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      Kennedy sat in the changing area in the biology lab where she worked and opened her phone one last time. She typed in her password, went to the secret folder of pictures, and sat on the bench in front of the lockers. It was almost 8pm, so no one else was there—they’d all gone home, either to families and children, or out for the weekend. She stayed late so often that no one even noticed she was doing it anymore. They all thought she was a workaholic, and if she wanted to check on their experiments for them after they shut down, so what?

      The first picture, as always, was a smiling blond woman wearing skin-tight hot pink dress, making a kissing face into the camera. She was almost cartoonish looking: her hair almost white, false lashes nearly brushing her cheekbones, her lips plumped. Most outlandish of all were her breasts, two massive spheres that protruded from her chest almost as if they were their own entity.

      Kennedy lingered on the photo for a moment, looking around the changing area furtively. She bit her lip as she looked at it, then flicked her thumb and moved to the next picture. This one had two women wearing absurdly high heels and short skirts, inflated asses and breasts pushed out as the posed, curled blond hair falling over their cleavage.

      The next picture: a blond vision of a woman, fat lips around the root of a huge cock as she looked up into the camera. Kennedy shuddered with pleasure.

      And finally, the last picture in her inspirational folder: another blond woman on her hands and knees, her fake boobs so big they almost touched the couch she was on, with a cock in her asshole and another deep down her throat. She had some sort of vinyl dress bunched around her waist and still wore her heels and fishnet thigh-highs.

      Just like always, her heart beat faster and she felt the blood rush down between her legs, her cunt beginning to ache just looking at these beautiful women - her role models.

      Kennedy swallowed and turned her phone off. Tonight was the night.

      She was a skinny brunette who wore a lab coat at least sixty percent of the time and owned one pair of heels, black pumps that only came out of her closet for weddings and job interviews. She didn’t have breasts or hips to speak of, and her last boyfriend had only wanted to turn the lights on during sex once, and they’d broken up not long after.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t like sex, or didn’t want to get crazy sometimes. It was that she was much too shy to get freaky.

      The little bottle in her pocket would fix that, though. Kennedy carefully took it from her lab coat and put it into her purse, looking around just in case anyone else might come in and ask what she was doing. Taking materials out of the lab was strictly forbidden, and she knew she could get fired if she was caught.

      She could get double fired if someone else happened to ingest it by accident, too.

      Quickly, she changed out of her lab coat into a t-shirt and jeans, pulling her dark hair back into a ponytail. As she drove home, the whole way she thought of nothing but the tiny bottle in her purse, a cocktail she’d made herself over weeks and weeks of long nights at the lab, testing it on mice and rats until she thought she had the perfect formula for a human woman: fast-acting, effective, and - she hoped - temporary.

      She lived alone in a little apartment above a camera shop that closed at six, and she practically ran up the stairs, unlocked her front door, and locked it behind herself. Her hands were shaking as she pulled the bottle and and set it on her dresser, and she sat on her bed for just a moment, collecting herself.

      This morning, as she’d eaten her sensible breakfast of granola and yogurt, she’d decided on a timeline: first, get home; then, dinner; then, change into her outfit; call the cab to the nightclub; and finally, take the dose and see what happened. If the mice and rats were any indication, she couldn’t be trusted to remember much after she took it, and she wanted to be as sure as possible that her night went as planned.

      Kennedy wolfed down her microwave dinner standing at her kitchen counter, then opened her closet door. The dress she’d bought off the internet was gold and sparkly, the shoes strappy and pink. The neckline plunged almost to her bellybutton, and the back would probably show her thong if she decided to even wear one. The material was thin and clingy, and Kennedy hoped her nipples would be visible through the font of it.

      As she slipped it on, she was reminded of her current shortcomings - the front and back drooped where her tits and ass should be, the middle was a little tight - but tonight, she was too excited to care too much about them. Once it was on, she called herself a cab to take her to the Prism nightclub in twenty minutes.

      And then, it was time.

      She thought it was a nice touch that the liquid was bright pink. That hadn’t even been intentional, but she took it as a sign that this was going to do exactly what she wanted. She took the bottle in one hand and gently screwed the top off, lifting it to her lips, the slight scent of bubblegum wafting out.

      Then, she took the whole thing down the hatch. It tasted like strawberries.

      For long seconds, nothing happened. Kennedy felt just like she always had. She moved to stand in front of her mirror and watched herself stand there, all skinny legs and brown hair, in her glamorous, sexy dress. Ten seconds passed, and then twenty. With the mice in the lab the effect had been almost instant, but here she was, with no changes.

      After thirty seconds she turned away from the mirror, unable to look at herself anymore. She screwed the top back onto the little glass bottle, fighting back tears, putting it back in her purse. After a whole minute she sat on her bed, tears dripping down her face, and began to take off her beautiful strappy shoes.

      Then, just as the first one hit the floor, she felt something. It started as a gentle tingling in her nipples, almost a fizzy feeling, like they’d been carbonated. She looked down and saw that they were rock hard, poking noticeably through the fabric of her dress.

      The sensation spread outward, covering her whole breasts then, and as Kennedy watched in awe, her tits inflated as though attached to an air pump.

      It was working!!

      Kennedy jumped to her feet and fell over immediately. She’d already forgotten that her shoe was off, so she quickly replaced it, her boobs getting bigger and harder to maneuver around with every moment, and finally popped back up to stand in front of her mirror.

      The sight there amazed her.

      Her hair had changed color to a light blond. Her lips were plumper, almost blow-up-doll like. Her waist was smaller, and her ass was bigger, pushing at the thin fabric of the dress in the back like two cantaloupes.
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