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 It had been five years since Philip discovered his top tier
party drug, which he eventually named Smile Stamps. It wasn’t a
great name, but he needed one quickly, and over time he grew fond
of it, especially when the logo was finished – a smiley face, with
big puffy lips and lashes and blonde hair.

In those five years since
he first tested it on Trish, his life had been nothing but going
up. It started as an operation out of his apartment, ordering vats
of the chemicals, creating dissolving stamps in his lab, bringing
them home to label them, then passing out the first few batches to
people who would find interest in recreational drugs.

Then, from there, it blew up – he was able
to rack up thousands within a few months based on high quality
testimonies from partiers who bought, and new customers coming
looking. Soon, he was a high dollar seller in the city, and hired
some people to help him create more.

Then he had people operating his lab without
him. Then he had a website to order online. Then he had a
country-wide business. A few well placed advertisements in
podcasts, especially ones based around comedy and politics, made
him double his business practically overnight.

Soon, he could track his ascending
popularity across Twitter and Facebook. He was a hit across young
people all over, and even some horny and excitable middle aged
customers. To his surprise, some young trans girls were using it as
a kind of do it yourself hormone replacement therapy. Some of them
were even figuring out ways to reduce his stamps down and isolate
the body changes, and sometimes even make them permanent.

I didn’t know that would
happen, he thought, and shrugged it off.
They were paying customers, so he didn’t mind giving a whole lot of
people their dream bodies. Who knows,
maybe I’ll get into a side business with a ‘dream bimbo body’ drug.
Might look into that when I have time.

He named his new company Recreational
Stimulations LTD, and spent months filing corporation paperwork and
checking all of the right forms. College was out the window – he
was now a CEO of an explosively successful pharma company whose
product was constantly on backorder. Philip hired businessmen and
lawyers to keep his machine running, but he always took a firm hand
as CEO and president of his new company, and he did not go public.
It was his baby, and he was going to ride it out until he could
cash out at the peak of his success.

And the top two things he kept secret are
the formula, and the origin of how he made it.

Philip’s life was wildly comfortable these
days. He had moved out of his apartment and bought the nicest Los
Angeles home he could afford, with multiple bedrooms and bathrooms.
Money was no object, and soon he ran out of things to spend it on,
including furniture, technology, and vacations. He ate gourmet food
every meal, drove home in one of four sports cars, and fucked his
beautiful bimbo queens every night.

Trish and Shania were just as lovely as when
he made them, and though they couldn’t cook or clean, Philip adored
having playthings at home every night. They were warm, soft, and
sexy as hell, and would constantly be rubbing their firm, rounded
butts and colossal heaving knockers all over him, kissing and
rubbing up and down his body with soft hands and plump lips. It
never got old, plowing their wet cunts and fucking their donut
mouths that had no gag reflex.

He had just finished a wonderful bout of
morning sex, letting Shania rub her chocolate dark knockers all
over his face while Trish sucked him off, until he grabbed the
blonde by the hair and shoved her head all the way down. She gave a
delightful moan as Philip’s cock slid down her esophagus and
sprayed cum right into her belly.

Trish’s head slid up a
moment later, and she gave a giggle that was punctuated with a wet
cough. “Mmmm,” she purred, and ran her tongue over the slobber on
her DSLs. “That was soooooo
hot. I love when you get all, mean n’stuff.”

Philip gave a pleased sigh, pushing himself
to his elbows as the bimbo between his legs removed herself.
“Thanks girls,” he said, and slid to the edge. “I gotta get to work
now though.”

“Awwww,” Trish pouted, and her arms plopped onto her perfect
thighs. “But I wanna play more!”

Philip had grown used to her pouting, and
gave her a pat on the cheek and then a squeeze of her gigantic left
tit. “You and Shania can keep yourselves busy until daddy gets
back, right?”

Shania bounced in place, and wiggled
excitedly. “Yeah!” she chirped, and her eyes lit up. She was always
like that when he talked down to her. Condescending to her made her
wet.
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