
        
            
                
            
        

    
Programmed to be a Bimbo: A Workplace Gender Swap Romance
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Chris never knew how hard it was to be a woman in the workplace… until he’s programmed into a bimbo at his new IT job.

Will he be able to resist his boss’s advances, or will he cave into his bimbo body’s strong hormonal desires?
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Prologue

As my new boss yelled at me in a deep voice, all I could think was: But what was I supposed to wear? My guy clothes didn’t fit me anymore.

“I’m so sorry that I’m dressed inappropriately, I didn’t know what to wear and Lana said that she had some extra clothes in her cubicle, we just didn’t realize that she’s a size smaller than I am!”

I knew that I was a little bit of a mess right now. My large, new breasts were straining through my shirt, so big and juicy that they almost burst through the buttons.

My blouse was white and way too tight for my body, my bra was black and showing through my thin shirt. That wasn’t even mentioning what I was - or wasn’t - wearing further below…

I could feel the edges of the thin lacy black thong dragging against my ass cheeks.

As a guy who was used to boxer briefs, it was a very odd sensation, but it turned me on.

My boss, Andrew, glared down at me, and I could not believe how intimidated I felt now that I was shorter than he was…

It was all so new to me.

Just yesterday, I wouldn’t have had any of these silly girl problems.

No one cared what I wore to work as a guy.

They only cared now that I had the body of a hot, curvy bimbo.

Especially my boss.

I saw the way that he looked at me now. His dark eyes were fixated on my face as he spoke to me sternly, but even he couldn’t keep them from trailing down my new, hot body occasionally.

It was uncomfortable, but at least it was new…

After all, wasn’t that why I had signed up for this job in the first place?

As I considered, almost subconsciously, how big Andrew’s cock looked in his sharp business pants, I realized that my life had already gone through a change, the one that I had been looking for.

But was it enough?

It was less than 48 hours ago that I had made the fateful decision that led me here. To my transformation from male…

To female.




Chapter 1

It all started, naturally, because I was disgruntled and bored at work.

I had received my degree in Computer Science a couple years ago, and since then I’d been stuck in the trenches of tech support for a big finance company.

Even though so many incredibly intelligent people worked here, they still couldn’t figure out the basics of how to operate a computer, and I found myself starting to dread each day from the minute that I woke up in the morning.

I was just Chris, the tech guy, to all of them.

Except one of the division heads: Andrew Stevenson.

He was always strangely supportive and kind whenever I fixed his computer, even though he had a reputation for being a huge pervert, that didn’t affect me of course, because I was just your average run of the mill dude.

That day, I was just fixing up his computer when he asked me if I wanted to come and work for him instead.

“Chris, I think you’ve really got what it takes to succeed in Experimental,” He said, naming the section of the company that he headed up.

“You’re looking for programmers?” I asked. “Not tech support, or something like that?”

He chuckled and put his feet up on the desk, showing off his Italian-made expensive leather shoes.

“It’s not exactly a programming job. In fact, you don’t need much experience at all to succeed. It’s all about your natural abilities and attitude, and I think that you’re a prime candidate for our latest type of experiment.”

I could feel my hopes rising, my eyes looking up to meet his with actual excitement.

Because my job fucking sucked. I had to fulfill all of the tickets in my queue each day or my performance rating would drop, which would affect my raises, which would affect my quality of life, so I was basically just sucking it up and staying late after work to get it all hashed out.

Most of the tickets, though, were mind-numbingly boring. That didn’t help. They ranged from things like fixing the audio on someone’s computer (I turned off the mute button) to restarting the system when the whole thing froze (I guessed that it was caused by clicking on the virus-laden ads for all of the porn he was watching in his private office).

Yeah, not the most stimulating tasks for a college graduate, but what the hell. It was still a job, and I still got my paychecks.

However, when Andrew approached me that day, I was about ready to throw in the towel.

I scheduled a meeting with my boss Stacy for later that afternoon.

I received an email from Andrew shortly after that, instructing me to report to his floor the very next day.

I couldn’t stop myself from doing a fist pump at my cubicle.

It was the last time that I would ever finish a queue of IT tickets!




Chapter 2

When I reported to work the next morning, I was greeted by Andrew, who was wearing a sharp tailored navy blue business suit.

Although I was average height for a guy, Andrew was even taller, so I had to look up at him while he talked.

“Thank you for joining Experimental,” He said authoritatively. “We’re excited to have you here, all of us in the room. Anyone here is available to help you out, so please make full use of your resources. And for the rest of today, you’ll be going through the experiments with Lana.”

I nodded and twitched a little, feeling nervous around so many people.

They were all really attractive, I noticed by chance. The women all looked like they had naturally full, round breasts or excellent fake implants, and the men looked like Ken dolls in their suits.

Meanwhile, I had come to work in a plain, plaid shirt and khaki pants. Not the most flattering outfit, but I didn’t have the money or the fashion sense to try for more.

Maybe working here, some of their fashion sense would rub off on me.

The prettiest woman, with long brown hair and striking blue eyes, in a tight dress and black high heels, came up to me and shook my hand.

“I’m Lana,” She said. “Please follow me and I’ll take care of you today.”

Her petite figure as she clunked down the hallway in her high heels, her ass swaying back and forth, made me feel almost too inadequate to be in her presence.

But once she showed me into the room, I felt my nerves hike up for a different reason: It looked like I was in a giant control room.

I could understand some of the programming languages in here, but not all of them, not when they were reflecting and flashing on at least twenty different screens at once, scrolling and changing too fast for me to comprehend.

“All you need to do today is to concentrate on absorbing as much information as possible from these screens,” Lana said. “Please give me all of your electronics including your phone, because they will interfere with the test - I mean, the experiment.”

I reached out to grab her arm, almost flailing in the chair she had sat me down in.

“But Lana - I don’t understand most of this. How can I absorb information if I don’t even know what it’s saying to me?”

Lana smiled. “Who knows? Maybe that’s part of the test! If it makes you feel better, everyone who has taken this test has passed. Even me!”

I blinked at her a few times. Not to stereotype too much, but I was shocked to hear that she had a similar background to me.

“You’re a programmer?” I asked her, raising my eyebrows.

She winked at me, and I could feel a strange energy coming from her.

“I used to be,” She said, and walked away and closed the door on me.

I could have sworn that I heard a lock click.

And then I was alone.

With twenty computer screens flashing at me.




Chapter 3

I don’t know, even now, what happened in that room.

All I know is that it was transformative.

Time seemed to pass by in waves, flowing quickly past me as the screens lit up with different languages and words. It seemed like I was transfixed on a few screens, one in particular that kept flashing English words at me when all of the other ones seemed to be blinking neon gibberish.

And then that changed and another screen seemed to be the one that I fixated on, my eyes glued to the green code scrolling past so fast that only my subconscious could process it.

I could almost start to smell a strange scent in the room, too. Had they cleaned this place recently? It smelled almost like a feminine perfume. Like a woman was in the room with me, standing right next to me and watching my progress.

There was the shadow of a woman over the screens now, wasn’t there? And she was shaped a little like Lana and the rest of the experimental team. Those ridiculously hot curves stuck out, branding themselves in my mind.

I could hear a female voice in my head. She was whispering something, but I couldn’t hear it. I wasn’t wearing headphones, but that fact didn’t even register with me.

I was too caught up in the chaos of the dark room and the sexy screens, shining and flashing their images of hot breasts, pussy, and ass at me.

The smell was intoxicating, and that voice just kept speaking to me, telling me to do things that I would never remember hearing again except for in this moment.

I could feel another voice, a male one, telling me to resist. It was louder at first, but as the minutes passed, maybe turning into hours in my delirium, I heard it being quelled. Shouted down by the seductive female whisper, in an impossible way.

I couldn’t blink. I couldn’t move or think or do anything except watch and accept, accept it into my body.

Accept what? I had already forgotten. I stared at the lines of green programming code and felt my brain comprehending it instinctually. I was meant to be this way. Meant to be totally different from the adult nerd than I was.

Although I couldn’t have told you why the language of the computers spoke to me so deeply, so earnestly, it impacted me hugely. I could almost see, in those lines of code, a woman coming out of the monitors.

She was blonde, sexy, with big tits and a hot, slutty face. The kind that every woman envied and every man wanted to sleep with desperately. The kind of bouncing breasts that could hypnotize a man into doing whatever she wanted.

I saw the image coming closer to me, though the lines of code as if they were overlaid on my brain.

Suddenly I felt the woman jumping closer to me. Out of the screen, practically sitting on my lap. Like a hot, blonde bimbo goddess, blown up and beautifully exaggerated in her slutty features.

I could feel my consciousness starting to change. The room was getting darker and darker, and the code was disappearing. I wondered if I’d passed the test.

As the woman’s face got very close to mine, like an ethereal goddess about to kiss me with her hot, dick-sucking lips, I had a sudden epiphany.

The female voice whispered in my head.

You are this woman. This woman is you.




Chapter 4

I stumbled out of the room in a daze, not remembering anything that had happened clearly. It was all a mess of sexy perfume, flashing images, incomprehensible code, and a whispering voice in my head that just wouldn’t quit.

“Well done, Chris,” said Lana, stepping forward to catch my arm as I stumbled.

Wow. She was strong, to be able to catch a grown man who was falling to the ground.

I said, “Thanks.” And I realized that my voice was hoarse, and it didn’t sound at all like my own.

Lana smiled at me, her gorgeous face lighting up. “That’s normal. I would recommend not speaking until tomorrow, and going home to sleep. We need you back here bright and early tomorrow morning. Here’s my phone number in case you have any complications that come up.”

She handed me a pretty pink business card emblazoned with her name.

Complications? I thought to myself. What, did I just have surgery? It was only a test.

I was shocked when I heard my internal voice and realized… That it was the same high, sexy female voice speaking to me as in the test room. That much I could remember, however vague the image was.

And why did I keep picturing a blonde woman with huge boobs and a pretty face in my mind when I thought of myself?

I opened my mouth, but Lana just pressed an immaculately manicured finger to her mouth.

“Shhhhhh.”

I just nodded.

*

Before I knew it, I was at home in bed.

I looked around with surprise. I was under the covers, snuggled under the blankets for warmth.

But how did I get here?

It was like I had blacked out from drinking, except for the fact that I didn’t have a single drop of alcohol in my system.

I realized, all of a sudden, that I was also very, very tired.

I looked around myself again. I was in bed and my nightside table lamp was already turned out.

As I lay my head down on the pillow, I couldn’t help but feel the tingle of a feminine perfume wafting over my nose, as well as the sound of a giggling, female laugh in my head.

Ringing, ringing…

Without another thought, I passed out and surrendered myself to sleep… and my fate.

I wasn’t wrong about anything.

My dreams were confusing, erotic, and shocking. But I didn’t remember any of them when I woke up.

In the morning, everything was different.

I pushed back the covers and stood up from my bed, noticing that I stumbled and almost fell over.

It was like my entire weight was playing out differently on my feet.

And, oh my god… My vision was improved.

I realized this when I looked down at my naked body and saw that I didn’t need my glasses to see further than my chest.

Speaking of my chest…

I screamed.

It was a high-pitched, girly scream. I could barely understand it was coming from me.

It didn’t make any sense.

Sitting on my chest, or more scientifically, attached to and part of my chest, were two large, round, beach ball-sized tits.

Those definitely weren’t there yesterday.




Chapter 5

“Lana, you have to help me,” I said frantically, after dialing her personal number from that pretty pink business card she’d given me. “I don’t know what’s happening, I’m not myself. Something happened to me, did you give me something?”

She laughed. It was a pretty, tinkling sound, fully womanly and sexy.

“What happened?” She asked me.

“Okay, so I… Oh my god my voice sounds so weird like this. I woke up this morning, and it’s not my own body, but I’m here in my own apartment, so it, like is? I’m sorry if I’m not making any sense. It’s just, I think I’ve been changed…”

I heard Lana’s voice perk up with interest. “What kinds of changes?”

I gulped. “Um, maybe you can tell by my voice,” I said, thinking logically. “It’s Chris, by the way. But right now, I’m in the body of a woman! I’m freaking out over here, you have to help me. Is this because of that weird programmed room yesterday? The experiment?”

“Calm down,” her voice said over the phone. “Don’t worry… Just look at it like it’s part of the job. And it’s temporary, if you’re worried about that. That is, if you play your cards right…”

She laughed again, that musical sound echoing in my ears.

“Again, just act normal,” She said to me. “Come in to work, and I can give you your examination. After that what happens next is up to you.”

“Lana, wait--” I said, but she had already hung up the phone on me.

Leaving me alone. By myself and with only myself, in an all new female body.

I was so screwed.

I walked around my apartment naked just like I was now. It felt so uncomfortable and hot. My breasts bounced around, wiggling up and down in their naked glory, and it made me nervous as much as it also turned me on.

I could also feel my ass jiggling a little, since it had grown in size to be a nice, hot woman’s ass, rather than the flat male one I used to have.

I walked to the bathroom to look at myself in the mirror, logically this time. As much as I could, while I felt my breathing coming rapidly, lifting my big, round chest up and down.

My face was very beautiful, probably in competition with Lana’s gorgeous bimbo face. My mind also seemed to be mostly the same, since I was starting to calm down using my anxiety quelling techniques, although they were only kind of working.

My face looked familiar to me. It was a face that I instantly recognized as my own, it was just also female. And that was what made the whole thing scary.

That I was so chill with this whole thing. I realized that I had somehow already gotten in the shower and out, drying myself off repetitively with the towel as was my normal routine. Somehow my brain took control of my new body and was telling me to just act normal.

Just like Lana had said.

Looking into my closet, I realized I had nothing that would look attractive on me at all…

Wait, why am I thinking about what would make me look hot and slutty?

The voice in my mind spoke up, and although it was female, it was still mine.

I threw on a pair of oversized jeans and a T-shirt and blazer and went to work to check in with Lana and see what this whole experiment was really about.




Chapter 6

When I arrived at work, Lana immediately ushered me into a private meeting room. I saw the way that her eyes traveled up and down my body.

She probably immediately noticed how my big boobs were pushing out of the tight T-shirt that I was wearing, and my nipples were hardening in the cool air. I was thankful that I’d driven to work and not taken the bus, because I knew exactly how the hundreds of horny guys on the bus would have reacted to seeing a hot woman with her nipples poking out…

“Have a seat,” Lana said briskly. “We have to get you ready for your meeting with the boss, and you simply can’t go in dressed like that.”

She left the room and came back in an instant with a bag that she dumped out onto the table, its contents revealing female clothes.

“What the hell?!” I said. “Lana, I thought you were going to make me, I dunno, do some memory tests or measure my body’s new, uh, size…”

She said, “We’ll get to that later.” She smiled at me, and I noticed that she was dressed just as slutty and hot as she had yesterday.

Her own pair of large breasts were straining out of her pink buttoned shirt, which was unbuttoned enough to showcase her heavy cleavage. Her black pants were so tight that I swore I could see the entire outline of her ass and pussy in it.

Normally, I would have felt myself getting aroused physically. I would have felt my cock hardening up and my blood rushing down to my penis and balls like the horny dude that I was, but now… It was different.

I felt what seemed to be a tingling and anticipation thrumming through my entire body like the beat of a sexy song. My chest heaved up and down, and I could feel something between my legs, even though…

I’d already checked myself out mechanically before rushing to work and discovered that yes, I was entirely, fully female in my genital area now.

I felt odd about the whole thing. I felt like I should have been more upset by not having a cock and balls anymore, or a flat chest, but instead, I felt like I’d received a bonus.

Things had been added to my body, so it wasn’t like something had been stolen from me. Who could say? Maybe I was never as attached as some guys were to their dicks as well, you know I always hated those swaggering dudes who couldn’t wait to tell you about how they ballslapped their secretaries and wives, or whatever.

“Chris?” Lana said, snapping a pair of manicured fingers in front of my face. “Are you with me?”

I startled out of my thoughts, realizing that she was also holding two garments right in front of my nose:

A lacy black bra and black panties.

I took in a huge breath through my nose, feeling my breasts rise and fall on my chest as my lungs took in air.

So this was it.

This was what my life had become now, and I was just going along with it happily…

I could smell that intoxicating perfume in the room, and I remembered it now. That soft scent in the air, a hot, horny smell to be sure, but delicate and feminine at the same time.

I shook my head, feeling uncomfortable with how long my blonde hair was.

“Okay,” I said, reluctantly. “Where’s the nearest bathroom?”

Lana just smiled at me, her pretty lips lifting into a grin.

“Go ahead,” She said. “You can change right here, I don’t mind…”

My jaw dropped.

But I took the lingerie from her hand and started to unbutton my oversized men’s jeans and slide them to the floor.




Chapter 7

“You look gorgeous,” Lana purred in a sensual voice, as she slid her hand up my thigh, putting my panties into place.

“I do?” I squeaked out. I wasn’t used to being close to a woman as hot as she was, and she was just being so nice to me now… Maybe it was because I was a woman too, and not some nerdy programmer she’d never look twice at.

“You do,” She said. “Just look at yourself, the glass reflects.”

I stood up in my new outfit and looked like she told me to.

My jaw pretty much dropped for the umpteenth time today. I was so fucking hot as a woman, I couldn’t believe it.

Sure, so the bra was too tight for me, I understood that instinctually. I could feel the cups cutting into my massive titflesh. It made me ashamed to be liking it so much. I felt my nipples hardening up. At the same time it also made me proud.

Because that meant that I had larger breasts than Lana, who I was borrowing all of these clothes from!

The black bra looked super hot beneath the tight white shirt she had given me, which was also a size too small. It looked like the shirt was going to bust open with how my big breasts strained to break free from both the black lacy bra and the white shirt.

Below that I was wearing a tight black miniskirt. Maybe it looked normal sized for a short shirt on Lana, but on me, it was so tiny, I would never walk into a club wearing this unless I wanted to get gangfucked by every guy dancing there!

Ooooh, that thought made me start to get a little horny, though. I shelved it for later.

Not only that, but my face was still beautiful. Maybe I looked a little tired, because of the stress of the day and I hadn’t had my coffee yet. But that was all.

I had high cheekbones, blue eyes and long blonde hair, and naturally full, pink lips. I looked like a supermodel who totally could have had a career as a top porn star that men paid top dollar to sleep with.

“Oh my god,” I said. I was breathless, and my female voice seemed to look so perfect and hot coming out of my new, female body and face.

“Gorgeous, like I said,” said Lana briskly. “Now sit down and I’ll do your makeup.”

“My makeup?” I asked, dumbfounded. Somehow the thought had never crossed my mind. “Do I really need it? It kind of weirds me out, you know, since I’m a guy… I’ve never worn it before.”

My body seemed to react with revulsion when I said I’m a guy. It was like my inner self could tell that that was just me trying to reassure myself.

That I didn’t actually like this too much, so that it was starting to feel dangerous. Hot inside my new body. Actually desirable for once.

“You need it,” said Lana. “Natural beauty takes work to achieve. All women need makeup, it’s nothing personal… Unless you want it to be.”

She pulled out a makeup kit from the bag and sat me down in a chair and started to work.

“Whoa,” I said. “Is that a torture device? Is this all a trick?”

She had picked up something that looked like a cross between an iron and a kitchen device.

“Nope,” Lana said, smiling prettily. “It’s an eyelash curler. Close your eyes, now, dear…”




Chapter 8

Makeup was like a whole process. I honestly thought it should have been a competitive sport, the way that Lana played it.

First came foundation. It looked brown in the container, but Lana told me it would be the perfect match for my creamy skin.

Next came contouring. Even browner. But again, Lana told me she knew what she was doing, and I instinctively trusted her.

The next ten or so steps just flew by me. There were pink powders, and more brown ones, and some light ones. There was glitter, and lots of it. She used brushes on me, and soft small padded ones that looked barely bigger than a fingernail, and those eyelash curlers that were much less scary after she was done. And my lashes were curled meticulously, she informed me.

I felt truly like I was being pampered. Never had anyone treated me like this, not any of my past girlfriends or friends, not even myself. I didn’t know how soothing it could feel. Having someone else work on your face, caring so deeply about how you were presented to the world.

“Eyes open,” Lana said. “Don’t blink or I’ll have to redo it.”

She pulled out a pink and green tube that I recognized as mascara from watching some of my exs torture themselves with putting it on.

“Uh oh,” I said, teasing her. “Please, be careful with me.”

“Of course I will,” she said happily.

It was pretty scary actually. I watched the black frilled wand come close to my eyeballs. So close that it almost seemed to touch my cornea. I had a brief moment of horror that passed when I felt, or kind of saw at the same time, that black brush stroking my lashes.

“Whoa,” I said. “That’s crazy.”

“Almost done,” Lana said, biting her lip. The second coat of mascara was applied to each of my lashes.

Lana performed a few finishing touches on my face and then declared that we were done.

She took me by the shoulders and stood me up, telling me to close my eyes.

“Now open!”

I opened my eyes to see myself reflected in the glass once again.

This time, I was even more shocked. It was like someone had applied Photoshop, but to my face.

My pretty eyes were now stunning, rimmed in black eyeliner that was so thin of a line it was almost invisible, and my lashes stood out magnificently. It looked like I had the ultimate bedroom eyes. Inviting every man to come into my office and play with me in a naughty way.

My lips looked pink and fuller, like I was ready to suck a cock at a moment’s notice.

My cheekbones looked like they could cut glass. My cheeks looked pink and flushed, like I was aroused and about to orgasm.

I was the prettiest woman I had ever seen. I looked so beautiful I could almost cry. But, instead…

“Do you like it?” Lana said.

Instead of answering, I threw my arms around her and kissed her full on the mouth.

I felt her kiss back, her tongue sweeping into my mouth and inflaming my libido.

Her arms entwined around me, and I felt both of our large pairs of breasts pushing together, making my nipples hard in the black bra she had given me.

Eventually we had to come up for air, and when we broke away my eyes widened and my hand came up to touch my pretty female mouth.

That had just kissed Lana.

“Oh my god…”




Chapter 9

“Oh my god,” I said. “Lana, I’m so sorry, I thought… I just acted on instinct, I don’t know what happened to me…”

She shushed me again and threw her arms around me, pressing our hips together and giving me another kiss on the lips.

I reacted immediately and fully, with the whole of my body reaching out with pure want and insistent need.

I needed this. I let myself melt into the kiss and it wasn’t long before I knew that I needed more. I could tell that Lana felt the same way.

Her pretty long, shiny hair fell over my face as she started to sink to her knees and pushed up my skirt to my waist, and I had to grab on to the table to stay up.

“Lana, oh my god…”

Just hearing my own pretty, feminine voice coming out of my own mouth made me even hornier.

It was an entirely new feeling. I felt Lana pull those borrowed lacy black panties, pushing them down to my knees as she took her stance on her knees in front of me, like she was about to give me head. She was so hot, I would have killed to sleep with a girl like her, back when I was a guy.

And now, as a girl, all I had to do was reach out and ask.

The difference was that this time, I didn’t have a cock. I had a tight little pussy, and I was a virgin.

I started to moan when I felt Lana’s finger pushing at my entrance. And oh, goodness, it was wet. I didn’t know how good that could feel until I was experiencing it.

My body was already so turned on from the heavy groping and making out with this goddess of a co-worker that Lana almost immediately went in and started to go down on me, in a little lesbian action.

It was like one of my wildest fantasies come true.

Her pink tongue lapped at my clit and my vagina folds, and I couldn’t believe how horny it looked. Her hot, pretty face down on my own pussy, like she only wanted the sapphic pleasure of licking me out for the very first time.

My body started to tremble and shake. I could feel my insides lighting up with pleasure. Everything was so heightened. So different than when I was a guy.

It felt like a giant wave building inside me. Lana’s pink, pretty tongue on my tight new pussy. My breasts, that I was squeezing in my hands, my nipples hard and poking out into my bra. The fact that I was in my workplace, getting an actual salary while I felt these naughty new sensations all over my body.

“Ohhhhhhhhh Lana, mmmm that feels so good…” I said in a high, breathy voice.

I was practically begging to come at this point. Her sweet hands felt like molten gold on my body, and I felt my long hair tickling my neck as the wave built and crested over. I felt my clit swell just a little, and my pussy started to clench down on her fingers and tongue like it was starving for attention.

I threw back my head and moaned loudly, almost a high-pitched scream.

“Ohhhhhh my god, please, yes, oh my god I’m coming, I’m coming!” I yelled so loudly, hopefully the walls were soundproof because at the moment all I cared about was centered on the pleasure hub between my legs and the woman causing me to orgasm fully as a woman for the first time.

“Good girl,” Lana said sweetly. “Cum for me… That’s a good girl, you’re meant to cum like this, with your hot pussy and your jiggling tits, yes… You’re doing better than we ever imagined when we picked you for this experiment.”

I breathed so heavily it was like I’d just run a marathon. I could feel my orgasm stretching for so long. As a guy, I just had the typical one and done type of feeling when I used to come, which now seemed just a little gross to me when I compared it to the feeling I’d had just now. Pure bliss that stretched overhead for ages.

“That was so amazing…” I said breathlessly.

Lana’s tongue swiped along my sensitive pussy before she rose again to her feet, looking flushed but immaculately gorgeous once again.

“Are you ready now?” She said. “It’s time for a few more tests, then your evaluation will be done by your new boss.”

“Andrew?” I asked.

Somehow I felt hot all over, not just from the orgasm I'd just had, when I thought about him. My body started to ache pleasurably when I thought about him in his sharp suits, his body filling it out nicely with built muscles.

Lana smiled at me and patted me on the thigh, motioning me to pull my skirt down and my panties back up.

“Yes,” She said. “Andrew will see you next.”




Chapter 10

I sat through the remaining tests with my panties just a little bit wet, from Lana’s expert oral sex and my own juicy pussy dripping down. Oh my god, it was such a strange feeling though. I couldn’t believe this. It still seemed like something out of a haunted house, but there was the fact that I’d been changed just by the results of a scientific experiment.

To be more accurate, I guess I was the results.

“How many other people went through this experiment?” I asked Lana wonderingly. She was measuring everything from my fingernails to my hair. “Are all these tests really necessary?”

Lana smiled at me, her large breasts practically bumping into my head as she leaned over to measure the long blonde hair that now fell almost to my waist.

“Your hair growth is remarkable…” She said, musingly. “I’m almost jealous of you. Your nails have grown, even since yesterday, and their shape is rounder too, like they’ve been filed down by an expert female hand. Remarkable,” She said again.

“Yes,” I said impatiently. “But what about the other people who went through this? Were they all like me?”

Lana shrugged at me. “Perhaps. I can’t disclose that kind of information, though. It’s strictly confidential. Speaking as a researcher to a subject, of course.”

I rolled my eyes at her, feeling a strange annoyance with her. It was almost like a feeling of… I don’t know. Her hair was so long, and she was so pretty. I had just come into my own new face and I didn’t know what to make of it right now.

“I see,” I said. The dejection was plain to hear in my voice.

But then Lana bent closer to me. “But if you’re asking me as a friend, I might be able to give you more information.”

My eyes widened and I blinked at her openly. “But I… Okay. I’m asking you as a friend.”

I felt a thrill of excitement pass through me as I said the word ‘friend.’ Something like the little joy of having another woman next to me, who I could call my true friend, while I sat there next to her, another beautiful female. It was like a scene from a princess movie.

“As your friend,” Lana said. “I can tell you that I used to be just like you.”

She finished measuring the distance from the bridge of my nose to my forehead and straightened up.

“Any other questions?” She asked me cheerfully.

I blinked at her again, just thinking. My thoughts raced.

“You used to be like me?” I just repeated dumbly.

Lana nodded, her large breasts bobbing up and down in her tight blouse. “I did, yes.”

I looked at her again. Her large breasts and tiny waist, and her pretty face and small hands. Her thin legs and juicy ass. All just like me. I couldn’t imagine her any differently.

I smiled at her.

“Can you tell me a little more about it?” I said.

Sighing a little, but also smiling at the same time, Lana sat down on a chair and crossed her thin legs expertly.

“Of course. Where do I begin…” She said.




Chapter 11

Lana began quickly, speaking at her normal pace, but it was infused by a little urgency.

“You see, it all started when I was hired by Andrew. He looked a little different back then, too. But I was, well, I was pretty much just a different person entirely. I was just a social scientist, got my degree in Psychology and Neuroscience, did well in school. But there was just something missing from my life, and I didn’t know what it was. Andrew recognized that in me. He’s very perceptive, you know.”

Lana cleared her throat and continued, as I sat there rapt with attention to her.

“He pulled me out of the entry-level job I was doing and asked if I wanted to work on his team. Oh, and at the time… I wasn’t going by Lana. I was going by the name… Promise you won’t tell anyone else this, but I went by the name Larry.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Wow, Lana…” I said. “I had no idea. I mean, you look…”

“Like the perfect bimbo?” Lana said. She laughed, an attractive, feminine sound. “Yes, well, I love who I am now. And it’s all thanks to these experiments that we’re doing. You know that they say that the mind creates the body, right? We all have a map of what’s on our body, and it’s in our brains. It’s fascinating, really. Do you have any background in neuroscience, or a related field?”

I shook my head reluctantly, feeling my blonde hair swishing over my shoulders pleasantly again. “I don’t, no. Just computer science. Programming, basically.”

Lana tilted her head. “Oh, yes. I remember now. Yes, we thought you would be an interesting case because of that. Regardless, I won’t go into the details too much then, because you wouldn’t understand them anyways - No offense. In the end, it’s been Andrew who led us through the path of this study, the experimental research that has huge potential to change the medical industry, but not only that, also the mental health--”

She suddenly cut herself off.

“What about mental health?” I asked her. I was interested, because who didn’t struggle with a little anxiety and depression now and then?

She just shook her head. “No, I can’t… I’m sorry,” She said. I realized all of a sudden that she was not speaking to me.

I turned around, my chair squeaking as it scratched the floor with its metal legs.

There, in the doorway, was Andrew.

His arms were folded across his muscled chest. He did not look pleased.




Chapter 12

“That’s enough, Lana,” said Andrew. “You can go now.”

Just hearing his voice sent shivers down my back.

I had always respected him. Looked up to him even, wanting to be like him but knowing that I couldn’t. He was like a modern day alpha male, with his softer demeanor and friendly approach. At the same time his shoulders and arms shouted about the workouts that he did every day, and his legs stood strong like tree trunks. His expertly curated facial hair projects the true image of manliness.

Even before I became a woman, I could never have hoped to become a man like Andrew. He was the kind of man that women like me aspired to be with.

Although, I was only temporarily a bimbo, of course.

Lana smiled at me and patted me on the back, making my breasts heave up and down. “You’ll be fine,” She said. “I’ll check in with you later.”

Once the door closed, I was alone with Andrew.

“What exactly did she tell you?” He said to me.

I got the sense that the way that I answered this question would be very, very important.

“Just… Just- She only told me that you were working with neuroscience experiments,” I blurted out as fast as I could, hearing that my female voice was shaking with the stress of being so close to Andrew.

I could smell his aftershave.

“Anything else?” Andrew said. He lifted his arm and looked at the expensive watch on his forearm. I got the feeling that he wasn’t even looking at me as I was now, and I felt a rush of anger.

How could he ignore me now? At least when I was just your average nerdy guy, it made sense. But now, I had been programmed to be a bimbo… Could I catch his attention?

I leaned forwards, making sure to show off my deep cleavage.

“No, only that… Well… She said that you’re hoping to market it later on. And… she said that you used to be really different too. How were you different, sir?”

I saw Andrew’s face go through a fairly concealed emotion of rage. His nostrils flared, and that gave it away.

Apparently, I was more observant as a woman than I had been as a man.

“That’s fine,” He said to me. “Chris, why won’t you follow me to my office? I’d like to finish up your follow-up visit myself before this first experiment ends.”

He stood up abruptly and shoved his chair into the table. I stood up in a hurry, teetering on my slight high heels as much as I could to keep up with him as he turned the door into the hallway, and the door swung shut behind us with a loud, clanking noise.




Chapter 13

As I walked down the hallways I noticed that everyone was staring at me. It was strange. It felt like I was being spied upon, with the way that people’s eyes would glance over me, then stop, and do a double take.

Was it my hair? I lifted a hand to my head to pat my blonde locks, long and shiny. Was it my big breasts? I lifted my hands to grope them, before I realized that that had drawn even more attention to myself.

We were in an office, for god’s sake!

Andrew seemed to notice and he frowned at me when I lifted up my big tits for everyone to see. He walked faster, his leather shoes clacking on the floor, and I was still struggling to catch up.

I could see men in their offices craning their heads to get a better look at my tight ass in my short, short skirt, and my bare exposed toned legs.

I felt hot again, almost like I was embarrassed, except for the fact that it felt overwhelmingly good.

It felt like I had done something right. To attract all this attention, I mean, and yet I had done basically nothing at all. I knew that logically, but I just felt so damn accomplished.

I had all the men staring at my hot body, lusting after me, and all the women staring at me with surprise and thinly veiled jealousy. Except for a couple, most of them in the Experimental division just like me.

We passed by Lana’s office and she smiled and gave me the thumbs up as I ogled her tight breasts once again. She was so attractive, I felt like my eyes couldn’t leave her form.

And then there was Andrew Stevenson. My boss. My new boss. Striding down the hallway, people’s eyes were averted from him. Maybe they knew better than I did what he was like in a rage.

Or maybe they just couldn’t tell, and it was something that only I knew. He ran into someone he knew in the hallway, and they had a cordial chat before Andrew excused himself. Only coming off a little bit curt, with plausible deniability.

“Hey,” The man said. “Is this your new secretary?” His eyes wandered up my body, landing on my massive breasts that I knew were about to pop free from my buttoned up shirt, borrowed from Lana, way too small.

Andrew said, “I wish.”

“What’s your name?” The man said, clearly angling to get a date with the hot blonde bimbo he thought was new at the company.

I’d seen him in the men’s restroom before… Charlie? Casey? I couldn’t remember. I felt the satisfaction of him not knowing who I was, but still wanting to fuck me deeply all the same.

I grinned. “I’m Chris--” I started.

“Christina,” Andrew said. “We must be going.”

And he pulled me down the hallways into his office, pulling the blinds down.

“Now I want you to tell me everything you remember from the experiment yesterday,” He said to me gruffly.

What did I remember…

Good question.

There had been lights. And a lack of light, blackness.

Computer monitors. Green text, programming code that I didn’t understand, and yet I did.

I told Andrew about everything I remembered. It wasn’t much, altogether, to be honest. But he seemed to be intrigued by it all and settled down a little bit as he continued to look at me.

“Tell me your name again,” He said to me.

“Chris,” I said plainly. “I guess it can be a guy’s name or a girl’s name, right?” I laughed a little bit, awkwardly, but Andrew didn’t pick it up.

I was sitting so close to him now that I could have reached out to touch his muscled body if I wanted to. Or rub his shoulder. Or even kiss him…

I shook my head. The urges were getting stronger and stronger, to touch Andrew the way that Lana had touched me…

But that didn’t make any sense. Even though I was in a bimbo’s body, I was still a man, right?

“What do you remember about the code? Think very carefully.”

I scrunched my face up cutely, leaning forward and pushing my breasts together carefully to make them stand out even more. I felt like a little slut when I did this, but I just couldn’t help it.

My new body had instincts that I didn’t understand.

“I don’t know.”

Andrew said, “You need to do better than that. Will you be less distracted if you suck my cock? You haven’t been able to stop staring at it like a naughty slut ever since I walked into that room with you and Lana.”

My jaw dropped.

Did my boss just ask me if I wanted to suck his cock?




Chapter 14

Although my conscious mind started to make me stutter out loud, Andrew just held up one hand.

“I know what you want,” He said authoritatively. “You want to try out your new bimbo body. You’ve had a turn at Lana’s, and now you want to see how a real man feels. I can make you feel like a woman. And I’m telling you that all you need to do, Christina, is get on your knees right now and suck my cock.”

Before I could even think to say anything my body was already moving. Acting on my own primal internal instinct that I was too ashamed to say out loud.

The urge to suck a man’s cock for the very first time.

My breasts heaved and my ass jiggled when Andrew swatted it with his hand as I knelt down.

“Unzip me.”

I did that and sucked in a huge breath when I saw the large, massive bulge beneath his boxers.

It sprang forth and almost hit me in the face, wiping my face of the expertly applied makeup that Lana had taken to song to put on me.

It was so massively huge. It was long but also thick, like a hard, flesh log of a rod.

That was meant to go inside my mouth?

“Take off that blouse.” Andrew growled, “It’s too small for you anyways, you little slut. You cannot come to work dressed like that. You need to represent our department, and not like a slutty hooker who would blow someone on the street for a twenty dollar bill.”

I could feel an erotic twinge in my pussy every second that he kept speaking and scolding me like this. Who knew that I had such a secret submissive side? I certainly didn’t.

But I couldn’t deny what I wanted any longer.

I stripped off my tight white borrowed blouse, and Andrew said, “That’s more like it. Now the bra too.”

I felt a rush of emotion, almost like a panic whirring through my mind.

This was the first time that a man would see my bare breasts.

Is this what college girls felt like when they met their first boyfriends?

I pulled off my black bra and my big breasts came tumbling loose, like two large, bigger than a grapefruit sized squishy orbs.

They felt heavy on my chest. Erotic and full. I could feel Andrew getting impatient, his big cock twitching in my face, and I opened my mouth.

As he pushed my blonde head down to his cock, I stuck out my tongue and licked him.

Tasting a man’s cock for the very first time.

“Suck it,” said Andrew. “Open that mouth even wider, do it now.”

I obeyed him like he was the commander of my universe. My mouth felt dry at first but then the saliva started to come in, I was literally salivating for cock.

I was a totally new person. Who cared if I acted like a slutty bitch now, right? That was what I was going to tell myself. 
 

“You like that, don’t you,” Andrew said. “Yeah, get all of that cock taste into your mouth… You’re going to get addicted, I just know it. A bimbo as pretty as you is meant to be on her knees, oh fuck!”

I had deepthroated him for the first time. Somehow I just gagged and leaned into the feeling of this thick cockhead scratching the back of my throat and it was glorious.

I felt so alive, so hot. I knew that I was more attractive as a woman than a man, and for however long this was going to last I knew now, that having felt a cock inside my mouth for the first time, I wanted to take advantage of it.

I slurped up the spit and pulled off his cock.

“Is that how you like your cock sucked, boss?” I said impudently. My voice was hoarse from the cocksucking I’d done with my pretty dick-sucking lips, thick and pink from the lipstick.

Andrew’s face lightened, a sign that he was pleased.

“Not exactly,” He growled. “Let me show you exactly how I want it, Christina… Open that mouth again.”

The new name tingled throughout my bimbo body as he started to push his cock even further down my throat.




Chapter 15

I was in heaven now. My lips were tingling as if my boss’s precum had magical powers to turn me on and make me more aroused than ever before in my life.

His cock had been pounding down my throat for twenty minutes and I knew that he was going to blow soon.

As hot as he was, and as stoic as he had maintained his facial expression, I had seen a few cracks. His thrusts into my bimbo throat were getting faster. He was groaning just a little more, and his cock was swelling.

A true sign that only a guy would know means that he’s about to cum, imminently.

Sure enough, I felt my big breasts being harshly groped by Andrew’s large hands, and his cock started to spurt in my mouth.

Down my throat, for the sake of true accuracy.

I almost started to gag. The taste was salty and bitter and hot. Just picturing it flowing down my female throat was a disgustingly hot image in my mind.

That warm white creamy semen trickling down the back of my wet, tight female throat, just like a pussy being impregnated…

I had to touch my pussy, I had to do it right now or I was going to explode. I knew it.

I ripped my skirt down my legs while Andrew finished unloading in my mouth and started to frantically rub my hot pussy. I didn’t know what to do so I went with my new feminine instincts once again, pushing my hand into my panties and just flicking the little nub of my clit and pushing my fingers inside myself.

God. I was already so wet.

But that was all taken away from me when Andrew pulled his cock from my mouth and the semen stopped flowing into me. I was starting to like the taste, the salty-wet-hot-bleachy taste, and I was going to come soon myself, I knew it based on comparing how I felt now to how I’d felt earlier with Lana -- Oh god, just thinking of that was making me so horny I was going to explode.

But then Andrew pulled me up to my feet.

“Bend over,” He said. “If you’re going to tease your pussy like that you need to know how to do it properly. I see you’ve already stripped off the rest of your clothes like a good little slut, too.”

I had no choice in the matter. My mind was synced to my body now, and they were in total agreement. It was like lines of code had been written into my body, and now they were being executed. And I loved every single second of it.

I bent over his wooden executive desk that felt cold and refreshing on my bare skin. My bare, large breasts pressed against the table.

I knew what was coming. But that didn’t stop me from being surprised when in one fluid, full motion, I felt a large, thick rod being lined up at my entrance of my new wet pussy…

And my boss’s thick, hard cock was relentlessly rammed in.




Chapter 16

“Please, fuck my tight pussy even harder! Don’t stop, you’re so fucking huge, oh my god! Keep fucking me, fuck my tight new cunt like the little slut that I am, boss!”

I could barely recognize the voice coming out of my mouth as my own.

In one way that was totally fair. Because yesterday, I’d had a male voice to go along with my male body, and today, my voice was a high, crystalline sound, seductive and pleasant, and my body was curvy, slutty, and deliciously female.

“Fuck yeah, take my fat cock, you whore! Take your boss’s cock while I pound that pussy. I own you now!”

Andrew whispered loudly into my ear while he pounded me from behind in his office, grabbing onto my big, jiggling breasts with both hands.

I was almost delirious with pleasure. I never wanted it to end, but I knew that he’d been fucking me for almost half an hour now, and my beaten up pussy was ready to receive my very first load… Or my tits, or my pretty bimbo face, whatever my boss wanted.

I was just his programmed toy for him to use.

Everything that I did, it was all to fulfill the pleasure of my new body.

“Want to know something about your new body?” Andrew said to me.

“Unnnnnnnnnngh, yes, please, just keep fucking me,” I moaned out, so out of it with pleasure, out of my mind that I barely heard him now.

My pussy was like an endless tunnel of erotic sensation. My boss’s fat thick cock was pounding me hard, pushing me to my limits as I held onto his desk with both hands for dear life.

He didn’t even have to touch me anywhere other than with his cock in my pussy, I had already orgasmed hard, once on his cock.

He clenched my boobs so hard I thought it might leave marks. I could not believe this was what it was like to have sex as a woman, with another man. It was delirious, pleasure inducing, like the peak of human ecstasy. I was enjoying it so much I thought I might not even survive the experience. I loved it!

“If you let me come inside you…” Andrew said. “You’ll never change back. Is that what you want? Or do you want my--cum--” He pounded me harshly on those thrusts. “On your face or on your tits? You choose - it’s all up to you.”

I could barely think, so I just went with what my gut feeling told me as my new boss pounded my slutty little pussy.

“Come in meeeeee,” I whined. “Please, please come in me, it tasted so good when it went down my throat, I need to feel it in my pussy, I don’t care what else happens! Please give it to me right now, I’m a naughty slut and I need cock and cum right now!”

Andrew’s breathing picked up. “I knew you would make the right choice. I knew you were perfect. Now get ready, I’m cumming you right now, Christina!”

Hearing that name while Andrew came inside me spurred me onto another orgasm, bigger and longer. The waves of pleasure crested over me. I felt cum spurting into my pussy.

It was so funny, the feeling of being blasted with semen in my womb. I melted into it, my entire body relaxing as I felt myself getting bred.

Just like I deserved, as a hot new bimbo for my alpha boss.

I stayed in that position while we both came at the same time, seizing our pleasure greedily.

I was bent over like a bitch for breeding, and my boss had just cum in my pussy.

“Did you mean that?” I said softly. “I’ll stay as a woman, like this, forever?”

Andrew opened his mouth, and the space between my question and his answer seemed like an eternity.




Epilogue

One month later

“Did you see the new hire in Mechanics?” Lana said to me with a wink as she passed me walking down the hallway. “I think he’d be a great candidate, don’t you?”

I just smiled at her mysteriously and let her think what she would of my reaction. I had a meeting to get to, and I was running late!

It wasn’t my fault necessarily. I mean, I had just been meeting with my boss, Andrew, so it was definitely his fault that I was running late.

Okay, so it was me that had suggested that he fuck me facing the window of the new office, while my bare breasts pressed up against the window and the horny construction men leered at me, but I couldn’t help it.

Dating my boss had a few perks that came with the job, let’s just say.

Yes, that’s right: I had decided to lean into the effects of the experiment, and I was proud that my breasts had gone up by another cup size after further sessions with the team! Not only that, I was officially seeing my boss, Andrew…

As well as my new casual girlfriend, Lana…

It was complicated, but I was totally making it work.

I high-fived one of my co-workers as I walked into the meeting room.

I stood sturdily on a pair of hot but work appropriate black high heels that Andrew had picked out for me.

I was learning to walk better in them, and it was improving every day. I was wearing a nice navy blue blazer and matching skirt, but I was still myself, don’t worry. My big, heavy breasts couldn’t be hidden, and my silky white top was barely-there, wispy and showing off the entire shape of my large, juicy tits.

The crowd of people welcomed me in with applause.

“Could you please pull up my PowerPoint, Lana?” I asked crisply.

Women had to be stronger with their words in order to be taken half as seriously, but again - I was learning.

My pussy tingled with a little bit of arousal from the mild stress I was experiencing, but I took a deep breath and calmed myself.

“Thank you all for coming today. I’m applying to move from test subject to tester, and my presentation will cover the potential improvements we can make to one of our key systems.”

I cleared my throat and stuck out my chest and ass a little more, arching my back. It couldn’t hurt to continue showing off my feminine charms. My hair was in a blonde ponytail that bobbed up and down attractively as I nodded, and I had on a pair of black-rimmed glasses for the full effect.

Yeah. I had this down pat.

I smiled and began.

“I’m glad to be here today, standing in front of you as Christina, and I’m glad to see you all here today, too.”

“Welcome to my presentation on Hypnotic Programming: The Expansion.” 
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