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		My Chemical Bimbo

		

		“U gh,” I groaned as I heaved my backpack onto my shoulders. It was spring break, but I had just spent my first day off in the library, working on my senior thesis. Graduation seemed so close, but I had one big paper in my way before I could get there.

		I could have spent my break at the beach. I could have left town, just like all my friends. It would have been fun. I was actually old enough to legally drink this year, so there would have been no stopping me from fully enjoying myself. That is, except for my senior thesis, which had been hanging around my neck for weeks. If only I had been more proactive and procrastinated less, I would be off having the time of my life. Or at least that’s what I assumed.

		I definitely wasn’t having the time of my life in the school library. At least with all the students gone, it was quiet and a good place to get work done. When campus was full, the library tended to become a social hangout for the nerdier students. Given the makeup of the student body, that was almost everyone. Such was the life when attending a small and elite liberal arts college.

		But the day was done. I felt as if I had just about fried my brain working all day. My stomach grumbled at the realization that I couldn’t remember what I ate for lunch. It felt like so long ago. I had eaten, right? I could only assume I would have, because food for me is sacred. At least it is from the standpoint that I crave three meals per day and avoid extra sweets whenever possible. I’ve always been blessed with a slender figure, but that required some upkeep. I couldn’t eat whatever I wanted and expect to remain fit and trim. The exercise was important for that too.

		My apartment was several blocks off campus. It was a bit of a hike, considering I had to go uphill. Getting to class in the morning felt easy, since I was traveling downhill. But going home always felt like a chore. It was made worse by all the books I was lugging around in my backpack. All were requirements for my thesis. And they were mine. I couldn’t just leave them in the library overnight. That meant I needed to make the trip back and forth. I was beginning to wish my backpack had wheels so I could pull it instead of carry it. But that wasn’t to be. I had to work for it. My uncle would have told me it builds character, but if it does, I chose the excuse that I already have enough character for all my needs.

		With spring now upon us, the weather was warming. That meant it was even harder to walk home from the library. My body wasn’t used to the warmer weather yet. Nor had I started wearing my summer clothes. My shorts and tank tops, a major part of my summer outfits, were still in my closet, not having been touched for months. It appeared that would need to change before the week was through. Or even the day.

		By the time I arrived back at my apartment building, I felt like I was about to break out into a sweat, such was my exertion on my walk home. And I was tired enough that I decided to take the elevator instead of the stairs. It was only one floor, but I didn’t have it in me to walk up even that single flight of stairs. The elevator was easier.

		Just as the elevator doors were about to meet in closing, a hand shot through the opening and forced them back open. It took only a glance to see that the hand belonged to my neighbor, Cosmos. Or at least that’s what he had everyone call him. He looked every bit the hippie, with the wavy hair down to his shoulders and the scraggly beard. He was actually a nice guy, at least as far as neighbors are concerned. He carried a frisbee in one hand, as if he had just been tossing a disc with friends. Or he had hoped for that.

		Cosmos was a few years older than me. I had never been sure if he had actually graduated college or not, but the few times we had chatted, he seemed perfectly intelligent and aware of the world, assuming he was not high. Although, it was hard to tell when he was high or sober. There wasn’t much difference for him. Then again, he may have just played up the spaciness sometimes. All I could say was he didn’t look high this time.

		Actually, Cosmos was a bit of a mystery for me, not that I ever pried into his life. Primarily, I didn’t know how he made money. I assumed he must have had a job doing something, but the hours were erratic enough that it could have been anything. I guessed he wasn’t actually a trust fund guy who hid his wealth. If that were true, I would have been disappointed. I did know that he used more than his fair share of drugs, but he never bothered anyone with them.

		The first time I talked to Cosmos, when I had first moved into the building, I was a little concerned about his openness about drugs. It didn’t take me long to figure out that he grew or made some of his own supply. I did ask him if he was running a meth operation or using hash oil. I didn’t want poisons seeping through our shared wall and I definitely didn’t want his apartment exploding next to mine. But he assured me that his experiments with making and growing various drugs were not so ill conceived. He even offered to show me his setup, but I declined.

		Not that I wasn’t interested in a way. Majoring in chemistry, I had a vague interest in how various chemical compounds affected the body. And I certainly wasn’t against doing a little experimentation. I was willing to try most things at least once, with a few exceptions. Drugs that created a physiological addiction scared the hell out of me. Luckily, I had pretty good luck with some of the more hallucinogenic drugs I had tried in the past couple years.

		“Twyla,” Cosmos said in surprise. “I thought that was you. I’m surprised you’re still in town. You didn’t go to the beach with all the other college coeds?”

		“I procrastinated on my thesis and now I’m paying the price,” I said. I would have shrugged, showing my apathy toward my situation, but my heavy backpack prevented it. “After spending all day working on it, I’m ready to just relax and unwind.”

		“If you want to unwind, I’ve got something new I’ve been working on,” Cosmos offered. “It should do the trick. I bet it will have you feeling amazing in no time. I’m in the process of testing it.”

		I should have just turned Cosmos down. His offer, while kind, was far more than I usually would have been interested in. However, I did feel that I would need a little help in relaxing. I had figured wine or vodka would be my friend for the evening, although both would probably give me a hangover. Not that I had any idea what Cosmos was offering me.

		“What kind of drug?” I asked as the elevator doors opened again. I hadn’t realized that we were on our floor. I stepped out, followed by Cosmos. Then we both walked down the hall toward our respective apartments.

		“I’m a big fan of LSD, as you might have guessed, but I’ve been testing some other variants and I think I’ve struck on something amazing. But it’s hard to be analytical when I’m tripping a bit.”

		I hadn’t figured Cosmos would offer me a hallucinogen. I figured it would be pot or something similar. But as we walked, I started wondering if going a little crazy was exactly what I needed. I didn’t just need to relax. I needed to get out of my own head. A good trip would be perfect for that. I was definitely coming around to the idea.

		“I think that can be arranged,” I said. “It’s for science, right?”

		Cosmos’ face lit up, realizing that I was offering to make myself a guinea pig for him. “Exactly,” he said excitedly. “It’s for science.”

		We reached our respective doors. I pulled out my key, but stopped and turned toward my neighbor. “Why don’t you come over in about an hour?” I offered. “I need to get some food in me and I should probably change into more comfortable clothes for this experiment of yours.”

		“I’ll be there.”

		We both opened our doors at the same time and disappeared into our apartments. I dropped my backpack by the door and headed straight to the kitchen. I needed to eat. Then I needed to change. This was going to be an interesting night, but definitely worth it. Or so I hoped.
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		Cosmos knocked on my door exactly an hour after we last parted. He seemed rather excited about the whole thing. To be honest, I was nervous. It would have been so much easier to just make myself a vodka cranberry and sit in front of the tv all night, watching mindless movies and shows.

		However, there was something about the whole situation that excited me. It was the question of the unknown. I was about to try something new, something presumably only Cosmos had tried before. And if he had survived, I was certain I would too. And as scary as this all could have been, I trusted Cosmos. He was a nice guy from what I could tell. If anything bad did happen, I was sure he would get me to a doctor.

		I opened the door and smiled. Cosmos stood there with a clipboard and a small paper bag in his hands. He still looked every bit the hippie that I had always seen him as. His hemp hoodie, with a wide neck that showed off a surprisingly muscled chest, and shorts made him look very Bohemian. The Birkenstock sandals completed the look.

		I, myself, had changed out of my sweatshirt and jeans. I remembered my last trip being bothered by the underwire of the bra I was wearing. It nearly derailed the experience until I managed to change. I could never predict how my senses would be affected. Instead, I had changed into a stretchy tank top and a pair of cotton shorts. I decided against underwear, not wanting to mess anything up by being uncomfortable. I was finally breaking out my summer clothes.

		“Come in,” I said, beckoning him inside. He seemed to know right where to go. The floor plans of our respective apartments were mirror images of each other, I assumed. I was left to catch up as Cosmos was already getting situated in the living room. He sat on the love seat, giving me the couch. I joined him, sitting down as he arranged everything he needed for our little test.

		“Are you ready to have the best night of your life?” Cosmos asked with a smirk. Or at least it looked like a smirk. His beard hid some of his facial expressions, making him harder to read. Not that a smirk bothered me. I figured he was just trying to prep me, making sure I started out in a good mood to make the following trip more likely to be positive. I didn’t blame him for that. I probably would have done the same thing in his place.

		“Sure,” I answered. “What’s this new drug of yours called?”

		“Bimbolic acid,” Cosmos answered.

		“Hmm, I’ve never heard of that one before. You wouldn’t happen to know the chemical formula, would you?”

		“Not off the top of my head. But I can get it for you if you want.”

		“Maybe later,” I said, growing eager to start the test. “How is this test going to work? The bimbolic acid is in the bag, right?”

		“It is,” Cosmos said before he started into his explanation. “I’ve isolated the compound and crystalized it. The reaction will start once it encounters moisture. I have it encased in a tablet that will dissolve on your tongue. Really, it will dissolve in moisture, so this helps protect the bimbolic acid. Once the drug is absorbed into your bloodstream, it should only take a few minutes to start working. If my experiences with the drug are any indication, you should be in for a fun night. And I mean that honestly.”

		“Makes sense to me,” I said. I wasn’t going to guess at the manufacturing process, but Cosmos seemed to be onto something with the delivery method. The water dissolving tablet would likely protect the bimbolic acid from starting its reaction too soon and breaking down. That was key. “Should I do anything before I take a hit?”

		Cosmos shook his head. “Nope, that’s it Twyla. And I really appreciate you doing this for me. It will be huge for my research.”

		“I’m happy to help,” I responded. “But don’t think that I’m always down to get high with or for you. I’ve still got a few months of classes left. I might be psychologically ready for the semester to be over, but I’m not willing to risk my grade point average on this.”

		“Of course not,” Cosmos said. “I never would dream of doing something like that to you.”

		He handed over the small bag. It was light. As soon as I opened it, I saw the single tablet inside. No wonder it was so light. Then again, I should have been surprised. He wasn’t going to hand me a full bag. He brought just enough for the test.

		“So should I take it now, or do you want me to wait?” I asked.

		“Whenever you’re ready.”

		I reached into the bag and pulled out the tablet. It was actually quite large, almost an inch across. And it was pink. I had nothing against pink, but it had always seemed overly girly. And girly was not a way I would naturally describe myself. Then again, I was majoring in the sciences, which were not exactly known for their high proportion of women. I was the only woman in some of my classes. That had probably made me prefer slightly more masculine styles, knowing that I needed to fit in. But that was me guessing. I was no psychologist.

		I popped the tablet into my mouth, letting it sit on my tongue. My eyes opened wide at the fizzing sensation in my mouth. I had not been expecting that. It felt like it was a toned down version of Pop Rocks candy. I could almost hear it. But before I knew it, the tablet had fully dissolved on my tongue, leaving me to wonder when the bimbolic acid was supposed to take effect.

		As it just so happened, I did not have long to wait at all.

		“Whoa,” I said as I braced myself on the couch. My balance was momentarily thrown off, leaving me swaying like I was drunk. But I didn’t feel drunk. My mind felt fully alert and active. It was my body that didn’t seem to want to respond how I had expected.

		I looked over at Cosmos to see him hurriedly scribbling on his clipboard, taking notes of my reactions. In hindsight, we should have filmed my experience, but it was too late for that now. I didn’t even feel capable of the fine motor control to operate my phone at that moment.

		“How do you feel?” Cosmos asked, expectantly. I could tell he was excited.

		“Feel?” I said. That was a good question. How did I feel? I felt strange, that was for sure. It was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. And somehow I knew what I was feeling now was just the beginning.

		“How would you describe your sensations?” Cosmos clarified.

		I knew what he had meant the first time, but I felt a little overwhelmed by the fact I wasn’t sure how I felt. I wasn’t sure exactly how to describe the sensations. But regardless of what was happening inside my body, there was one thing that was definitely true. I felt good.

		“I feel pretty good, I guess,” I finally said, not sure how long I had left the question sitting there. I had the distinct impression that time was not flowing how I normally expected it to. It was speeding up and slowing down at random. Or I was already beginning to hallucinate. Cosmos did say that this was a variant of LSD. I could expect to see plenty of things that weren’t actually real.

		“Look at Twyla,” said a voice I didn’t recognize from across the room. I looked up and saw no one there. It was just Cosmos and me.

		“I know, right?” said another voice from the same part of the room. All that was over there were a few plants on the windowsill. “Her boobs are really starting to fill in. I always thought bigger boobs would make her look really sexy.”

		Not understanding what was happening, I looked down and was greeted with cleavage for the first time in my life.

		“Whoa,” I said a second time, responding to what appeared to be bigger boobs.

		“What are you noticing?” Cosmos asked. I could tell he was trying to remain detached from all of this. He was trying to be an impartial observer, but his excitement about all of this was difficult for him to hide.

		“My boobs… I mean, my breasts are bigger. Or they look bigger to me. What do you think?”

		I turned my body and stuck out my chest to give Cosmos a better view.

		“I think you’re right,” Cosmos said. “I hadn’t expected anything like this.”

		“I like it,” I said. “It makes me feel sexy.”

		As I sat there, I started to feel like I had a better control over my body. The issues I had before only seemed to be temporary, which was much appreciated. I pushed myself to my feet and started to walk around the room.

		“My god,” came another voice, this time from behind me. “Look at that sexy ass. I thought it was bigger when she was sitting, but it’s definitely nice and round now.”

		I turned back toward the couch, but there was no one there. It was beginning to dawn on me that I was hearing voices. However, as I turned and looked down toward my butt, I realized the voice was right. My butt did look bigger. It had stretched my cotton shorts until they were taut across my ass. It looked sexy.

		As I walked around the room, Cosmos watching my every move, I found myself really enjoying myself. I hadn’t felt this happy in a long time. I knew it was the drug, but I didn’t care. I felt amazing. And I felt sexy too. It wasn’t often that I felt like this. Of course, the way Cosmos tracked my every move with his eyes helped. His attention, even if it was just scientific curiosity on his part. I didn’t get to feel sexy often enough.

		“Ooh, girl, you are on fire,” came one of the earlier voices. It took me a moment to realize it actually was one of the plants talking to me.

		“You think so?” I asked in return, giving the plant a sexy pose.

		“Yeah, baby,” the other plant spoke. “So hot.”

		“Roll that waistband down a bit,” the first plant said.

		I knew I was tripping. I knew this wasn’t real. But I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to feel even sexier. So I did what it said. I rolled down the waistband of my shorts, pulling them tight against my pussy and ass. Sitting so low, I left a narrow band of flesh visible beneath the hem of my tank top. Although, that band of flesh was a bit wider than it would have, because my boobs were pulling it up, forcing the fabric to stretch more than it ever had before.

		“So sexy,” the second plant said. “You like showing off that sexy body of yours, don’t you?”

		I giggled at the thought of me walking around campus dressed in an itty bitty skirt that hugged my ass tightly and a top that showed off as much cleavage as it could. Fuck, that did sound fun. I could just imagine all those people staring at me. They would all see just how sexy I was.

		“Yeah, I do like showing off,” I said. “It makes me feel so sexy.”

		“What was that?” Cosmos asked, shaking me out of the moment. I was reminded that I was having a conversation with two plants.

		“I was just saying how much I like to show off,” I said, brushing off the odd look Cosmos was giving me. “It makes me feel sexy.”

		“I assume you’re hearing voices,” Cosmos said as he started scribbling on the clipboard again. I couldn’t see what he was writing though.

		“Just from the plants,” I said. “They think I’m sexy.”

		“You know what would make you even sexier?” asked the voice from behind me. I turned around to realize it was the couch talking to me. “You should change into your shortest skirt and sexiest top.”

		“You’re right,” I said, answering the couch. It had been kind to me, telling me about my bubble butt earlier. “That’s a great idea.”

		I turned to Cosmos and giggled. “Cosmos, I’m gonna go change into something sexier, okay? I’ll be right back.”

		Cosmos smiled and then nodded his head. I wasn’t sure if he was interested in the science or if he just wanted to see me wear something sexier. Not that it mattered. But I wanted his permission to leave him for a few minutes so I could change clothes again.
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		I scurried off to my bedroom to get changed. However, the moment my bedroom door was closed behind me, I was suddenly faced with the fact I was acting completely out of character. I wasn’t some sexpot who only cared about looking sexy and showing off my body. I was a serious student. I was a future chemist.

		But it was hard to care about any of that when I felt so good. I saw a stack of old textbooks in the corner of my room and almost wanted to puke. I couldn’t explain my reaction, but just the thought of me stuck in a chemistry lab wearing a lab coat seemed suffocating. Sexy women like me weren’t chemists.

		I opened up my closet and stripped off my tank top and shorts. It felt so good to be out of those clothes. They were nice and they did show off my body to a degree, but I wanted something truly sexy to wear. My body deserved it.

		The mirror on the back of my closet door caught my eye. It was the first time I had seen my new body in all its glory. And I looked so good. My boobs looked amazing, jutting out proudly from my chest. I rocked my shoulders back and forth and watched as they swayed and jiggled. I giggled at the sight. My butt looked mighty fine too, matching the growth in my boobs. Together, they made my waist look smaller. Or maybe it was actually smaller. If it could make my boobs and butt grow, then maybe it could make my waist shrink. Who knew? Probably Cosmos, but I had a feeling he wouldn’t tell me.

		It took me a moment to look at the rest of me, I was so enamored with my boobs and butt. My lips were bigger too. They were plump and juicy. I licked them and nearly squirmed as my libido spiked.

		“Twyla wants to get fucked,” came a voice. It sounded a lot like mine, but it was different somehow. I couldn’t explain it.

		“Who said that?” I asked, realizing it was time to figure out where these voices were coming from to start with.

		“I did,” the voice answered. I realized it was coming from somewhere below me. I looked down, but only saw my boobs and the floor of my closet. “Down here between your legs.” I looked into the mirror and could swear my pussy lips moved without me doing anything. “See me now?” They moved again.

		“You’re my pussy?” I asked, finding this whole thing confusing.

		“Of course, silly,” my pussy said. “And do you know what we need?”

		“Um, no,” I answered. My confusion only seemed to worsen.

		“We need a big hard cock. I bet Cosmos has a big cock. Just look at him. He’s tall and strong. Just imagine his big cock filling me up.”

		And I did just that. I could imagine Cosmos bending me over and pushing his hard cock into my pussy. A pleasurable shiver ran up my spine. Yes, a cock did sound really nice.

		“You’re such a pretty and sexy girl,” came another voice, this time coming from behind me. “Don’t you agree.”

		“Who said that?” I asked. It was growing difficult to keep all the voices straight in my head.

		“I’m your ass,” the voice behind me answered. “Seems you’re pretty dumb too. You’re a dumb sexy girl.”

		“She’s a bimbo,” said yet another voice, this time once again in front of me. “I’m your tits. And let me tell you, a bimbo like yourself can’t get enough sexy. It’s all you really crave. You want sex all the time. It’s why you focus on being so sexy. It’s why you don’t mind being dumb. No one wants to hear about chemistry when they’re fucking you. It’s better to just be the bimbo you really are and do what you’re best at. Now let’s find something sexy to wear and then go out there and fuck Cosmos. You know you want to.”

		I knew I was tripping hard, but I had never heard anything make so much sense before. I was sexy and I was horny. It made sense that I was dumb and craved sex. That’s what a bimbo like me was for.

		With newfound focus, I started looking through my closet, trying to find the right outfit. I vaguely remembered a short skirt I bought for a Halloween costume freshman year. For some reason I had held onto it for the past three years, not knowing why. Now I did. It was because I was a sexy bimbo.

		I found the skirt in the back of my closet. I jumped and twisted my hips back and forth as I pulled it up over my ass. My boobs bounced and jiggled with each movement, but I finally got it around my hips. It was a tight fit, but it made my ass look even better. This was definitely not the kind of skirt I could wear panties with. Not that I wanted to wear panties when I was trying to seduce Cosmos. As far as hippies came, he was pretty hot. And he gave me the drugs that helped make me such a sexy bimbo. I had to reward him somehow.

		For a top, I found a halter top I hadn’t worn in years either. It must have shrunk or something, because I didn’t remember it failing to cover my belly-button before. Then again, it had to stretch over my boobs, so that might have pulled it up some. I wasn’t complaining. I liked the bare midriff look. It was sexy. And the way my boobs spilled out of the top made it even sexier. I just knew Cosmos would find me hot when I returned to him.

		Stepping out of my bedroom, I walked on my toes to make my body pop even more. Cosmos’ eyes were glued to my body the moment I appeared in the doorway. I stopped for a moment and posed, sliding one hand up the door frame until it was positioned above my head. I cocked my hip out and put my other hand on it.

		“Hey, baby,” I said as I licked my lips. “I’m so hot.”

		Cosmos drank me in with his eyes. I could see the bulge forming in his shorts.

		“Yes, you are hot,” Cosmos finally said.

		“I mean I’m, like, hot for you,” I said, trying to explain myself. It was hard. My thoughts kept getting all jumbled in my head. The throbbing I felt from my pussy didn’t help. It only made me crave Cosmos and his cock even more.

		Cosmos smiled. “Why don’t you come join me then?” He moved to the side, giving me room to sit next to him.

		However, I had other ideas. I walked toward him, swishing my hips back and forth, making my whole body sway and glide as I approached him. But instead of sitting next to him, I slowly turned and lowered my ass onto his lap. His hands rose to my hips, holding me steady on his knee. The clipboard was forgotten. I wasn’t interested in the test anymore. I was much more interested in having fun and giving into the urges of my body.

		I leaned over and pressed my lips against his. Cosmos responded immediately, kissing me back and taking charge. Our tongues danced in each other’s mouths. His hands slowly moved up my sides, running across my bare skin. One hand stopped as he approached one of my boobs. I reached up and moved it, placing it directly on my boob. I wanted him to have my body. My boobs wanted him to squeeze them and grope them. I wanted to be treated like a sexual plaything, like an object.

		“Please, fuck me,” I moaned, practically begging as our lips parted. We had to breathe at some point.

		“You’re sure you want this?” Cosmos asked.

		His asking for consent was sweet in a way. I appreciated that he was trying to do the right thing. But the right thing in my mind was taking his cock out and fucking my brains out. That was what I wanted from him. That was what I needed from him.

		“I’ve never wanted anything more,” I moaned, my arousal building higher and higher in anticipation for what I was certain was coming next.

		Cosmos smiled again, giving me a knowing smirk. Did he know the drug was going to turn me into a bimbo slut? Did he know it would make me sexy and stupid?

		Those questions were pushed out of my mind as Cosmos squeezed my boobs with his hands. My eyes nearly rolled up into the back of my head as my body shuddered from the jolt of pleasure.

		And then it happened. Cosmos decided it was finally time. He picked me up as if I weighed almost nothing and in a moment had me leaning over the back of the loveseat, my ass presented in his direction.

		I felt his hands grab my butt, testing the firmness. I shook my ass playfully, trying to tease him into fucking me sooner. In all my life, I had never felt so much of a need for anything, let alone for sex. My whole body seemed to be aching for the sexual pleasure only a cock could give me. I needed to feel him in my pussy. But I didn’t just need to get filled with cock, I needed to get hammered by cock. I needed Cosmos to fuck me so hard I wouldn’t be able to see straight or even walk afterward.

		Cosmos flipped up my skirt, pushing it over my ass. He was getting close.

		I could feel my juices leaking out of my pussy. I was more than ready. I was so wet my juices were starting to slide down my thighs. I just couldn’t help myself.

		Then his hands disappeared from my ass. I was worried at first, afraid that Cosmos wouldn’t do what I was begging him to do. I looked over my shoulder to see him removing his shorts. The moment his cock sprang into view, I knew I had made the right choice. He was big. His was the biggest cock I had ever seen outside of porn, and even then it was pretty big.

		“You want my cock in your pussy?” Cosmos asked. “You want me to fuck you?”

		“Yes,” I moaned. “I need your cock inside me. I need you to fuck me.”

		“If you need it so bad, it wouldn’t be very neighborly of me to deny you it,” Cosmos said.

		A moment later his hands returned, grabbing my hips. A moment later I felt the head of his cock pushing against my pussy lips. They parted easily, allowing him entrance. He pushed in slowly, but without stopping until I felt his pelvis press up against my ass. My eyes opened wide as the fullness nearly overwhelmed me. He stretched me so good. There was pain, but it felt so good.

		Once he felt fully settled inside of me, he began, pulling out and pushing back in again. Each thrust seemed to get faster and harder.

		I squealed out in pleasure, each thrust pushing the air out of my lungs. In all my life, I had never felt this good during sex. It had always been something that I tolerated with my past boyfriends. None of those experiences came close to this. Either Cosmos was the best fuck I’d ever had or being a bimbo slut made it feel better than I ever could have imagined.

		Time lost all meaning as we stayed that way. My brain felt almost fried from the thorough fucking I was receiving. I have no idea how long Cosmos lasted, but suddenly I felt a change in his rhythm. There was a twitch of his cock inside of me that told me he was close to cumming.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Cosmos nearly roared. I hadn’t realized how primal we had gotten, but I loved it. This was how sex was meant to be, clearly.

		“Do it,” I screamed back. “Cum in my pussy.”

		Cosmos didn’t need any more encouragement than that. A moment later I could feel the first surge of his hot white seed erupt from his cock. He was cumming and so was I. As he filled my pussy with his cum, my arms flailed at my sides in response to the overload to pleasure shooting through my body. Wave after wave of orgasmic energy flowed through my body, turning my vision white. It was glorious.

		I was in love. I was in love with sex and being a sexy bimbo. It was the best.
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		I groaned as I woke up the next morning. I opened my eyes and tried to think back to the night before. It was all a blur. My memories were indistinct and out of focus. Did Cosmos and I really fuck?

		Still laying in bed, I ran my hands down my body toward my pussy. I had to know. However, my hands didn’t get very far before they ran into my boobs. And they were definitely bigger than I remembered them being.

		“Fuck,” I said as I sat up and saw that the few memories that seemed to flicker through my mind were not all hallucinations. I remembered talking to my plants. That had been weird. But it seemed that I did not imagine my boobs being bigger. And that probably meant my butt and lips were bigger too.

		I climbed out of bed, finding myself naked. I usually slept in pajamas, but I obviously had not wanted that in my drugged state the night before. Standing in front of the mirror on the back of my closet door, I confirmed that the physical changes to my body were real.

		“That was one weird fucking night,” I told myself. I really didn’t know how to respond to it all. I could only hope more of my memories would return and solidify over time. I had never liked the feeling of missing time.

		However, as I stood there appraising my body, I had to admit that I looked pretty good. I still looked like me, just a sexier version of me. Of course, I would have to buy new bras. My old ones wouldn’t fit me anymore. Not that I cared for my old bras. They had always been functional, but that was it. And the idea of being able to show off some cleavage now and then was appealing. These were the risks with trying out a new recreational drug my neighbor had created. I would have to live with the consequences.

		I shrugged it off and started my day, pulling on the tank top and cotton shorts I had started my drugged night wearing. At the very least I felt more relaxed than I had in weeks. That was the most important thing. I felt good. I didn’t have a hangover and I didn’t feel any lasting mental effects. I felt like myself. It just happened to be that I now had bigger boobs and a bigger butt, along with plumper lips.

		As I ate breakfast, I vaguely wondered what my classmates would think when they returned from spring break. Would they think I went and got plastic surgery during the break? I could only imagine some of the talk that would happen behind my back. Would my friends even believe me when I explained what happened? It would only be another week before I found out.

		Considering the events of the night before, my day actually went swimmingly. I made great progress on my thesis. And little by little I managed to piece together the events of the night before. I remembered how good everything felt. I remembered how sexy I felt. I remembered how nice it was to just be dumb and sexy. And most of all, I remembered how good the sex was. I couldn’t believe it had felt that good.

		But by the end of the day, I found myself wondering what a second trip would feel like. I was curious what would happen to my body. I was curious if I would turn into the bimbo again that I remembered. But most importantly, I wanted to experience sex like that again. I hadn’t planned to fuck Cosmos, but it had been good. It had been really good. And I had no regrets. Anything that felt that good couldn’t be that bad.

		At the end of the day, after returning from the library, I found myself standing outside Cosmos’ door. I reached out and knocked, hoping he was home.

		It only took a moment before I heard footsteps on the other side of the door. It opened, revealing Cosmos wearing a similar outfit from the day before. His eyes were bloodshot. He was high.

		“Hey, Twyla,” he said. “What’s up?”

		I had considered trying to hold a conversation with him, but as he looked pretty high, I decided to be blunt and come right out and say it.

		“I want to try the bimbolic acid again.”

		Cosmos stared at me for a moment. It looked like he was trying to process my words. They were probably not what he was expecting.

		“Really?” he finally said. “I wasn’t sure you’d ever wanna talk to me again after last night.”

		He was high but still relatively coherent.

		“I’m serious,” I said. “I want another round. You can be there with me or not.”

		“Hey, that’s cool,” Cosmos said. “Yeah, let me get you another hit. Do you wanna do it here or at your place again?”

		“My place is preferable,” I answered.

		“That’s cool.”

		Cosmos disappeared in his apartment for a moment and returned a moment later with a similar paper bag to the night before. He handed it to me without a second thought.

		“Um, how about I join you in a bit,” he said. “I, um, need to, you know…”

		“I got you,” I said. He wanted some time to come down off whatever he was high on. I understood entirely. In fact, I was thankful that he was trying to be somewhat responsible. “Take your time.”

		“Thanks. I’ll see you in a bit.”
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		Back in my own apartment, I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. I stood in my bedroom, having stripped off my clothes. I looked pretty good naked, but after what happened the first time with my body, I wanted to see it for myself. I even set up a camera so I could film myself to see it all again.

		With everything set, I reached into the paper bag and pulled out the pink tablet. Then I popped it into my mouth. As soon as it hit my tongue, it started to fizz. And it only took a moment before the whole thing had dissolved. If I had any regrets, it was too late to do anything about it.

		“Whoa,” I said as I started swaying. I had prepared for this and had a nearby chair to brace myself against. I knew the drunken feelings would pass soon enough. Then the real fun could start.

		It took me a moment to find my balance, but once I did, I could then treat myself to watching my body continue to shift and transform. I noticed my breasts first. They pushed out and expanded again, adding volume and mass in one fell swoop. I turned to see the same thing happening to my ass. My lips got a little bigger too, but the change was too small to notice in real time when I had the distraction of bigger boobs and a bigger butt.

		“You are one sexy girl,” I told my reflection as I made various poses.

		“She gets it,” came an agreeing voice. I didn’t care where the voice had originated from. It could have been the plant on the windowsill or my bed for all I cared. What mattered was that I agreed with the voice.

		I giggled as I realized how happy I was. I felt amazing. My body hummed with energy. I felt as if there was nothing in the world that could get me down. I felt true bliss. This was the true power of the bimbolic acid. I only wished I could feel this way all the time.

		The more I stood there, looking at my body, the more turned on I got. I had never been someone who got turned on by a woman’s body, let alone my own, but that was in the past. In the present, I could feel my arousal building higher and higher. And it seemed as if my mind was slowing more and more as I got hornier and hornier.

		“I need Cosmos,” I said as I realized how much I needed to get fucked.

		I almost walked out of my apartment right then. I almost went to see him, still wearing nothing at all. But I just managed to stop myself. Luckily, my closet was open and I could see all those clothes. Most wouldn’t fit me with my new assets, but I still had some stretchy items that might work. I would just need to try a few things on.

		But then I spotted it. The sparkly black dress had been a bit of a gag gift from a friend. I hadn’t even considered it at first, because it had long sleeves and a high neck. But it was backless and would show off lots of side boob, especially now that I had a proper pair of tits. And to top it off, it was tight enough to show off my ass. It was actually everything I could have asked for in a dress.

		I slipped the dress on and pulled it down my body, taking my time to make sure it covered me correctly. It was definitely harder than it should have been. I found myself giggling to myself as I tried to arrange it properly.

		The dress was very stretchy, which was important. Although all that stretching it had to do to fit my body meant it didn’t go much past the swell of my ass. And it was tight enough that I wouldn’t be wearing panties. Even a thong would show through. Actually, the dress was stretched so tight in places that it was almost see-through. But I certainly didn’t mind that. I might not get to go out naked, but I had no problem wearing see-through clothes.

		I giggled again as I found my first problem with the dress. The front panel that was supposed to cover my tits was just a little too small. It wasn’t wide enough. I would stretch it out to cover my nipples, but moving too much caused the dress to shift, uncovering my nipples again. It was actually kind of hot the way I kept exposing myself like that. I figured Cosmos would like that. So really, it wasn’t so much a problem as a feature that would require me to cover myself if anyone else came down the hallway.

		Once my dress was in place, I took a moment to dig around the bottom of my closet looking for shoes. I usually wasn’t someone who wore high heels often, but I had a couple pairs. And it just so happened that I found my tallest pair, a four-inch pair of shiny black heels that would go great with my dress. They were perfect.

		I opened my front door and poked my head out, looking up and down the hallway. It was quiet, which was perfect. Although there was a part of me that wanted someone else to enjoy my sexy body. I loved to show off. The voices told me that and I had to admit that I agreed with them. I might not be smart, but I made up for it in raw sexiness. I was a dumb and sexy bimbo and I loved it.

		Stepping out of my apartment, I then walked next door and knocked. As I stood there I stretched my dress back over my nipples. It was a losing battle, but I figured I should look my best for when Cosmos opened the door. Of course, as soon as I stepped inside they would slip back out again, but by then it wouldn’t matter.

		Cosmos answered the door with wide eyes.

		“Hi, stud,” I said with a giggle. “I couldn’t, like, wait anymore. Do you wanna fuck here or at my place?”

		Cosmos looked me up and down, enjoying every inch of my body. I was such a hottie. I loved it.

		“Um, come in,” Cosmos said. “I wasn’t quite ready yet.”

		I might have been a bimbo, but I knew the perfect cure for a cock that wasn’t quite ready to fuck. I stepped into the apartment and pushed the door closed with my ass. As soon as the lock clicked behind me, I gracefully dropped to my knees in front of Cosmos. I licked my lips as I deftly reached up and pulled out his cock. He was right. He wasn’t quite ready, but he was close. I figured a little time in my mouth would be all he needed to get up to full mast. Then we could fuck properly. Hell, I was horny enough I’d even let him fuck me in the ass. Then he would have been in all of my holes. Thinking about that made me even hotter.

		I wrapped my plump lips around his cock and started to suck. I had never actually sucked a cock before, but it seemed I had an instinct for it. Soon Cosmos was groaning with pleasure, his hands running through my hair. I knew I was on the right track.

		“Fuck, I’ve never had a blowjob like this before,” Cosmos said.

		I would have smiled in pride had I not had a cock in my mouth. But I was beaming, knowing I was doing a good job. It helped to just turn off what was left of my mind and just react to Cosmos. His cock knew what it liked. I just had to pay attention to the signs and signals it gave me.

		“Okay,” Cosmos said. “I’m ready now. How do you want me to fuck you?”

		“Anyway you want to, stud,” I said as I popped off his cock. “I just need your cock inside me.”

		Cosmos pulled me up and guided me into his bedroom. He tossed me on the bed and lifted my heels up toward my head. Like last night, I was more than ready. He slid into my pussy with ease, almost like we were made for each other. I gave out a howl of pleasure. I knew I was in for a great night.

		But as I laid there on my back with Cosmos pounding my pussy, a single thought made it through the mush that was my mind. This was what I really wanted in life. This was who I wanted to be. I wanted to be a sexy and slutty bimbo. I could only hope Cosmos would help me realize that goal.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		Bimbolic acid was both my favorite way to relax, but also my Achilles’ heel. I loved being on it. Life just felt so much simpler when I was a BA bimbo. All I wanted was to be sexy and get fucked. Nothing else mattered.

		But the problem was I loved being on it so much, I felt as if I was always thinking about my next trip, or trying to relive my last one. I had become a little obsessed.

		It proved to be a great way to spend my nights when I was stuck in the library all day working on my thesis. The problem was being a BA bimbo was not compatible with my life as a college student. Had I been introduced to the drug earlier in my college career, I probably would have studied it, trying to understand how it worked, both in affecting the mind, but also in how it so radically changed the body. Interestingly, it had much more muted effects for Cosmos. Either the two of us were very different in some way or the drug responded to different genders in different ways.

		Not that I was complaining about any of the physical changes to my body. Yes, having big tits took some getting used to, but I definitely enjoyed them. I liked how guys stared, especially when they were talking to me. Not even my professors were free of such actions. My tits were big and there was no way I could hide them.

		Luckily, their growth did slow down with subsequent uses of bimbolic acid. I used it every night of spring break and by the fourth night, my tits had stopped growing. Then again, getting any bigger would have put a serious crimp in my life. None of my clothes would have fit if I had gotten any bigger. As it was, I already had to replace most of my clothes. They simply were not made for busty women, which I now counted myself among.

		When students returned to campus, there were the expected rumors that I had gone off and gotten a boob job. The fact my ass was bigger and my lips had plumped up so much, it was a hard rumor to dispel. Not that I felt the need to. It was no one’s business but my own what had happened to me over spring break. Not that any of them would understand. Yes, I wondered about sharing the secret Cosmos and I shared with someone else. It would be fun to bring another woman into the fold. I was sure we would both enjoy a third participant in the bedroom, but it was such a hard thing to approach someone about.

		As spring break wound down, there was a part of me that wished I could just be bimbo Twyla all the time. It was fun to just be dumb and sexy. There was a level of bliss I felt on bimbolic acid that I wished I could feel all the time.

		“With school starting up again, do you want to stop?” Cosmos asked me on the final day of spring break. I was laying in his bed, naked. He was laying beside me, playing with one of my nipples. We had decided to consummate our relationship, for that was what this clearly was. He wasn’t just my dealer. Yes, when in bimbo mode, I would have happily fucked other people, but I had formed a bond with Cosmos that was hard to break. This time, we had fucked without me being high. No, it wasn’t as good as when I was bimbo Twyla, but it was close. If anything, the only difference between the two was how my would almost completely shut off when I was in bimbo mode. That was nice, because I was fully present in the moment and felt no distractions. Sometimes I wondered if I was too smart for my own good.

		Not that BA had not been a part of our day. We had watched one of the recordings I had made of myself on the drug. It was hot, especially the way my body transformed on camera. Anyone else who saw it would have assumed there was some sort of CGI going on.

		“Stop the BA?” I asked. That was what we started to call it around each other. “No way. But I don’t think I can do it every night. School work will get in the way. I’ve come too far to give it all up.”

		“How about just using it on the weekends?” Cosmos offered. “That could still be plenty fun.”

		“I think you’re right,” I said as I ran a hand across his chest. I was close to being ready again and from the looks of it, so was Cosmos. The only question was whether I wanted to let the bimbo out one last time before school started up again.

		After that conversation, we fell into a fun routine. We saw each other as a couple during the week. Yes, Cosmos spent most of his day stoned, but he remained relatively sober in the evenings, after he had sold his day’s allotment and supply. Yes, I was dating a drug dealer. That’s how he made his money. We’d make dinner together before I hit the books again, needing to continue working on my thesis. Spring break had allowed me to catch up after all that procrastinating, but it wasn’t done yet.

		We saved the BA for the weekends. Cosmos called me his weekend bimbo. As if he had a weekday bimbo on the side. Or, I supposed as the weekend bimbo, I was the side piece. It didn’t matter, because he had a normal, but hot and busty girlfriend during the week. It was only during the weekend that I let loose the bimbo inside of me.

		There were times I wished the BA was permanent, that it would just leave me as a bimbo all the time. It had permanently altered my body, but my mind remained unaffected after it had left my system. It would have been easier to have walked into that trap and just ended my old life, forcing me to embrace being a bimbo. As it was, I had to balance both sides of it, keeping up with my classes and school work, but also finding the time to let loose and be the bimbo I so enjoyed being.

		I only had one thing to worry about. I knew I was going to graduate at the end of the semester. As I said, I was in too deep in my college career to give up with only a few weeks left. The problem was what I was going to do after graduation. I didn’t have a plan. I had no job lined up. Did I want to turn my weekend bimbo lifestyle into a full time bimbo lifestyle? Was there really a choice? It was bimbo bliss with a big helping of horny or continue to live two separate lives, one where I was the smart college graduate and the other where I was a sexual plaything for any man who would have me.

		Then again, maybe it wasn’t such a hard choice to make after all. I had nothing to be worried about.
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