, it’s nothing. It’s fine.”

She rolled him over and looked him in the eyes. “Tell me.” She thought about it for a moment. “Please.”

“I just...I don’t feel like I satisfy you that much. And that’s important to me.”

“You do!” she said. “I’m sorry, I just have a lot on my mind with that big meeting with the chair coming up, and my head wasn’t totally in it, and...”

She drifted off. She could tell she was just frustrating him.

“I guess you would rather I just say I’m not in the mood if that’s how I feel, huh?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I would. I mean...if I wanted I just wanted to come, then...” 

Closing his mouth, he turned away.

Not entirely sure she wanted an answer to the question, she asked, “If you wanted to come, then what?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“Ryan, please. You’re important to me. And problems like this only get worse if we’re not honest.”

His hands slid up behind his head and he wasn’t looking at her, but at the ceiling. That was how she knew he was really thinking. If he looked at her, he would tell her, he would only get distracted by how pretty she was. She liked that he told her she was pretty. She did not think so herself.

“I just...I think it’s not exciting for you because we have the same sex sort of all the time. I’d like to mix it up a little.”

“Mix it up? How?”

“I don’t know. I don’t. I mean, that’s the problem. I’m kind of...I mean, anytime we do anything in the bedroom, I’m the one who brings it up. I’d like it if you...you know. Act like you wanted more, sort of.”

“That’s hard for me, Ryan.”

“I know! I know it is. That’s why I wanted to drop it. But I just...that’s how I feel. I don’t want to make you feel bad. I’m sorry if I have. I just wanted to be honest, like you said. I don’t know. It makes me feel like a dick, always being the one to ask for things. I think it could be really cool, really hot if you asked for more.”

“Maybe,” she said. “You’re right. That is something I do. It is just...hard.”

Candice in general had trouble asking for what she wanted. At dinner, when they would go out, she couldn’t even order for herself unless she knew what Ryan was getting first. She would always just order the next item down from whatever he got. This had led to some odd situations where he had a nice steak and she was eating a banana split sundae, but her ways were stuck hard and fast. 

It didn’t even make sense, was what troubled her. She loved her independence. She liked knowing what she wanted—it was her favorite thing in the world. Working in chemistry was a comfort, because there was so few gray areas. Something was a certain compound or it wasn’t. Something was useful or it wasn’t. A next step could be taken or it couldn’t. It was all very binary. She enjoyed that more than anything about her profession.

And she was a strong woman. She demanded to be treated like an individual, capable of complex thought and given lots of leeway and time to understand the world around her, to be treated just as well as a man. When she had found out her colleague Dr. Lucas was making close to double her salary with the same degree, same length of tenure, and similar fields of research, she went on a veritable rampage through her department, sending out mass emails and petitioning local equal rights organizations until she and every other discriminated professor had the same pay.

Crusades were easy. Crusades were supposed to end. Relationships, on the other hand...relationships were more complex.

“We can work on it, okay?” he said, kissing her lips. “I’d like to work on it. Is that possible?”

“Sure,” she said.

He was good to her, hinting at a plan. She loved plans.

“What can we do?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know, what about roleplay?”

“Roleplay?”

“Yeah. Like you’re a ditzy cheerleader or like a bimbo schoolgirl or something.”

She was a little surprised at the attraction to a lack of intelligence, since being smart was what he said turned him on about her. 

“You like that?”

He shrugged and smiled, a bit sheepish. “Not all the time. But yeah, sure. What guy doesn’t want to fuck a hot airheaded babe once in a while?”

And a plan began to form in Candice’s head.

* * * * *

Her thoughts clearing somewhat and her stomach still full of Larry’s cum, Candice rushed home. 

She was Candice now. Or rather, she always had been. That was just...just a fun thing to do, calling herself Candi. Right?

It probably wasn’t safe to drive with her head feeling so very empty, her cunt completely on fire with need, but she didn’t much care. She needed her Man’s cock. It was only His cock that could really make her feel right.

Larry certainly was okay. He had a cock, and that was better than no cock, but Candice knew that she lived for the cock now. The one cock that would make her more full, more satisfied than any other. And of course, she knew that was Ryan’s big, sexy dick.

When she left Larry, he was completely unconscious. She had coaxed him to five orgasms, easily reaching double that number herself, so excited to please a man, to feel a cock on her new, hotter body. 

Or, Candi’s body. She had to admit it bothered her somewhat, that split in her cognition, where she had thought of herself as Candi. But that was...that was roleplay, right? Hadn’t Ryan wanted that?

Of course, Candice could recall now not remembering anything about her life at all as she sucked Larry off, being so helplessly turned on that she was only capable of living in the moment. 

She wasn’t quite at that point right now, but there weren’t any men around. She wondered if her transformation had instigated some pheromone response to men that inhibited or altered the thinking process...

It was hard to concentrate, though. Driving was hard and so was thinking. And everything felt so hot and good. Even just the A/C pouring out from the vents through the wide, open gaps in her clothing was almost enough to send her into a fingerfucking frenzy. To keep herself sane, she slid her fingers up and down on her clit just slightly. Just enough to work the lust off while still staying conscious and alert. 

She stopped at a stoplight, and another car drove up. Their window was opaque, but she was sure they could see her—her clothes in tatters from her transformation and her tryst with Larry, her mouth opening and closing hotly, needfully as she dipped into her pussy again and again. 

Candice was glad for the opaqueness of their window—if she had known for certain it was a man in there, she wouldn’t have been able to control herself.

It was nearing midnight when she made it back to her apartment building. There was no one around to see her curvy form strut through the hallway to the elevator, which she had to admit she was somewhat disappointed about.

When she arrived at her apartment’s floor, her cunt instantly rewettened. She could smell him, smell her man, smell her Ryan. 

Coquettishly, she decided to ring the doorbell even though she had the key. Her clothes were mostly gone—she had no panties, no bra, and in fact the only bit of clothing she had on that was intact was her lab coat It struggled with the stretching that her hot, new tits gave it, and barely crested her newer, tighter ass cheeks and thighs. Candice was still heavy, but now she was sexual, and she loved it.

Ryan opened the door, a bit stunned to see her. His jaw opened and then closed for several seconds. She giggled, watching him. This was fun!

“Hey love,” she purred finally. “Do you like the new me?”

“Candice?”

“I know this isn’t a good outfit for sexy cheerleader,” she pouted. “But I thought maybe we could do sexy lab assistant.”

“I...I uh...I, what?”

She grabbed his collar, pushing him inside. Shutting the door with her foot, she kept pushing Ryan until he was against the entryway wall. Her thoughts were quickly evaporating. She could feel the bubblegum-fun-fun-giggle-thought-mindset seeping over her like syrup on pancakes, soaking into every bit of her grains.

“You know,” she giggled. “I’m your sexy lab assistant, Candi. You have all these super hard, complex experiments you need help with...and the next one requires your big, fat cock inside my pussy. Couldn’t we play that?”

Hotly nibbling at his chin, she moved her hands onto his, letting him feel her body.

“You’re...you’re so...did you get a hair dye? Or...a makeover...or...a...a...gym membership?”

His hands rested on her now curvy, rather than flabby, sides. She just giggled in response. Her tits bounced lightly. That was fun, too!

She knew that the only way to deal with all those questions was just to keep turning him on.

“Gee, Mr. Scientist, I don’t know.” One hand slid down his pants. He was already getting hard. Good. “I think the only way we’ll know for sure is if you do some careful...probing.” She giggled again.

God, giggling was so fun. Why hadn’t she been doing it this whole time?

“Fuck, fuck, oh...” he inhaled deeply. “Wow, you smell...god you smell good. Is that...what is that?”

“I don’t know,” she shook her head, dirty blond locks sliding over her face. “You’re the scientist. You know all that sexy cool knowledge stuff.” She giggled again. “I’m just like, your naughty little lab assistant babe.”

He was fully hard now. Her thumb ran over the head of his cock expertly, spreading the tiny spurts of his precum around so she could rub his shaft even more expertly. 

“Y-yeah,” he nodded, grabbing her neck. 

Finally, he was getting into it. His cock slid out to the side as he pressed forward, making it possible for her to keep stroking even as her newly-budding tits pressed up against his hard body.

“You’ve been such a bad lab assistant,” he breathed in her ear. “I’m really going to have to probe deep to find out what’s been getting into you.”

“Oh no, Sir, I’m so sorry,” she cooed. “Do you think you have an instrument that can probe me deep and hard enough?”

His hand slid up into her cunt, squeezing there firmly. “You’re goddamn right I do.”

Candi couldn’t say anything in response, because her mind was light years away, on the space shuttle to super bliss town, population her. His hand on her cunt was perfect. Her strokes on his cock became more spastic than locomotive, her eyes completely emptying of any semblance of rational thought. 

“C-Candice?” he asked, sounding worried. “Babe? Are you okay?”

He must have been really scared, because he released his hand off of her pussy. Gasping and stroking his cock, she rushed her free hand to his, urging him to replace it. 

“Candice isn’t here right now,” she moaned. “There’s only Candi. Fuck Candi, big man. Fuck Candi so hard. Pretty please?”

“Cuh-rist,” he gasped.

Her strokes had picked up in intensity and frequency. His cock had gotten so big and wet.

“Yeah, Candi.” He grabbed her hair, bending her backward, her neck exposed to him. She loved it. “You need to get fucked hard, Candi. Like the naughty lab assistant you are.”

“Yes Sir!”

He bent her over then, pushing her head between her ankles. Her entrance was slick, hot, and exposed just for him. His cock slid across her well-lubed folds, and Candi groaned with need.

“Do you need it, little Candi? Do you need to feel my probe?”

“Oh yes sir! Fucking use me, Mr. Scientist! Teach your lab assistant whore a lesson!”

He pushed into her, his whole length moving inside in one stroke. There were times in the past, not that she could remember any of them at the moment, where it would take several minutes of lovemaking for the two to be fully joined. She wouldn’t be lubed enough, or he was taking time getting hard. 

But with the serum inside of her, fucking was simple and easy. Something that could be done absolutely right away.

He drove into her wildly, the full length of his cock driving into her again and again. He held nothing back, and seemingly did not care if he came straightaway. Normally he took his time, building up to a quick succession of thrusts—but now it was all thrusting, all the time, filling up Candi’s hot, slick, needy pussy. 

If Candi had any real connection to Candice’s memories at that time, she would have recognized that it was the wildest sex that her body had ever gone through. 

But Candi was not Candice, no more than Ryan was some secret scientist. The two were separate now, and Candi knew it...and rather suspected that the other personality swimming around in her mind space didn’t. All for the better.

Ryan was going to cum soon. She pushed back toward him as he drove into her, needing to feel him explode as soon as possible. For Candi, sex was amazing, but it was really just a way to get cum, and therefore, cum herself. She was completely addicted to her own orgasms...and every time she saw cum, or felt it, up close, she knew she would have a hot little trip to blissworld herself.

Ryan spurted on top of her back, which was totally hot, even though she would have preferred to feel him cumming right inside of her belly. Good bimbo sluts adored a nice shot of cum inside their bodies, she knew that instinctively. As his cum hit her, though, her mind blipped off, and everything made sense. The vast, wonderful emptiness filled her...and that pesky other personality was nowhere to be found inside of her, at least for the time being.

She and Ryan both slumped down, Ryan apparently exhausted.

Laying back on the floor, his head crooked up against the wall, he stared at Candi admiringly. 

“Fuck, girl,” he said. “That was just, way hot. I didn’t think you could do anything like that. And...”

He stopped for a moment, really looking at her. 

“Hey. I mean...not that I’m complaining, but really. What happened to your body?”

She didn’t answer. Words were too complicated and odd. Instead, Candi crawled toward him, one hand in front of the the other, one knee in front of the other, her tits hanging down from her chest. It was not long before she was on top of his cock, ready to suck.

“Candice...Candice, no. I really need you to wait for a minute, and...”

But she was sucking him anyway, licking and attending his cock. She needed more. 

Lick lick lick, Candi thought. Yum yum yum.

“Candi,” she said in a little sing-song voice. “I’m Candi. And Candi needs her hot cock candy.”

She giggled. Ryan was getting hard again, even though he said he wouldn’t be able to. She loved that. Maybe it was her saliva, or maybe it was just how fucking good she looked and felt, but he was getting hard inside her mouth.

Working her mouth up and down on his shaft, she ignored his protests, his groans. He was saying something about how he had no idea how this was happening. By all rights he never should have been hard again. What a silly man, thinking he knew more about men getting off than Candi. His orgasm approached quickly.
Candi sucked him harder, moaning in exultation, her own orgasm fast approaching with his. She needed it. Her body was still pulsing from the last one, but she wanted more. She would always want more.
When he sprayed inside her mouth, she felt the pure bliss of service and hotness soar through her body again. His seed was so fucking hot and gooey in her throat.

She knew that some women, when they had multiple orgasms in a row, felt subject to the law of diminishing returns. Candi was subject to no such thing. The latest one felt even better than the one before. When her mind came back online, she was still moaning and licking Ryan’s cock. He ran his hands through her hair, loving her.

“Oh god,” he said. “That was so good. I didn’t know...I didn’t know I could do that.”

Candi didn’t dislodge her lips. She had to have more. She moaned in protest when he tried to move her. 

“No...no more,” he said. “Just...come here. Let me hold you.”

Two competing notions flared up inside of Candi. The first, to do what her man said. The second, to take even more cum.

“Please? Come on.”

That sealed it. She didn’t get asked to do anything. She was a bimbo slut babe. She got told. As far as she was concerned, anyone asking for anything from her was going about their life the wrong way and she wasn’t going to encourage it. That was like, totally wrong.

So she kept sucking. She was more aggressive this time. Even angry, perhaps. She came here thinking that this was the cock. Instead, it was just one more cock.

And that was great. Cock was delicious and wonderful and the source of all good in the universe. 

But she wanted the cock. The eternal. The unending. The unstoppable. She needed something much better than what Ryan had to offer. His hands moved all around her body, spasming. His body was so tired, so spent. And she just wanted to take everything he had. Her lips worked up and down on his shaft in a frenzy, but a frenzy with a purpose. Hot schlocking sounds filled the apartment.

He sprayed one more time, weaker and less than before. Candi came again, even hotter than before, her mind transporting once more to that happy nirvana where her pussy vibrated endlessly, licking him clean as she did so.

He seemed to have been knocked out completely by the last orgasm, just twitching in his slumber. Candi giggled. She was such a hot slut, to be able to do that to him. 
She could take even more from him, she knew. She could suck him dry just like she did to Larry, who probably would be in the hospital if anyone ever found him. 
But something held her back. Perhaps it was love for him, still floating somewhere inside of the mind space that the other one, Candice, had dominion over. And so she stood up and strutted over to the bedroom to change clothes and then to hop outside.

Candi deserved a little fun for being such a bodaciously hot babe. And she was going to make sure she got it.

* * * * *

Lightheaded and horny, Candi was humming along happily when she showed up at the newest, hottest night club in town, Heavenly. 

That certainly was how she felt with all the men lined up outside looking at her as she strutted forward.

She was glad they were looking at her. She was just a hot babe, made to be looked at by men. Lots of women tried to get by in life other ways, being smart or something stupid like that. But Candi was just a sexy cool babe who wanted to be sexy cool all the time. And the people who decided what sexy and cool were just happened to be men. Sweet, glorious men with big fat cocks that she needed to make happy forever and ever.

Part of the reason the men were looking at her was how she was dressed, of course. For some odd reason that she couldn’t figure out, she didn’t own any pink clothing at home. The closest she could get was red, and that was practically the only dress at all that she owned! It went all the way down to the floor, which was just far too prudish and stuck-up for Candi to enjoy it properly. So she took a pair of shears and cut it down to size, showing off her nice, trim legs. 

Her highest heels were just white three-inch pumps. They would do. For now. 

She forewent a bra—her tits, so plump and delightful, really didn’t need one to stay firm and completely bouncy. So she walked forward up to the bouncer at the front, wearing her newly-arranged red minidress, her boobs practically spilling out of it. If there was a strong wind, then it was easy for anyone looking—and there were a lot—to understand that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

She caught a reflection of herself in a nearby window. 

God, had her tits gotten bigger? That was really, seriously, super cool. Maybe her body just got hotter when she stuffed herself full of cum? Or maybe it was just that pink stuff she had taken, taking its time to combine with her body more and more? All the more reason to experiment and find out. 

The big bouncer smiled at her, opening the partition and letting her inside. Smiling back, he slid her hand across his chest and arm, happily strutting inside. 

It was a hopping place. Music blared, and everyone was dancing or trying to talk over the din of the festivities. Above the dance floor hung a series of overly developed female angels, obviously robots. Every thirty seconds or so, they would blow on their trumpets, flooding the floor below with cool vapor.

Up at the bar, she saw two guys standing around, scoping out the dance floor. One was tall with dark gelled hair, his nose bent a little like it had been broken in the past. The other was shorter, stouter, his lips wide and friendly. They seemed like old friends, and were callously and openly eying and judging every woman that walked past.

She liked them, of course. Men deserved to judge women. Men had all the power. They had hot, precious, wonderful cum, and they could judge or think or run anything they wanted just so long as Candi got lots and lots of that.

Biting her lower lip and twirling her short hair around one finger, she strutted toward them. She knew that, sooner or later, studs like them would have lots of women throwing themselves at their feet. 

Candi certainly wasn’t the prettiest girl in the club—she could see ten or twelve who easily outdid her. They were just inspirations for her to look hotter in the future, and also to try harder now. In the lust-addled haze of her mind, she made a mental note to fix her hotness next time she came around. More bimbo serum would probably do the trick.

Bimbo serum! That was such a cool name. Serum was a really great word because it was so much like semen and semen was just some super complicated name for hot white man jizz that she longed to bathe herself in every second of every day.

She said nothing when she arrived in front of the two men, occupying the space before them, just waiting for them to speak.

“Hey, beautiful,” said the shorter one. “You’re looking fine tonight.”

She giggled and smiled. “I know, right! I’m way hotter than any old stuffy college professor or anything, aren’t I?”

They didn’t seem to know what to say.

“Yeah,” they said together. “Totally.”

She liked that they were doing things together. She had several ideas about other group activities they could be involved in.

“So, are you studs going to buy me a drink, or what?” She giggled, stroking the chest of one while playfully squeezing the crotch of the other. “Or I mean, we could just start bumping and grinding? Or like, something?”

Her fingers slipped through the belt loops of Gelled Hair behind her, pulling his crotch close to her hips. A new song switched on and she started to slide her ass up against his thighs, all the while smiling at his friend, Shorter Guy, whose gaze had become firmly affixed to Candi’s cleavage.

Almost no one was dancing at the bar. She saw the bartender giving them some sidelong looks—though she flashed a quick smile at him, before drawing her fingers down her chest. She wanted him to know that he could have some too if he just asked.

The song ended, and she was still leaning into both men, one of her sleek thighs firmly pressing into his crotch. Leaning into one stud’s ear, she licked his neck and then pressed her tits hard against his chest.

“I’d really like for you to take me into the bathroom and fuck me like, totally stupid,” she said, smiling. She grabbed his friend. “Both of you.”

The two men looked at each other. One shrugged, and the other nodded. Both of their eyes seemed really glazed over from being so close to her. She could feel their pulsing cocks, stiffening rapidly. It was maddening not to have them stuffing her silly.

“Okay, slut,” the gelled-haired one said. “Lead the way.”

She was happy to. When she was in front of men, she could walk as sexily as she knew how, knowing they were watching her ass as she went. It was important for a girl to walk sexy, really important. One foot right in front of the other, swaying the ass hotly. A girl’s walk was an advertisement, a promise to a man. If she put effort into walking sexy, just imagine the effort she would put into having great sex!

They passed several people as they traveled. The men looked down at her breasts, displayed so openly. The women looked at her with some disdain.

That would change. She would change them. She’d make sure she was a model for them, a way to be. Bimbo was best, after all.

As soon as they entered the bathroom, she locked the door and then got on her knees.

“I thought we could start by you two fucking my face?” she asked hopefully. “But um, like, it’s whatever you would like.”

They seemed to have lost the capacity for speech in the face of such a willing woman. First Gelled Hair dropped his pants, then Shorter Guy. Gelled Hair shoved his cock against the side of her face, sliding it up and down her cheeks. She liked that a lot, even though it wasn’t quite all-the-way hard yet. Then Shorter Guy came by and slipped his still-hardening cock inside of her lips. Candi sucked eagerly, her lips sliding ably over the head, so happy to be of service.

Not wanting Gelled Hair to be left out, she began stroking his cock, using the precum that had started to develop to make each stroke even slicker. But before long, guilt started to overwhelm her. There was that other wonderful cock, right there, not being sucked!

She popped her mouth off of Shorter Guy’s big rod, stroking it just as she had the other, and started sucking on Gelled Hair’s. This went on for several minutes as she eagerly sucked the one stud’s cock, still stroking the other, trading back and forth. 

They were high-fiving each other and each stroking her hair as she slid her hot, pink bimbo mouth back and forth, back and forth.

After sucking and stroking for several minutes, she could feel their orgasms arriving, their bodies tightening.

“Oh fuck,” said Gelled Hair.

“Oh, oh god,” said Shorter Guy.

Candi resolved to suck them as long and as hard as she could, switching frequently to make sure she got that furious, fast first load of cum right in her mouth. Shorter Guy came just seconds first, and she swallowed him down. As she did, Gelled Hair shot into her hair and the side of her face. She rapidly slipped her mouth back onto Gelled Hair, swallowing him down too, wanting as much as possible building up inside of her. When she stroked, she did it just gently enough to encourage more spurts, and just hard enough to make it feel extra good for them.

Candi came with them of course, her orgasms piling on top of each other, doubling just as theirs doubled on top of her. She was so happy to be bathed in the hot cum of these studs, just like a hot bimbo babe. Hot goo ran down her face, all over her forehead, her lips, her throat. She slid it up with a long finger and sucked it down.

They leaned down on top of her, breathing hard. 

“That was...that was really something,” said Gelled Hair. “What’s your name?”

“Candi!” she giggled.

“Candi,” said Shorter Guy. “Well. We definitely owe you a drink.”

She giggled again. “You two just gave me a very good drink...” she looked up at both of them. “D’you think you can give me another?”

They didn’t think they could. But she was already stroking their cocks intently, and she certainly wasn’t going to take no for an answer.

* * * * *

Candice woke up in the backseat of her car in a daze, her pussy warm and a little sore. Her car was a small sedan, light green in color. There was a tapping on her window.

She sat up straight. It was a police officer. He had a thin mustache and bronze skin. From inside the car, he looked tall and broad, the kind of frame that made a man look important.

“Please step out of the car, ma’am.”

“Oh god!” she said, trying to cover herself up. 

Where were the rest of her clothes? Why was her incredibly expensive silk dress torn to shreds? She had worn this dress last year to the Alumni Ball at the university, and had blown an entire paycheck on it. Ryan had made love to her while she wore it. It was special. Now it was ruined.

The cop tapped on the glass insistently. She got up and stepped out, the sunlight hurting her eyes. The car was off the side of the highway. A few cars rolled by. It was nearing dawn, and Candice had no idea where she had been.

Oh good, she thought sarcastically.

Hands on his hips, the cop looked down at her. “Do you know where you are, ma’am?”

She shook her head, and then closed her eyes for a second. “No. I mean, yes. I’m on the highway. I know how to get home from here.”

“Do you know where you’ve been tonight, ma’am?”

She shook her head no. 

“I...I don’t. I don’t know what happened. Last thing I remember, I was in my lab, I think? And then...”

She was in her lab, performing an experiment to make herself hotter and hotter for the love of her life. Had it...had it actually worked? She thought she could remember something later...going home to see Ryan? Was that right?

The cop put his hands on his hips. “You ought to be more careful, ma’am. I appreciate that you weren’t trying to drive around in the state you were obviously in, but you still drove this far. If I took your BAC, I don’t think either of us would be happy with the results.”

Candice had no idea one way or the other as to the truth of that. 

She shook her head. “No, sir. Please. I’ll be more careful. I’m just,” she put a hand to her head. “I’m just really confused right now is all.”

“Do you remember anyone giving you any drinks? Taking any pills?”

She could sense something from the cop—interest that was a little more than just dutiful. She was...she was practically naked, she realized. Her body was still somewhat toned, her breasts, while not large, were certainly larger than they had been last time she checked. Were the effects of the serum lingering? Were they somehow permanent? 

The cop’s eyes flickered up and down her body. That was...exciting, a man’s gaze on her like that. The thought that she could encourage him to look at her. That she could encourage him to do anything. Breathing hard and shuddering, she fell forward, pushing her face into his shoulder and starting to sob. His body was firm and muscular.

“I don’t know! I don’t know anything and I’m so scared and I don’t know what happened and it was so terrible and I’m sore and wet and I just want to go home! Oh please! Please let me go home!”

She continued sobbing then, and the cop’s hand came around her back, patting her lightly. 

“There, there,” he said, holding her awkwardly. 

His hands were firm, and they dug into the naked part of her skin somewhat. She liked that. What was wrong with her that she liked that, a total stranger’s hands on her body?

A car whizzed by. The cop seemed to notice what this was looking like, and held her at arm’s length by her naked shoulders. 

“You gotta drive on home now, okay? You just go on home and don’t look back. Get some rest, and I’m sure this will all work out. If it doesn’t, if you remember something, you come see me at the station.” He handed her a card with his name and phone number on it. “My name is Alvarez. That’s who you ask for, you ask for Alvarez. All right?”

“Okay. Thank you, Officer. You’ve been...you’ve been very kind.”

She started to move back inside of her car. He put a hand on her shoulder.

“If I wanted to come and check up on you...” he started. “Well, where would I look?”

“I’m a...I’m a professor at the university. My name is Candice Dearing.”

“Candice. It’s nice to meet you. I’m Jorge.”

She smiled and got into the car, a little too embarrassed to keep going with her flirting. When was the last time she had flirted with anyone? And now with a police officer? Oh god.

As she started the drive home, she tried to retrace her steps. 

God, what had happened? What did she do? Who did she hurt?

She felt sure that she had hurt someone. That she had fucked someone so hard and so long that they would have had to have been taken to the hospital. Was that right? Was that even possible?

Ryan. Had she hurt Ryan? Oh please, no. Her cellphone was nowhere to be found, and so she couldn’t check in with him like that. She was certain that if she had gone to see him, that he was just full of questions. 

She had gone to see him, she was certain of it now. She had called herself Candi, that was right. She had called herself Candi and pretended to be his little Lab Assistant. 

Fuck, that was sort of hot. As she stopped at a red light, her fingers slipped down in between her thighs. Ryan’s happy, hot little lab assistant, needing him to stuff her full of his cock...

No. No no no. She needed to be in control. The stoplight turned green, and she kept moving.

She was never taking the serum again, she decided. Never, ever again. It was too dangerous. There were benefits, of course, but no, it was just too insane and risky to go blacking out everywhere.

It all felt so goddamn good being in that mode, though. That bimbo mode.

Candice’s parents had a yard that she used to work in, pulling weeds and mowing and the like. She would get covered in bug bites and scratches, but at the end of the day, when she sprayed hot water on her body, it felt eminently good. That hot, rushing sensation flowing over those little annoyances, drowning them out completely.

That was how her entire brain felt, all the time, when she was under the influence of the serum she had created.

She desperately wanted to meet with Ryan when she finally arrived home, but when she got back up to their apartment, he was nowhere to be found. Instead, he left a note:

Last night was crazy amazing. Even so, I’m a little concerned, want to talk. Please make time for tonight?

It was a reasonable note, driven by compassion and concern. It should have touched Candice’s heart. Instead, it made her slightly annoyed, and she couldn’t think of why.

She took a quick shower and put on a change of clothes—finding her usual pants much, much looser than normal. There was just less of all of her, it seemed, which she was rather welcoming of. She didn’t have any bras that fit her, and she made a quick mental note to buy one or two on her way home. Maybe even a sexy one to help assuage Ryan’s concerns.

That instant decision—to use her new looks as a way to get what she wanted from a man, barely registered with her. She just thought it completely natural. 

Candice hardly ever did her make-up—only really for special occasions—and so was surprised to find her cheeks already somewhat naturally rosy, her lips slightly pink and glossy. That was...that was a bit odd. She was rather put off by her lips, especially, and so put on some darker lipstick over it to cover up the gloss. 

She was a professor, after all. She could hardly have glossy lips as she worked.

––––––––

Part II: Knowledge Is Like, Power?

It was eight in the morning when she made it back to the university. There were plenty of parking spots—most of the school had not woken up yet. It was deep enough into the fall semester that all the students who had decided to sleep in instead of going to class were getting ready to apply for their Withdrawals. 

The university had a large campus, very spread-out, and so even though it had a student population of over fifteen thousand, it never seemed very crowded. The Science Building, where Candice worked, was squat and shiny, its surfaces chrome and stainless steel. She was sure someone thought it looked very futuristic when they built it in the early nineties. Now, it was a sort of an eyesore, but that was all right. 

There were several uniformed police officers outside the building. 

For several moments, she looked for Officer Alvarez. He was cute. But, no sign of him.

She stopped in with Martha, the receptionist who essentially ran the entire building. She was pushing sixty, her dark hair tinged with gray. She wore wire-rimmed glasses with a chain, and always had on bright sweaters. Today’s sweater was yellow, with a happy pink bumblebee floating along her torso.

“What’s this all about?” Candice asked, pointing toward a random police officer.

Martha put her hands to her chest, crushing the bee. “Oh dear, you haven’t heard? It’s Larry.”

“Larry? My Larry?”

Larry was her lab assistant. He was great at his job. And...there was something pulling at her mind when she thought about him...

“He was found just outside your lab last night. They think maybe he tried to stop a robber. He was exhausted—completely exhausted, they said. He was having trouble breathing. The strength just sucked out of him, somehow. He should be okay in a few weeks.”

“A...a robber?”

“The door was broken, you see. But they don’t know for sure. He didn’t remember a thing, poor dear.”

Candice thanked Martha and walked up toward her lab in a haze. Larry, fighting a robber? That didn’t seem to make any sense. He was an affable, friendly guy. She liked his beard, and always was making comments on how it was growing out too long, or had gotten too short, and so on. They had a nice, friendly business relationship.

She entered the elevator, still thinking. She had...seen Larry last night! She remembered now. She had been in the lab, and Larry came in...

And...and she had fucked him nearly to death. Oh god. She remembered now. She had sucked his cock again and again and again, needing more and more of it until....until...

Until, well, he had been drained dry and she put him in the hospital.

Her pussy was suddenly, instantly, hot and wet.

Fuck. Why was she so inexplicably turned on by that? She wanted to take a trip to the ladies’ room and finger her hot cunt silly until she stopped thinking about fucking men until they couldn’t walk. 

Instead, the elevator dinged and opened and she saw the chair of the science department down the hall, Randall Wright. Randall was bald and heavy-set, always with something critical to say. Too often, he tried to butt into Candice’s research and tried to take credit for her accomplishments. Candice resented him for it, but also had to live with his domineering personality.

He was talking to an enormous hunk of a man whose back was to Candice. They were right in front of the sealed entrance to the labs, inside of which was Candice’s own lab. Before the big man turned around turned around, Candice had gotten the impression he was just one more fat cat—emphasis on fat. But as he rotated, she saw that his hands had been positioned inside of his suit pockets, making him appear portly, when nothing could have been further from the truth. 

He was—up, down, all around—a complete hunk. He was...godly. Enormous. He had the type of build that should have been reserved for bodybuilders or professional wrestlers or superheroes. His jawline was coated with a sexy brown beard with just the right amount of hair, accentuating the natural strong shape of his mouth and chin. His eyes were deep, strong brown, his hair a thick short tangle of also brown. He was tall—nearly seven foot—and must have easily weighed three hundred pounds of solid muscle. 

All that Candice could think about, and all that she imagined most women could think about in his presence, was raw, hard, inhumane fucking until she didn’t even know what reality was anymore.

Candice had to hold in her obvious arousal. The musk coming off the man. It was like pure, unrestrained masculinity. She wanted to fall to her knees and adore the sure-to-be thick shaft of his cock for days on end. They both smiled when they saw Candice approaching.

Wright held out a hand, guiding the large man to Candice.

“This is Candice Dearing, that rising star I told you about. Candice, this is Warren Richter, who is our newest donor.”

Ah, this was Richter! He was not only the newest donor, he was actually the most substantial one by a margin of over some eighty percent. He was the reason for their high-definition telescopes, 3D holographic actualizers, and multi-arrayed analysis consoles, not to mention a plethora of other incredibly expensive equipment. 

“Ah, Wright here told me he had a sharp young thing in charge of product development,” he said. “That must be you.”

He held out an enormous hand. It was easily twice the size of Candice’s.

“A pleasure to meet you,” she said, her voice breathy. “I had no idea we had such an enormous donor.”

Was she...flirting with him? That wasn’t like her at all. 

Taking experimental serums to make her into a hotter version of herself wasn’t like her at all, either, she supposed.

A gorgeous young woman with shiny dark hair gathered up in a bun arrived behind Richter. She wore a tight, short-skirted suit. Her legs poured out of the skirt, glossy and tanned. Everything about her was chiseled and phenomenal. Candice felt lesser in front of her, and got the idea she was supposed to.

“This is my assistant, Theresa. Theresa, this is Candice.”

“Hello,” Theresa said coolly, writing something down on the tablet she held in her hands.

She barely registered Candice. Candice, in front of Theresa, felt...well, ugly. Even with her recent improvements, Theresa far outperformed everything Candice had worked to attain. 

It was a disheartening thought. And yet, and she couldn’t shake the idea that taking a bit more of the serum—which she had sworn to never do again this morning—might be able to fix the disparity between them.

“I think we’re good, Randall,” the hunk billionaire said. “Why don’t you run along now and do...whatever it is you do.”

Without saying another word, Randall hopped off to obey, as if in this billionaire’s presence, even normally alpha-esque men became beta and submissive, happy to obey to avoid a fight. Candice fought the urge to bite her lip in open arousal.

Richter turned to the beautiful assistant at his side. “Why don’t you examine the facilities and make sure none of our equipment was broken with last night’s incident, yes? A full inventory.”

Theresa approached the door of the lab. It was protected with a retinal scanner and an encrypted keypad.

Candice stuttered out a protest. “I’m sorry, sir, she really can’t—”

Theresa leaned in, pressing numbers into the keypad. The door slid open with a happy chime.

Richter smiled. “Oh, yes, she can. You see, she can do whatever she wants in here. Because I say so. That’s how this works, doll. I’ll let your little protest slide, since we’re so new at being around each other, but I’ve put a lot of money into this place, and I’ll make sure that everything here happens how I want.”

He was just brimming with machismo. Candice resisted the urge to swoon. It went against absolutely everything she stood for that she found him so attractive. He was snobbish, brash, arrogant, and probably lifted weights as heavy as her in his off-time when he wasn’t fucking the life out of some lucky starlet that he absconded with in the middle of the Andes and ohgodshewantedhiscocksobad...

Fuck. 

Get a a hold of yourself, girl. He’s just a man.

Just a really handsome man who loves hot babes, the kind of which you’ve found a formula to turn yourself into whenever you want. That’s all. 

Just a thought, Candice—you could be like his totally hot happy little bimbo babe. The kind of girl he super really likes to have. Couldn’t you? Wouldn’t that be nice? To let go of all that control and let him be in charge of that nuclear hotspot of sex-starving frenzy you call a pussy? Like, wouldn’t that be super cool?

She shook her head, not knowing where that silly sweet voice in her head had come from.

“I see,” said Candice, gathering her thoughts. “I just...I would like to be informed of all changes to the admittance list.”

He put a large hand against the wall. His muscles stretched against the confines of his suit. His chest was a slab of solid, rock hard flesh.

“To be honest, when I put the money into this facility, I was hoping for someone with a little less...weight to throw around to challenge me. I suggest you check your tone and your attitude. And maybe a few other things about yourself.”

That was a dig at her figure, and an obvious one. She tried to ignore it...and tried to ignore her instinct to cry at not measuring up to his obviously superhuman standards.

Gathering her composure, she blurted out, “Yes, well, we’ll both have to see what we can do to work together, won’t we?” 

She stepped inside the lab then. Richter stayed outside, taking off to the elevator. Theresa stepped from one workstation to another, making notes on her tablet. Her face, beautiful and sculpted, as tight with concentration.

“Do you need any help finding anything?”

“No.”

“I’m Candice.” She held out a hand. “We didn’t really meet before.”

“No,” said Theresa. “We did not.”

She ignored Candice’s hand and continued to make small scribbles on the tablet, her every movement punctuated by the click of her tall, expensive heels of her calf-leather pumps. Candice swallowed her irritation and put her hand down. 

Stepping over the broken remains of the door to her lab, she sat down at her desk. In front of her, in a small storage unit, were the rest of the flasks of the serum. It was, she knew, a bad idea to have them so very close to her. 

And yet...was it such a bad idea? They had hurt her. Spurned her. Scorned her.

No use for all those nasty thoughts. Replace them with something fun!

She didn’t care, much, where that echoing, silly girl voice originated from. It was completely right.

Weight to throw around, huh Mr. Richter?

She picked up a flask and a measuring spoon, making sure that Theresa couldn’t see what she was doing.

Just a few drops, that was all. She had sworn off blacking out. That didn’t mean she couldn’t still take some now and then. Just two would do it, she thought. They glistened in the metal spoon.

Well, three to make sure. The small grouping grew to a puddle. 

Four drops—now that, four, that would really take care of some good weight loss. That was a nice round number.

It would make her feel so very nice. A tea—no a tablespoon. Yes. She had a boyfriend with a big fat cock to please, after all.

Bubblegum flavors filling her mouth, she slurped down the tablespoon. And then one more, right after that, just in case.

* * * * *

The day zoomed past her. She got very little done. It was so hard to think when she felt so fucking good. Her body vibrated with hot, fun, sexual energy. She felt like some futuristic dynamo of heat—high temperatures poured off her like she was an oven, and yet she felt cool and collected. No sweat, not a hair out of place. 

Well, not the places that her hair decided to go—it was no longer obedient and short. It grew at least an inch while Theresa walked around, making her rounds, and became several shades lighter. Every time Candice thought Theresa was noticing, she could not help but giggle.

By the time Theresa finally left, Candice was laughing like she was drunk, holding a thick test tube and imagining it Richter’s big, fat cock. She stroked her fingers up and then down and up again, licking her lips. Theresa delivered her several sidelong glances.

Candice gave them right back to her, licking the edges of the test tube. Theresa was hot. It was too bad she was so stuck-up. Candice could imagine sliding her fingers up Theresa’s tiny little gray business skirt, making her squeal and bend...mmm. After openly leering at Theresa’s ass as she finally exited the lab, Candice couldn’t restrain herself anymore.

The bathroom wasn’t very far, but it was too far. She was fucking turned on and the lab was empty. She pulled her pants down, finding the hair on her pussy in a strange new formation—she never did anything with her pussy hair, preferring of course to be a real woman and just let things grow how they may. But now each tiny, silky short hair was arranged in a clear strip. A landing strip. Hot and blond, now.

Oh, how fun. How delightful.

She plunged her fingers deep inside her pussy, loving the feel. Masturbating had never felt like this before!

First she tried to imagine Ryan, wonderful Ryan, her darling Ryan, so sweet and understanding. But all she could think of was him riding her gently. 

“Is that good?” he would ask. “Do you like that? More like this?”

Ugh. That was putting her right out of the mood. She wanted to be held down. She wanted strong arms pinning her, a hulk of a man just using her how he pleased.

Like Richter would. Oh fuck, yes. Yes please! He would slap her senseless if she talked back to him in the slightest, and then he’d wrap her arms behind her back and enter her hot, needy, superhot fuckready pussy like the man that he was and ohyess yesssss!

“Yessss!”

She fell backward in her chair, hitting the floor. She giggled delightedly. Her body was tingling pleasantly, little mini-orgasms stroking every part of her legs, her fantastically still-growing tits, her face. 

After several seconds, she slid back up, using the counter to steady herself. There, she saw Theresa, staring on with somewhat disgusted bemusement. 

“I forgot my bag,” she said, holding up a leather satchel. 

Candice stood up. In her fall, her arms had splayed out and knocked over a flask of the serum. It was spread all around the counter now, filling up the collection of measuring spoons she had gathered earlier. She took a finger and scooped up a dollop of the liquid, licking it down. Then she grabbed another tablespoon and slurped it down. 

Mmm. That was such a good idea. 

She strutted toward Theresa, who seemed somewhat disheveled.

“You seem busy,” said the statuesque brunette. “I’ll just get out of your hair and...oh my. Is it hot in here?”

Her perfectly sculpted hair had started to move out place from the heat emanating from Candice’s warm body. Candice was right in front of her, dragging a finger along the counter, staring up at Theresa with big blue-tinged eyes.

“Gosh,” said Candice. “I think you’re right. I think it’s really hot in here. Do you think it would be even hotter if like, something happened?”

She moved her finger up to Theresa’s jacket, tugging it just a bit. 

“I don’t...I don’t know what you mean. I should g-go...”

Candice tugged the jacket harder. “What if you stayed? We could make it really hot in here.” Candice pressed her face right against Theresa’s, breathing on her neck. “We could make it so hot, you and me. Thinking about him...thinking about Richter...”

She could feel Theresa’s knees buckle, sinking into Candice just a bit. 

“Ho-how did you know about...how did you oh god you just smell so good!”

Hot little trails of Candice’s kisses ran up Theresa’s neck and chin. Candice slipped her finger down to the counter and slipped up some of the serum.

“Here, honey,” Candice cooed, holding up a finger. “Have a taste.”

But Theresa, suddenly, was having none of it. Moving rapidly, she twisted out of Candice’s grip, grabbed her bag, and clicked quickly out of the lab. 

Candice, her head getting progressively lighter and her body feeling progressively sexier, wondered what the hell she had been thinking. How on earth was she going to explain that to Richter? 

Gosh, that was a hard one. She was...she was really smart, and really compassionate, so probably it would all just take care of itself. Right? 

She didn’t want to think about it. She felt too good! 

You could feel even better, honey. You deserve it. You could take all the serum you wanted and go pay a visit to your man Ryan.

Oh, yes. Now that was a good idea. Candice grabbed a vial, and then two before starting out the lab.

After thirty seconds, she came back for two more, and then really set out.

* * * * *

When she got home, the lightness was starting to fade from her mind. She was trying and failing to avoid thoughts of Theresa talking with Richter. Richter, frowning, made a few concerned phone calls. Candice came to work the next day with the police waiting for her, and her boss with a long frown on his face.

She shut the door of the apartment, trying to dispel all those thoughts.

Inside the kitchen, Ryan was sitting down at the kitchen table, his arms crossed. 

Uh-oh. Something was on his mind. She knew that she should have been aware of what it was, but like, it was like, really hard to think of what it could possibly be. 

The air inside the apartment was cool, and so the heat pouring off from Candice could be felt easily. She saw him react to it, withdrawing slightly.

“Can we talk, please?”

“Sure!” she said brightly.

It was easier to be bright and cheery lately. It could be for all number of reasons—the lab getting new funding, the success of an experiment—but of course she was associating it with the serum. That was the reason, of course, for the fun little waves of euphoria tripping through her body, the hot tingles along her skin at any given moment. The four vials of serum were in her bag, still. She hadn’t yet made the decision to take them...which she was starting to regret. If she was all sexy and hot, Ryan certainly wouldn’t be frowning at her. She hated the sight of his frowning face.

She sat down on top of the table, her feet sliding up onto Ryan’s lap. 

“You’ve been...you took something, didn’t you? The other night?”

She paused before answering. Of course she had. There was probably some measure of delicateness to be used here, but the how and why of it escaped Candice.

Just tell him the truth, said that little voice in her head. It’ll turn him on, I bet.

“I like, totally did,” she gushed. “Hasn’t it done wonders for my figure?”

“You ‘totally’ did? Candice...I don’t know what’s going on, but it sounds incredibly unsafe. I mean, look at what you’re saying! Your body changed, you’re thinner and your breasts are bigger and you’re all girlish and excited about it? You used to hate women who focused on their appearance, and your hair is still blonder than it used to be!” He peered closer. “I think it’s even blonder today. Have you taken any more of that stuff? It has to stop.”

She nodded. “I agree. The original dosage was probably too high.” She was proud of herself for using such big words. “My body had to get used to it a little, I think. But now I think it would be perfectly fine for a regular regimen to be implemented so that I can keep continuing field trials.”

“Field trials? Candice, this is your life we’re talking about. Your mind. That’s not a field trial! You’ve been giggling, and simpering, and saying ‘like’ all the time...

“You don’t want me to say ‘like?’”

“I want you to talk like you normally do, that’s all. You’re...you’re in danger any time that you take that stuff. Do you remember everything from the other night? Where you went after we fu...after we had sex?”

She shrugged, sliding her foot forward on his leg, running it on the inside of his thigh. “Oh, not really. But like, do I need to? I’m totally fine. What could have gone wrong?”

“Uh, everything? Every possible little thing? You basically had a blackout, and that’s okay with you?”

She pushed her foot forward even more, tickling at his crotch. He didn’t seem to notice. 

“I know you’re worried, dear. I appreciate that. But I know what I’m doing.”

“You knew what you were doing when you lost your memory and transformed your body?”

She put her head down, gritting her teeth, trying to stay cheerful. “We both agreed I could stand to lose a little weight, and take more initiative in the bedroom. Now I have. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

He put his face in one hand, squeezing his temple. “What I want is for you to be healthy, Candice. I’m worried. I’m scared.”

Openly now, she put her foot on his crotch, sliding up and down with pure intent. “I know, baby. And that just makes me all melty, knowing how much you care.”

“W-what...hey.” 

He tried to move her foot away. She slid it right back, opening up the button on her blouse a little and giggling. 

“Come on. We’re talking.” His face was starting to sweat.

As he reached to move her foot away again, she brought up her other one, starting to feel his hard-on grow. It was so hard to stay all serious and businesslike when she was so hot and so very his. She liked having this measure of control over him. 

“Are you sure you didn’t like it at all? How big and bouncy my titties have gotten?”

She slipped off the table and began to unzip his pants. Her ass was tighter than it had been last night, her tits even bigger. Her lovely face over his, inches away, she slipped her hand around his firming cock. 

“Candice,” he breathed, his voice getting weak. His head turned backward. “Candice...”

“That’s right, you did like it. You liked me being all giggly and fun and sexy, didn’t you babe?”

Her hand was running up and down his pole, stroking him eagerly. She leaned in close, kissing his neck. 

“Come on, baby,” she purred. “Do you want to deal with Candice...or Candi?”

Her voice took on a breathier, higher tone the second she said that name, like something had escaped from her.

“Can-Can...Candice...Candi...oh god, you’re so goddamn good at that!”

She giggled happily. “Aren’t I?”

While still stroking his big cock, she reached into her purse on the table. Inside was a large, pink vial of the serum—almost double what she had taken the night before.

“You’ll have this hot little bimbo all to herself,” she purred. “Won’t that be fun?”

He shook his head. Sweat pouring down his face, eyes unsteady.

“Don’t...you don’t have to. Come on. You’re hot already. Really, you are. You’re so—” he groaned, as Candice’s attentions quickened. “—so fucking hot!”

“Not hot enough, though. Not hot enough for my man. Wouldn’t it be fun if you had a slut with even bigger titties doing what you said? Wouldn’t it be great if I was all giggly and happy and airheaded all the time? What if I could show you how good it can be for you?”

“Can-Candice, that’s not...that’s a bad idea, I mean...”

His face was conflicted, his breaths quick and shallow. She could tell how close he was to cumming already, just thinking about her changing before his very eyes. That was really, really cool.

“J-just a little,” he said. “Let me hold the bottle. I’ll say when.”

That was disappointing...but relationships were built on compromise. She gave him the bottle and let him stick it in her mouth. To her surprise, he stopped after she had down just a quick mouthful of the delicious, buttergum-flavored liquid. Then, he moved her hand off of his cock. It excited her a bit, him taking charge like that.

“Show me.’ He pushed her away gently. “I want to watch.”

She giggled and stood up, already feeling the hot butterflying sensation inside of her body. She stripped off her shirt, knowing that was where most of the action would be happening.

Right away, she could see that her belly—just moments ago still too round and flabby for her liking, was already tightening up for its already slimmer form. She was no longer fat in the slightest, and could barely even be considered overweight. 

One new change was that the pallor of her skin was fading, becoming steadily more browned over by the second. It wasn’t a full on tan, of course, but she was no longer the same shade of deathly pale that she always had been before. The new tan highlighted the slim lines of muscle that could be seen when she twisted her torso from side to side. There was actual muscle there now, like she had been doing five hundred crunches every morning when she woke up! There was a dense layer of flesh on top of it, of course, all her fat deposits still on her belly and around her thighs and buns, but the amount of developing musculature was like, totally exciting and super fun.

She wondered how many different sexual positions she could get into if she was stronger. Was there more muscle strength with the muscle mass, or was it more like a steroid, just adding density?

Her hair started lengthening as well. She could feel the soft locks fluffing at her shoulders, longer than she had ever worn it since she was a little girl. Her pussy felt incredibly hot. One hand lowered to her crotch—it was a temperature change of at least five degrees. She was burning up! She needed to be filled!

And of course, her breasts tightened together, no longer loose at all, firming up entirely. Her nipples lengthened. With a little hop, she tested their bounciness—oh yes, very bouncy. Ryan’s eyes were like saucers.

So many changes, all at once! It was like the serum, once taken, had a thoroughly long half-life, breaking down in incredibly slow increments! That meant much of the serum that she had taken the night before was still inside her, and this new dose was interacting with all of that reserve, intensifying the effects! 

That was like, super duper cool. She giggled. She could almost feel the hot little pops sounding off in her brain, little pockets of knowledge evaporating. Science was like, the most fun thing in the world. She really ought to like, thank someone for like, coming up with it so she could be so hot and stuff.

Her tits bounced happily, and Ryan’s cock pulsed upward. 

She pushed her hair out of her face, noticing for the first time how her lengthened locks were once-again even blonder than before. They were a proper blond now, golden even. 

Ask him if he likes the new you.

“Do you like the new me, Ryan?” Candice giggled.

Ask him if he wants to fuck you stupid.

“Do you want to fuck me stupid, stud?” She giggled again. “It won’t take like, much.”

Giggle, giggle. Giggle, giggle.

Without saying a word, Ryan stood up and bent her over. Her pussy was wet and hot and completely ready for him. He slid in easy, his full manly veiny rod pushing inside of her. She could feel the head of it pressing hard against her walls. He began to slap her ass infrequently, punctuating his thrusts.

“Fucking slut,” he groaned. “I’ll fuck you stupid, yeah. I’ll fuck you like you need.”

His thrusts were hard and frequent, artless. He was fucking her like some animal. She absolutely loved it, intense waves of pleasure riveting through her body.

Almost just as soon as he started though, he came. His spurts felt divine, initiating hot orgasms on Candice’s end.

“Oh god,” he moaned. “Oh fuck.”

He can do better than that. You really need to be fucked again.

Ryan was breathing hard, stroking her body lovingly. Not yet satisfied, Candice started to rub her ass on Ryan’s crotch, grinding slowly. She could feel his cock, still somewhat hard inside her, surrounded by the pool of their joined juices. He rubbed the muscles of her back, and she purred encouragingly. Everything he did to her felt so good.

“Fuck me again, Sir...” she moaned. “You can do it. I know you can. You’re such a strong man...and you need to teach me my lesson...”

“Cand...Candice...wow. I’m flattered but I...”

She squeezed her cunt invitingly. Her muscle control was absolute. She gripped him gently with her pussy walls, moving her hips back and forth, stroking him back to hardness.

“Ohhhh....oh Candice...”

She could hear him breathing strongly. Taking in her scent. Taking in whatever hot new pheromones were pouring out of her. His cock quickly became hard. 

Carefully, she slipped him outside of her and turned around, facing him. Then she hopped up on the table and grabbed her legs at the knees, spreading them wide. 

“Fuck me, Ryan! Fuck your little bimbo slut! Fuck me like the whore I am! Fuck me! Fuck me so hard, Sir!”

His face was unbridled lust. He slipped back inside easily, holding her close. Her knees jammed up against his chest, her arms trapped. He grabbed her by her svelte back and rocked into her harder, harder, harder and harder. 

“You fucking whore. You bimbo fucking whore. You fucking love this.”

She did.

“Oh yes sir, I do! I do!”

Loving the fucking was biological now, just as needing even more from him was. She could feel her pussy was too much of a match for him—too tight, too wet, too hot. His fucking was hard and uncontrolled, driven by surprise; he had never been with someone as hot as her. It was impossible for him to stay inside of her for very long and not cum uncontrollably. She controlled him like that...which she enjoyed a great deal. Still, though, she longed to be with a man who would not take such control from her. 

She tried to pretend he was Richter. That made her happier for a time. 

“Claim it,” she screamed. “Put your fucking seed in me again! I want to lick it out of my cunt!”

“God,” he groaned. “The fucking filth from your mouth...”

“Fuck me until I can’t walk. Ruin me, Ryan. Fucking break me down!”

With a surprised gasp, he came in her once more. Candice came with him, her mind happily turning off. Ryan had slumped against her, whispering nonsense against her shoulder, humming and shuddering.
She could feel that other presence, that breathy giggly voice, taking a firmer hold on her mind. She could not tell, caught up in the rapture of orgasm, how much she cared.
The whole thing, from seduction to the last cum, had lasted less than ten minutes.
Candice had enjoyed it, of course. She could hardly walk around not enjoying two orgasms in a row and be a properly hot babe. But like, it just wasn’t right, her being so fucking hot and being “fucked” like that. 
It felt like Ryan was just approaching her, like a car pushing into parallel parking. She wanted to be dealt with. She wanted to be in a car crash, no survivors except for the invulnerable hunk who ate his cereal with gasoline.

Candice wanted another round, but Ryan was already dozing. Oh well.

She slid off the table, and Ryan slid back into the high-backed chair he had started in, completely passed out. 

Good girls look pretty for men when men aren’t ready to fuck yet. You have to like, make him want you, sweetie!

Candice nodded at the voice, her head so light and free. She looked down at her tits. They could be so much bigger. Her hair, so lovely and vibrant and dark blond, could be so much more striking a tone. One vial of serum, with all that hot giggly goodness, was right there on the table, and the other one was right there in her purse...

With a happy little simper, she grabbed the vial off the table, rooting around in her purse with her other hand. She unloaded both into her mouth like she was drinking from big, hot cocks. The sweet bubblegum taste filled her up.

Hotness was coming. All she had to do was wait. She sighed, examining Ryan’s sleeping form. Probably it would be better for him if she got out of the apartment. She’d hate for him to see her so hot and not be able to do anything about it.

A thought struck her, one of the last she would have that night. She upended her purse. Where was that phone number for Officer Alvarez? She wanted to meet him. But first, she giggled, he’d have to catch her. She planned on driving very fast. Joyrides were like, totally cool.

* * * * *

Candice woke up next to her bed the following morning, her bedsheets wrapped around her. Ryan was on the bed still, snoozing away, his body uncovered. 

She searched around the room, seeing the clock on the wall. Eight o’clock. Had only two hours passed, really? 

Walking to the window, she peeked outside. No. The sun was coming up outside. 

Fourteen hours her mind had been gone, belonging to someone or something else. What had happened? What had she done?

She shuddered to find out. Sniffing her hand, she drew back in shock and arousal. Cum. They both smelled strongly of hot, delicious mancum that she could drink and love and enjoy for hours and...

No, Candice. No! That’s not you. That’s this...this thing you’ve let inside you!

Right? Wasn’t that like...bad? 

Ugh. Thinking was such a chore.

She couldn’t remember anything after she and Ryan fucked last night. That was a bit troubling, but oh well. She couldn’t focus on it, really.

A good fuck should leave a hot babe’s mind empty, after all.

Yeah. Yeah! And she was a totally hot babe now. She stood up and admired her body. Her tummy was completely flat. Her tits ballooned outward, easily D cups, defying gravity with every perky little bounce. Her skin had a smooth, hot, tanned luster to it that had never been there before. Her hair fell down to the middle of her back, perfect and silky and bright blond.

Candice shot herself a little kiss in the mirror above her dresser. She was surprised to find herself turned on just from the little gesture.

Fuck. She was turning herself on, now? Wow. She couldn’t even hardly imagine what she would do to all those big hot cocks she was going to run into at the university. 
She got dressed, finding her closet strangely rearranged. All of her normal wardrobe items were in a pile in the back. All her serious suits and long dresses and conservative colors. In their place was a wide array of skirts and tops, all of them just slightly too small and entirely too sexy to wear around.
Her cunt moistened, looking at them. 

God, she could wear that tiny little white pleated skirt that would totally show off her legs and her ass. That would be scandalous, of course...knee socks. There were just loads of hot knee socks in the bag right beneath all those skirts. She could wear those, and those would hide her legs. That was a good idea.

Then her top, if her top was, say, that cute indigo blouse there with all those ruffles! Why, that would be a perfect match. It would show off her hot, firm tits in a nice respectable way.

Don’t forget the heels.

Of course she couldn’t forget the heels. She walked over to the other closet, which was Ryan’s. Opening it, she saw all of his things on a pile on the floor, replaced by shelves with rows and rows of heels, arranged by rows of heel length and columns of color.

Her knees fluttered. Oh god. There were so many she could wear. There was like, way more than she could count easily. Way more than ten pairs. So many ways to be so hot.

She slipped on a pair of indigo pump heels. There. She clicked over to the mirror.

Very professional. Her bright sexy hair needing nothing done to it, teased out naturally and falling in graceful curves like a signpost to her perfect ass. She loved it.

She turned, noticing how the brief little skirt flashed her panties. She bit her lower lip, plump and juicy.

Maybe...maybe this was too much? Too daring?

Tweak your nipple and find out. Good girls think with their titties.

Oh, yes. That was a good idea. She tweaked her already-nipple, taking a deep breath.

Thirty bliss-filled minutes later, she arrived at work, after diddling her pussy while she waited in traffic. Men stared at her—her sock-covered legs, her tiny outfit. They were all wearing coats, hoodies—it was not a warm day.

Martha, at the front desk, whistled when she saw her. 

“Hot date tonight?”

Candice giggled. “Something like that. I felt like a change.”

“Like a lot of changes, it looks like.”

Martha’s stare was clearly disapproving. Candice felt bad for a moment.

That bitch is just jealous of how hot we are. She’ll get hers later. Put on a hot bimbo smile!

Candice did. It was just so much easier to relinquish control, to let emptiness and happiness rule.

“Oh yes. I really wanted to go all out.”

“I can see that. Was your drive in here safe?”

Candice tittered. “Of course. Why wouldn’t it be?”

“You didn’t hear about that?”

“Um, hear about what?”

“It’s the nuttiest damn thing I ever heard. This chick is pulled over for swerving all over the highway, but when she is, the police start gangbanging her.”

“What?”

“Yeah! They go hog wild on her pussy, her ass, her mouth. And the entire time she’s cheering them on. From what the police say, they think she instigated it somehow. Using chemicals, something like that. Every policeman is in the hospital now. Says they can’t hardly remember anything. One of them, Alvarez I think his name was? He’s in critical condition. Poor guy has a wife and kids.” 

Oh god. Oh god, that’s what she had done. 

She hoped, biting her lip like she was, that she looked worried.

Not completely and totally turned on like she most definitely was at the thought of fucking a family man close to death just because it turned her on to do so. Because she was hot enough to do such a thing. Oh goddd...

Martha was still talking. “You know what it makes me think of?”

“What?”

“That incident with Larry. You know, when I found him the other day, he was just reeking of sex. What if it was the same person? I mean, this chick put three policemen in the hospital, she fucked them so much. How many women like that could there possibly be?”

“Oh, Martha, I don’t know...that seems far-fetched.”

Martha sighed. “Maybe you’re right. I don’t know. It’s just nuts, isn’t it?”

“Totally.” Candice was having far too much of this conversation already. “Okay, well like, I’ve got to get to work. Bye!”

Candice rushed into the elevator, trying to hide the shock on her face. When she was finally alone, she put a hand to her mouth.

She had put policemen in the hospital! Larry! What if she had done that to Ryan! Oh my god, she could have murdered someone by fucking them so hard!

Mmmph. Her fingers drifted onto her tits, holding them tight through the thin fabric of her blouse.

Why did that thought make her so indescribably wet? Was it the thought of just being that perfectly hot and arousing? That she was becoming so gorgeous every night that men couldn’t help but give her what she wanted? Even if they were risking their lives when they did?

Her fingers drifted over toward her pussy. That was hot. That was...

Wrong. Really, really wrong! God, you’re not a man, Candice! Think with something else other than your sex drive! You’re a scientist! Fix this!

Just...like, you know. Fix it right after giving yourself a nice hot little cum. She hit the stop button on the elevator, making sure she had some privacy, and then slipped her perfectly-manicured fingers deep into her hot little cunt.

* * * * *

Candice’s mind came-to out of her orgasm haze some hours later. She was in her lab, giggling and sliding a test tube in and out of her mouth. Phalluses were so cool. 

Around her were a number of half-mixed vials of serum. 

Oh wow. She could like, totally finish those, and then drink them all, and then like, be a perfect hot super fun-fun bimbo forever an’ ever an’ ever an’...and...and...

Fight it.

Don’t. It’s so much more fun to give in, sweetie!

That! That right there! Who was that? A voice in her head? Some ghost possessing her? A demon? What? She had no real idea, but of course she linked it back to the serum. It was some...some part of her, she theorized. Some old, untapped, vain, catty part that wanted nothing but to be fucked and adored and put on a pedestal for being pretty.

She knew the feeling, but she didn’t know that person quite well enough yet. 

Yes. There was an idea. She had to know her enemy, somehow. She had to figure out whatever it was this entity wanted. Otherwise she would be at its mercy. 

She looked around at the mess of her lab. Even with all her recent experimenting, she had cleaned nothing up.

Some part of her, the rational part perhaps, said to destroy all her findings. She had put Larry in the hospital after all, and policemen too, and who knew what else, and everything here was just evidence.

But a different part—the better part, she thought—knew there was good in the serum. It had helped her lose weight, and had certainly made her much more gorgeous and desirable to men. What woman wouldn’t want that? And if every woman could make themselves the image of what a man wanted, wouldn’t there be less strife and struggle in the world to become some ideal lady for men to pine over? If all women were gorgeous, wouldn’t that pave the way for equality, since men could no longer judge a gal on what she looked like but instead what she was capable of? That was a noble idea, yes?

Her fingers slid on top of her pussy. She tried and failed to move them away. Oh well. The felt nice. Sooo nice.

And, of course, if she sold the serum, wouldn’t she net herself a tidy little profit on top of that? Didn’t she deserve to live comfortably for all her hard work over her many years?

Yesss. Her fingers slid along her hot, ultra-sensitive clit. If she just tapped it softly every few seconds, she could keep her mind together. Continuing that action, she decided she had to find out how to work this serum and make it as safe as she could.

So she devised a plan, soft little strokes to her hot clit delivered all the while.

First, she would lock down the lab entirely, no one in or out. It appeared someone had already fixed the door that Larry had broken, so that was accomplished easily enough with a few button-pushes at the keypad next to the outer lab door.

Then she would finish all the serum. That took about an another hour. Simple enough. The formula didn’t take much.

Then, she grabbed a full vial of serum, and sat herself down in the testing room. There were two high definition video cameras in there, so she would have full view of herself during the change. Sitting down in the room, she thought—well, I should grab another camera, just in case. The one right next to all the vials of serum. Yes.

She walked over to the camera, snatching it up. Nearby, each vial of serum emanated a soft, unearthly glow. She should...maybe, grab one more just to be sure she was giving herself the full treatment. She would probably only have one shot at this recording.

Yes. Two more vials, for a total of three. That ought to be plenty. More than enough. Okay.

With six vials in her hands, she walked back to the testing room, punching in the keypad to lock her in for twelve hours. More than long enough for her mind to return to her. 

She thought for a moment that she ought to call Ryan, let him know something was up, but it was so hard to talk and tell him something like this...

He’ll be fine. He’s a man. Men are so strong and cool. Besides, if he leaves you, so what? You’re hot now. Hot babes are only a cute outfit away from a totally awesome new dick in their lives.

For once, she and the entity agreed. Candice didn’t spend very much time focusing on this before chugging away at the vials.

* * * * *

Thirteen hours later, Candice woke up on the floor of the lab, completely naked, the automatic door softly sliding into her luscious legs.

She stood up slowly, her hands struggling to find a spot on the floor that wasn’t already covered in the immense length of her hair. It was so soft. Like a big pool of silk surrounding her.

She stood up, wobbling around, looking for signs of life. It was dark in the lab, dark outside. The clock said it was almost two in the morning. 

Wow. 

The only real thought on her mind was how distantly horny she was. The way sometimes someone could be hungry but not feeling it, knowing the very first thing they saw that was edible, they would try and put inside their mouth. She felt that way about cock right now.

She found a spare lab coat—it wouldn’t fit around her tits, but at least it was something to wear. Every movement of hers clunky and slow, trying to maneuver around the enormity of her tits, she turned on the recording.

The bright screen illuminated the room, casting a soft glow on Candice’s somewhat-blank pretty face. 

She watched the transformation. Drinking all those vials seemed to have put her into some ecstatic state for nearly an hour, and as her hair grew and grew, her legs lengthening, her tits expanding and her waist narrowing, she did not remove her fingers from her pussy. It seemed like she was cumming every other second, each new orgasm building on the last. She had a picture-perfect bronze tan, her nose button-cute, her eyes bright bright blue. Once, they had been an almost colorless black. She had nearly forgotten about that.

Candice fast-forwarded past much of it. It was hard to watch without fingering herself again.

Do it anyway. Your pussy is sooo pretty. Pretty pretty pussy for a pretty pretty bimbo.

“Shut. Up!”

Though stern, Candice couldn’t help but hate herself for acknowledging the voice. That made her, made Candi, even more real.

She knew the name now. Now that she was looking at her. It was undeniable. 

The fast-forwarded figure slipped up on the table in the observation room. Candice slowed the tape down to regular speed. The bimbo on the screen was totally naked now. Candi’s legs were crossed, her long hair puddling on the table behind her. As if she was waiting for just this moment to occur.

Uncrossing her legs, Candi turned toward the camera. She slipped one hand between her legs, and put the other on her enormous exposed tits.

“Hi there, sweetums.” She smiled dazzingly. “You’re watching me, huh? Gosh, I’m super pretty, right?

Mmmph. She really, really was. Candice was panting at the screen, just watching the beauty move and speak.

But...but how did Candi know Candice was watching? What gave it away? 

Did Candi have direct access to Candice’s thoughts?

Of course I do, sweetie! Now, listen up. I’m talking.

“You see,” the beauty on the screen giggle, “like, the thing is, you really, really hate what you are. You like, despise yourself. That’s why you want me! I love myself. I love the way I talk,” she giggled, “I love the way I walk,” she stood up and took a long, slow strut across the room. Her legs were polished with pussy juice.

“I love the way I suck, I love the way I fuck. And I especially love the way I look.” She giggled again, holding her big tits against her chest. They bounced happily as she let them go. “Just about everyone loves that, though. Didn’t you know that? Didn’t you know, already, that you would like this better? You may as well like, give in. I know there’s some vials right over there...”

There were. Candice squirmed. Her thoughts were so empty and silly. It was so hard to hold on to them. A vial, though, she could hold onto that. 

Before she knew it, one was in her hands. Drinking it would only last...only last a moment...

“Like, get rid of that stupid boyfriend of yours. He doesn’t deserve you. You need like, a real man, babes. You need a super stud that doesn’t break in half and cum himself into the hospital just because you fuck him all good and stuff. Or,” she giggled. “Just because I do, anyway. Right? So like, do me this favor. Take some serum. Get hotter and blonder again. You’ll love it. And even if you don’t...you won’t remember!”

“No,” Candice whispered, her thumb running over the vial. It was so warm, so glowy. “No, I like...I like, can’t.”

“You like, totally can. Just give in. You don’t have to be around anymore. You just have to give yourself up to the hot, wonderful pleasure of being me forever after, babes. Wouldn’t that be nice? Don’t you think you’d have like, a totally awesome time? Come on, sexy. Do it for me. Please?”

Candice’s hand found her pussy, sliding her fingers inside. God, that felt so good! Her thoughts became warm and fuzzy. 

Yeah...just a little serum. Just to make Candi happy. Didn’t she want to make Candi happy? Candi was so pretty, and it was so fucking hot and cool when hot girls were happy.

“Your hair could be like this, all the time, forever and ever” giggled Candi, drawing out a three-foot long strand of golden perfection. “Isn’t that totally hot? Your boobies, they could be so big you could lick them yourself! They probably are already! Check it out!”

Propping one tit up while still holding the serum vial, Candice explored with her tongue. Candi was right. She could suck her own nipples. The feeling was intense and orgasmic, all at once. The bimbofied beauty had trouble keeping her seat.

I love this, Candice realized. I love being seduced like this. I love being the only one who can make Candi happy. There’s so much joy Candi could have, just from me! The thought that she was standing in the way of it felt almost obscene. 

Touch yourself, sweetie.

Candice did, sliding her fingers even more up into her wet entrance. Her thumb rotated on her hot clit. The pleasure was immediate and immense. 

Candi is more important than you.

That thought, even though it wasn’t hers, made her cunt pulse ecstatically. Candice fingered harder, holding the vial of serum.

Candi is better than you.

Candice whimpered. She knew it was true. She wanted it to be true. She wanted to scream it from the halls. Candi was here. Candi was here and so very happy!

She popped the top off the serum vial, staring at it as she fingered herself, feeling so helpless. So incredibly achy and lusty.

Candi deserves everything.

Yes! Yes! Oh god, yes! 

She downed the vial, willingly giving up control of her life for the first time. She could feel Candi’s hot, giggly, bubblegum grip slide over her mind, pushing Candice down into a realm of the deepest, darkest, purest pleasures that existed in her mind.

* * * * *

Candi was in full control, happily fingering her cunt. All she had to do was look at her own reflection in the chrome door of the lab refrigerator, her mass of perfect blond locks, her amazing legs, her wonderful breasts. She was dynamite. She was wonderful. She was the best thing on the planet.

Once more, for probably the dozenth time in less than half an hour, she came, looking only at the incredible plush curves of her lips.

At that instant, right after her hot release, Warren Richter walked into the lab. 

Oh, fuck. He was such a stud. Walked in and immediately owned the lab, was more like it. Candi slipped her hand over to another vial of serum and downed it, just for him. She giggled happily as it dribbled down her perfect bronzed body, leaving a hot pink trail on her open nakedness.

“Am I interrupting something?”

She giggled happily, sliding her long legs around. She slid a finger around one bare tit. 

“No way, hunky. Not like, at all.”

She continued to slide her fingers along her amazing breasts and also her bare, exposed clit. He seemed to not have a problem with it, approaching closer and closer. In fact, he seemed almost to be expecting it.

“I could have sworn I heard some screaming and moaning in here just a few seconds ago. You know,” he said with a smile, approaching her slowly, his hands in his pockets. “The sexual kind?”

“Oh, that. Right.” She nodded, giggling as her tits got bigger and bigger under her wandering hand. She crossed her arms, and let out a hot gasp of sexual pleasure. “I...I...I...was just ummm,” she held back a moan as he closed the distance between them.

He was such a fucking hunk. And he looked at her, knowing her, owning her, like he had long ago figured out what was happening with her. 

“I was just...just watching this like, tape?” She fingered her cunt harder as he came closer. Her desire was open, evident.

“A tape? You mean a recording?”

“Yeah!” she chirped. “Isn’t it like, cool?”

She pointed at the screen, where the gorgeous blonde version of herself was caught in repose, fucking her pussy hotly, just like Candi was now.

“Is that from the room right over there?” he asked.

“Yeah! It was for like, special testing.”

He turned to her and put a hand through her hair, feeling it. Holding her tightly. He tugged at it a bit, and she moaned, staring up at him with needy blue eyes. Cooing, she pressed her face into his large, sexy, muscular hand. Her pussy, filled with her fingers, felt even hotter.

“You’re just a hot little mess, aren’t you girl?”

She purred audibly. “Yes, Sir. I’m anything you say I am.”

“Is that you on that screen? You look really hot.”

“Yes, Sir. That’s me. Like, a worse version of me. I just took more of the serum, so I’ll be even hotter soon.”

“Is that a fact? You’re turning even hotter right now?”

She tilted her chest up at him, letting him watch them jiggle as they expanded to the size of beach balls. Her hair fluttered out an extra three inches when she started thinking about the thick, enormous cock that he surely had hidden inside of those slacks.

“Um...like, maybe? It’s super hard to think when you’re around.”

“Is that right? It decreases your intelligence too. Fascinating.”

She giggled. “You use such big words. Is your cock as big as all those words?”

“You want to suck me off, Dr. Dearing?”

“Dr. Dearing? She’s like, a total prude. I’m way better than her. I’ll suck you, fuck you, whore for you. I don’t care. I’m your hot little bimbo fucktart, baby. I want you to rule my pussy. Won’t you please?”

He stroked her face. She shivered with delight. She was going to cum, just looking at him, fucking her pussy so hard and hot and just seeing his massiveness. Mmmph.

“If I fuck you, there’s no going back,” he said. “You’ll be mine, from then on. I won’t allow anyone else to have a hold of you.”

“That’s like, super fucking cool,” she said. “You’re a totally rich, hot guy. I can be your number one girl. It’s just...”

She had to stop to let herself cum, right beneath him. Just looking at his muscles, his hot jawline, thinking about how big his cock must have been so enormous. Her mind blinked away for a moment. When she came to, he was snapping her fingers at her.

“Just what, doll? Stay with me?”

She kept fucking her pussy. A little slower now. Calmer.. “Well, like...you would have to have a really big cock to own me like that. Only a guy with a super big cock could do that to me.”

Of course, even a guy with a super big cock would have to keep up with her. She doubted he would be able to do so. No one else had so far. But it was lots of fun pretending. And her mind was so simple and silly that pretend was often reality.

He smiled, unzipping his pants and then removing them entirely. His cock wasn’t big at all.

“It’s super duper big,” Candi moaned with appreciation. “Like, oh my god. You have to stuff me full of that thing.”

The rod was the thickness of Candi’s forearm, layered with thick sexy veins and throbbing hard. She watched, amazed, as it became erect right in front of her, well over a foot long. Her knees knocked together and she whimpered. 

She was...she was scared, she realized. Scared that it might be too much cock for her.

That was so, so very cool and hot.

“And you’ll be mine?”

He said the words as if they were just some formality. Of course he already knew she was his. 

“I am yours,” she said, her voice so light and hot. “I’m anything you want.”

Using his enormous hands, he picked her up and bent her over the nearby table. His enormous cock pushed inside of her cunt with ease, her body able to take all of him!

Now she knew why every other man hadn’t been enough for her. She was waiting for him. He was a perfect fit. Her orgasms started the second he entered her. His thrusts were wild, primal, animalistic. He fucked her like he didn’t care at all for her well being. If he wanted to break her in half, with his enormous mass, he could do so easily. She knew his cock could easily shatter the insides of other women. She felt so fucking hot and proud that she could take all of him so well.

She came, and came, and came...and he wasn’t stopping. He fucked her harder, harder, harder!

He lifted her up off the ground and drilled her into the corner, where two cabinets met, her legs folded up like a pretzel, every part of her completely owned by his cock.

“Please cum in me!” she cried.

She couldn’t help but cry it. It was hardwired into her to cry and beg for a man’s cum. It was more than a desire. It was a way of life. She could feel him tensing up inside at hearing her beg.

“Unleash it on me, baby! Give me everything you got, you fucking hulk hunk stud! Please! Give me all of that hot rich dick right now, please!”

His cum unleashed inside of her pussy like a flood of manly release. It was more cum than every other guy than she had fucked in the last week, combined. There must have been gallons of it jetting inside her. He pulled out and began plastering her body with it. 

Her orgasms chained one right after the other, her mind skating along on them. Every part of her was bliss. 

She turned, expecting him to be totally spent. Instead, he was grinning, and slapped her on her cum-soaked ass.

He was...he was still hard. “Ready for round two?”

Oh yes.

She was more than ready, of course. Made to be so.

––––––––

Part III: All Bimbo, All The Time

After a solid four hours of fucking that left his new bimbo pet in a state of seeming disrepair, Warren Richter made his way back to his office downtown. Richter felt sexually sated for the first time since he had transformed himself into the man he was today. On top of Candi, he left a note:

Call me soon. We will discuss living arrangements and financial allowance.

He was preparing to be generous with the girl. She had given him a number of thrills, after all. 

His office was enormous, inside of the most luxurious, elegant, technologically sophisticated building in the town. He knew it was all these things because he had designed himself. When a man didn’t need to sleep, he could do all sorts of things.

Richter had trouble even referring to himself as a man. Over the years, his countless experiments on himself had clearly left him as something much more than just a “man.” But he was definitely a Male, and as far as he was concerned, the only REAL Male alive. 

He entered his personal elevator, which stopped only at the floor of his office. The entire thirtieth floor of the building was his quarters, with the waiting room taking up a quarter of that. The actual waiting room, really, was the twenty-ninth floor, where he had less-favored clients engage in humiliating contests like potato sack races and blindfolded boxing matches to see who could stand in line to see him on the thirtieth floor. 

Most of the thirtieth floor was his enormous office proper, with his one desk and small computer. A person entering had to walk four hundred feet just to get in front of him. He had daydreams about lining the space with living art, women crafted to serve every aesthetic he could desire. 

Now, with Candi, it seemed that daydream would soon be a reality.

Gorgeous Theresa was at her expansive desk, tapping away at the computer in front of her. He was grateful she had tipped him off about Dr. Dearing’s odd behavior.

“Hello, Theresa. Any calls?”

“Is that a joke?”

He smiled. Of course it was. He got an average of forty calls a minute. Only two every minute made it past the team of call screeners downstairs. Of those two per minute, he handled maybe one every twenty minutes. Being on the top meant lots of people needed your approval all the time.

Theresa was hopelessly in love with him, desperate for him to make any sign of attraction or approval at any given time. Richter liked it this way. Having grown up with women needing his affection at every possible turn, it had become commonplace to use women efficiently. By himself, with a room full of women, Richter could have a successful company and three offshoots created within about six hours. 

He walked over to the coffee pot, and, curious, dumped three vials of serum into the full pot. Smiling, he brought a cup over to Theresa. 

“Refill?”

She looked completely surprised. Never in the past had he ever given her anything, not even a Christmas card. Usually he just ordered her to buy one for herself, which he ensured was at her own expense. He told her to get the cheap kind, though—he wasn’t heartless.

“Y-yes! Certainly!”

“Good. I’ll want that report on TJS Realities done by the end of the day, all right?”

“Yes, sir!”

Her voice was full of pride. Warren walked back into his office, his feet thumping along. His seat was specially designed, by him of course, to hold his enormous weight. It was one of the most comfortable places in the world that he knew about. At that desk, he had broken governments. He would probably break a few more today.

Sitting down on his desk, he flipped on the surveillance module to the outside. Normally, he used this to sweat prospective clients and buyers, to see how they reacted to waiting for inordinate periods of time. Now, though, he was using it to watch Theresa’s response to the concoction that Dr. Dearing, or Candi, had created.

Nothing so far. 

Knowing he had work to be done, he started filing through his to-do list.

First he made a call to a factory in South America, ordering it to lay off half its workers. The manager did not protest, even though the decision would let about half a town go starving. Then he made three more calls to depose one parliament leader in Germany, imprison a minister in China, and assassinate a general in Bratislava. Of course, he did not talk with the people doing these actions—he spoke with directors of directors of directors, each the heads of corporations that seemed larger than any other on the planet. 

Richter had his hands in everything. A man did not get as powerful as he did without expecting constant gratification for every accomplishment, and the best gratification was a job done instantly.

Then he called the French ballet teacher that he had been courting and fucking ruthlessly for about a month now. He told her that he wasn’t going to see her again unless she dumped that stupid husband of hers along with her two children. 

Even then, he’d probably only fuck her for another month or so. He told her that, too. He expected an affirmative answer within the day. Maybe he’d take the time to transform her into something better, once he figured out Candi’s serum all the way.

Richter got what he wanted, after all. After making his first billion from developing a series of security software for data caches that had attracted the highest bidders from across the world, he began to invest in medical technology. All his compatriots seemed to be going the hardware route—Richter saw the advantage in that, but he also knew that there was great profit, great personal profit, from being a pioneer in the biomedical field.

His enormous mass of muscle was a gift from years of biomedical research, as was his youth and his capacity for retaining and connecting knowledge. He was well over sixty, and did not appear to be a day over thirty. That was by his design. As far as he knew, he was immortal. He wasn’t sure he could even be killed at this point, though certainly anything was possible.

After the work perfecting his body was completed, he had eliminated the team, of course. Now only he knew the secret. If there came a time to make it profitable to others, he would do, but until then, he wanted to be the only tireless, immensely strong, un-aging hunk in the world. 

And now, some doctor had come along, seemingly creating a very similar serum all by herself. It was almost too bad she would soon be a bimbo of bottomless stupidity. He could have used her knowledge. But he’d rather have a plaything that didn’t wear out after a couple of months of hard use. And Richter, anymore, didn’t know how to use anything but hard. 

Maybe he’d alter the serum, let her keep a little bit of her mind. It was a fun, hot idea to him, taking and owning someone that was just a dynamo of endless sex. Such a person could have her uses. 

He turned back to the screen, watching his assistant.

Interesting. Normally, Theresa only had a cup of coffee every three hours. Now she had taken in the whole pot in less than an thirty minutes. 

She had small a-cup breasts, her slim body not able to accommodate much in the way of hips or curves at all. Now, as he watched, her breasts starting growing rapidly, pushing hard against the fabric of her blouse. She either seemed not to notice or not to care. 

Her hand moved absently to her tit, squeezing it roughly. She continued to type as if she was doing nothing. But soon, then, she started giggling, both hands squeezing her tits. Then she began to slide one hand up into her skirt, disappearing her fingers into her pussy.

A client came in. Theresa rapidly stood up and got on top of her desk, crossing her legs. She bent over and giggled, holding her growing tits tightly. The client approached, looking a bit unsure, looking around. Amusingly, he looked in every direction but where Richter’s hidden camera was. 

As soon as he came close enough, Theresa ripped off her blouse and slid down to the ground. She started unbuckling his pants, talking to him the whole time. In between giggles, she seemed to be cooing at how big he was, how badly she needed it.

She bent over on the desk and twisted around, so she was tits up, her head hanging off the desk. She took his cock inside of her mouth, letting him fuck her throat hard. There was no struggle to it, she took the entire length of him easily. 

The client fucked Theresa’s head against the desk hard. He was relentless, banging her head until finally he came, shooting his load down her throat and then onto his tits, his neck. 

He fell to the floor, breathing heavily. Theresa slipped down after him, her heels dropping off her feet. She crawled over his cock, putting her mouth down on him again. He tried to beg her off, but she would not be dissuaded. 

She sucked him hard, and after several seconds, he seemed to be very much into it. Surprised at his own virility, as a matter of fact. 

Getting up twice in a row was nothing to Richter. His record was twelve, and he had to stop then only because there was money to be made and he couldn’t just fuck an entire cheerleading team twice in a row without starting to injure one of them.

The client came again, and Theresa graciously sucked him down. Even so, her hand stayed wrapped around his cock, trying to bring him up again. His hands came against her head, trying to push her away. But these fell down. He fell asleep, unable to move. 

Theresa then began to suck him off a third time. But, apparently it was nothing doing. He was exhausted. Disappointed, Theresa knocked on Richter’s door.

Smiling, and already semi-hard, Richter got up to go answer the door. 

“Yes, dear?”

Now that he got a full look at her, he saw that the transformations were still happening. That meant that she had been changing even as she sucked that client’s cock. The client was now delirious on the floor, spouting off half-formed phrases.

“More...” he cried. “No more...more...”

What a weak, pathetic little thing. Hardly worthy of the beauty that Theresa had transformed into. Her hair was shiny and blond, her tits easily double the size they had been not even an hour before. Her lips were puffy, pink and shiny, and her nails had lengthened, turning bright pink also. 

He found it fascinating that the concoction seemed to completely disregard all genetic propensity toward hair color, eye color, breast size, weight, height, sexual proclivity, sexual pleasure, or cognitive capacity. It seemed to want only to transform women into complete sexified blond, tanned, big-titted bimbos.

That was certainly something he could get behind. Women were objects to him anyway. They may as well look like what they were.

He wondered how it would stand up to his own tests, mixed with parts of his own formula. Would it be possible for him to make a fuckdoll strong enough to keep up with his stamina and smart enough to keep up with his intellect?

An interesting idea, should he ever desire a true partner. But for the time being, Richter’s only interest in women was physical. He took what he wanted from them, like he did everyone else.

Theresa was giggling nervously, waiting for him to speak.

“Go on, then, slut,” he said, completely casual. She knew what she was now. “Tell me what you want.”

“Please, Sir. I sucked off the hunk in there, but like, I don’t think I’ve had enough. Can you fuck me nice and hard so I can calm down? I had all of this like, coffee...”

Warren gripped her throat hard, enjoying her little squeaks, and dragged her across the enormous length of his office before bending her over on the table. 

Oh yes, he could calm her down easy enough.

As he slid inside her hot, ready entrance, he picked up the phone off the desk. He called the secretary from the waiting room on the twenty-ninth floor, Catherine.

“Catherine, could you come up here?”

There was a rush of voices in the background. He supposed that the crowd of people waiting to speak with him—and there were surely over a thousand—had figured out he was on the phone. Good for them.

“Is there a problem, sir?”

“No problem. Theresa’s been...repositioned.” He smiled, looking at secretary as she bucked and moaned beneath him. “I want you to replace her for the time being.”

“Yes, Sir!”

She had a touch of awe to her voice. Obviously, she would do anything he said. Worshipful of him. Good. That was how women should be. That was how everyone should be.

And he was going to make it so.

* * * * *

Candice arrived home late in the evening, her thoughts still blurry. It was so hard to think.

You don’t need to think. Have another drink! Let me come out and play.

She tried to ignore the impulse. More and more, it was becoming apparent that this whole bimbo thing was getting out of control. She needed to put a lid on it. She had distant memories of being fucked senseless, as Candi, by Richter this afternoon.

Richter! 

If he mentioned it at all to her boss Randall Wright, she would be fired on the spot. She had to fix this, somehow. She had to make everything better again. She could keep her job and fix the whole mess and still someone stay hot. Just a little hot. Not bimbo hot like she was now. Not stupidly-sexy big-titted hot without a thought on her mind hot. 

Just...regular hot. Good hot. Sexy hot for Ryan. Yes. That would be like, totally doable. And she would be too!

When she walked into the bedroom to take a nap and try and clear her head, she saw Ryan there, packing a bag. A low, deep pit formed in her stomach. 

“What...what are you doing?”

He looked angry, as if he was mad that she had even asked the question.

“Candice, I’m done with this.”

“W-what?”

“I’m done with this. I can’t be with you anymore. You’ve...you’ve changed. You have literally changed into a different person! How on earth am I supposed to be with you now?”

“But you...” tears started forming in her eyes. “You’re the one who wanted this to begin with!”

“I know I said I wanted you to be more active,” he shook his head, moving around the bed and back to the closet where she had left his clothes in a pile. “But this has gotten out of control. I don’t want this. And whenever I ask you to stop, you just seem to want more. So this is done, now. All of this. You and me.”

“Please, Ryan,” she stepped forward, her hands out a bit. “Please don’t go. I need you with me.”

“More than you need to be a bimbo?”

“Yes! Of course!”

He stared at her, his mouth open for a moment. “I don’t believe that. You’re normal, now, right? That’s what you think? And look at what you’re wearing.”

What was wrong with what she was wearing? She had changed after waking up in the lab, very glad she kept a change of clothes in her bag. A very business-like tiny orange minidress that bared her cleavage in a respectable way. Her heels matched. That was professional, too. And they were only five-inches high—not six inches, like what Candi would have wanted. The bangles on her wrists were bright white. 

“You don’t see it, do you? You don’t see yourself.” He took a breath. “I’m going to the bathroom. I want you not to be here when I get out. That will make it easier. If you can...if you can get help, change back to normal somehow? Be normal again? You let me know. But until then, we’re through. Okay?”

She said nothing, just whining wordlessly when he stepped into the bathroom. Why couldn’t she stand up for herself? Why couldn’t she say anything?

I can take care of this. Let me in charge...and he’ll never want to leave. I guarantee it, sweetie.

Candice moaned hotly. That was...that was a really hot idea. She slipped a hand up to her nipple, tweaking it just a bit.

Whatever Candice was doing wasn’t working, right? It was time to try a different tactic. Just a little, itty bit of Candi juice to keep him around. She went to her purse, pulling out a vial.

Coming out of the bathroom, Ryan saw her sneaking a drink.

“What the fuck? What in the fuck are you doing? Goddammit, girl. You have to stop!”

She giggled. Words were so silly and useless. Of course he had been winning so far—they had been using words! But using words wasn’t what women were for. Women were for fucking. Women were for hard, volatile abuse that was just barely on the right side of the law.

The haze of Candi swept over the hot blonde’s mind, taking control.

“Gosh, handsome,” she giggled. “I’m like, so very sorry. You seem really upset.”

She bent over at the bed. It was low enough that her ass was very, very high in the air. “I guess you better spank me, huh?”

“Wh-what?”

“You better spank me. I’ve been so bad. You ought to spank me SO hard to teach me a lesson. Right?”

She shook her ass at him, the flesh jiggling enticingly. Her buns were perfectly bronzed, even though they hadn’t seen the light of day in maybe years. 

He came near. She could almost hear him trying to make the decision. It was so, sooo hard to think when she was so beautifully hot, and it was such a thrill knowing that he was just as affected as she was by her hotness, almost. 

He tapped her ass with his palm. Surely, he could see that she didn’t have panties on.

“Come on, baby,” she cooed. “I thought you wanted to punish me. Spank me. Hit me hard. Make me learn your will.”

He slapped her harder.

“Yeah, baby. Spank your slut. Teach me how to listen to you.”

He spanked her even harder. “Yes,” she cried, her pussy juices dripping down on the bed. “Don’t leave me a choice!”

He was slapping her openly now, as hard as he could. He’d probably leave a bruise on her ass—though Candi didn’t think she actually could bruise anymore. Or at least, not for very long. That wouldn’t be very bimbo, would it, to have bruises?

His pants dropped down, kicked to the wall. Immediately, his rock-hard cock plunged deep inside of her. She came immediately, and then again when he continued to fuck her. His thighs slapped against her ass, the sound filling the bedroom.

Candi giggled over and over. She was ruining that bitch Candice’s relationship in her very own bedroom! That was so sexy.

Pumping vigorously, he continued to slap her ass. She could feel him getting closer to the edge.

“Yes,” she cried. “Spank me, sir! Spank me like the bad little girl that I am! Spank me so hard, please!”

That seemed to be too much for him. He sprayed inside her, continuing to spank her harder and harder as he did. Candi came with him, hot bubblegum popping sounds filling her mind. Little bits of Candice dissolving out of existence. How fun.

He exited out of her, collapsing on the bed. He stared up at her, his eyes wide with lust.

“God. You’re so hot. I didn’t know you liked that.”

“There’s all sorts of things you don’t know about me.”

She slipped her hand around his cock. He looked somewhat terrified. 

“Oh jeez, no way. I just came. I can’t do this marathon again. Please. Please don’t, Candice. Listen to me.”

She giggled. “I’m listening to your cock, baby.” 

It was already stiffening.

“N-no, Candice. Please...”

“Candi.”

“Candi, then. Please. Don’t...don’t do this.”

She ignored him. She would make him like it. He was the one who wanted this, after all.

* * * * *

Candice woke up suddenly, a long fat cock deep inside of her mouth. She slid herself away—somewhat reluctantly—trying to get her bearings. The cock belonged to some man she didn’t recognize, sleeping next to another man who she had no recollection of. They were all three on top of a springy, soft mattress with the sheets all spread out and ripped.

There was no bed to the mattress—it was positioned directly on the floor. A college apartment, it seemed like, from the videogame posters all over the walls and the swimsuit calendars that Candice would have hated just a week ago. There was a large black videogame console in the corner humming along, and a flat screen television posted on the wall.

Candice was naked, she realized suddenly, or near enough. Thigh-high white leather boots didn’t really count as shoes, did they? Her dress was ripped, hanging off a computer chair next to a tall, gross-looking bong and a series of liquor bottles. 

The two young men were entirely motionless.

Terrified, Candice touched their necks. Alive, still. Their pulses weak. 

Candi. This was all Candi’s doing. Candice was beginning to seriously resent the seductive bimbo, her gorgeous body, her easy, lighthearted way of looking at terribly serious actions. 

And, though she wouldn’t admit, part of her resentment was jealousy. Candi made it all seem so fun and effortless. 

What’s more effortless than being like, super fun and totally what guys want you to be? Just give in, silly.

Shut. Up!

Candice put her hands to her head, trying to clear her thoughts. She had to focus on the situation at hand.

Whatever Candi did to men, she had done to these two. Candice could feel the cum inside of her, the salty taste inside of her mouth. None of her orifices were sore, but she imagined that they definitely would be if it had not been for Candi’s remarkable recuperative abilities. 

She giggled. She was thinking such big words.

No—no! Recuperative was not a big word, dammit! It was a perfectly normal word that perfectly normal women thought! There was no such thing as big words or small words or hard words, there were just words! She was not some brainless bimbo slut!

Except that she, or her body anyway, had just encouraged fucking so hard that two men were completely passed out from it and showed no signs of waking any time soon.

She should call the hospital, she thought. Those other guys needed to go the hospital—Larry, the policemen. And if they needed a trip to the hospital, after furiously fucking a lesser Candi, a Candi not quite as fully formed as the one that Candice had enabled now, then these two would definitely need one.

She wondered why Ryan hadn’t need to go so far, like the others. Was he that strong? Or was her love for him affecting Candi, so that she didn’t go as far with him with all the others? Candice wanted to believe that. That made her think she still had a chance.

Some men probably needed a trip to the doctor just from looking at her now, she thought smugly. Her legs were so long and sleek, like she was wearing permanent nylons. Her abs were a perfectly formed six-pack, her core perfect for positioning herself in all sorts of manners for fucking. Her hair was so completely long and bright bright cover girl blonde, and sooo thick and fluffy. It made her sleepy and horny, just gathering up her hair and stroking it against one of her lovely cheeks...

Oh god. 

Snap out of it, Candice! You can do this! You’re better than this! You can find...find a cure or something! Some fancy, like, medical thing that would help stuff! And stuff. 

You’re like, a doctor person. A serious, super good doctor gal who knows how to do sciencey-things!

Shit. 

A shower, that was what she needed. Just a quick shower to get her mind in shape and to stop thinking about super silly hot ultra sexy things all the time. That was all. Just a good little hot shower and she would be perfectly good to go. Yes. That was a great idea. She picked up her purse, sitting on top of a busted computer monitor.

She walked through the wrecked apartment—in three places, she found imprints where the two studs had apparently fucked her against the wall—maneuvering through shattered glass, turned over beer cans, broken furniture, and sticky carpet. It was sort of a hot thought thinking that it was perfectly possible that all this disarray had occurred purely because of how hot she had become.

She slipped into the bathroom and right away turned on the shower, taking care not to look at the mirror. She put her purse on top of the gross toilet. 

From one side, she put a towel over the mirror before even getting inside the shower so that she wouldn’t accidentally see herself. She was quite certain she was just too fucking hot now to think about anything else except being even hotter and sexier if she happened to see her reflection. And Candice couldn’t possibly do that now—there was too much at stake.

The water was hot and refreshing, just what she needed. She did her best not to rub her nipples or her pussy—though the water running over them was pure, hot, sexy, fun titillation. It was so much mental effort not to squeeze a nipple and then rub a hot, pink fingernail up and down her sexy, wet clit, just to have one nice little cum to clear her mind...but she could do it. She was a strong, independent woman who knew how to take care of herself, dammit.

She stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel without thinking very much. She struggled through drying off her chest and between her thighs, taking it slow enough to let the fog dissipate from the mirror. 

And that was when she realized that the towel she grabbed was the one she had placed over the mirror. 
Oh no. Shields up! Red alert! Get out of the bathroom!
She made to open the door, and out of the corner of her eye noticed the way her hair—already mostly dry, and fluffy and perfectly styled and coiffed, another odd side-effect of the serum—flew about and her sexy lateral muscles combined with her obliques. Oh, that was cool. She looked so nice. She stepped back into the middle of the bathroom, and then reached toward the door again.

Oh yes. Her abs were looking sooo good. She was fit as a fiddle. Fit as a fiddle in the middle of a diddle. 

She giggled. It was so fun and sexy to have fun, loose thoughts like that. 

Standing in front of the mirror now, the towel down at her feet, she preened, turning this way and that. Oh god, yeah. Her musculature was amazing. Her ass looked like she was wearing high heels all the time, her buns so tight and firm and heart-shaped. The smooth, hot lines of her muscles led in a line straight down to her pussy, and then straight back up to her tits, widening out perfectly. 

Mmph. She was perfection. Hot, sexy, bimbo blonde perfection.

“I love being this hot,” she said, her voice sing-songy and fun.

That’s funny. That didn’t really sound like her voice. Her voice was a little deeper, a little more serious. That sounded like...

Oh...oh no. Oh no wait.

“Being hot like this is all guys want from me, so that’s all I want from me. I should really work on being this hot all the time.”

All...all the time?

Her fingers started moving over toward that hot, blissful, molten place between her thighs that had been neglected for so very long now.

“Oh, that’s a good girl,” purred Candi. “Go on ahead. Touch there. Touch right there...”

Candice couldn’t help it. She was just so very hot. Her fingers landed on her pussy and began stroking immediately. Right away, she felt as though she was seven-eighths of the way to a wonderfully hot little cum.

“Oh, that’s sooo good, baby. God you’re so good at that. You make me sooo happy, love. Don’t I make you happy?”

Internally, Candice whimpered. It seemed like she couldn’t speak anymore. Candi had complete control. 

“It’s time to go find some hot new studs to fuck, huh? I think that Richter guy really wants me back.” 

Candi breathed happily. “And I really want him back. I just like, couldn’t find him last night. Oh well. I’m sure he’ll find me. I’m too super hot not to find.” 

But...but the hospital. They...they need to go.

“Don’t be silly, love. If they can’t keep up with me, then who cares what happens to them? It’s their own fault for not being manly enough. Now, that billionaire stud you keep trying to run away from...he’s awfully interesting...”

N-no...noooo, Candi, please, no! He’s so evil. Please. I love Ryan.

“Ryan is a wimp. A hottie like me deserves a big, hot stud who knows how to fuck me and use me and keep me under control. Richter’s evil, and I’m going to be his evil little queen bimbo bitch. Isn’t that great? He deserves someone who’ll suck him off while he fires employees. Someone to give him a nice relaxing handie after a hard day of stomping on shitty little mudhut countries. Doesn’t that sound like totally great, baby?”

She giggled. Candice tried to repress the urge to spin around happily. She ended up shrugging her shoulders oddly.

“Now, I put a little extra serum in my purse, just in case you decided to rear your silly little head again. Won’t you be a dear and take it? You’re like, sort of a sickness. And I need to take my medicine so that I don’t have to worry about you anymore.”

N-nooo. No, please. 

“Come on, Candice. You know that I’m better than you. I’m your hot little inner bimbo. You can’t help but want to turn into me alllll the time. Please become hot Candi again? Hot lil’ Candi wants to come out and play soooo bad...”

Mmmph.

“Don’t you want me, Candice?”

Oh...ohhh yesss...

“Don’t you love me?”

Candice was fingering her cunt so hard. Her orgasm was approaching. If she could just get there...her thoughts would clear, and she could run away. Turn herself in!

She came, her body shuddering against the bathroom wall.

Oh...oh no.

And Candi was right there, looking back at her, licking her lips, panting. 

“Don’t you love me, Candice? Finger that pussy if you love me.”

Her thoughts whimpering still, Candice began sliding her fingers inside of her pussy. Her hand slipped inside her bag, grabbing the vial of serum right there.

“Do what I want, Candice baby. Get rid of yourself. Candi needs to be in charge for a while. With you running things, we’ve both been miserable. Let me do what I do, and we’ll both be so much happier. Okay? You’re like, a sickness. Take the cure.”

Candice was a sickness. Yeah. Yeah, that sounded right. 

She didn’t deserve to stick around. Candi was so right. She would be so happy without her. 

She could see it so clearly. Raising the vial above her mouth, just letting it empty out. 

“This is for you, Candi,” she would moan hotly. “I love you!”

But no. She let the vial slide down the sink instead. 

With one final burst of willpower, she ran out of the bathroom, away from the mirror. 

Noooo! Nooo! Candice, go back there! Lick it up, you bitch! Lick it up and let me win!

But Candice rushed out, ashamed and terrified. She had been so close to giving in, and she still wanted to!

She needed help. She needed to talk to Ryan.

* * * * *

Later that evening, Candice opened the door to see Ryan standing outside her apartment. 

“Thank you for seeing me,” she said, stepping aside to let him in.

“Yeah whatever. Just know that the second this gets weird, I’m running.”

“I know! I know you will. I understand.” 

She took a breath. He was so tense. She wanted to rub his back, let him relax. Give him a nice little blowjob, maybe.

Have him fuck you like the bimbo slut you are. That’ll relax him for sure.

She ticked her head, trying to ignore the voice. She had taken a cold shower for two hours after getting home. Now she was dressed in thick sweatpants, and her thickest flannel sweater, the one with the heavy fur shoulders. The unsexiest stuff she could find. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail. Ryan was waiting for her to speak.

“I know it’s really...I know it’s difficult for you, after all we’ve been through. I want you to know I understand that, and I understand that I don’t have any right to much of your sympathy right now.”

“Yeah, no kidding. Have you been following the news? There are guys in the hospital!”

He shook his head, throwing his hands up in the air.

“Christ, Candice. You could have put me in the hospital. Did you think about that? What if you had hurt me? Would you be able to live with yourself?”

Tears started flowing down her beautiful face.

“You’re right! You’re right, I’m so sorry. I’m so scared, Ryan! I can’t stop this and I want to and I don’t know how and I’m just so scared.”

His face softened then. He came forward and held her tight. She loved that. It was pure comfort, nothing sexual. The thickness of her sweater held in anything that her body might have done to change that.

She held him, then, truly believing everything would be okay.

“I’ll quit it,” she said. “I’ll quit all of it, I promise. No more serum. No more Candi. No more of any of it. Just me. Please.”

“Okay,” he said. “Okay. I can’t...I can’t say if I can stay with you or not.”

She nodded.

“I understand. But I just...please, can you help me? Help me try to change it?”

It was his turn to nod. “Of course. Anything. You’re so smart, Candice. You’ll figure this out. I know you will.”

They did not say really anything more for the rest of the night. When Candice felt Candi’s thoughts crop up, she took a sleeping pill, trying to encourage drowsiness. It was the only thing she had for a plan.

Ryan graciously stayed overnight, even sleeping in the same bed as her when she asked. 

When they got in the bed together, Candice lightly poked him in the shoulder. Her pussy was lighting up, even as slumber overtook her. Nothing sounded hotter or better right then than a round of sleepy, hot sex with Ryan inside her.

Her voice was dreamy. “Do you want to...”

“Hey, come on.” He shifted in the sheets. “We talked about this. No.”

She bit his shoulder playfully. “No, I don’t mean with...with her. I mean...you and me. It’s been a while.”

“No. We’re not...not together.” He sat up. “Do you want me to leave?”

She took a breath. Her need was sooo great. But she could control it.

“You’re right. I’m sorry.” She touched his arm. “Please. Just...just be here with me. Please?”

He laid back down then and she didn’t say anything more, draping his arm over her waist. And while that was nice, Candice couldn’t help but feel the hot sting of disappointment run through her veins.

* * * * *

Candice was back at the lab, trying to clean up the mess she had left behind. She was dressed still in her uncomfortable sweat pants and flannels. Everything itched, like her body was meant to be contained only within tiny skirts and hot tops. All the vials were sucked down the sink now. All but one.

She looked at it, its translucent pinkness, with a very active, very needy desire.

It doesn’t matter. Even if you flush it away, you can always just make more. I’ll need you to. And you’ll do it for me.

Candice moaned, her fingers instantly in her cunt. It turned her on so much, Candi telling her what to do. She leaned against the nearby cabinet, imagining just for a moment her body becoming all bimbofied again. Her mind melting away into nothingness. 

No!

She could do this. She could rehabilitate herself. Ryan deserved it. She closed her eyes, taking several deep breaths. 

Candi’s voice seemed to dim, a bit.

Yes. She could control this. She could win. The answer was here, in this lab. If she could make this formula, she could unmake it, couldn’t she? There was like, so much science stuff here. And she was totally a science person. She like, didn’t need all the words and stuff to know how to make everything work, did she?

Feeling smart and triumphant, she poured the last little bit of the vial down the sink. 

There. It may not be everything, but it was a start! And now she would do the rest of all that really super cool thinking stuff and make herself better.

She made little progress in an hour, mostly remembering the name for the tall glasses that held liquids. Beakers! That was it. She held on to the success, trying to resist the urge to finger herself as a reward.

Then, the lab door opened. Inside stepped Warren Richter. He wore a form-fitting blue suit, his amazing masculinity only enhanced by the sharp lines of his wardrobe.

Oh, fuck, thought Candice.

He walked up to her, dwarfing her with his enormous size.

Inside her head, Candi seemed to unleash a torrent of memories—the size of his enormous cock. What he looked like with his shirt off. Candi’s hot, sweet, perfect coos of adoration and worship forever. Candi was on fire inside of Candice’s head. 

Candice was too. He was just such a funking hunk! How was she supposed to control herself around someone like him?

“Hi there, sweet thing. I’ve been waiting for you. Why didn’t you come back like we arranged?”

“I didn’t because I’m stopping all that. I don’t want to be...yours. I’m not yours. I’m...I’m my own person. I’m an independent woman, who doesn’t need you, like, at all!”

She struggled to say the words. God, it was so hard to think when he was so manly and present and enormous! She wished she wasn’t so turned on by clearly rising bulge in his pants.

He rolled his eyes. 

“Am I really supposed to believe that you believe in women’s rights when you made a serum that would turn you into some walking wet dream ready to suck off anything with a pulse? Please, Candice. I know I’m rich, but don’t think I’m out of touch.”

He came closer.

“In fact, I think you’ll find I’m more in touch than you could ever imagine. This far up the ladder, without struggling for money, all people really start to understand is other people. You see, once bereft of the burden of struggle, I get the luxury of understanding what women really are. What they really need. And what you really need is to be relieved of control, Candice. You don’t want to be around anymore. You want Candi in charge.”

Yeah, you do. He knows it. Tell him he’s right. Tell him you want me to come out and play.

“Come on,” he said. “I want to see Candi.”

Casually, he slipped one hand around her shoulders and ripped off her thick flannel sweater. Her bra, underneath, was bright white and far too small for her titanic tits. Candice breathed out a gasp, trying to disguise how turned on her strength made her.

“N-no,” she said, putting her arms around her chest. “Candi is gone. Dead.”

“Murder?” he asked, apparently amused. “That seems a bit beyond you, Dr. Dearing.”

“Well...well it’s not,” she put her hands on her hips. Her boobs bounced cheerfully. “I killed her. She’s all gone. So you...you better go too.”

“I own this place,” he said, slightly annoyed. “I’m not going anywhere.”

He pushed her up against the wall, his massiveness dwarfing her entirely. His handsome hunk face leaned down, his nose pressing into her thick hair. One hand pushed down and ripped off her sweatpants like they were tissue paper. She was entirely exposed.

“Come on,” he whispered in her ear. “Let out your hot little inner slut. Let me see that hot babe again. Let me see Candi.”

“No!

He put his hand around her throat then, shoving her against the wall. Helpless, completely under his control, Candice felt her cunt moisten. She was suddenly and completely aroused, totally ready to take his sure-to-be enormous cock and shove it deep inside of her body however he would want. And, of course, she hated herself for it.

She was so very tired of hating herself for wanting the things she wanted.

His thick, enormous fingers slid against her panties, stroking her wet cunt even as he continued to choke her.

“You are going to do what I want, you fucking slut,” he growled. “And you’re going to do it because I say it, and you know, deep down inside, that little bitches like you are only good for taking what men deem worthy to give to them.”

His grip tightened. Candice’s squeals and moans shortened and became more frantic. Her legs scrambled all over the floor. Kicking him was like kicking a mountain. 

“Don’t you, slut? Say that you know that.”

His fingers felt so fucking amazing on her. She would say anything to placate him. “Yes,” she coughed, her voice rough.

“Yes, what?”

Oh. Of course. “Yes, Sir!”

He shoved her down to her knees then, hand still hard on her throat. He tilted her chin back with one enormous thumb. With his other, he pulled out a test tube full of some kind of purple substance from his suit jacket.

“Are you ready for a little drinky, slut?”

“Nooo,” her moan was low and soft. She couldn’t tell if she meant it. She probably didn’t.

“Take it, slut,” he grunted, shoving the test tube into her mouth. “Take all of it.”

She tried not to. She really, really did. But he was too strong. She couldn’t resist.

And deep down inside, her cunt quivered and sloshed with the knowledge that she didn’t want to. That this allowed her, now, to be what she had truly come to want to be.

So when the drops hit her lips, she sucked them down eagerly, submitting entirely to become the type of woman he wanted. And she submitted entirely to the idea that from now on, all her thoughts would be his thoughts, and all her wants would be his wants, and all her needs would be his needs. Everything about her pre-approved and designated for just one user. 

Her mind reorganized itself instantly. His serum was very thorough. Not much of Candi’s intelligence could be salvaged, but what was there was dedicated now entirely to him. 

“Did you like the serum I gave you?”

“Oh yes, Master. Very much.”

He stroked her hair. It was so thick, so perfect and silken. Exactly as he deserved.

“I perfected it, you see. I don’t want you to just be stupid. You don’t need that much intelligence, of course...but I want you to have a little. I need you to do things for me, after all. Take control of men. That sort of thing. That’s what a good fuckslut does for her Master. You’ll be my precious little bimbowhore...and no one else’s. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You’ll fuck for me. Suck for me. Steal for me. Hurt for me, if I ask of it. But always for me. Everything for me. Do you understand, Candi?”

“Yes, Master. I’ll be everything you want, Master. Your perfect bimbo babeslave.”

* * * * *

A week later, Candi showed up at Ryan’s new apartment wearing a tiny blue pleated skirt, tall tall black leather thigh-high boots, and a halter top that was so low and revealing it was probably illegal. The top was bright, happy blue, and openly bared her tight, perfectly muscled midriff. Her nipples were obscured, barely, by two two-inch wide strips of cloth that seemed held up entirely by the buoyancy of her bodacious breasts. 

She knocked at the door, giggling and waiting. She would have been here much earlier, but her Master only decided to stop fucking her two days ago, and she had needed to spend all day yesterday resting to recover. Her Master had the cock. He was the Man.

Candi was so very happy with him. The door opened, revealing Ryan’s slim, wiry form.

“Oh, shit,” Ryan said, looking at her. “Candice...Candice you can’t do this. I can’t do this anymore. I’m done.”

“Aw, baby. That’s no fun. Come on.” She slid her hand around his. 

She didn’t know how her touch affected others, exactly. But she knew it made them more pliable, somehow. Master had said something about an overflow of chemicals, something like that. It didn’t really matter. All that mattered was that Candi was as hot as possible and that Ryan did what she said. Because doing what she said was doing what Master said, and that was what was most important in this world. 

He tried pulling his hand away, but she held on. “Won’t you please listen to me?” she asked.

“No. Candice...Candi, whoever you are. You’re not a person I want to talk with.”

She stepped forward then, pressing her tits hard against his chest. He was breathing hard. So was she—it made her tits seem so much bigger if she did. She put a perfectly-manicured finger through his hair. 

“What if I didn’t want to talk?” she offered. “What if I just really, really wanted to fuck you? Or,” she giggled, making her tits jostle against his chest. “Or be really, really fucked hard by you.”

He tried to step back, Candi just followed him, staying close. They were inside his apartment now. She closed the door with her heel. 

“You could fuck me from behind,” she offered. “You could fuck my mouth. You could fuck me and hold me down. That would be really fun. Fuck me to teach me a lesson, Ryan. Teach me all about obeying you. Don’t you want to fuck Candi? Candice was such a bore. I’m much more fun.”

He stepped back again, and she stayed close, crushing her perfect tits on his chest. They were in the living room. He put his hands up on her hips. There wasn’t a drop of fat there—pure, hot muscle tone.

“Christ,” he muttered. “Fuck. Fuck, you are so fucking hot. I can’t even believe you’re real.”

“I know, right?”

She pushed him down on the nearby couch, and in one smooth movement, slipped down his pants. 

Candi could feel, distantly, Candice watching this exchange inside of her happy little brain. She was crying, begging Candi not to do this to Ryan. That was like, super fun. It was so great to show that stupid cow who was really in charge.

Candi started stroking Ryan’s cock. She pushed her tits forward into his face, letting him suck. He did so, instantly, and his cock became totally hard right away.

“You like my tits, don’t you sweetie?”

He moaned out a yes. 

“You like them better than Candice’s, huh?”

He nodded, pushing his face into their plump surface, licking and sucking madly. The meat of his cock throbbed hard at the mention of Candice’s name.

“Oh, naughty boy! You like it when I compare myself to her, don’t you? That’s because I’m totally fucking better than her, aren’t I?”

Candi was having fun with this, knowing that whatever was left of Candice—totally locked away—could hear.

He nodded, but Candi wanted to hear it. She leaned back so he couldn’t taste her tits anymore. To make up for it, she let her hair drape down in his lap. Her handjob became a hairjob, sliding her eminently silky locks over his thick meat. 

“Say it, Ryan. Tell me I’m like, totally better than she ever was.”

“You’re better than she ever was.”

“You love me more than her.”

“I love you more than her. I do, Candi. I love you so fucking much, oh my god. You’re so fucking gorgeous. Please let me fuck you.”

She giggled. “Not yet. You don’t like, care about Candice at all, do you? She could be dead. Gone forever. You like, totally wouldn’t mind.”

He nodded, eyes desperate. “I wouldn’t mind! I love you better! You’re so much fucking better, oh my god!”

One more giggle. “Very good, Ryan. Now, since you’re being like, so agreeable, I’m going to take your wallet, okay? You need to like, tell me your pin numbers, though.”

Looking somewhat confused, he did as he was told. Candi used her spare hand to write them down. She wasn’t good with numbers. She didn’t need the money, obviously. Master Warren took care of everything like that. But Master had said to ruin him to prove her loyalty once and for all, so she was going to ruin him.

The thought excited her, ruining a man. She knew she was hot enough to do it. It turned her on, thinking she was so fucking hot that she could destroy a man’s life just from how great her tits were.

“Tomorrow, you’ll be bankrupt!” she said excitedly, stroking faster. “Isn’t that fun?”

He was looking at his straining cock, clearly close to cumming.

“Wh-why? I’ve done...done everything for you...”

Candi shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. Sounds like totally super cool fun, I guess! Now...” she got up, strutting away.

Ryan lunged after her, but couldn’t stop himself from stroking his cock as she walked away. Her ass was that fucking hot. She knew it was. She loved it. 

“You’re going to jerk off to me now,” she giggled. “And you’re only ever going to like, orgasm from now on, thinking about me. Aren’t you, baby? Do that, and I might let you touch my titties again.”

He convulsed on the ground, spilling his cum out on the floor. Just from hearing her talk about her tits. That was SO hot! She loved being her Man’s personal bimbo mindfucker. 

She stopped at the door, looking down at him with a smile. “Don’t go anywhere. Don’t do anything. Just think about me, and jerk off. That’s it. That’s your life now, silly boy.”

Ryan had already started jerking off again.

* * * * *

Candi answered the door of Warren’s immense mansion in a tiny pink dress that only just stretched over her glistening wet, pink pussy. Fun pink t-strap platform heels had her towering over her two arriving friends, Suzanne and Lacey, and they were clearly shocked at how her tits were so openly displayed, the nipples just barely out of view. 

If Candi were to shift, just barely, they would be able to start seeing her pink, plush nipple flesh. Certainly they could see how erect her nipples were, with Candi so constantly excited from just the merest movement of air or fabric across her sensationally stacked body.

“What up, babes?” Candi chirped, delighted to see them. “Come inside.”

She opened the door so they could come in, admiring Lacey’s tight ass as she walked by. Lacey had Filipino heritage, her skin bronzed and her body compact and slim. Her hands were rough and calloused over, and her demeanor somewhat guarded, but caring. She was a social worker, and so had to listen to sob stories often. She looked as though she was expecting one today. Suzanne was an All-American sort, with an athletic figure and dark wavy hair that was usually kept up in a ponytail as she labored as a family practitioner. 

They were firmly established lesbian lovers, and had been big parts of Candice’s life, once upon a time. They seemed a bit awed at Warren’s overflowing wealth. Every room was layered in luxury.

“You guys are like, just in time,” she said. “I just finished cleaning, and Master’s in the shower, cleaning off.” She giggled. “For like, once, he didn’t want to fuck my mouth in the corner while he showered. I think I wore him out a little with our morning fuck.”

Lacey and Suzanne exchanged a look. Suzanne looked as though she was about to speak, anger flashing across her face, and Lacey took her hand. 

“Let me?”

Suzanne took a deep breath and nodded. 

“Can we have a seat, Candice? Would you mind?”

“Of course not! I’ll grab some drinks. Coffee? Iced tea?”

They both wanted tea. Candi took two minutes to prepare it properly and then sat down with them in the expansive living room, one of four in the mansion, crossing her luxurious legs. Her pink stockings were shiny with the juices of dripping out from her hot cunny. She just knew her friends would find that so very cool. They took long sips of their tea, each looking as though they were warming up a speech in their heads. 

“This is nice,” said Lacey. “Very sweet.”

“So like, what do you want to talk about? Do you want to go shopping? There’s a super great sale on at Darla’s Darlings.”

Suzanne barely held her disgust in. “The...the store with all the slut dresses and fuck-me heels? With the big row of dildos in the back?”

Candi nodded. “Yeah! That’s where I got this dress. Isn’t it great?”

“Um, sure. Listen, Candice...” Lacey began.

“Candi. It’s Candi now. Candice is long gone, babes.” She giggled.

“Um, right. That’s kind of, well, I mean,” she sipped at her tea. “That’s like, what we wanted to talk about.”

“Do you want to change your names too? Lacey is pretty hot already, but Suzanne is,” she tried to put on a sympathetic face, “I mean it can’t really be helping you with the guys, can it? I think ‘Suzi’ would work a lot better for you, like, in the future?”

“What do I care about guys? Candice, I’m a lesbian!”

Candi tsked. “Gosh, still? I think it’s like, time for you to grow out of that.”

“Oh really?” said Suzanne, sitting up. “Is that what you think? Well let me tell you what I think—”

Once again, Lacey put a hand on her friend. Suzanne took a breath and took a sip of her tea. Then, a bigger sip. Then a gulp. Lacey mimicked her. Candi smiled at their indulgence.

“What Suzanne is trying to say, Candice...Candi, is that we’re really worried about you. You really...I mean you’ve gone off the deep end, it seems like.”

“Like, what do you mean?”

“That!” Suzanne exclaimed. That right there! You never would have used to say “like” like that! You would have said that not knowing exactly what you want to say was the domain of like, bimbos or something!”

“I like, think you’re just like, overreacting. Bimbos are totally cool. If they weren’t totally cool, why else would you think I was one? Bimbos get to suck off whoever they want, and fuck around, and get to party all night and never get tired! Isn’t that totally cool?” Unabashed horror had spread over both of their faces. It only increased as Candi slid her fingers down to her cunt, starting to indulge herself. “But like, you’re wrong anyway, since I’m not really a bimbo anymore. Bimbos just fuck whoever. I’m a good little fuckslut. I come home to clean and cook for my big strong man and do every last little thing that he says. I’m more than like, just a bimbo. I have a man. I do what he says. I’m a fuckslutslave. That’s important, Suzi. You really should like, be more specific when you’re talking.”

Candi’s self-diddling was quite pronounced now. She couldn’t stop herself. She hardly wanted to.

“Candi, I mean, like, are you like, hearing yourself?” Lacey’s face was getting a little red with exasperation. “You had a degree! Lots of them! They were all like, pretty super cool, and about science and stuff!”

“Lacey...” Suzanne was shaking her head, setting down her tea. “Lacey, listen to yourself. I think...I think like, a thing...a thing has...happened? And like...there’s stuff in the tea?”

“Oh, like, my god,” said Lacey, staring at Candi, who had slipped a hand down between her pink stocking-clad thighs. “Candi, you did like, something. So that...um, oh god. Some smarty thing to make our tea all funny and bimboey and ohhh god you are just finger fucking the fuck out of your hot little cunt, aren’t you Candi, you hot bimbo fucking slut ohmygod!.”

Candi giggled and nodded, fucking herself harder. “Doesn’t it look like fun? You ought to try it.”

“Ought to...ought to try it,” they said in unison. 

“N-no!” said Suzanne, standing up quickly.

Instantly she fell back down. That was regular. The serum would continue to affect her sense of balance while standing unless she was on her tippie toes or on high heels. Futilely, she tried to stand again, her body wavering.

“I’m a doctor, I’m not s-some like, some floozy, slutty, hot, fingerfucking, supersexy, like, totally hot yummy babe that just wants to get like, super hard cocks in me all the time while I beg for moreeee ohmygod Candiiii...”

Suzanne—or Suzi now, most likely—fell to her knees. Her hand slipped down inside of her tight denim jeans, staring at Candi’s picture-perfect body, so sleek and tanned and delicious. Candi slipped off the couch and wrapped her arms around Suzi’s slender body, unbuckling her pants. Suzi was gasping, her eyes wide, as Candi kissed her hotly. Suzi resisted at first, but then her hands came up to try and push Candi away. 

Instead, her hands landed on Candi’s tits, and Candi instantly had an orgasm, kissing Suzi even harder. Candi’s fingers slid up inside of her friends pussy, wanting her to feel just as good as she did now. Orgasms were an expression of kindness and love, and Candi had nothing but love for her new bimbo babe sisters. Maybe Master would even let them be upgraded to fuckslutslaves, just like her.

“Ohhh my gaawddd...why...whyyy did you do...why do this?” Lacey panted, trying desperately and failing not to grab her tits and cunt. 

Much to Suzi’s chagrin, Candi broke away from kissing just for a moment.

“Because like, that’s what girls are for, silly. Now take your clothes off and come kiss us. We want you.”

Suzi nodded, her thickening hair mixing in with Candi’s. Candi could smell the fire of lust smoking inside of her friend. 

“Yeah, Lacey. Come here and like, give us kisses and stuff. Canndi is ohhhh ohhh she’s like ohhhh fingerinnng my cunntt soooo goood ohmygoddd!”

Lacey seemingly could not wait anymore. She stripped her dress off, her once-small tits expanding rapidly on her tiny Filipino frame. Her dark skin was quickly becoming shinier, her hair longer and thicker and blonder. Candi had never seen a Filipino bimbo before. It was like, really cool to watch one arriving. 

Lacey sank down and started kissing Candi’s neck. Suzi, so happy her friend was joining the fun, slipped her fingers up inside of the Filipino’s sizzling hot pussy. 

For a short while, Candi had to press her chest forward quite bit for her nipples to rub against anything. That didn’t last, though. Soon, Suzi and Lacey’s breast were all competing for space, each girl chaining their orgasms. One girl would shake uncontrollably from the blissful release, which led to enough movement on another engorged nipple to create another orgasm, which created enough shaking and cooing for another orgasm, and so on. They would keep going until they passed out. 

She had spiked the tea with Master’s special dose, which was enough to turn girls into special-hot fuckslut bimbos just like Candi within a matter of minutes. Master was like, so very smart and stuff, knowing how to do stuff like that. 

Oh, Master!

He was waiting for Candi to give the all-clear...though probably by now he could hear their moaning and screaming to figure out what happened. 

Candi drew away, Suzi and Lacey latched firmly on to her tits. In between sweet, hot little mini-orgasms from their attentive licking, she called out. 

“Master? Would it, like, please you to come and totally fuck our brains away?”

She heard him stomping through the enormous house. He rounded the corner, his massive body finally able to be seen. He was so fucking enormous and cool. Completely naked, his muscles gleamed in the light. The size of his muscles was almost beyond Candi’s fragile comprehension. Just one of his biceps was the size of her legs pressed together.

He took a seat down on the couch. It sagged down with his weight. “Attend me,” he ordered the girls. “Be the hot little sluts you were born to be.”

All three girls obeyed happily, their three slender tits-on-sticks frames fitting easily within the space of his enormously muscular thighs. Candi, first of her kind and the servant with the longest tenure, got the honored sucking spot in the center. Lacey was on her right and Suzi on her left. 

Each girl pushed her tits against his shaft, which quickly bubbled over with precum—Master could command it to arrive at will, lubricating his cock and their tits. His cock was so enormous that there was enough for each of them to kiss and lick all at once when they leaned in. 

Candi would envelope her mouth over the enormous, bulbous purple head of his world-shattering cock, and the other two girls would rub their tits together hard on his shaft, massaging him endlessly. They kissed each other madly, sliding his perfect cock between their puffy, big bimbo lips. Candi loved the taste of cock so much, and she just knew that Suzi and Lacey did too.

She could see how excited he was getting. He was going to cum soon. That was so hot.

“Please cum,” she cooed. “Please cum all over us, Master! Cum on your new slaves!”

“Come on us, please,” Lacey and Suzi moaned. New bimbos often had similar thought patterns, essentially mirroring each other. Independent thought was completely and truly gone from their heads. “Cum all over us just like you deserve, Sir!”

With a groan, he came like a fountain, spurting high in the air. Candi watched the long, hot white jets of jizz spiral and thicken in the air before falling down on her face. She felt like she had won the lottery. There was so much of it, spilling out all over the tits of the three of them, soaking them down entirely. Their trio of paired tits were soaked entirely with his amazing goo, and they used it just to massage his cock even more, just as he deserved. Already, he was hard again.

More than just being hard, he was barely winded. Candi knew that if he wanted to, he could cum again, right away, probably even unleashing more. He was so powerful and sexy like that. Lacey and Suzi, though were completely agog with orgasmic ecstasy, looking up at their new Master with blank worship in their eyes. They each took a leg, holding him tight and crushing their enormous tits on his knees. His big hands stroked their heads.

“All right,” he said to Lacey and Suzi. “How many sexy friends do you have?”

As they answered, Candi slid up next to him and stroked his cock happily, enjoying her favored spot. It would be so much fun turning all the hot women in the world into her Master’s bimbo sluts.

# # #

* * * * *

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this sexy story, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

Be my friend on Facebook!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––

Her Mind, His Control – Knocking Up The Bride

It's the special day for the haughty and gorgeous Marissa, but when the virile brother of the groom shows her his supernaturally enhanced cock, she has to do every single erotic and depraved thing he says!

––––––––

Bimbo Casino – No Restrictions

Overworked couple Jonathan and Rosie arrive at the Shining Spiral Casino for what is supposed to be a free vacation, but they slowly transform into brainless lactating bimbos and hulking studs, ready to screw all day with their overly-fertile bodies!

––––––––

Needing Sir In Charge

The new antique shop in town sells a young woman a bottle of wine guaranteed to make her man more dominant. Naturally, he transforms into a hulking alpha stud and breeds her and the other women in their building.

––––––––

Knocked Up Lust – Putting Paige in her Place

When beautiful, young Paige is left alone with her best friend's dad one night, she rapidly finds out that the attraction she’s felt is much more than mutual―Michael’s lust is completely unrestrained! But, how will Michael’s beautiful young wife react when she discovers the sexy tryst? 

––––––––

Knocked Up Lust – Putting Paige in her Place

When beautiful, young Paige is left alone with her best friend's dad one night, she rapidly finds out that the attraction she’s felt is much more than mutual―Michael’s lust is completely unrestrained! But, how will Michael’s beautiful young wife react when she discovers the sexy tryst? 

––––––––

Knocked Up Lust – Working Girl Wendy

The haughty and beautiful Wendy thinks she can take on any john when she becomes a prostitute...but she hadn't planned for her new pimp to own her fertile body so completely, or to want to get her pregnant!

––––––––

Paid & Laid – A Taboo Heir

Hot, barely legal Audray gets a new Man of the House who's willing to pay her one million dollars to carry his heir!

––––––––

Sold! Trained By the Man of the House

Leandra's been erotically trained to obey every last sexual desire of anyone who owns her...but what if her new owner is the man who raised her?

––––––––

Sold! Used By A Gang

Lovely, barely legal Kara learns the true meaning of service when she finds that the only way she can have the Master she wants is to be banged by a whole gang of Masters at once!

––––––––

Maid Made Bare 3: Maid To Obey

Jonathan acquires a new maid; she cleans, cooks, loves, lactates, enslaves other women, carries heirs, and does everything else a man requires.

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

Bare Passions – A Bundle Without Protection

Risky sex, breeding, impregnation, and NINE stories in all!

The Step Secret Bundle

A hot virgin cheerleader loses her cherry to her man of the house...and loves it so much that she wants all her hot friends to bang her stud too!

The Steps To Control Series

A hypnotic pendant swings its way through a family unit, leaving sex slaves and deflowered virgin beauties in its wake.

The Taboo Confessions Series

The prettiest girl in town only wants TWO alpha males to dominate her completely and get her pregnant...her Men of the House.

Nadia Nightside's Best 2014 Tales

This bundle contains FIVE of Nadia Nightside's hottest, dirtiest stories from the year of 2014, featuring hot gang bangs, giggly bimbos, innocent virgin babes, hot taboo situations, and hot alpha studs. 

The Maid For Pleasure Bundle

Mr. Castle has a way with women, and that way is to make them giggly, happy, servile sex-crazy bimbos who are desperate to serve and make babies!

The Maid For Pleasure Bundle 2

THREE hot bimbofied tales of servile women serving their new owners any way they can, including gang bangs and get their fertile bodies pregnant!

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!
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