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Once you know how she got selected for the job why not go back and read all about her first adventure in:

The Bimbo Candidate


Alex was in a bad way. She’d came straight out of university with big ideas; a bright future spanning out ahead of her. She soon discovered that the future looks a lot more rosey in one's imagination, the real deal leaves a lot to be desired.

Finding a job had proved difficult. Suddenly her qualifications which looked the key to big things wasn’t worth the paper it was printed on. That six figure salary melted away before it even had a chance to materialize and instead she just had to scrape by and whatever job she could manage.

For a while she managed to make ends meet with a simple service job but eventually that forsaked her as she was laid off and she slipped deep into the red.

She wasn’t yet up to the point of total desperation but she was getting there. Why was it so hard for a smart, good looking, young women like herself to make money? She was twenty three and was supposed to have the whole world at her feet but instead she was down at the worlds begging for a payday.

It was this thirst for some wealth that led her to accepting the advertisement for pharmaceutical testing. Sure it wasn’t ideal but she was well aware of what the next route down the desperation road was for a girl like her.

Before she ended up twirling around a pole wearing outfits that both mother and father would never approve of she agreed to be a testing guinea pig.


The venue for her testing was the kind of place you’d see in a movie. It was a huge lab, shining white, everything glistening, freshly cleaned without a spec of dirt in sight. Men wandered around wearing white coats looking very smart indeed; this was really like a location in a movie.

Wearing her shabby street clothes, a pair of jeans with rips over the knees and a loose fitting sweatshirt, she felt rather out of place surrounded by all the polished white. It felt like anything she’d touch would break including the guys.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” one of the scientists said to Alex as they came wandering back out of one of those side rooms and over to her.

This particular scientist had already introduced himself as Dean. He had wispy brown hair and a thick pair of round glasses like he’d bought a scientist costume for Halloween and had kept it on all year round.

“Like no problem,” Alex chuckled out nervously, “So what do you need me to do?”

“Ah you seem a bit tense, first time taking part in one of these trials?”

She nodded, damn smarty pants, “Yeah…”

“There is no need to worry we do not take testing lightly and would not test anything on the public if we didn’t believe it to be safe.”

His words soothed her a little but it was hard to feel totally relaxed feeling like an alien; or like someone who was being held on an alien’s ship.

“So then it’s totally safe?”

“Yes yes, totally safe,” he assured her, “We’re at least ninety percent sure there will be no side effects.”

“Erm I’m not sure ninety percent is totally certain…” his words managing to bring her crashing down again.

“Nonsense you’re totally safe. Come follow me I’ll take you to our testing center, plus we need to get you changed into something a bit more appropriate for our studies.”

Dean led the way and after a small bit of hesitation Alex followed. Sure all this made her nervous but scientists had a way of dealing with that and getting people to partake in these tests in the first place; one heck of a pay day!


If a very smart, shiny, lab made Alex feel nervous then the next location on her grand tour of the facility was only going to ramp up the nerves meter. It was the testing room or whatever the official name was and it was an almost empty room with one way mirrors on each side. Obviously the one way they were looking wasn’t out of the room.

Before entry she’d been given a chance of outfit. Her messy street clothes had been replaced with a basic green gown. Luckily it wasn’t like a hospital one that left her ass exposed to the air, this one actually had some modesty.

The only thing in the room apart from her what a padded chair which was so white it was basically camouflaged in with everything else. Apart from that the room was void of any objects.

“Can you hear me Miss. Alex?” a familiar voice said, coming out of some sort of hidden speaker system.

Alex nodded her head up and down before the voice came flowing back in.

“We can hear you just fine while you’re in there, you can speak if you want to.”

“Yes I can hear you,” she finally said, eyes darting around to find the source of the voice. It seemed to come from all corners of the room even if she couldn’t actually see anything with all that white paint coating the room.

“Very good. We will begin the testing very shortly. If you like you can take a seat and rest your feet for the duration of the test.”

Looking behind her, just so she could actually properly see the damn thing, she slowly lowered herself back and took her seat. At least the thing was comfortable to sit on.

“So what do I need to do?” she asked the empty room. She hadn’t been given anything yet unless they’d managed to sneak it into her system.

“You do not have to do anything. In a few moments we will begin flooding the with an experimental gaseous formula.”

A squeal popped from her lips as she cried, “Wait you mean gas!?”

“There is no need for concern Miss. Alex. What we will be using is perfectly safe you may think of it as simply a more condensed form of perfume and in the miniscule, twenty percent chance, something does go wrong we will be able to ventilate the room before you come to any harm.”

She wasn’t imagining his figures just kept increasing in certainty, was she?

“I don’t know if I want to do this,” she whined out.

“There is nothing to worry about. Here I shall begin releasing the formula now so you will be able to see it is perfectly safe.”

Her ears picked up on a slight hissing sound as the room was slowly being filled with the gas. To begin with there was nothing noticeable, she simply sat there worrying and waiting, nerves slowly calming as everything felt like one long anticlimax as nothing seemed to change. However slowly her nose began to pick up a new fragrance.

“I can smell something,” she said to the empty room and the men on the outside.

“Ah that’s normal, the formula has a pleasant aroma about it. Do you see what I meant with my comparison to perfume?”

She couldn’t put her finger on what exactly the scent was, it wasn’t a strong scent that was easy to define, but it didn’t smell bad at all. The scent tickled her nostrils and pleased her scenes. Her body began to relax even more as she inhaled the pleasant aroma.

Alex took her time sitting there, enjoying the scent in the air. The longer she waited the stronger the scent started to become and she noticed that the room which had been such a bold shade of white was soon starting to become a very slight shade of pink.

She rubbed her eyes to make sure it wasn’t an illusion, she worried the scent was giving her some sort of rose tinted vision. Was it her eyes playing tricks on her or was it the gas?

“I see pink,” she somehow asked and said at the same time.

“Yes it’s the formula. It had a very light pink pigment in it which is unnoticeable to the naked eye. However when it collects in such large quantities the colouring can become quite prominent.”

Well at least she wasn’t going crazy the air actually was turning pink around her. It wasn’t too bad though, the scent was still lovely and the air didn’t look bad. Pink was a nice color after all, it gave the room a certain charm.

“So like how long do I have to sit here?” she asked her unseen benefactors.

“Well you do not have to remain seating but I believe you mean how long do you have to be in there? We would like to study for at least another ten minutes Miss. Alex we ask you to remain patient.”

She let out a low sigh as she slumped back into her seat. Sure that nice smell was relaxing but there was nothing to do, how was she going to get through ten long minutes?

Alex let her eyes closed as she decided to have a daydream about the things she could do with the money she was getting from the testing. Obviously her first priority would be to pay off her rent and some in advance and she’d been to keep some aside for bills and food as well but after that then what?

Today she’s came to the lab in such grubby clothing. She’d came to a big fancy building and the only thing she had to wear was some ripped, boyish, clothes? She needed to get out there and get a new wardrobe; her whole style needed a makeover.

Suddenly her thoughts snapped out of it. Why was she thinking about frilly little dresses and lacey bras? She was something of a tomboy, that sort of stuff was never an interest to her.

As her eyes hung open she couldn’t help but notice something strange staring back at her from the mirror on the other side of the room. It was her own reflexion but something about her look different. Even through the mask of pinkness which had fallen on the room she could tell that her dark locks of brown hair looked too light.

Checking up close she could see it clearly. Her hair almost looked blonde, it was a far cry from the color it should have been.

“What’s going on!?” Alex called out to the room, “What’s happening to my hair!?”

“Whatever do you mean?” the voice asked through the speakers.

“The gas, it changed my hair color!”

“Now don’t be silly, that’s the shade your hair was earlier.”
 

Her entire body tensed upwards, “What the fuck are you talking about? My hair was brown, dark brown. This is dirty blonde at best!”

“I wonder if this could be a side effect of the formula?” the voice seemed to say to itself, “Your memories may be getting confused. Tell me Miss. Lexi if anything else seems unusual to you.”

“That!” she gasped out sharply, “Stop, wait, what did you call me? That’s not my name, my name is Alex.”

There was a light tutting sound, “It’s worse than we thought, your memories are getting completely scrambled.”

Her head did seem to feel kinda hazy but there was no way he could be telling the truth. She remembered her name, it was Alex and not Lexi and she knew that hair was a dark brown and not a dirty blonde. Those locks brushing her shoulders didn’t look right at all.

Then her mind went to thinking again. Shoulders? Her hair was shorter than that, almost boyish; it shouldn’t have been long enough to reach her shoulders.

“Something’s wrong, it’s all wrong,” she complained as she brushed the dangling locks between her fingers, the colour seeming even lighter.

“Please remain calm Miss. Lexi, I’m at least sixty five percent sure this won’t be anything serious. Once the test is over I’m sure your memories will--”

“Quiet!” she screeched out at the surrounding voice, “And stop calling me Lexi, my name is Alex.”

“Please try to relax, we wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself. Please take your seat again and relax.”

Somewhere along the way she’d jumped back up onto her feet. She slumped back down, her breathing heavier as she inhaled the strong fragrance in the air.

She drummed her fingers along the armrests of the chair. There was no way he was telling the truth, there was no way she’d manage to get something as simple as her name never mind her hair color.

While tapping away she noticed something else as well. It wasn’t really her fingertips tapping down on the plush rest it was her nails. They seemed so much longer than she remembered.

Feeling that it was all so strange she began to concentrate on the rest of her body, did anything else seem unusual now? She swore she couldn’t remember the gown she was wearing feeling so tight. Before it was loose but, especially on her chest and hips, it felt tight.

Her hands pressed up into her chest and squeezed. Where she should have found two small perky mounds she found small, plump, hills. She definitely would have remembered being so busty!

“Erm…” she muttered out, gaining her thoughts, “did you ever actually tell me what this perfume thing was supposed to do?”

Every other time she had asked something to the scientist waiting for her on the other side of one of those one way mirrors she had gotten an answer straight away. This time she waited for a few moments but there was no reply.

“Hello!?” she called out in a panic, that pink mist in the room seeming to get denser, her visibility fading away and still there was no response.

Alex tried to spring up from her seat but as she bounced up her body slumped back down. It was like all of the energy had been squeezed out of her body, all as the pink smoke built up into a dense fog.

She tried to raise up her voice again to call out to the scientists but it didn’t arrive. All that she released was a quiet gasp that only reached her own ears.

The world before her may have been a bright pink but it was soon fading into darkness as her body's consciousness was slipping away. Her body felt weak and her eyelids felt heavy. Exhaustion had came to claim her and she didn’t have an ounce of strength to fight it. Alex groaned as her eyes finally closed and cast the world in darkness, the test dummy falling into slumber.


Alex’s eyelids fluttered as she felt herself coming back to reality; how long had she been out for?

The pink wall which she had last seen before slipping under was gone and the room had been returned into a playground for the color white.

She stretched her arms upwards. She still felt weak but there was at least something there, some energy, that let her body shake and sway around in place. A yawn rolled from her hanging mouth; she felt so much more refreshed.

“Hello Lexi,” the voice said to her from the speakers, “Did you have a good sleep?”

Trying to rack her brain she couldn’t actually remember how she fell asleep to begin with. She remembered what she was doing in the facility and she remembers lots of pink but her hazy mind wasn’t revealing much more than that.

“Like yeah,” she said, unsure even if she did feel pretty relaxed, “I think so? Like what happened?”

“I’m afraid you fell asleep during the testing.”

A soft gasp burst from her lips, “Like OMG I’m so sorry!”

“No need to be sorry, seeing such things in vital to testing; you provided us with some great data. Thank you, you did wonderful.”

Being complimented left her with a fuzzy feeling in her body which made her sway around, giggling bashfully. It matched up well with that fuzzy feeling in her head, she felt so out of it.

“Like no problem,” she said, her soft, highly feminine, voice giggling out, “I’m like happy to help anytime.”

“Fantastic,” the voice replied, echoing around the room, “Well we’ll get you out of there now so you can collect your payment.”

Happy that it was over and she could get paid she bounced up onto her feet out of her chair. As soon as she did she noticed the way that her chest wobbled around, jiggling up and down to match the velocity of her movements. She didn’t remember her body ever acting like that.

She gave her reflection a good gander. It was hard to see her body under that green gown but she could easily make out her long locks of blonde hair. It was weird she swore she was a brunette; her head was kinda fuzzed up though.

“Woah like has my hair always looked liked this?” she asked that mystery voice.

“Still feeling a bit woozy? We talked about this before your nap, the gas may be leading to some slight memory loss. I can assure you your hair has always looked like that. Would a fashionable young woman like yourself choose any other hairstyle?”

Now that she looked closely, curling those hanging locks around her slender fingers, she could really appreciate that bright blonde color and those layers. It was so in style, just the kind of haircut someone fashionable like her would choose.

“Like yeah I guess you’re right. So like my memories are lost or something?”

“I can assure you it’s nothing serious, you may just remember some things incorrectly. You will come to trust your eyes again over time. You recognize your name don’t you Lexi?”

Her adorable features scrunched up tightly as she racked her brain over his question. Something about that name just didn’t seem correct but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it.

“Erm well so like I think so maybe?” she said in the least sure way anybody has ever communicated.

“Don’t worry, it’ll return to you in time,” the voice said to her again as the door on the room opened up, “Now come on, it’s time for you to change back into your own clothing.”

With a spring in her skip she skipped out of the testing room and back into that dressing room, her clothes waiting for in a pile. It was some clothing anyway. It wasn’t exactly a pair of ripped jeans and a sweatshirt. What it was was a frilly pink skirt and a far too small dress shirt. Along with thigh high white stockings and red ribbons it was practically a novelty schoolgirl outfit.

Alex, or was it Lexi, didn’t recognize the clothing but it was the only outfit that was her so it had to be her. Surely the gas must still have been playing with her.

She stripped down out of that green gown with a struggle and revealed her body. She could swore she looked different but wasn’t sure how. Huge, soft, tits? Wide, sexy, hips? Toned, flat, stomach? Long, beautiful, nails? All that seemed fine to her!

The clothes didn’t trigger any memories, they weren’t recognizable to her but slipping into them felt so easy and natural. Sliding her legs into those silky cotton stockings, wiggling her rump into that sexy pink skirt and tying her hair up into twin tails? It all felt like second nature to her; even tying that shirt up in a knot to cover her huge breasts was a natural instinct.

As she looked down at her sexy body barely contained in the sexy outfit she still couldn’t help but get the feeling something was seriously wrong, that she was forgetting something important.

Then, in a moment of revelation, it came to her. Where was her underwear!?

She gasped, plump lips opening into a tight ring as she revealed what a fool she had been! She skipped out of that dressing room and into an open hall where an elderly man in a suit was waiting for her.

“Like hey, do you work here?” she asked the gentleman, tilting her head to the side to look at him.

He replied with a light hum, looking her over too, “I guess you could say that.”

“Great! So like I was going to get changed after doing the test thing and I totally can’t find my panties or bra like anywhere! See my nipples are like showing now and it’s like totes embarrassing and stuff.”

She was right about them showing, the white shirt she had been given was so thin and was showing the outline of her plump nipples very clearly, pressing into the front of her top, bulging the material outwards.

“Still got a few screws knocked loose kid? You didn’t come here in any underwear today,” he assured her, “you came here totally commando.”

Her cogs went to working again, she was sure she’d remember that but then again she was forgetting so much she couldn’t trust her brain at all at the moment.

“Like are you sure?”

“Positive young lady,” he chuckled, “I wouldn’t remember these otherwise.”

The well dressed man reached out a hand and wrapped his fingers around her pronounced nipple, giving it a soft squeeze with his firm hand.

She should have been horrified to be subjected to such an openly obscene act, being groped by a man she’d only just met. However instead her body reacted with a wave of euphoria, her sensitive nipple tingling in delight, that left her trembling at the knees.

A moaning quiver squealed from her lips as she shivered in place, nipples throbbing from his touch. Very soon his hands were grasped into her large chest, fingers sinking in as he continued to molest her body.

“Anyway allow me to introduce myself,” the man said to the moaning woman, “My name is Bernard Hawthorne and I am the owner of this building and this company.”

“And like I’m… erm…” she tried to rack her brain as he words slowed, trying to remember her name, “Oh yeah, I’m Lexi! And that’s like all I can think of.”

He chuckled to himself as he moved his body around, releasing her chest so he could drape an arm around her back, supporting her against him and also giving sizeable gropes to her soft, plush, ass.

“If you’d like to follow me Lexi I’d like to make you an offer. Do you know anything about politics.”

“Like not really,” she giggled out.

“That’s quite okay dear, you don’t have to know a thing. So tell me, would you like to be the president?”

“You mean like that guy who lives in that white house?”

“That’s the one.”

Once again she began to roll her eyes around as she began to think things through. He gave her ass a small comforting swat as he began to walk and led her along with him.

“Come, we’ll talk more about it in my office. Just trust me, we’re going to make you the next president of the United States of America.”

“Oh goody! I hope they let me live in that white house too.”

“It’s called The White House dear and I’m sure they will.”

Lexi didn’t exactly know what was going on or anything about politics but her body reacted so blissfully when he touched her. She didn’t know if it was him or just her body in general but how was she supposed to ignore a guy who made her feel so good?

Maybe she’d just have to go and give that president thing a try.
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