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It all started with a hiccup, followed by a cute giggle immediately afterward.

Tom stood in the bedroom and watched his girlfriend Katie transform before his very eyes. He had seen it before, but only on the videos posted online: women becoming nothing more than airheaded bimbos, all by means of a little pink pill.

At the beginning it was just one pill made by one company. The effects lasted for an hour or two and did nothing more than make the subject lightheaded and bubbly.

But as popularity skyrocketed, so did the funding behind the drug. The company behind it created newer, more advanced versions with effects that reached beyond light-headedness to full-blown IQ loss. Big name porn producers stepped in as investors, and just recently, the final form of the pill was released.

The newest version far exceeded the capabilities of the original. In addition to the mental changes pioneered by its predecessors, physical transformations were now included. One dose of Bimbozol—or “BIMZ,” as it is commonly referred to—was capable of significantly lowering the subject’s IQ, changing their hair color to platinum blonde, their eye color to ocean-blue, boosting their libido, and could increase their breast size to double Ds—anything larger remains unchanged.

At one point, the pill contained a chemical designed to burn belly fat to give the user a flat stomach, but the side effects were proven to be too dangerous. Some developed a massive appetite that led to hospitalization and others developed internal burns from the heat generated by the fat loss.

The changes were all temporary, lasting no more than twenty-four hours. The user’s personality was unaltered, and they retained all memories of their time spent bimbofied. The drug only intensified underlying aspects of their personalities that were normally ignored or suppressed. Their bodies would return to their original forms at the end of the twenty-four hour period, although they were often left sore and physically exhausted by the ordeal.

The drug had only been tested and used by women. There were no accounts of a male successfully taking the drug, and the company behind it strongly urged against any experimentation on this front.

 

“I can’t believe you’re going through with this.” Tom sat down on the bed, his eyes on his girlfriend.

“Why not?” Katie replied, looking at her reflection. “Work has been stressing me out. I thought this would be a fun vacation of sorts.”

She held clumps of her black hair in her hands, examining the roots through the mirror. Huffing, she let the strands fall as she put her nose to the glass, staring at the reflection of her green eyes. “Nothing’s happening!”

“How long ago did you take the pill?” Tom slouched, sinking deeper in the mattress of the queen-sized bed belonging to his girlfriend.

“Like, five minutes ago,” she whined, returning her scrutinizing gaze to her hair.

“You didn’t have to do this for me.”

“Who said I did it for you?” She winked at him. “I’ve always wanted to see what I would be like as a bimbo. Figured you would find it hot. Even bought some outfits to try on once my body changes.”

“Yeah, sure. Who would find a blonde bombshell itching to get into your pants hot?” Tom rolled his eyes.

Katie stuck out her tongue. “Well then, I guess I’ll have to satisfy my sexual urges elsewhere. I’m sure Jared would be more than interested. I can be the bimbo he always wanted me to be.”

“Fuck no! No way am I letting your ex get between you and I.”

Tom climbed off of the bed and stormed up to his girlfriend. He was livid. Katie knew how much he hated her bringing up her ex, and he was right to upset. A lot of women would choose Jared over him.

Katie was one of them.

Jared was tall, muscular, and athletic. He had a strong, chiseled jaw and a smile that would make women weak in the knees. On top of all that, he was incredibly successful, too.

Tom, on the other hand, stood in Jared’s shadow. Most guys did, but Tom was especially no match for him. He wasn’t a beacon of male perfection like Jared. He had a little bit of gut, and no matter how hard he tried, his beard failed to grow in evenly. Shy and introverted, he knew many people wondered how it was possible for him to bag a girl like Katie. He could practically feel the heat of their incredulous stares whenever they went out together.

The only negative thing about Jared was that since he had everything a girl wanted, they came flocking to him, and when he found one that was better than the girl he had, he cast her aside and “upgraded,” as he put it.

Katie had been more angry than sad, and instead of trying to get back with him, she went to a bar and hooked up with the first guy that offered her a drink.

That man was Tom.

Her cheeks turned red. “Aw, that’s so cute of you. Don’t worry, Tom. I don’t plan on leaving this apartment while under the influence. Definitely don’t want any of my coworkers seeing me all blonde and stupid.”

“Yeah, I want you all to myself,” he said rubbing her shoulders.

“I hope I wasn’t—” Katie hiccupped. Her hands covered her mouth, but she couldn’t help but giggle through her fingers.

Tom blinked. Her outburst threw off his train of thought. “Katie, your hair!”

She pulled herself free from him and examined her reflection once more. Sure enough, the roots of her black hair had lightened.

“Wow, like, my hair is totally turning blonde! My head is all… tingly and stuff.”

They both watched in awe as the dark hue slowly gave way to platinum blonde. As her locks lightened, her hair also lengthened, cascading down past her breasts until it retreated into a wavy, layered style.

Katie smacked her lips. “There’s like, a sweet taste in my mouth. It’s like, totally working!” She eagerly bounced and Tom’s eyes moved away from her hair to her breasts. Katie noticed them as well.

“Like, whoa! My breasts are getting all big.” She cupped and squeezed them and turned to look at her profile in the mirror.

Tom stared down at the growing tits, unable to tear his eyes away from them. There was nothing about her body before the transformation that he hadn’t liked. She wasn’t flat-chested or shallow-curved. She was thin, toned, and yet still voluptuous. In his eyes, she had the perfect body.

She had the hourglass body that turned heads as she walked, hips bouncing with each step. But now, under the influence of the pink pill, her curves were more pronounced with the swelling of her breasts and her new apple-bottom ass.

More than half of her hair was blonde now, and Tom watched as she twirled her hair in her finger and took in her changing form. Her breasts were big to begin with—C-cups bordering on Ds—but now they were noticeably larger. The natural look they had vanished as her tits became more rounded, losing their pear shape in the process.

Tom didn’t read much into the science of how the drug worked. He was more interested in its effects. There was no need to read the densely-worded reports anyway, not when they were translated into words that a five-year-old could understand.

Heh, trying to explain boob growth to a five-year-old.

From the gist of what he’d read on the internet, the chemicals in the drugs created a silicone-based substance in the breasts and butt that the body could easily break down once the chemical was used up.

It seems that Katie had also done her fair share of reading, as the bra and panties she wore when he came to see her—which now fit her perfectly—were loose and baggy.

That was something he loved about her. Katie had a sharp mind and was able to grasp things quickly. It was the reason why she rose so swiftly through her career ladder and why Tom always preferred visiting her luxury apartment instead of having her visit his modest one.

She had tonight all planned out, and no matter how many times Tom told himself not worry, that even bimbo Katie would show better judgment than most sober girls, his stomach was still in a knot.

He was seeing a side of her that no one else had seen, and he found it incredibly hot.

“Katie…” he mumbled.

Katie tore herself away from her reflection and looked at him. She blinked, and Tom watched as her jade-green eyes gave way to clear, crystalline blue. They sparkled brightly in contrast to her dimming intellect.

Katie cocked her head to the side. Her eyes were wide and curious. “Whatcha staring at, silly?” She giggled, her lips curling into a smile as she stared almost blankly at him.

“Are you all right?” he asked her.

She tilted her head to the other side before replying. “Of course! I’m like, totally fine. I feel a little… bubbly, though.”

“Light-headed? Dizzy?” Tom placed his hands on her shoulders. The drug was rewiring her brain. The woman in front of him was still Katie, but she was different.

“Yeah, that. But it’s like, totally fine. I mean, it’s hard to think, but I like not thinking. Gawd, all I ever think about is, like, work—oh!” Her shoulders stiffened as her eyes glazed over. She tapped her puffy lips with her finger as she looked up in thought. “What was I saying?”

It seems the light bulb is almost out. “You were telling me about your head. About being dizzy.”

“Ditzy?” She giggled and dragged her nail down the front of Tom’s shirt. “Tommy, you’re like, so cute when you worry about little old Krissi.”

She slid out from under his arms and bounded off, disappearing into her walk-in closet.

“Wait, who? Did you say Krissi?”

“Like, duh!” she said, poking her head out of her closet. “Katie is a boring name. Krissi is more fun! And besides, Katie is, like, totally not available. Please leave a message after the beep!”

She retreated back into the closet and Tom staggered over onto her bed. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“I, like, wanted to do this, Tommy. Totally bought some new clothes and stuff for the new me.”

“For Krissi,” he grumbled. No one had called him Tommy in years. It was what he went by when he was a kid, but people stopped calling him that once he started high school.

Katie wasn’t a fan of pet names, and only on a rare occasion did she call him “hun” or “babe.” Looks like the drug is bringing out her carefree side, he thought, heaving a sigh.

“How do I look?”

Tom lifted his head out of his hands and spotted her posing in the doorway. He froze and his jaw fell slack at the sight of her.

“Holy crap,” he muttered.

She giggled and continued to pose, but it was the kiss that she blew that got his gears turning. Tom swallowed audibly and his body quivered as she sauntered toward him.

Katie had changed out of her previously loose-fitting underwear into something he’d never seen her wear before. As attractive as she was, she never liked to show off her natural beauty. But it wasn’t like she wore baggy clothes that covered her entire body, either—she just wanted to be able to have conversations with her male friends and coworkers without having to deal with wandering eyes.

Tom barely recognized the woman standing just beyond the closet doors. With her hair now long and completely blonde, her eyes blue and her body enhanced, he had to really look close to see the woman he loved. He was having difficulty keeping his eyes on her face, especially when she moved toward him in a body-hugging pink dress that didn’t even cover her well-shaped ass all the way.

The neckline of the dress plunged deep between her breasts, covering less than half of the ample cleavage that she squeezed together like jumbo marshmallows. He followed the curves of her body down to her feet. His mouth went dry as he watched her step toward him in pink platform pumps.

“Hey, Tommy,” she purred, licking her glossy pink lips. “How would you like to fuck the new me?”

“W-What?!”

“I’m like, so incredibly horny.” She turned her back to him and looked at him from over her shoulder, wrapping her arms around her body. “I can’t stop thinking about your cock. I want it, like, so bad!”

“…sure.” He wasn’t even on the pill and yet he could barely put a sentence together. Even bimbofied, Katie didn’t have that problem. 

She put her hand on his chest and gently pushed him onto his back. He lifted his head off of her sheets and watched her undo his belt, unbutton his pants, and pull them down to his knees.

“Oh god,” he mumbled as his dick shot straight up once the constricting fabric of his pants were pulled away. Katie giggled as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and slowly pulled them down.

“So big and plump. I want to taste your meat.”

Her IQ may have taken a dive, but even in this altered state, her skills were razor-sharp. She bit her lip as her hands slid up the insides of his thighs until they circled the base of his cock.

Tom shuddered, uttering a moan of approval as she wrapped her succulent lips around his throbbing cock. They created a tight seal around his shaft and he had to put all his effort into keeping himself from orgasming the moment she went down on him.

It was a task that proved too difficult for a man of his limited experience, and as Katie bobbed up and down, the delicate, teasing touch of her tongue on his cock pushed him over the edge.

Tom grunted as hot spunk erupted out of his swollen head, but Katie kept her lips tight around him and swallowed every drop that poured out. He threw his arms out to his sides as he stared up at the ceiling, panting and gasping for air.

“Holy shit.” he murmured breathlessly.

“So tasty,” Katie said, licking her lips. “It’s like, salty and warm. Yum!”

Tom said nothing. His eyes remained on the ceiling as Katie stood up and walked away. He lifted his head off of the bed when he heard her digging through her purse.

“What are you looking for?”

“Nothing, silly,” she giggled. “It’s a secret.”

How am I going to be able to satisfy her when I came ten seconds into a blowjob? Tom thought as he curled up onto the bed.

“I got something for you, Tommy. Something that’ll totally make you better in bed,” Katie giggled as she walked back toward him.

“Heh, did you buy some Viagra or something ? A nice sexual energy drink?” He sighed.

Tom felt the bed sink as Katie sat down next to him and he rolled into her. Looking up at her, he laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“I can barely see your face. Your massive rack is in the way.”

“Tommy!” She smacked his shoulder. “That was mean.”

“I’m sorry, Katie—”

“Krissi!”

“Right. I’m sorry, Krissi,” he coughed. “I didn’t mean to offend.” Tom sat up on the bed and massaged Katie’s shoulders. It was always something he did to help Katie relax, and from the sounds of it, it was working.

Katie giggled. “I like, totally forgot how good you are at these.” She let her head fall back onto his shoulder and closed her eyes.

Tom leaned forward and kissed her forehead. Katie opened her eyes and turned around, pressing her body against his. She pushed him back onto the bed until she was on top of him.

He smiled at the weight of her breasts and the way her blue eyes sparkled. The coat of gloss on her sumptuous lips glistened.

She said nothing as she kissed him, and Tom closed his eyes and let her tongue enter. It was a long, passionate kiss, and by the time he noticed the small round pill slide into his mouth from hers, it was too late.

Her hand pinched his nose and forced him to swallow whatever it was that she slipped him. The cotton candy aftertaste could only mean one thing.

Tom had ingested a dose of the bimbo pill.

He stared up at her wide-eyed, his face ashen. No man had ever ingested Bimbozol before. There was no telling what it might do to him.

He’d become a guinea pig.

“What the fuck Katie?!” Tom shouted, pushing her off of him as he shot up off the bed and paced around the bedroom. “Goddammit. I’m gonna have to puke it up.”

Katie’s bout of high-pitched laughter turned his attention away from his impending doom.

“This is going to be, like, so much fun!” Katie giggled. “You’re, like, totally going to make a sexy bimbo, Tommy.”

“Why? Why did you do this to me, Katie?!” Tom said, pulling the hair on his head.

“Because, silly, you need to loosen up. Being a bimbo is, like, totally liber… liber…”

“Liberating?”

“Yeah, that.” She laughed. “You’re going to be, like, a silly slut soon.” Her laughter escalated and Katie rolled around on the bed, giggling like a stoned sorority girl.

“Damn it, Katie, will you stop laughing—oh god!” Tom fell forward onto his knees, his arms wrapped around his waist. “My body… it’s on fire.”

Tom managed to climb onto his feet and wobble toward the bed. He fell onto the sheets and rolled onto his back. Katie knelt down next to him. Her giggling subsided as she watched Tom change with a smile.

“How do you feel, Tommy?”

He groaned. “My head… it… it’s cloudy. And my skin is tingling.”

“Doesn’t it feel, like, totally good?” she said, rubbing her hand on his chest.

Tom blinked, his eyes focused on the ceiling. “I feel congested—” His body spasmed as the hiccup erupted from his mouth. His eyes darted about as he felt something tickle his ears.

Sitting up, his brown hair fell down into his eyesight and he reached for the strands.

“Holy crap! My hair is, like, getting longer!” He quickly turned his head and covered his mouth. His higher-pitched voice sent Katie into another giggling fit. Tom blinked, not wanting to utter another word.

He slowly removed his hand from his mouth and turned his attention back toward his growing locks. They were now long enough to caress the bottom of his chin. Hiccupping again, he found himself giggling.

“Oh my gawd, like, why am I giggling?” Tom looked to his girlfriend for the answer, but all he got from her was a snicker.

She pushed him back down onto the bed and straddled him. Smiling, she bent toward him and kissed him again, her hands pulling his shirt over his head and tossing it aside.

“Whatcha feelin’ right now, Tommy?”

“I… my head… it’s like, so hard to think.” He blinked, and in the lights of the bedroom, Katie could he his brown eyes giving way to blue. “My chest feels funny.”

She giggled. “You’re going to have big boobies like me!” Katie cupped her breasts and wiggled them in front of Tom.

His hair had all but turned blonde and pooled beside his head. Despite the swelling of his chest and the narrowing of his waist, his face remained unchanged. The drug could only affect the soft tissue; the muscle, and fat of the human body, not the bone.

“Bubble gum… I taste bubble gum.” He smacked his mouth and licked his lips; puckering them once he felt their larger size.

“We’re going to, like, put some lipstick on those cock-sucking lips,” Katie said, rubbing her finger across his swollen mouth.

“Oh god, I can’t stop thinking about cock!” Tom moaned. “Oh, my chest!”

He lifted his back off of the bed and watched as the skin on his chest stretched and swelled. The mounds grew larger and larger, their weight pushing down on him until they reached the ideal bimbo size: double Ds.

Tom moaned as Katie squeezed his breasts, writhing around on the bed beneath her. She perked up and grinned.

“Oh my god, you still have your cock! It’s like, totally rubbing against my butt.”

“Oh oh! Let me see,” Tom said, lifting his heavy torso off of the bed. Katie got off of him and the two marveled at the size of Tom’s cock.

“It’s so huge!” she said, wrapping her hands around it.

Tom giggled. “I’m like, so horny!”

“Totally! Look at the size of it, Tommy,” Katie replied. She looked back to Tom, who stared straight ahead. His ocean-blue eyes glazed over and he hiccupped one final time.

He blinked and looked at Katie. “L-O-L, Tommy is a boy’s name. I’m, like, Tammy!”

Katie lit up. “O-M-G, I love it! Tammy is, like, totally a good bimbo name.”

“I know, right?!” Tom replied. “Like, this slut needs a new outfit. I can’t, like, wear boys’ underwear. G-ROSS!” He slid off of the bed and kicked off his boxers.

It was when he stood up that the two of them were able to take in his new body. Tom had the same curves as his girlfriend, with large perky breasts and a bouncy bubble-butt. The only thing that separated the two bimbos was Tom’s erect cock.

“I, like, need a new wardrobe,” Tom said, putting his hands on his hips. “All I have are boy clothes.”

Katie giggled as she got off of the bed.

“What’s so funny, Krissi?”

“Oh, nothing. Except for the fact that I, like, totally bought extra clothes when I went to the mall.”

“The mall? I want to go there so bad.” Tom bounced. “We can go shopping, get our nails done, look at boys—”

“No, Tammy, no going to the mall,” Katie chastised her like an angry parent. “We can’t leave the apartment.”

“Aw, you’re no fun,” Tom pouted.

“Well then, I guess you don’t get to try on the clothes I, like, just bought just for you.”

Tom’s sullen mood vanished instantly. “Ohmygod, like, what did you buy me?!”

“Oh, nothing really,” Katie looked away, trying not to laugh at Tom’s excitement. “Just some dresses, lingerie, costumes… shoes.”

“Shoes! Like, holy crap, you’re totally the best girlfriend ever—wait, does that, like, make me a lesbo?”

“Actually, you’re like, totally bisexual now, Tammy.”

Tom tapped his long fingernails against his puffed-up lips. “You’re totally right! Oh wow, I’m like, such a slut. I know! Let’s invite Jared over. He’s such a hottie!”

“Geez, Tammy! What, like, happened to hating his guts?”

“Oh, I don’t know, Krissi,” he said, throwing his hands in the air. “Maybe it has something to do with, like, the fact that I’m a sex-crazed bimbo? And he’s so… hot! Like, with those perfect abs, and those strong arms…” Tom’s face turned bright red as he licked his plump lips. “O-M-G, I want to taste his cock so bad! Have him fill my pussy and make a woman out of me! Please, Krissi, can we invite him? We can, like, totally have a threesome!”

“I said no!” Katie said, putting her foot down.

Tom whimpered. “But it’s, like, so hard to not think about him. All I’ve got on my brain is like, cocks and sex and stuff. Girly things.” 

“Well then,” Katie said, sauntering up to her bimbo boyfriend. “Maybe I should get your mind off of him.”

“How?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Katie said, her finger dancing on Tom’s tanned skin. “Maybe you can put on the lingerie I bought for you and the two of us can have some fun together?”

Tom giggled, “I totally like where this is going.”

“How about we tend to your hard problem?”

“You said hard,” Tom giggled.

“I totally did, but first, a gift!” Katie disappeared into the closet, leaving Tom giggling with excitement. She returned a moment later with a small shopping bag.

“Whatcha get me?” Tom clapped his hands.

“A present.”

“I love presents!” Tom said, taking the bag from her. He looked down into the bag and back at Katie, a shocked look upon face. “No! You didn’t.”

“Totally did!”

Still speechless, Tom stood next to the bed and dumped the contents onto the sheets. Out fell a white button-down blouse, red plaid mini-skirt, white scalloped stockings, and black patent Mary Jane pumps.

“Tammy, you’re going to, like, make one slutty schoolgirl,” Katie said, holding up the blouse. Let’s get you dressed.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tom giggled.

 

“Oh Tammy, you’ve been a naughty slut,” Katie said, wielding a ruler.

Tom giggled. “I’m like, such a bad girl. Punish me, Mistress.”

He turned around, placed his hands on the bed, and stuck his butt out. Looking back at his girlfriend over his shoulder, he bit his lip as he wiggled the perfectly round swells of his ass.

“What’s this?” Katie said, doing her best to mimic an authoritative teacher. But it didn’t help hearing Tom snicker every time she artificially deepened her voice. She lifted up the hem of his micro skirt with her ruler. “Tammy! You don’t have any panties on!”

“Hehe, oops!” Tom said, covering his mouth with his hand. “I like, totally left them in the boys locker room!”

“Bad girl, Tammy!” She slapped his ass with the ruler and Katie noticed Tom’s cock twitch. It’s been rock hard ever since he started changing, she thought. She smacked his curvaceous ass once more and smiled when his moan filled her ears.

Tom straightened up and turned, sitting on the bed with his legs spread wide open.

“Please, Miss Krissi, I’m, like, so horny!” He sucked on the index finger of his left hand while the right circled his navel.

Katie eyed him up and down, her baby-blue eyes focusing on his rigid cock lifting the hem of his skirt. She bit her lip as her body twitched, the ember in her groin growing deliciously hot.

She had changed out of her form-fitting pink dress into a black pencil skirt with a crimson blouse. Tom hung his head low as he silently waited for her answer, the long, pointed nail of his finger pulling down on his thick lower lip.

“Okay, Tammy,” she said, unzipping her long skirt. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

It fell to the floor, and Tom stared excitedly at her bare crotch. The pink lips between her thighs glistened with excitement. He giggled with glee as she straddled him.

Their eyes met, and she tossed her blonde locks out of the way as she lowered herself onto him. Tom grunted as his throbbing cock disappeared into her moist cunt.

When he was fully in her, he wrapped his arms around her waist and stood up off of the bed, rotating quickly and dropping her onto her back.

“Oh, Tammy! So rough!”

Tom said nothing. He groped and squeezed her muscular thighs as he thrust his hips back and forth, embedding himself deep into her sweltering sheath.

The bed jostled as Tom rocked his hips. His body swayed with a hypnotic rhythm, almost like a belly dancer, as he plunged ever deeper inside his bimbo girlfriend.

Katie moaned loudly as Tom continued to ravage her, his body fueled by an animalistic lust. To her delight, he showed no signs of slowing down.

“Oh god, yes!” she screamed, her body undulating with each of his thrusts. Katie’s skin glowed with a thin sheen of sweat as Tom threw his head back and grunted.

“I’m… like… gonna cum!” he shouted, pushing his cock in deeper. His hips twitched and his knees buckled as blistering hot ropes of jizz erupted out of dick into Katie’s pussy, filling her to the brim with his load.

Katie moaned as her own body tumbled over the edge. She lifted her back off of the bed and wrapped her legs around Tom’s waist, pulling him in closer as her juices mixed with his.

Panting, Tom leaned forward and kissed Katie.

“That was wonderful, babe,” he whispered breathlessly.

“It was. Now why don’t you, like, climb in bed with me so we can cuddle?”

He said nothing, only nodding as he pulled out of her. Katie crawled further onto the bed and Tom laid down beside her, falling asleep in her arms. She too drifted off, her fingers combing his long blonde hair.

They awoke to a bit of a surprise.

“Oh god, is it morning already?” Tom yawned, stretching his arms.

Katie’s eyes opened and she squinted, laughing once they adjusted to the early morning grogginess.

“Oh my god… Tom, look at yourself in the mirror!”

Half awake, he crawled out of bed and stumbled up to the full-length mirror in Katie’s bedroom.

“Holy shit!”

Tom was back to his original male form with short brown hair and eyes; stubble covering his cheeks and chin, and was once more flat chested and curve-less. He was still wearing the slutty schoolgirl outfit from the night before, and the dark hairs of his legs were jutting out through the fabric of his stockings.

“So uh, about last night…” Katie said, walking up next to him.

“Look, Katie, I’m pretty upset that you went and did something like that to me. I mean, we don’t know what damage that pill could’ve done.”

She dropped her head. “I know. I realize that now that my head is clear of that pink fog. But…” She looked up at him. “You can’t deny that it was fun. Right?”

Tom looked away from his girlfriend and scratched his head. “…Okay sure, it was. But you can’t tell a soul about this.”

“Not even Jared?” Katie teased.

“Fuck you.” He crossed his arms and pouted.

“Oh come on, Tom, I was just having a bit of fun. Speaking of which, Tammy was a lot of fun to have around. Can she come and play again sometime?” Katie placed her arms on his shoulders and clasped her hands behind his head.

“Maybe,” he grunted. “But not for a while. It was very strange, acting and talking that way. I was fully aware of it all, but I had no filter, no quality control check. It was a part of me that I didn’t know existed. And now that I do, I… I need some time.”

“I understand. It was strange for me, too. How about we go out and get some breakfast? Maybe some French toast and bacon from that diner you like?”

Tom smiled. “Now you’re speaking my language.”

He gave her a quick kiss before disappearing into her closet. When he was out of sight, she walked up to her purse and pulled the hot pink pill vial out and held it in her hand. Inside the vial, ten or so round pills rolled around, a “B” etched into their surfaces.

“Thank you,” she whispered, kissing the bottle.

“I’m all ready,” Tom said, coming out of the closet in his t-shirt and jeans.

Katie quickly stashed the vial back into her purse and smiled. She quickly got dressed and followed Tom out the door of her apartment.

Tom gently squeezed Katie’s hand as he looked out the small window of the plane. While his left hand delicately held onto his girlfriend’s, his right squeezed the life out of the arm rest as the plane dove toward the runway of McCarran Airport.

His eyes remained glued on the tall casino buildings as the wheels of the plane touched the ground. He released the breath he’d been holding in his chest as the plane came to a stop.

“See? It wasn’t so bad.” Katie kissed him on the cheek. “Can I have my hand back?”

“Yes, sorry,” he said, letting go of her hand to rub his forehead. He sighed heavily as he looked out the window one last time.

Katie pulled him away from the view and removed her carry-on bag from the overhead compartment.

“Come on, let’s go. I want to check in before everyone else does.”

Tom said nothing as he flung his bag over his shoulder and followed her down the narrow aisle. The flight was cramped, but thankfully, it was also short and uneventful.

Tom’s nerves finally settled as he stepped off the plane into the airport, following his girlfriend toward the baggage claim.

It was their one-year anniversary, and having earned a big bonus check, Katie suggested they spend it on a weekend in Vegas. Tom had never been to Vegas, despite growing up in Los Angeles, where Sin City was within driving distance.

It didn’t bother him as much as it bothered his friends, who were more into the gambling and partying scene than he was. Katie loved the city, but every time she visited, she was with a group of her friends, which meant little time for relaxation.

“Holy crap, Katie, did you pack your entire closet?” Tom grunted, lifting her suitcase off of the metal carousel.

“Only half of it. I couldn’t decide on what dress I wanted to wear for our night out, so I packed all three of them.” Tom rolled his eyes as she squatted down to inspect her bag for tampering. “Come on, let’s go!”

“I thought we had plenty of time?” he asked, dragging both his and her suitcases behind him.

“We do, but if we check in early enough, I can think of something to pass the time.” She looked back at him over her shoulder and winked.

Tom grinned as he sped past her, flying through the automatic doors and signaling the first taxi he laid eyes on.

 

Tom laid face-down on the queen-sized hotel bed, his face buried into his pillow and his arms outstretched. Katie sat at the table by the window and typed away on her laptop.

The day was anything but romantic, and it had turned into a recovery day for the events of the previous night. After checking in early, the couple had spent the extra hour having sex in the gorgeous hotel room.

By skimping on the airfare, they were able to put more money toward accommodations, and with Katie’s big bonus check, they were able to reserve a luxury bedroom in one of the smaller casinos located on the Strip.

Their night had consisted of a show, followed by gambling and bar-hopping. Tom woke up in the morning with an extra ten-grand in his pocket and the mother of all hangovers.

He remained in the bed throughout the day as Katie worked, occasionally heading back down to the casino to bolster his growing winnings, some of which Katie took with her shopping. She was a difficult person to buy gifts for, so Tom handed her five grand and told her to buy something special.

The sun had set by the time Tom returned from his third trip to the casino, smiling as he fingered the wad of cash. He not only made back what he had given away to Katie, but also earned a little extra.

He opened a door to a vacant room. Katie had yet to return from her shopping spree, and after securing the money in the hotel safe, he sent a text to his girlfriend before turning on the TV.

It wasn’t long before Katie returned, her hands full of shopping bags with the logos of well known, high-end designers emblazoned on the front.

“I take it your shopping spree was a success?” he grunted, taking the bags from her.

“Very much so. Thank you so much, Tom. I know I’m a difficult person to shop for, so this was an amazing gift from you.”

“I’m glad you were able to find something you liked. Though I do plan on doing my own shopping before we leave tomorrow night.”

“Speaking of which, I need to give you my gift.”

“Oh?” Tom raised an eyebrow. “What is it?”

“Well,” she said, digging through her purse. “Last night was a lot of fun, and I figured tonight, we can have some more fun.”

“What do you have planned?”

Katie grinned as she pulled something out of her purse. “We’re out of town, away from anyone we know.”

“Where are you going with this?” he said, crossing his arms.

“Well, I figured we can take a different kind of vacation.”

Tom’s eyes went wide as Katie held her hand out to him. On her palm were two tiny pink pills with little Bs etched into their surfaces.

He opened his mouth to speak, but Katie cut him off.

“Look, Tom, it’s been three months since the last time we took the drugs—”

“You say that like I had a choice.”

“And look at what it for our relationship! I can’t remember a night where the sex wasn’t great. Not only that, but you’ve opened up. You’re more confident and extroverted; you’re more carefree.”

“Katie, I would be lying if I told you I didn’t enjoy that night, and I would also be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about taking the drug. It brought out a side of me I didn’t know I had. The sex has been amazing, and I have never been so in love with you.”

“So how about it, then? I even brought some dresses and heels along with me just in case.” Katie set the pills down on the dresser behind her and rested her arms on Tom’s shoulders.

“I don’t know, Katie. You remember how lustful I became. What’s stopping me from sleeping with some stranger tonight? What if… what if I can’t control my urges, and you find me blowing some guy in the bathroom?”

“I’ll be there the entire time. I won’t let you out of my sight. Besides, you said you’ve always wanted to have a threesome. Maybe you can get that wish tonight.”

Tom rolled his eyes. “A threesome where I’m the guy with the two babes—not one of the babes.”

“If that even happens. Odds are we’ll just go to one of the clubs, get drunk and hit on, and then we can come back to our room and celebrate our anniversary alone, just you and me.”

“You mean Tammy and Krissi.” Tom released himself from her grip and sat down on the bed. He rubbed his face with his hands as his mind went over all the possibilities.

Katie patiently waited, her eyes occasionally shifting back to the pink pills on the dresser.

“How am I going to hide my erection?” Tom said through his hands.

“Oh, I got something that’ll keep you hidden away.” She grinned.

“You’ve planned for this, haven’t you?”

“I have.”

“Tell me.”

“Well, after our night as bimbos, I did some research on the internet. Since the pill doesn’t give you women’s parts, there are ways to create the illusion that you have them, instead.”

“Which are?”

“A chastity cage to keep you flaccid, and a fake vagina to give you the look.”

“A fake vagina?” he said, falling onto his back.

“Yeah. You wear them like a Speedo. They’re made of silicone.”

“Let me guess,” he said with his eyes on the ceiling. “You already bought it and brought it with you.”

“You know how I like to plan ahead.”

Tom sighed heavily and got up off of the bed. He stood in front of Katie and hugged her.

“All right. Since you so thoroughly planned this out and we are out of town and away from anyone we know, I guess I’m okay with taking another hit.”

Katie lit up. “Really?! Oh thanks, Tom! I wouldn’t have gone through with this if it was our first time. I figured we know what we’re in for, so we can be better prepared.”

“That’s my girlfriend: always thinking ahead and planning for every possible outcome. Watch out world, she’s coming for you.”

“That’s right!” she said, punching him in the shoulder. “I’m going to conquer the world, and you’ll be my bimbo sidekick.”

“Not funny, Katie,” he said rubbing his arm.

“Come on, let’s get you ready.”

“I’m not wearing any of the clothes until I finish changing, understand?”

“Okay.” She frowned. “You know, I’ve always wanted to dress you up like a woman.”

“Aren’t you already getting that wish by turning me into a bimbo?”

“True, but that’s different. All right fine, we can have that conversation another time,” Katie said, walking toward her suitcase.

Tom silently watched as she dug through it, setting aside her belongings as she pulled out the small box and package that she hid in her suitcase.

She returned to pile of belongings and pulled out two dresses, panties, and a pair of heels. Then she went to the collection of shopping bags and pulled out two shoe boxes and another dress.

“I like the blue—”

“Sorry, Tom. But Tammy is the one choosing the dress, so no picking out your outfit until she arrives.”

Tom frowned as he silently nodded.

“I need you to strip all the way nude so I can lock you up.”

“All right,” he said, removing his shirt. “I’m glad this drug gets rid of my body hair, because I definitely do not want to go through the hassle of shaving.”

Katie smiled as she watched her boyfriend remove his clothes. When he was finally naked, she took out the clear plastic cage and knelt down in front of him.

Tom watched curiously as she fiddled with the contraption, grimacing and grunting as she worked his manhood into the prison. There was a quick click and Katie stood back up, pleased with herself.

“How does it feel?”

“Not too bad. Though I’m sure that’ll change the moment the drug kicks in. What about the fake vagina?” he asked, pointing to the bed.

“It’s sized for your big bubbly butt,” she said, smacking his ass. “It’ll be too big to wear now.”

She stepped back in front of him holding the two pills. Tom silently and hesitantly opened his hand and stared at the little pink pill after Katie gave it to him.

“Wait. I want to take them at the same time,” she said removing her clothes. She stood in front of him, as naked as he was and held her pill up in front of her. “Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be,” he replied dryly.

“Bottoms up!”

Katie popped the pill into her mouth and took a swig of her water. Tom did the same, drinking from her bottle. Then the couple patiently waited for the effects to kick in.

After a minute of standing still, she sat down on the edge of the bed and Tom paced back and forth in front of her, stopping and quickly turning toward her when he heard her hiccup.

Katie started to giggle, and right after he took a step toward her, Tom felt his head lighten and a hiccup escaped his own lips.

So it begins.

Tom took a deep breath and quickly sat down next to Katie. He took her hands in his and she turned toward him. He didn’t have much time to say what he needed to say before both of them went under.

“Katie.” He looked deep into her sparkling green eyes.

“What is it, Tom?”

“I just want to say that no matter what happens tonight, I love you. No matter what I say or do, no matter what this drug makes me do, the only person I want to be with is you.”

“I love you too, Tom,” she said, wrapping her arms around him. She pressed her lips against his and kissed him, her tongue pushing past his teeth to wrestle with his. Then she pulled back and grinned. “Now let’s have some fun, okay?”

Katie hiccupped again and she stared blankly ahead at Tom. The lights from the bedroom illuminated her eyes and he could see the green give way to blue. Her black hair started to grow, becoming blonde at the roots.

It was all happening too quickly.

The last time they took the pill, more than five minutes had passed before the changes started. But now they were well underway before the five-minute-mark. Tom felt panic begin to set into his mind, but it vanished behind a pink cloud.

He opened his mouth to speak, but his throat tightened, cutting off his words. When it relaxed again seconds later, the only thing he could do was giggle.

Katie’s moans drew his attention away from his body. He turned toward her and watched as she squirmed on the bed. Her eyes opened and closed as she stared up at the ceiling, her hands rubbing themselves on her naked body as her long ombre-colored hair pooled beside her head, forming into curls and waves.

Her cries reached a crescendo as her breasts swelled in size, tightening as they reached the iconic double-D. Underneath the glistening layer of sweat, her fair skin darkened, matching the iced latte she had at the airport on Friday.

Tom doubled over, grunting loudly and gritting his teeth as the changes started for him. His stomach grew tight as the pins-and-needles sensation covered every inch of his body. His arms and legs felt asleep as his mind raced.

The transformation was different than he last remembered it. Where before it was smooth, unobtrusive and painless, what was happening to him now was anything but.

There was a heat slowly moving though his insides, and with it, pain. Not an excruciating, torturous pain, but a dull ache. Tom’s arms, legs and stomach throbbed. He felt sore, like the morning after a serious workout.

But underneath the pain, the heat, and the prickling sensation, there was something else: pleasure.

Tom opened his mouth and moaned, his voice higher than it was a moment ago. He fell back onto the bed next to his girlfriend, whose giggles filled his ears. He looked over at her as he fought through the whirlwind of sensations inside his body.

Her hair was totally blonde and her lips puckered together as her hand rubbed the delicate lips between her thighs. Katie’s eyes remained closed as she pleasured herself, totally unaware of the hell that Tom was going through.

The soreness faded as he felt his waist pinched together by an invisible corset. His chest grew tight and he watched his nipples grow, becoming rigid and large as the skin beneath them stretched and grew. He stared at the growing mounds on his chest with half-brown, half-blue eyes, his lips thickening as his hair pooled beside his head.

Tom moaned one last time as the transformation came to an end. His breasts bounced as he writhed on the bed, the aches replaced wholly by pleasure. Every touch was erotic: the light embrace of the cotton sheets; the cold air coming from the vents; the bead of sweat traveling between his breasts down to his navel.

The epicenter of it all was between his legs. The erotic fire burned the hottest down below his stomach, and he whimpered as his hand slowly glided over his pubic mound to the chastity cage.

He bit his lower lip as he touched the head of his cock through the holes in the plastic and his long, manicured nails tickled his urethra. His left hand squeezed his breast and rubbed his nipple as he continued to play with his shriveled-up cock.

The fact that it had shrunk in size didn’t faze him in the slightest. Tom was too wrapped up in the pleasure from his highly sensitive body to care. He even failed to notice how much lighter his manhood was, or that his sack was empty.

A little dollop of fluid oozed out of the tip of his cock as he screamed with pleasure, his body convulsing as the orgasm passed through him. Once it passed, his body returned to normal. The hypersensitivity vanished and his bright blue eyes stared up at the ceiling as his chest rose and fell quickly, sweat covering his new, sexy body.

“Enjoying yourself, Tammy?” Katie asked, rolling onto her side.

Tom looked away from the ceiling into the crystal-blue eyes of his girlfriend. “Totally. That was, like, the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”

Katie giggled. “Wanna like, take a shower together? Don’t want to go out to the club all sweaty and gross.”

“You know it,” Tom said with a smile.

 

“Oh! Can I wear the green one?” Tom said, holding up the stretchy cocktail dress. It was the color of jade and sparkled with silver sequins. It had a belt made of a darker green material with a square, silver buckle built into the waist. “Come on, Krissi, you how I like, love the color green.”

Katie tapped on her lips with her index finger, looking closely at Tom as he held the dress up against his almost naked body. With the black panties he had on, the false vagina beneath them was almost invisible. The illusion was complete. He looked like any other woman, even though he was taller than most.

She looked away from her eager boyfriend to the two other dresses on the bed. Katie had hoped to wear the green dress, but seeing how excited Tom was to wear it, and how much she had to push him to get him to take the pill with her, she owed it to him to give him first pick.

After some thought, she decided to go with the blue dress, as she really liked the heels that she bought to go with them.

“Okay, you can wear the green one, but only if you let me paint your nails to match.”

Tom nodded. “Deal. Thank you sooooo much, Krissi!”

He threw the dress onto the bed and hugged Katie, only to return to the dress a moment later Pulling it over his head, Tom shimmied into the clingy fabric, moving it past his wide hips and down to his thighs.

The sequins sparkled brightly in the hotel room as Tom looked at the dress from all angles in the mirror. He tightened the belt and smoothed out the fabric, pulling the hem up and down, testing each look.

Katie smiled as she picked up the blue dress. It wasn’t a body-hugger like Tom’s, but it still showed off her mouth-watering curves.

They sat down at the vanity while Katie painted Tom’s nails and did his makeup. He puckered his lips as she applied a heavy coat of pink lipstick, covering it up with a shiny layer of gloss. After she’d adjusted his mascara and dusky eye shadow, Tom was ready for a night out.

The drug didn’t just make the user’s hair long and blonde, but it styled it, as well. Tom’s platinum locks fell down to his shoulders in a set of waves and curls fit for a celebrity walking the red carpet.

With the makeover complete, he marveled at his appearance before thanking his girlfriend and walking back into the bedroom to put on his heels. They were black leather ankle boots with a gold zipper. All dressed up and ready, Tom tried to patiently wait for his girlfriend.

But it was a difficult thing to do.

With the heightened libido and the lustful thoughts implanted into his mind by Bimbozol, Tom was anything but patient. His leg shook with nervous energy and his fingers tapped on his hairless, silky smooth thighs. He played with the hem of his dress and he bit his lip as he watched Katie do her own makeup.

“Geez, Tammy!” Katie said, leaning out of the bathroom.

“What?” Tom said, trying to play innocent.

“Hold your horses, okay? It’s only like, eight o’clock!”

“I know. I’m sorry, Krissi,” he said, adjusting the bracelet and playing with his ears. The weight of the chandelier earrings was a strange feeling. One of the effects of the drug was pierced ears, and when Katie noticed this, she just had to give him some dangly earrings.

“I’m like, almost done,” she said, leaning forward.

Tom squirmed as he watched Katie bend forward, sticking her perfectly round and padded ass out as she applied the lip gloss to her ruby red lips.

When she came out of the bathroom with her purse in her hand, Tom jumped up off of the couch and followed her to the door. She reached out toward the brass knob, but stopped and turned back toward her boyfriend.

“Tammy…”

“Yes, Krissi?” he said, titling his head to the side.

“Promise me you’ll stick by me. That you’ll be careful. That you won’t leave the club without me.”

Tom smiled as he lifted up his pinky. “I swear.”

They both laughed as she wrapped her pinky around his. “Let’s go have some fun!”

Katie opened the door and walked out into the hallway toward the elevator. Their destination was at the top floor of their casino, a newly opened club called Wet. They could barely contain their excitement as they stepped into the elevator.

Inside were several other people also heading to the club—or at least, that’s what they assumed from the way they were dressed. Tom kept his eyes low as he stepped onto the elevator after Katie, squeezing through the group of people until he had his back to the elevator wall. Only then did he look up from the carpeted floor.

His face turned red when he saw the man looking at him.

On the other end of the elevator, the tall guy winked at Tom as he tried to get a look at his curvy body through the crowd of people. The man was ruggedly handsome, with sharp features and dark eyes. His hair was styled and his clothes crisp and clean. He adjusted his sleeve and Tom spotted the silver Rolex on the man’s wrist.

He looked away from the high-roller to Katie, who stood next to him. She also winked at him, knowing full well the attention that Tom was getting.

There were several couples on the elevator as well, and all the men quickly glanced at Tom and Katie when they saw the shorter blonde place her lips onto the taller.

The ding followed by the doors opening ended the two blondes’ kiss, and the passengers on the elevator hesitated before stepping off of the metal box into the lobby of the club. Tom and Katie snuck by the mesmerized witnesses and walked toward the club entrance, holding hands every step of the way.

Katie smiled as she walked toward the line of people. The hushed arguments between the couples exiting the elevator was replaced by the heavy beats oozing out of the walls of the club.

“Wait in line, I’m going to like, see if we can cut.” Katie said, leading Tom behind the velvet rope.

He opened his mouth to protest, but before he could say anything, Katie got out of line and vanished beyond the sea of people. Tom looked back at the crowd gathering behind him, his eyes scanning the men and women hoping to get into the brand new club.

There were a lot of good looking people, all dressed in designer outfits meant to wow and impress fellow club goers: sexy women in short dresses and high heels and men in suits. He looked back toward the front and smiled when he saw Katie waving him over.

The club was packed.

Men and women crowded the two-and-a-half bars manned by several bartenders, and the dance floor was undulating with the bodies of patrons crammed so tightly together they looked like one huge, dark snake writhing in the flashing lights. Tom looked around, hoping to find an empty table as Katie led him through the club, her hand holding firmly onto his.

“I think we should leave,” Tom shouted into Katie’s ear. “Maybe like, head to a different club.”

“Don’t be such a wimp, Tammy. We’ll like, find a table soon enough.”

After a couple of steps, she pointed towards the tables and ran without any warning. Tom did his best to keep up with her in his heels, and after a quick sprint, they slid into the leather seats of a booth, laughing.

“See! Told ya,” she said, setting her purse down beside her. Before Tom could reply, a man walked up to their table and introduced himself.

“Hello, ladies! My name is Rick.” He pointed to the nametag on his uniform. “What can I get you to drink?”

“Two appletinis,” Katie answered. The man nodded and left.

“So, like, what’s the plan?” Tom said, looking out into the club proper.

“Well, I was thinking we could get a couple of drinks then, like go dancing?”

A minute later, the waiter returned with the two drinks. Katie held her glass up and Tom did the same, clinking them together before taking a sip.

Tom was never one for girly drinks, as the drink in his hand was so often labeled, but as he sipped it, he found it to be incredibly delicious. Before he knew it, he was ordering a second.

The alcohol was in full effect when Tom and Katie stepped away from their booth, leaving behind four empty martini glasses. With their purses in their hands, they entered the dance floor and vanished into the sea of bodies.

They danced to the music, their bodies rubbing against the men and women that surrounded them. Hands squeezed Tom’s ass and rubbed his thighs. It wasn’t just the men who showed interest in him. More than once, a woman in a short dress wrapped her arms around Tom and danced, much to the excitement of the men.

An eternity passed by as Tom moved to the beat, losing himself to the music and combination of the drinks, not to mention the liberating effect the Bimbozol had on him.

His dance was cut short when someone grabbed onto his hand and pulled him way from the floor. Looking up, he realized it was Katie.

She pulled him aside to a quiet corner of the club. There was a frightened look in her eye, and Tom had sobered up enough to realize that something was wrong.

“What’s up?” he said, tucking his blonde hair behind his ear.

“We have a problem. Jared is here.”

Tom’s eyes widened. This was not good for several reasons.

As much as he hated Jared’s guts for what he did to Katie, being bimbofied changed Tom’s feelings for Jared. The drug made him incredibly horny, and more than once, he had to fight the urge to get onto his knees while on the dance floor. He wouldn’t be able to fight the feelings if it was Jared.

Not only that, but Tom wondered how the pill had affected Katie’s feelings for her ex boyfriend.

“Did he like, recognize you?” Tom said, looking past Katie at the crowd.

“I… I don’t know. I like, don’t look like my normal self. He could have. I don’t know.”

“What happened?”

Katie looked back over her shoulder at the dance floor. “I was dancing and looking for you. Then I saw him through the crowd, and he saw me. That’s when I grabbed you and pulled you aside.”

“Okay, do you want to leave?”

“That’s the problem, Tammy… I don’t. I saw him, and I’m like, lusting for him again. I love you, but I totally want to have sex with him so bad.”

Shit. Tom could see that she was losing the fight with the drug. Not only that, but he was on the verge of slipping as well. The second she brought him up, Tom’s mind was filled with images of Jared and visions of doing things to him. He wanted to kiss Jared; touch his sculpted body; wrap his plump lips around his rigid cock.

The more he thought about it, the harder it was to fight the feelings. He looked down at Katie and he could tell she felt the same way. Her body had grown warm and she fidgeted.

“Tammy… I’m sorry,” Katie said backing away from Tom.

“Krissi, wait.” Tom grabbed her hand. “It’s okay. You like, don’t have to do this alone.”

“Thanks, Tammy.” Katie stepped back up to Tom and kissed him.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Don’t mind me.” Tom looked past his girlfriend to Jared, who looked sad to see the two bimbos stop kissing. “I didn’t realize you two ladies were together. I don’t mind. I like package deals. Name’s Jared.” He stuck out his hand.

Katie turned away from Tom and nervously extended her hand. “I’m Krissi, and this is my girlfriend Tammy.”

Jared looked away from Katie and took Tom’s hand, bringing it to his mouth and gently kissing his knuckles. Tom’s knees buckled as the arousal hit him like a freight train. He might’ve hated Jared’s guts, but thanks to Bimbozol, he wanted nothing more than to have sex with the playboy.

“I saw your friend here on the dance floor,” Jared said to Tom. “I was hoping to buy her a drink and chat, but now I’m thinking we just skip the pleasantries and head back to my room. It’s got a nice big bed you girls could play on.”

He waited patiently for Tom and Katie to answer.

“Can I like, have a minute alone with my girlfriend?” Tom asked.

“Sure. Take as long as you need.”

Tom smiled as he took Katie’s hand and led her to the women’s bathroom. They walked past the group of women huddled around the mirror adjusting their makeup and entered the very last stall.

“Are you sure about this?” Tom whispered.

“Yes, Tammy. I like, can’t get him out of my head. The bastard doesn’t even recognize me. But no matter what I say or do, you’re the only one that I love.”

“Okay. Let’s have some fun.”

 

Tom and Katie giggled incessantly as they followed Jared to his hotel room, their arms wrapped around each other, stumbling like drunkards. Jared’s room was only a floor above theirs, but he stayed in one of the luxury suites.

“So like, what is it that you, um, do?” Katie said, twirling her hair in her finger as Jared dug his room key out of his pocket.

“He’s like, obviously rich, Krissi.” Tom placed his hand on his hip.

“And handsome,” Katie purred.

“Totally. He’s so gorgeous!” Tom beamed.

They laughed as Jared fumbled with the room key, quickly trying to open his door and get the two beautiful women inside before they lost interest in him.

But he didn’t need to worry. The two women known as Krissi and Tammy wanted nothing more to be with him. His perfect body lured them in and they were trapped, unable to escape until they satisfied the lust burning inside of them.

The door opened and the two blondes walked in ahead of him. Jared closed the door behind him, the “do not disturb” sign swinging from the handle.

Tom was all over him in less than a second.

He wrapped his arms around Jared, feverishly kissing the statuesque man. Jared squeezed Tom’s perfect ass as he led the eager bimbo to the bed. Tom pushed Jared off of him and the man sat down, the confused look on his face disappearing as Tom knelt down in front of him.

Jared grinned as Tom worked the zipper of his pants, but he took his eyes off him when Katie came into his view. She climbed onto the bed, straddling Jared and forcing him into his back as she kissed him, her manicured fingernails gently working the buttons on his shirt.

His lips separated from hers long enough for the throaty moan to escape. Jared squeezed Katie’s thighs as Tom freed his quickly-hardening cock from his boxers. He wrapped his hand around the base of the shaft and stared at it, hesitating.

Jared’s cock was bigger than his own. Tom marveled at the size of it. No wonder women were drawn to this man. Tom’s mouth watered as he stared at the beast and Jared’s musk filled his nostrils, driving away any doubts in his mind.

Tom wanted nothing more than to suck on this cock—to have it fill this mouth and throat. His only purpose in life was to pleasure him.

He licked his pink lips before wrapping them around the thick rod. At that moment, something inside Tom clicked. Everything just seemed right. The clothes he wore and the way he looked; his mannerisms and personality.

Jared moaned loudly as Tom went further down his shaft, his right hand stroking what he couldn’t stuff into his throat. His tongue rubbed the underside of the shaft, twirling about the head and licking the entirety of it.

Looking up, Tom saw got a glimpse up Katie’s dress and saw her sopping wet panties. She continued to kiss Jared wildly as Tom eagerly sucked his cock.

The man was in heaven. He just laid on the bed and watched as these two incredibly horny women went to town on his body. Tom was bobbing up and down quickly, taking the full length of Jared’s cock into his mouth and throat. He had no gag reflex thanks to the drug, making him the perfect cocksucker.

His hard work soon paid off. Jared grunted and groaned, thrusting his hips up and pushing his cock as far as it would go just before he released a torrent of cum into Tom.

Tom clamped down with his lips, swallowing every drop of Jared’s hot, sticky cum. When the flood subsided, he pulled off of him, his lips coming free with a pop.

“Holy shit. That was amazing,” Jared said, sitting up. Katie climbed off of him and went to kiss Tom. Jared wiped the sweat from his brow as he watched the two blondes kiss. “I’m so wiped.”

“Aw, looks like our man is tired,” Katie said, pulling away from Tom.

“Shame. I wanted to like, fuck his brains out.” Tom pouted.

“I really want to, but I had such a long day.” Jared sat up on the bed. “Tell you what. Come by tomorrow before lunch and I’ll be more than glad to satisfy you.”

“We’ll see ya tomorrow then,” Katie said, pulling Tom to his feet.

“But I want to—” He cut off when Katie whispered something into his ear.

“Goodbye, ladies.” Jared waved as the two blondes grabbed their purses and left.

Tom couldn’t stop giggling as they walked down the hallway to the elevator. He remained giddy as Katie opened the door to their hotel room. He sat on the bed, watching as Katie stripped out of her dress.

She slowly folded it and set it on the chair, watching as Tom waited in agony for his present. Katie sauntered over to her suitcase and dug around in her clothes until she found what she was looking for.

Tom’s eyes widened and he giggled with glee as she produced the black harness with a double-ended dildo attached. She said nothing as she stepped into it and pulled it up to her waist.

Her dripping wet cunt eagerly accepted the dildo and she moaned as it slid into her. Tom watched with anticipation as she tightened the straps, making it fit perfectly before taking a step toward him.

His eyes remained glued on the skin-colored attachment crafted to anatomical perfection. It looked like the real deal that he had just sucked on minutes ago. Now he’d be getting the other half of his wish granted.

“Hands and knees, slut,” Katie commanded.

Tom silently obeyed and climbed onto the bed, looking back over his shoulder at his girlfriend. He whimpered as she lifted the hem of his dress up and pulled his panties down, exposing his bouncy ass.

He cried out softly at the cold application of lube, but his quiet whimpers vanished as she plunged the head of her fake cock deep into his asshole. Tom fell forward onto his elbows when she thrust into him a second time.

His body rocked back and forth as she pounded right into his swollen prostate. She gripped his hips as she picked up the pace, furiously fucking him at the steepest angle she could manage, his shriveled dick throbbing inside his chastity cage.

“Oh… oh god!” he cried out. “Oh god, yes! Fuck me!”

Tom lowered his head as the climax washed over him like a tsunami. His blonde hair hung limp like the leaves of the willow tree as Katie’s thrusts grew more determined and forceful.

With one final push, she halted, moaning loudly as she came. Her fluids coated the toy inside of her and dripped down the insides of her legs.

Tom fell forward onto the bed, breathing heavily. Katie unfastened the harness and removed the toy, dropping it onto the ground before collapsing next to Tom. He stared blankly ahead, his body, mind, and soul well beyond exhaustion. He mumbled incoherently as he drifted off to sleep, and Katie did the same.

Tom and Katie woke up the following morning. Everything was back to normal, only Tom remained quiet and distant as they ate breakfast and packed up their suitcases. He said very little as they checked out of the hotel, arrived at the airport, and boarded the plane back home.

Something happened to him that night, and it left a burning curiosity inside of him. It wasn’t until he returned home to his apartment after saying goodbye to Katie—the only words spoken between them since they got onto the plane—that he realized the truth.

He was addicted.

She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

The blonde’s eyes went wide as she gazed upon the thick cock of the man in front of her. It was the biggest she had ever seen—bigger than a pornstar’s, even—and it looked so very delicious.

She squealed with delight as she licked her lips before wrapping them around the bulbous head of the dick bobbing up and down mere inches from her face. The man grunted as he placed his hand on her head, urging her further down his cock.

“God, you’re so good,” he mumbled.

The blonde looked up at him with blue eyes that sparkled like sapphires as she eagerly gobbled the massive dick on her mouth. She stroked the base with one hand as her left lifted up the front of her microskirt and parted the lips of her moist cunt.

She shifted her position, trying to get comfortable on the hard tile ground of the bathroom they were in. Her stockings provided little padding, but she ignored the pain. The only thing she cared about was the gargantuan cock filling her throat.

She moved faster and faster, taking in more and more of the monster until her nose pressed against his pelvis. The man grunted and moaned as she expertly blew him, her tongue rubbing the underside of his cock as her right hand cradled his balls.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum!”

His hips jerked and the blonde pulled off, her lips coming free with a pop as streams of white-hot cum splashed her face. Her mouth hung open, her tongue loose as she tried to catch as much of the cum as she could.

When the man was done, she went back down on him, sucking him clean.

“Holy crap. That was amazing,” the man breathed. “What did you say your name was?”

The blonde pulled off the flaccid dick and licked her lips. “I told you already, silly,” she giggled. “My name is Tammy.”

 

Tom sat up on the bed, his eyes wide open and darting all about the bedroom. His room was dark, lit only by the ambient light that crept in from the window. His hands examined his body, and relief came in the form of a flat chest, short hair, and a stain on the sheets left by the manhood between his legs.

He fell back onto the pillows and stared up at the ceiling. rubbing his face. It was the fourth time this week he’d had this dream, and he’d lost count of how many times his mind had wandered to that place since he returned from Las Vegas a month ago.

“What the fuck is happening to me?” he said, covering his eyes. “I don’t think I can take this anymore.”

He rolled onto his side and curled up, fighting to remove all recollection of the vivid dream from his mind. Every dream involved the same man, and it cycled between various scenarios.

In his dreams, Tom had once again become Tammy, dressed in a tied-off blouse, pink microskirt, white stockings, and matching pink platform pumps. He was either blowing a guy in a bathroom stall, getting fucked by the same man in a hotel bedroom, or making out with him at a crowded bar.

The mystery man had short dark hair, a sculpted body, and a massive cock to match. He had the perfect form, one that would make any straight or bisexual woman weak in the knees and lesbians question their sexuality.

His hands were big and strong, but his movements were gentle. He was kind and thoughtful, yet confident and ambitious. But above all else, he was the most gorgeous man alive.

These dreams had gotten more and more frequent as the days passed, so much so that it had spread into his everyday life. Last week when he was with Katie at the mall, he found himself looking at the dresses and the shoes, not thinking about how good they would look on his girlfriend, but how good they would look on him.

Two days ago, after stumbling onto an online sex shop, Tom had to turn off his computer to stop himself from buying a dildo. He refused to tell Katie about it, labeling his emotional distance as stress from work or feeling sick.

But he could only lie to her for so long. Tom hoped that he was just going through withdrawals from the Bimbozol they’d taken together and that it would all be over and out of his system soon, but each day proved to be more difficult than the last.

It was only a matter of time before he succumbed.

 

“Hey, Tom, sorry about this, but I’ll be out of town tomorrow night for a business trip. I know we had dinner plans, but this just came up and I have to go.”

Tom sat down on his bed and looked out the window at the cityscape. “That’s fine. I understand. Work is work.”

“I’m really sorry. I’ll definitely make it up to you, though. I’ll be back Saturday morning.”

“Do you need me to stop by your apartment at all?”

“Umm… no, you don’t need to, but I know how you like to watch movies on my TV.”

Tom laughed. “Well, it is a hundred times bigger than mine. Plus you got surround sound!”

“That’s true. Well, I gotta go. Love you!”

“Love you too,” Tom replied.

Click. Tom tossed his phone onto the bed next to him and fell back onto the sheets.

He didn’t even bother going home after work that day. Instead, he drove straight to his girlfriend’s apartment, sat down on her large couch, and stared at the blank television screen.

After zoning out for several minutes, he got up and browsed through her DVD collection. Despite reading off the title of every one he found, Tom’s mind was elsewhere, ignoring the many great movies he could choose from. He had just gotten to the Hs when he closed the cabinet and headed for her bathroom.

It wasn’t in the medicine cabinet, nor was it in any of the drawers in her bathroom. It wasn’t in her vanity and it wasn’t in the nightstand by her bed. The fact that he couldn’t find it worried him, and thoughts of her using the drug while out on her business trip filled his mind.

He imagined her sleeping with her coworkers, role-playing as the ditzy secretary for the handsome corporate big shot, wrapping her lips around his cock then letting him fuck her silly.

But the visions vanished in an instant when he opened the drawer in the table by the doorway. The pink pill vial rolled into view, and Tom picked it up with nervous hands.

The pills inside shook as he held it and his mouth went dry as he stared at the little Bs etched onto their surfaces. His eyes remained on the vial as he walked back to the couch and sat down on the plush cushions.

Seconds felt like minutes, and minutes felt like hours as he stared at the pink vial. He sighed heavily and removed the white lid.

 

“Hey, Tom, you here?” Katie said, opening the door to her apartment. “We finished sooner than planned, so I was able to come home early.” She set her purse down on the table beside the door and listened carefully.

His keys and phone were on the coffee table, but he wasn’t on the couch.

“Tom? Are you in here?” she said, opening the door to her bedroom. Standing in the doorway, she spotted Tom’s clothes spread across her bed, as well as various pieces of lingerie, a dress, and a purse. Hearing a girl’s voice coming from her bedroom, Katie threw open the door, expecting to see her boyfriend cheating on her.

She was wrong.

“What the fuck?!” she shouted.

“Oh, hey Katie,” Tom said, looking away from the vanity mirror. He turned his attention back toward his reflection and puckered his lips, inspecting the coat of pink lipstick he had just applied to them.

She was speechless as she watched him inspect his appearance. Tom poofed up his long blonde hair and pulled the hem of his dress up slightly. Katie’s jaw hung loose when she noticed the outfit he was wearing.

Tom giggled as he lifted up his breasts, letting them fall and bounce in the pink minidress. In addition to the body-hugging garment, he wore a white fishnet shrug and scalloped stockings, pink platform pumps, a rhinestone choker, and large hoop earrings. On his wrists were gold bracelets, and around his ankle was a thin anklet with the word “SLUT” embellished in rhinestones.

“Tom… what are you doing?”

“I was like, going to go out. I thought you weren’t like, coming back until tomorrow?” He didn’t even look at her. His eyes were on his own reflection as he touched up his makeup.

Katie shook her head, anger, sadness, and confusion whirling about inside her. “I… I got home early. The meeting… Tom, why?”

“Why? Because it’s like, fun!” he said, finally looking at her. “You want to come with me? It’ll be like Vegas.”

“No, Tom—”

“Tammy,” he said, crossing his arms.

“What?”

He pouted. “My name is Tammy.”

“You were going to go out? Without telling me? Tom, are you cheating on me?”

Tom rolled his eyes as he stormed past her, pushing her out of the way.

“My name is Tammy! And like, Tom is your boyfriend, not me. I can do what I want.”

“No, you are Tom and you are my boyfriend!” Katie shouted, grabbing onto Tom’s wrist.

“Ugh, let go of me!” Tom protested, pulling his arm away from Katie. “Look, I’m totally not your boyfriend. See?”

Katie’s eyes widened as Tom lifted up the front of his dress. Underneath was a white g-string, and through the thin fabric, Katie could see the lips of a pussy.

“Is that…?”

“Yes, it’s like, a real pussy. I’m like, not your boyfriend anymore.”

Katie cast aside the fact that the pill had given him a real pussy. “Damn it, Tom, if you go through that door, you will no longer be my boyfriend for real. I… I’ll break up with you!”

Tom rolled his eyes as he picked the small purse up off of the bed and flung the thin strap onto his shoulder.

“Geez, Katie, how many times do I have to like, tell you? I’m not your boyfriend. I’m Tammy! If Krissi wants to join me, I’ll like, be bar-hopping downtown. Toodles!”

Katie watched in stunned silence as Tom walked out the front door. She flinched as the door slammed shut, tears rolling down her cheeks as she watched the man she loved walk away from her.

She laid down on the couch, curled up into a ball, and began crying her eyes out. In front of her was the pink pill vial with one dose missing. Through the tears blurring her vision, she read the label:

For immediate assistance, please call our number.

Wiping the tears from her eyes, she picked up the phone.

“Hello? How can we be of assistance?”

“Hi… do you have like, a cure for your drug? Something that cancels it out?” Katie spoke softly into the phone, her voice hoarse from crying.

“Yes, we do have an antidote. It’s not available in stores and is only available in case of an emergency,” the woman on the other end said. “If this is this a different kind of emergency, please hang up and call 911.”

“This is the former,” Katie said, sitting up.

“Please describe your situation, miss.” Katie took a deep breath, hesitating. “Miss, are you still there?”

“Yes, sorry. It’s my boyfriend. He… took the pill and now he’s on his way to some bar.”

There was a momentary silence on the other end. “Miss, please hold while I transfer you.”

Katie did as she was told, her hands quivering with each passing second. She knew that the more time passed, the more likely it was that Tom was already grinding up on someone else.

“Hello? Miss, are you still there?” The woman’s voice was replaced by a man’s.

“Yes, I’m still here.”

“You said your boyfriend took the pill, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Is this the first time he’s taken it?”

“No. It’s the third. The first time was four months ago, the second time was one month ago.”

“I see. I hate to ask this, but what effects has the drug had on him?”

Katie sighed heavily as she stood up from of the couch and paced about the living room.

“The first time, the drug turned him into a woman, but his dick and balls remained unaffected.”

“I see,” the man said. Katie could hear the sounds of hurried writing. “And were there any lingering effects?”

“No, his body returned to normal the following morning.”

“What about the second time?”

“The same. Only…”

“Only what? Miss, I need every bit of information you have.”

“I think his dick was smaller.”

“Interesting.” More hurried writing, plus the sounds of hushed conversations. “And? What about this time?”

Katie covered her face, trying not to cry as she talked to the man. “He had a real vagina.”

“You don’t say?”

“Look, can you please not sound so happy? I’ve been crying for the past hour trying to figure out how I can save my relationship.”

“Ma’am, I have good news and bad news for you. The bad news is that since the pill was not designed for men, it may have lingering effects on them. We believed it would be mostly limited to feminine thoughts and desires, like clothing and fashion. Mind you, this is all just theory. However, the good news is that the counter pill will work on your boyfriend.”

“I’m sensing a ‘but’ here,” Katie said, returning to her pacing.

“We’d like to make you an offer. Your boyfriend is the first we’ve heard of a man taking our drug, and because of it, the chemical formula will be changed so that a man could take it and not have any lingering effects.”

“Okay? But what’s the offer?”

“Well, you are fortunate enough that you live within driving distance of our production facility. As head of development, I’d like to monetarily compensate you for your troubles, as well as make you an offer to test out a new pill of ours, as it’s perfect for your situation.”

Katie stopped her pacing. “Go on.”

 

“Ugh. Like, why won’t any of these guys have sex with me?” Tom whined, pouting in one of the booths. He surveyed the bar once more, looking for any newcomers.

The bar counter was packed, every man accounted for. Despite his attraction to his girlfriend, Tom couldn’t find any of the women at the bar attractive. Mostly it was because they lacked that which he craved most.

A nice, thick cock.

He licked his lips as he sipped his appletini, the taste of sperm still lingering on his tongue from the guy he blew ten minutes ago. It was his third blowjob of the night, and this was the third bar he’d visited. None of the men whose cocks he eagerly sucked wanted to have sex with him, and he had no idea why.

“I mean, look at me! I’m like, totally hot! Who wouldn’t want to have sex with me?!” Tom sulked as he took a long sip of the mixed drink.

Looking out over the rim of the glass, he spotted him.

Tom slowly put the glass down as he stared at the hunk of a man across the room. His beach-blonde hair was pulled tight into a ponytail and his muscle shirt barely contained his bodybuilder frame.

Tom felt a chill go up his spine as he glared hungrily at the man moving confidently through the crowd. Jealousy and anger filled him as he watched the man wink and flirt with other women.

Then their gazes locked, and Tom took the opportunity to reel him in. He sat up and leaned forward onto the table, showing off his massive rack and round bottom. Tom winked at the man as he took a sip of his drink, his other hand pulling up the hem of his dress as he slid his leg out from under the table.

Gotcha. 

The man ignored the attention of the other women as he walked straight toward Tom’s booth, smiling as he approached the table.

“Hey babe, I saw you across the bar and thought you’re the most beautiful piece of ass I’ve ever seen.”

Tom giggled at the compliment. “Well, you are like, totally a work of art yourself. I just want to eat you up.”

“Well then,” the man said, leaning onto the table, flashing a grin and showing off his pearly whites. “How about you and I get out of here? I know a place where we can get some privacy. It isn’t far.”

Not only had he successfully hooked the guy, but Tom was falling head over heels for this blonde hulk. He wanted to touch the man’s muscular body and feel his manly arms all over his curves. Not only that, but a man this ripped must have a cock like no other.

Tom moaned quietly as he squeezed his legs together. He had become a hot mess, his lust seeping out into his thong.

“Yes, let’s get out of here,” Tom said, trying to hide his enthusiasm. He slid out of the booth, making sure his hem rode high, and sauntered out of the bar, swaying his hips and showing off his perfect curves. He could feel the weight of the man’s lustful stare as they left the bar, and it only made him hotter.

Out in the open, the man wrapped his arm around Tom and led him away from the bars toward one of the hotels.

The man paid cash and Tom clenched his purse as he walked beside the statuesque man toward their room. He kept shooting glances at the man and giggling as he imagined all the things this hunk would do to him.

Two steps into the bedroom and they were already going at it.

Tom threw his arms around the man as he lifted himself up to kiss him ravenously. The man reciprocated and closed the door behind him as he effortlessly picked Tom up off the ground.

Tom squealed with delight at how strong his date was and couldn’t wait to get down to business. He moved his hands down the man’s firm body, taking in his hard pecs and chiseled abs.

“You have like, the perfect body,” Tom giggled, his fingers tracing the man’s six-pack.

The man laughed, which sounded more like a grunt. “Yeah, I know. I work out like, everyday. Gotta get ripped for the hot babes.” He pulled off his shirt and flexed. Seeing the man’s muscles bulge pushed Tom over the edge. He bit onto the tip of his thumb as he moaned loudly. “No woman can resist my bod.”

Tom said nothing as he fell down onto his knees before the man, his fingers frantically trying to remove his jeans. The man laughed at Tom’s desperation and slapped the bimbo’s hands away. The jeans fell to the floor and the man kicked them off.

The boxers came next, and Tom’s sparking blue eyes lit up at the size of the cock between the man’s legs. It was massive. Eight, maybe nine inches long—bigger than the three men he blew earlier in the night and bigger than Jared.

Tom had to have it.

He licked his puffy pink lips as he scooted forward toward the godly man in front of him and placed his hands on his massive thighs, wrapping his lips around the humongous head.

Tom moaned around the girthsome shaft filling his mouth. Everything felt right. All the stars had aligned and it was as if he was realizing his destiny: to be a smoking hot, cock-sucking blonde bimbo pleasuring the sculpted man in front of him.

It was overpowering, and it flooded his mind and body with euphoric lust. How could he ever go back to being a man after a night like this? The fact that Katie had broken up with him saved him the trouble of having to break up with her. This was his life now. Tom wanted nothing more than to stay by this man’s side and be his giggling bimbo housewife.

“Oh yeah, that’s good. Keep sucking, slut,” the man grunted. He put his hand on the back of Tom’s head, pulling him in closer.

Tom bobbed up and down, his tongue working the underside of the man’s meaty cock. He had to make this the best blowjob he had ever given if he wanted to keep this man for himself.

He pulled off, his manicured hands stroking the shaft as he kissed and licked the head.

“Don’t stop. Yeah, just like that.”

“I’m glad you like it,” Tom purred in between sloppy kisses.

“You’re good at BJs, I’ll give you that,” he said, looking back down at Tom. “But I’ll bet your even better in bed.”

He helped Tom up off of his knees and sat down in the bed, his legs spread wide and his cock fully erect. “Come to daddy,” the man said, patting his thighs.

Tom giggled as he reached up under his dress. He turned his back toward the man as he lifted the hem of his dress up, showing off his rounded ass and the thong nestled in between his cheeks. He looked back at the man over his shoulder, biting his lip as he pulled the thong down, bending forward as he lowered it to his ankles.

“Oh damn! That’s one fine ass,” the man said.

Tom remained silent as he stepped out of the soaking wet thong and faced the man. His eyes moved to the man’s cock, where a dab of precum glistened on his head.

Tom’s eyes remained on the throbbing shaft as he stepped toward it, the anticipation building inside of him until it was too much. He giggled as he straddled the man, placing his arms on his shoulders, and lined his drenched cunt up to the man’s thick cock.

It pressed up against his pink folds. Its warmth was inviting and it only made him want it more. Tom and the man locked eyes as he lowered himself onto the man, his mouth opening wide and a satisfied moan flowed forth from his pouty lips.

The man grunted as he grabbed onto Tom’s curvy waist, pulling him down slowly.

“Oh god, baby, you’re so tight! Feels so good!”

“I know! I like, feel so filled!” Tom giggled as he lowered himself all the way, moaning again as he reached the base. “It like, feels so good!”

The man grinned as he stood up from the bed and swung Tom around, dropping him onto his back, his pussy still filled with the man’s cock. He looked up at the man from his prone position.

This was the moment he’d been waiting for.

“Hurry up and fuck me!” Tom begged, grabbing his tits and moaning loudly as the man slowly pulled out. “Oh fuck, that like, feels so good!”

“You ready for this, slut?”

“Totally! Please fuck me!” Tom shouted.

His pleads turned to moans as the man thrust his hips forward, burying his cock deep into Tom’s hungry cunt. Tom’s eyes opened wide as indescribable pleasure filled him, pushing him over the edge into erotic bliss.

He hadn’t ever felt anything like this before. Not even Katie’s strap-on came close to the bliss that a real cock gave Tom. It was perfection, and this act sealed the deal.

He would do anything to stay like this forever.

Tom’s breasts bounced as the man fucked him furiously, the entire bed rocking from the force behind his bucking hips. His entire body was on fire, burning brightly from the carnal ecstasy that penetrated him.

“Oh god, yes!” he screamed, his hands moving about his body in an attempt to draw every ounce of pleasure out.

“That’s right, scream for me, slut!” the man grunted. “Beg for more.”

“Oh, fuck me harder!” Tom replied, his fingers pulling apart his cunt, hoping to make more room for the massive cock that filled him. 

Tom squealed in delight as the man grabbed his hips. In one swift motion, Tom found himself on his hands and knees, the man’s cock still pushing deep inside his cunt.

He squeezed Tom’s plump ass, slapping it occasionally as he grunted and groaned. Tom shifted his weight onto his left arm as he reached back with his right and rubbed his clit through the hood.

“Oh, fuck!” the man shouted. “I’m about to cum!”

He wasn’t alone.

The rubbing of his clit pushed Tom very near the edge himself. The man’s thrusts grew uneven as he upped the force behind them, pushing his cock as deep as it would go into the blonde’s aching vagina until one final push marked the end.

He gripped Tom’s hips as he plunged his dick deep in Tom’s cunt. Tom cried out as his body went over the edge, his feminine juices coating the man’s thick cock as waves and waves of pleasure filled him.

The man jerked forward, and Tom felt his heat fill him.

“Oh yeah!” the man grunted as his seed gushed into Tom’s pussy. He held onto Tom firmly until the last bit of cum seeped out of his cock.

Released from his grasp, Tom fell forward onto his bed and rolled onto his back. He rubbed his brimming pussy and brought his fingers to his mouth, sucking the mixture of male and female juices off of them with delight.

“Damn. That was amazing,” the man said, laying down next to Tom. “I, uh, never got your name.”

“It’s Tammy,” Tom giggled. “And what’s yours?”

“Kevin. Nice to meet you, Tammy,” he said, kissing Tom’s hand. He leaned forward and kissed Tom until they were both too tired to continue. Tom drifted off into sleep without a care in the world.

Until he woke up the next morning.

Opening his eyes, Tom knew he had to get out of there as soon as he could before his date from the night before found out the truth. He rubbed his face with his right hand and tried to scratch his leg with his left, but it wouldn’t budge.

Panic set in as he looked over to find himself cuffed to the bed frame. He tugged on the restraints, but the cast iron frame didn’t give. He looked over to the other side of the bed to see it was empty. The shower was running in the bathroom.

Tom looked down at his body. He was back to his original male form, with his male plumbing intact, but still wearing the outfit from the night before.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, he shouted mentally. His eyes darted all about the room for any sign of the key to his restraints, but it was too late.

The shower turned off, and after a couple agonizing minutes, the door to the bathroom opened. Tom took a deep breath, preparing himself for the inevitable. All he had to do was explain his situation to the man and tell him that all it took was another dose of the pill for Tammy to come back.

“I can explain…” he blurted, his voice drifting off as he noticed the partially-naked body of his girlfriend standing by the bathroom door. Her black hair was still wet and she had a towel wrapped around her like a strapless dress.

“Continue,” she said, reaching for a second towel to dry her hair.

“I…” Tom stared at her, speechless, his jaw slack. “What?”

“Confused? Well, the answer is simple, really. But before I tell you, you have to explain what the fuck was going on with you last night.”

Tom sighed as the events from the night before replayed in his mind; the things he said to her and the way he acted. He was so disgusted with himself. He grimaced.

“It’s a long story.”

“Well, it’s Saturday morning. Neither of us have work to go to, and you are rather tied up. You have two choices: either you tell me everything, or I leave you right here and now for good. I’ll walk out that door and never speak to you again.”

She rubbed her head with the towel, quickly drying her hair before wrapping it up and sitting down on the bed beside Tom.

Tom took a deep breath and began. “It happened during our trip to Vegas. That night when we were well… bimbos… something happened to me, and it happened when I was sucking Jared’s dick. The morning after, I felt confused, unsure of who I was or what I wanted. Part of me wanted you, the other part wanted to be a bimbo.

“This didn’t happen after the very first time we were both bimbos. I felt nothing afterward. But after the night in Vegas, new feelings were bubbling up inside of me. I was looking at men and women differently. I was paying more attention to women’s clothes, imagining what I would look like in them. I started having recurring dreams of becoming Tammy and blowing guys or having sex with strangers.

“It got to the point where I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to become Tammy again; to satisfy the cravings that had welled up inside of me. When you called and said you were going to be out of town, I saw an opportunity. I could become Tammy again, get my fix, then be back to normal when you got home.”

“But I got home early,” Katie said. “Tom, why didn’t you tell me about these feelings you were having? Why did you keep it all from me?”

He looked away from her. “I… I don’t know. I was embarrassed, confused. I had hoped that the feelings would go away with time, but they got worse. I’m so sorry.”

“You should’ve told me,” she said softly. “I would’ve tried to help you. I love you, Tom.”

He looked up at her with tears in his eyes. “I love you too, but I’ll understand if you don’t want to be with me anymore. After what I said last night…”

“Yeah… last night,” Katie said, rubbing his thigh. “You came clean, so I guess I should too.

“After you left, I was heartbroken. I curled up into a ball and cried my eyes out on the couch until I noticed the label on the pill bottle. I called the company that makes the drugs and asked if there was some kind of an antidote. I explained how it was you who took the drugs and they transferred me to their head of research and development.”

“Seriously?” Tom said, wiping away his tears.

“Yeah. They asked me all about the effects it had on you and how it gave you a real pussy—which, by the way, you have to tell me about later—and they made me an offer. Their production facility is an hour away from here, so I met up with the head of R&D and he gave me two vials, plus an envelope full of cash.”

“What did he give you?”

“Well, one of the vials contains the antidote. They made it in case some of the users became addicted to it, or something happened and the user needed to end their ‘experience’ early. One pill an hour for five hours will clear the drug from your system completely, and you’ll be back to normal.”

“What was the other vial?”

“Their new drug, tentatively called ‘Jockdex.’ You saw its effects last night.”

“Kevin,” Tom said.

Katie nodded. “They’re developing a male version of the drug, and they wanted to see if it would work on a woman the same way Bimbozol affected you.

“The money was both compensation for the trouble and payment for future tests. Because of what happened to you, they’re going back and working on the formula so that men can take it and not become addicted to it.”

Tom sat up. “Wait, future tests?”

Katie smiled as she unlocked Tom’s handcuff. “Yeah, they want you to test out the new version of Bimbozol. If that’s okay with you.”

“So I get to become Tammy with no after effects, and you get to become Kevin?”

“Correct,” Katie said with a nod.

Tom smiled. “When do we start?”

“Well, it’ll take some time for them to develop the new formula,” Katie said digging through the jeans she’d worn the night before. “But I know how we could pass the time.”

She dropped a pink pill into Tom’s hand, and he looked up at her. Katie grinned as she showed him her blue capsule, put it on her tongue, and swallowed.

Tom silently swallowed the pink pill, and the two of them kissed as their bodies started to change.

STILL WANT MORE?

 

 

 

Check out these other works by John Dylena:

 

Raethiana

When a man survives the sensual ritual meant to sate a succubus’ supernatural appetite, she decides not only to stay the night, but to move in as his new roommate and introduce him to her world; a realm full of demons, magic, and a discovery that will change his life forever.

 

 

 

The Succubus’ Sub

Brett comes back to his apartment one night to find a succubus waiting for him. Myserra, as she calls herself, has an offer for him. 

 

She promises an end to his solitude on one condition: he becomes her sub. 

 

Follow Brett as Myserra takes him on an adventure where he will explore the depths of his own sexuality as she introduces him to a wide array of kinks and fetishes. She'll bind him in latex, dress him up in lingerie, change him into a woman, and even give him a body that is anything but human.
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