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		Chapter 1

		 

		“V incent,” Carla said, greeting me. “Thanks for coming in on your day off.”

		I wasn’t thrilled with being called in on one of the few days I got off. I already worked six days per week as a lab assistant at Thatcher Labs. This was one of the rare paid holidays I got. Not that I could say no to Carla. She was the sexy scientist of Thatcher Labs. She had partnered with Richard on a genetics project I couldn’t get my head around. Luckily, I didn’t need to understand the science to perform my part, which mostly consisted of replicating DNA and RNA for their experiments.

		“What do you need?” I asked. I was completely in the dark about why they had called me in.

		“Why don’t you have a seat,” Carla said, motioning toward a table and chairs in the corner of the lab. It was used for staff meetings. “I’ll call Richard to let him know that you’re here.”

		And so I waited, completely confused about what was going on. I presumed I wasn’t getting fired. I doubted they would call me in on my day off for that. And I expected to hear from HR if that was the case. I doubted I would get fired by Carla or Richard, let alone both of them, unless it was in the heat of the moment. And as far as I knew, I had been a good employee, always doing what was asked of me.

		“Hi, Vincent,” came Richard’s booming voice. “Thanks for coming in.”

		I looked up to see Richard’s large frame enter the lab. He was a big man with wide shoulders and muscular arms. When he wasn’t working in the lab, he was lifting weights. Apparently he had actually competed in a few bodybuilding competitions, but that was from before my time working at the lab. I had only heard it mentioned about him. Either way, he was not a man I would want to cross. He could have pummeled me with ease.

		“Um, no problem,” I said. Carla and Richard joined me at the table. To say I was nervous would have been an understatement. I hated confrontation and this situation seemed ripe for it.

		“Let’s get right down to it,” Carla said. She was always very goal driven and was a model of efficiency. That meant she was a bit of a micromanager, but the requests she made of the lab staff were generally good. “Our research here is ready for the next phase. We’ve done our work with animals so far, but the next phase won’t get approved by the board until we can demonstrate our procedures and techniques work in humans too.”

		“Isn’t that unethical?” I asked. While I was unaware of exactly what it was we were doing, I understood the various phases of experimentation. “Don’t we need some sort of approval for human trials?”

		“Yes and no,” Richard said. “We’re stuck in a bit of a catch-22. We can’t get approval to move forward until we show human trials would be successful, but we’re technically not allowed to test on people until we get approval.”

		“We need one person to volunteer,” Carla said. “We need one person, familiar with the science, to undergo our procedure.”

		“And you want me to be that person?” I asked. I might not understand the high level science Carla and Richard were performing, but I wasn’t an idiot. I could read the room. There was no other good reason to call me into work on my day off.

		“Exactly,” Richard said. “We think you’d be perfect for the project.”

		“But why?” I asked. “Why me?”

		“How much do you know about the research?” Carla asked.

		“Not much,” I answered. “I know what I need to do, but I’ll be honest that the whole gene editing or whatever you’re doing is a bit beyond me.”

		Carla and Richard both nodded their heads. They understood where I was coming from.

		“We’re doing a bit more than gene editing,” Richard said. “We’re making massive changes to DNA. Specifically, we are looking at ways to make sex changes using chromosomes. In humans, that would look like replacing your Y chromosome with an X chromosome.”

		“So you’re asking me to allow you to turn me into a girl?”

		“A woman,” Carla corrected me. “Look, we’ve done some digging into you. You’re a bit of a loner. You live alone and don’t have a social life to speak of. You’re active in online video games, but that’s about it outside of socializing at work. And to be honest, you are already a bit androgynous. If you grew your hair out and changed how you dressed slightly, you would already pass as a woman. Just think how many people this could help. You would be at the forefront of new techniques to help trans people make the transition to their proper genders.”

		“But—“

		“We’re asking you to keep all of this in house,” Richard interrupted, already knowing where I was going with things. “If we had a trans person as part of the team, we would approach them first. We don’t. You’re our next best candidate.”

		It made sense. I understood why they were asking me. I had always been the runt growing up. I was small and never really developed the more masculine features that my father and older brothers had. Hell, even my sisters were more masculine than me. I came from a big family and had always been the baby. But I had mostly left them behind me, wanting to set my own path after a less than pleasant upbringing. No matter what I did, I could never please my parents. They always wanted something else from me. My dad wanted me to be a sports star, but I didn’t have the athleticism or size for that. My mom wanted me to be an actor, but I didn’t have the social skills or self awareness to be someone else.

		Actually, my dad assumed I was gay until I asked a girl out to prom. She turned me down, but at least he knew the truth about me. In some ways, being gay would have been easier in my family. Not that life in general would have been easier. It would have been harder. But my life growing up wasn’t fun. There was so much I wished had never happened.

		However, none of that was important. My past didn’t matter. Only my future did. And the question was, could I go through with this. Could I allow Carla and Richard to swap out my Y chromosome, the chromosome that made me a man, and replace it with an X chromosome. Regardless of what happened to me, assuming all went to plan, genetically, I would be a woman.

		“What happened in the animal trials?” I asked. “If I am going through with this, I want to know what I could be looking at happening to me.”

		“That’s fair,” Carla said. “There were generally two results. The first was nothing happened. The chromosomal replacement occurred, but there were no outward indications that anything was different. Even the animals’ hormones remained the same.”

		“And in the other?”

		This time Richard spoke up. “There were some hormonal and small physical changes. Basically, the male animals in this second result did begin to show some female characteristics, especially hormonally. But over all, there really wasn’t that much of a change.”

		“So it’s possible that nothing will change for me?”

		“That’s correct,” Carla answered. “We just need to show that this procedure is safe for humans. Admittedly, you’d be a bit of a guinea pig for us, but I assure you, that your position here at the lab is safe no matter what you choose. And if you decide to go through with this, we will make sure you are taken care of, whether that means continued employment or paying for any medical bills you might accrue.”

		I pushed my seat back from the table and crossed my arms across my chest. I needed to think about this. What Carla and Richard were asking of me was heavy stuff. They were asking me to potentially change my gender, to transition from a man into a woman. Obviously people did this all the time, but in this case, I was being asked to do this despite the fact I didn’t identify as a woman or anything other than a man. I was putting my life, my future, into the hands of my bosses. This was definitely extracurricular. It went beyond the scope of my normal employment. There was no way I could make this decision sitting at the table.

		“Oh, I almost forgot,” Richard said. “Participation means you will continue to get paid, but you won’t have to work if you don’t want to. Also, you’ll get a $10,000 bonus. Just in case that helps you decide anything.”

		I wanted to swear. The money was a huge incentive. I had some credit card debt I had racked up that was close to hanging around my neck. My cards were maxed out. It wasn’t a lot of money, but I didn’t make much money as it was. And if they continued to pay me, even without actually working, I could possibly pick up some income on a side project. I didn’t know what I wanted to do yet, but this might have finally been what I needed to get some financial independence.

		“Can I think about it?” I asked.

		“Of course,” Carla said.

		“But we need an answer tomorrow,” Richard added. “Take the day off tomorrow. You’ll get paid. As far as we’re concerned, you thinking about this will mean you’re working. Just let us know your decision by the end of the day.”

		“I can do that,” I said.

		“Great,” Carla said, standing up. “We look forward to hearing from you.”

		I stood up, as did Richard. I shook both their hands. Then I left. I had a lot of thinking to do.
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		I left the lab and decided to go for a walk to consider my options. The day was a bit chilly with a threat of rain. No surprise for spring. I just put my hands in my jacket pockets and started walking, not even really caring where I ended up.

		Of course, it was no surprise when I found myself walking along the waterfront. The city gently sloped downward toward the river. Luckily, with the heavy clouds in the near distance, most of the people who would usually be out and about along the river, walkers, runners, cyclists, skateboarders, and everyone else, had largely stayed away. There were just a few other people about, but I managed to ignore them. They didn’t intrude upon my deep thoughts.

		Deciding what I was going to do was harder than I wanted to admit. It should have been easy to simply say no. If I was confident in my life, established in my career and social life, that would have been my answer. But I wasn’t. Life for me was mostly just surviving. I had a low paying job that forced me to work long hours. I lived in a shitty apartment. I couldn’t even afford a car. And even with all that, I was still pretty much over my head in debt. Going through with the experiment would definitely help me. And, to top it off, it wasn’t taking much away from my life as I knew it.

		Yes, I had always been male. And if the animal trial results were indicative of what I would experience, then not a whole lot would change. At most, I would become a little more androgynous than I already was. Overall, that didn’t seem too bad.

		But the hormonal changes scared me. I wasn’t concerned about the actual effects they would have on me. I was more concerned about whether the hormonal changes would mean I was still me. Would I still think and behave the same way? Would I react to people and situations in the same way I did now? I remembered going through puberty and the great swell of anger inside of me when I got a big jolt of testosterone. It wasn’t fun, even though I managed to control it. I never lashed out, at least knowingly. I’m sure some people might have seen it differently, but I always thought I projected a calm and mild-mannered persona.

		But a change in hormones would make things interesting. That I couldn’t deny. Who knew? It might actually be fun, going through a kind of second puberty, but from a wiser and more intelligent vantage point. There were positives to going through with it. There was the money, obviously, which would help me a lot. But there was the pure science of it too. If it worked, I could say I was the first person to undergo a genetic gender transition. That was a pretty big feather in my cap. I might make the history books. That is, of course, assuming it all went off without a hitch. I knew better than that.

		I stopped along the seawall and leaned against the fence. I looked down into the dark swirling waters. The river was running high and fast, a combination of melting snow and recent heavy rain. This was not a day I would want to go tumbling into the cold water. I would probably be half a mile downstream before anyone managed to successfully call for help. At least I could swim, but I wasn’t very good at it.

		As I looked down, I tried to put my life into perspective. The sad truth of it was I felt a bit like a failure. Sure, I had a steady job that helped the real scientists in Carla and Richard investigate genetics and biology, advancing human knowledge and technology, but I was just a little cog in a giant apparatus. I was completely replaceable. I meant very little in the grand scheme of things. I was a disappointment, to me, to my family, to almost everyone I knew. No matter what I did, I always fell short of the standard, no matter who set it.

		I had been dealing with these feelings for a long time, but it was only in the last few months that I had identified what my issues were. I had only just begun to name them and face them. The saddest part was there was no easy answer. There was no magic cure for my malaise.

		However, I honestly believed that sometimes radical change is needed to fix things. My life as I knew it wasn’t working out how I wanted it to. That meant I either needed to change my goals and my perceptions of the progress I made, redefining what I wanted in life, or I needed to push myself out of my comfort zone and make a change where I could not predict the outcome. The offer to take part in the experiment definitely counted toward the latter. And that was what made the whole idea intriguing.

		Eventually I continued on toward home. Just as I was a block away from my apartment building, the skies opened up and a torrential downpour began. I just shrugged it off, knowing I would get soaked no matter what I did. Running in the rain would get me just as wet.

		Once inside, and out of the rain, I left a trail of dripping water behind me. I stopped at my mailbox, but it was empty, unsurprisingly. I rarely got mail, except for when bills were due. Then I shuffled toward the elevator to make the trip up to my floor.

		I sank back against my apartment door as soon as I closed it behind me. I was home. Not that home was all that special. Whoever lived here before me drank a lot of beer, probably hosting parties every weekend. I could sense that years of spilt beer had been absorbed by the hardwood floors. I generally didn’t walk around my apartment barefoot because of that. But it also meant I didn’t care if I dripped water everywhere. It wasn’t like a little water on the floor would make anything worse. It might even make it better.

		I shivered as my wet clothes sent a chill through me. With a sigh, I walked the few steps to the bathroom, so I could strip naked and hang my clothes up to dry. Usually I didn’t spend much time looking in the mirror, but this time, with all that was on my mind, I stopped and examined my reflection. Other than a few stray hairs on my chest, I could have pulled off a feminine appearance if I really wanted to. I wouldn’t look any better as a woman than as a man, however. But I could do it.

		As I moped around my apartment for the rest of the day, I found myself coming to a single conclusion. “Why not?” The truth was, I couldn’t think of a good reason not to throw my hat into the ring and try out this new genetic resequencing technique. I didn’t really have anything to lose. My life sucked as it was and I felt like I was stuck in a rut under a mountain of growing debt. Anything had to be better than my current situation.

		Therefore, as I sat in front of the tv watching reruns of whatever I could pick up on my digital rabbit ears, I sent off a text that would change my life forever. I agreed to undergo the procedure. I agreed to genetically turn myself into a woman.

		

	
		 

		Chapter 2

		 

		“W e need a DNA sample,” Carla explained the next day at work. Rather than have me continue my lab work, I met with Carla and Richard again as they walked me through the procedure and had me sign a bevy of papers, releasing them and Thatcher Labs from liability. If something went wrong, I couldn’t sue them for more than they had already agreed to give me, which I already thought was generous.

		“Okay, what kind?” I asked. I really had no idea what they needed from me. We had tons of DNA samples on file. I assumed they were already accounting for the DNA sample I had already provided. It was a contingency on working at the lab. I guess it had something to do with identifying possible sources of contamination when there were problems.

		“We think it’s best if you get a sample from your father,” Richard explained. “The genetic match is better. Plus, you would get the X chromosome you would have gotten from him if you were female from birth.”

		I nodded my head. That made sense. I could only imagine what it would be like to introduce wholly different DNA. Actually, I had no idea. I knew my job, but not the deep science behind it. I was as clueless as a lay person on the street.

		However, using a smile from my dad made for an interesting possibility. I had sisters. Would I end up like them? They generally seemed strong and athletic. They played sports in high school and I bet they could all still kick my ass if they wanted to. I could only hope that would change a little bit.

		But there was a problem. My dad and I didn’t get along. How was I going to get a DNA sample from him? I rarely saw him anymore. Once it was clear that I had disappointed him, I generally stayed away. I hadn’t even visited for holidays in recent years. I would need to get a DNA sample from him somehow.

		“Can you do that?” Carla asked. “If you can’t, we’ll need to think of an alternative. We might even have to drop you from the program.”

		I could feel the money slipping away from me. I could sense that I was about to be denied this opportunity and relegated to a wasted life.

		“I’ll get it,” I said. “I don’t know how, but I’ll get it.”

		“See, I told you he’d be motivated,” Richard said toward Carla. They talked back and forth, ignoring me. I didn’t mind. My mind was turning, trying to figure out how to best get what I needed. That was now my task.
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		I walked up the steps to my family home. Just the trek up the front walk brought back bad memories of shouting matches and getting teased by my older siblings. Everyone else in my family seemed to find some measure of success, whether that was through personal achievement on the athletic field or in the business world. I remained the runt of the litter, a mistake.

		My father had on more than one occasion told me that I had been unwanted. I had been a mistake, the result of a broken condom. That wasn’t how a young man wanted to go through life, knowing he was unwanted. Not that I was ever left physically wanting. My upbringing gave me everything I physically needed, but my psychological needs were simply ignored. It was a bit of a miracle I ended up as normal as I was.

		In general, I viewed myself as unwelcome in my father’s home. It had been a long time since I last stepped foot there and I was showing up, unannounced. I hadn’t actually figured out how to best get a DNA sample from him. There was a part of me that just wanted to straight up ask him for one, but I couldn’t come up with a good reason. I knew he would want to know why, even though I was certain he would refuse me. He never made my life easy.

		Knowing in advance that my father would not be helpful, it meant I would need to obtain his DNA through other means. It would not be given to me willingly. Unless…

		“What do you want?” my father said as he opened the front door. He left the screen closed, keeping a barrier between us.

		“Hi, Dad,” I said. “Long time, no see.”

		“What do you want?” This time it came out as almost a growl. It was no surprise that I was not wanted at his home.

		“I need something before I can be out of your life forever.”

		He hesitated for a moment, but then pushed open the screen door, allowing me entry. It was clear that he viewed one last moment together as worth never seeing me ever again. And to be honest, I was fine with that. Before needing his DNA, I never planned to see him anyway. This moment was actually a hiccup in my original plan, although it did give our relationship a finality.

		The house looked much the same as I remembered it. I was always amazed the whole family managed to fit in the small bungalow. All those brothers and sisters made it difficult to find time to be alone, or even to have a few square feet to call my own. Of course, all the kids were now out of the house. It was just my mom and dad now. Not that my mom had ever been very helpful. She deferred to my dad in almost everything. That meant she viewed me as the runt just as much as my dad did.

		I sat down on the couch, in the same spot I sat when I was a kid. Old habits die hard. And likewise, my father sat in the big recliner, his throne, so to speak.

		“What do you want?” he asked for a third time.

		“There’s this project I’m doing at work,” I started to explain. “I work in genetics, remember.” I doubted he did. “For the project I need a sample of your DNA. It’s a comparison experiment between mine and yours.” That was a lie, but he didn’t need to know that. “Basically, me completing this project will mean a promotion at work and I’ll be making enough money where you won’t ever have to see me again.”

		I could tell he didn’t want to give me a sample. The truth was, my father had never wanted to do anything for me. He would have given me up for adoption if he could have gotten away with it. Maybe that would have been better in the end. But I probably wouldn’t be where I was now without his less than stellar guidance. As much as my childhood had been one big pain after another and my current situation was little better, I wouldn’t give it up. I wouldn’t be me otherwise.

		However, as much as it pained my father to help me, he saw the logic in my request. I had made sure to emphasize that his help would give me what I needed to be out of his hair forever.

		“No,” he suddenly said.

		I was surprised at his response. I really thought he would go for it. Then again, I shouldn’t have been surprised. This was who my dad was. He never wanted to lift a finger to help me. He despised me with all of his being. And to be honest, the feelings had become mutual. There was no love between us. That had been stamped out of me long ago. And I know he never showed me any love in his life, even when I was an infant. I couldn’t understand it, but I was past trying to understand. I simply had to deal with it.

		I swallowed hard, my mind racing to figure out what I could do next. I needed the sample. I just needed to go back to my original plan, which was to steal it. I needed to get a DNA sample somehow.

		“You’re really going to be like that?” I asked, trying to stall for time.

		“Yes,” he said plainly. This wasn’t a joke to him. This was just plain malice. I wanted nothing more than to stand up and wrap my hands around his neck. After years of neglect and near abuse, I was at my tipping point with him.

		“Fine,” I shot back. “Can I at least use the bathroom before I go?”

		I could see that he wanted to say no to even that request. And I’m sure he would have if I had remained on the porch. But I was not a guest in his home and even through his dislike for me, he still understood the basic rules about guests in his home.

		Finally he nodded his head, motioning over his shoulder with his head. I could only hope he hadn’t cleaned recently.

		“Thanks,” I said as I pushed myself to my feet. I quickly disappeared deeper into the house. I knew where I was going. I could only hope there would be something I could use.

		As soon as I was in the bathroom, I quickly scanned the room, looking for anything I could use. Despite there being a master bathroom upstairs, my father had always used this one when getting ready for work. This wouldn’t have worked if that were not true. And despite him having a whole slew of now adult children, he still worked regularly.

		“There we go,” I said as I spotted his comb. And just as I had hoped, there were several stray hairs, with intact hair follicles, clinging to the comb. I quickly pulled out a plastic bag from my pocket. I had come prepared for nearly any eventuality. I didn’t just take one, I took every hair I could find on the comb, making sure they were his and not my mother’s hair. Luckily, she had a different color, an almost red color, and much longer hair. It was obvious which was which.

		After finishing my collecting, I quickly flushed the toilet and then washed my hands. There was no way I was going to give my father any hint about what I was doing. He never needed to know that I had stolen hair samples to collect his DNA. After his refusal, I was sure he would be completely furious with me.

		“Bye, Dad,” I called out as I hurried out of the house. I didn’t wait for him to respond or to show me out. He probably preferred it that way.

		As soon as I was outside, I breathed with a sigh of relief. I had done it. Now I could only hope my collection of hair would be enough for what Carla and Richard needed.
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		I drove straight to the lab from my father’s house. There was no way I could wait. I needed to know if I had gotten enough for the team to extract the DNA from. I kept worrying that I had not collected enough.

		It was a bit weird how invested in this project I had become. I had no idea I could so easily be motivated by money. The idea of continuing to earn my salary, even as my work duties might be decreased or eliminated entirely, was a nice prospect. The $10,000 was another nice addition. I could already imagine how I might spend the money. My credit card debt was top of my list, of course, but it really wasn’t that much. The rest, well, I didn’t know what I would do with the remaining balance. Some of it would go to taxes, I assumed, but I wasn’t sure how any of that all worked.

		As soon as I was back at Thatcher Labs, I ran up the stairs to find Carla. She was the one who could tell me if I got enough. For all my knowledge in DNA and RNA replication techniques, I still was a novice when it came to the rest of the process.

		“This is perfect,” Carla said as soon as I showed her the plastic bag with my father’s hair sample in it. “You got these ethically, didn’t you?”

		“Um, yeah,” I said, not wanting to tell the truth. I had stolen them. But given the unreasonableness of my father, I felt justified in my actions. But I didn’t want to dwell on my actions. I wanted to know what the next steps were. “How long until the process is ready?”

		“By the end of the week if all goes well,” Carla answered.

		I really didn’t understand why I was so excited. The truth was, I was completely altering my future, putting myself in a position where I might become a genetic freak, and not in a superhero kind of way, but with the possibility I might never want to show my face in public again. I had heard rumors about women who had used so many steroids and other performance enhancing drugs for sports performance that they had essentially become men in the process and ended up making the transition to being male after their sports careers were over. However, I was looking at it going in the other direction.

		I guess it was a nervous excitement. That was the best way to explain it. I was excited for something new, something that could break me out of the rut I found myself in, something that could potentially stop me from viewing myself as a runt. That was the opportunity in all of this. But I was also choosing to ignore all the stuff that could go wrong. Altering my genetic code as an adult could be fraught with danger. It could also do almost nothing. It was impossible to know for sure. Yes, the previous tests were promising, but there were no guarantees. There never were in scientific research. At least if something did go wrong, Carla and Richard would learn from it and their future tests would be better. That was what science was all about: trial and error.

		“You look a bit pale,” Carla said. “Why don’t you take the rest of the week off. You’ll still be paid, of course. No worries there. I’ll call you when we’re ready for you to come in for the procedure.”

		“Yeah, okay,” I said. “I can do that.”

		“I’ll see you Friday, hopefully.”

		

	
		 

		Chapter 3

		 

		Everything happened as scheduled. Carla called me Thursday night to tell me they would be ready for me Friday morning. They were going to keep me in the lab for the rest of the day to monitor my condition, but they expected I would be able to go home Friday night, just as if I had spent the day working.

		And so just like that, I showed up Friday morning not entirely sure what to expect. During my days off, I managed to mostly keep my mind off what was to come. I spent a lot of time on the couch, watching movies. It was hard though. I had to find the right balance of movie that could be enjoyed without thinking too much, but was also stimulating enough to keep my attention. As it turned out, there really weren’t that many movies that perfectly fit the bill. I would start watching something and 15 minutes in and I was turning it off, either because I couldn’t pay it enough attention or it was too mindless and my mind would wander as I watched.

		I wasn’t sure what to expect when I arrived Friday morning. I had not been privy to the details of how the previous experiments had worked. A part of me had imagined there would be lasers and microchips and the like, but it ended up being so much simpler than that. All I had to do was take a nice long bath.

		Carla led me into a private room with a large tub in the middle. It was a lot like a bathroom in a home, except instead of a toilet and sink, there were computers and other equipment I didn’t recognize. Not to mention the concrete floor and cold gray walls gave the room an industrial or scientific laboratory feel. Then again, this was a laboratory.

		“You’ll need to strip down when I leave,” Carla explained. “You’ll have complete privacy while you’re in here. No worries about anyone walking in on you.”

		“How long am I supposed to stay in the bathtub?” I asked as I looked into the tub. The water appeared to have a slight greenish tint, but it was hard to tell as the surface was almost completely covered in bubbles. I hadn’t taken a bubble bath since I was a little kid.

		“A couple hours,” Carla answered. “I’ll be keeping track of the time for you. There is a microphone near the head of the tub. It’s sound activated, so all you’ll need to do is speak for me and Richard to hear you. One of us will be keeping tabs on you at all times via the computers here.” She waved her hand past the various computers. There were wires leading to the bathtub. There were sensors built in, clearly, but I could not see how it all worked. “All you have to do is say that you’re getting in the tub when you do and we’ll start the clock. Any other questions?”

		“I don’t think so,” I said, feeling overwhelmed by the whole thing. Not that it really mattered that much. I couldn’t have asked for an easier task. I certainly wasn’t about to complain that my life could get markedly better after taking a bath.

		“Oh, one last thing,” Carla said. “You don’t have to fully submerge yourself in the tub, but try to get as much of your body in as possible. The tub is long enough to accommodate your height, but it would probably be best to submerge everything but your face. Understood?”

		I nodded my understanding. I could already imagine me lying back in the tub, enjoying the warm sensations of the water and chemicals that were enveloping me. I hoped it would be as relaxing as I imagined it could be.

		“Great. I’ll see you in a bit.”

		Carla left the room. As soon as the door was shut, my gaze returned to the tub. There was a part of me that still couldn’t believe I was doing this. However, I had already gone to such great lengths, what with the visit home for a DNA sample, I didn’t want to turn back. Nonetheless, I knew this was a big step. This one bath could be life altering. But I couldn’t forget that this was for science. It was for the greater good.

		I stripped off my clothes, folding them and placing them in a corner of the room, out of the way in case there was an emergency and people needed to rush in to save me. Not that I expected that, but I didn’t want to die because I had left my clothes in a pile where someone would trip and fall while trying to rescue me.

		“I’m getting in the tub now,” I announced just before I lifted my leg and stepped forward. The water, if it was really water at all, felt denser than a normal bath as I lowered my foot. But it was warm and comforting, a few degrees warmer than my body temperature. I could only hope the temperature would stay like that throughout, because I would hate to have to spend an hour in rapidly cooling bathwater. That was never fun.

		“Acknowledged,” answered Richard’s voice through a set of speakers mounted on the wall.

		I sat down in the tub, finding myself perfectly comfortable. The temperature was perfect and there was plenty of room for me to stretch out. I then repositioned myself so I could lay back. It was a little weird feeling the liquid wet my hair. It was more than water, likely filled with the DNA compounds that would eventually rewrite my genetic code. That was assuming all went to plan. It was impossible to know for certain if it would. I could only cross my fingers with the knowledge that I was helping to prove that this procedure was ready for human trials.

		I let out a long sigh as my muscles relaxed. The warm liquid wrapped around me. I imagined I was wrapped up in a warm blanket in the middle of winter, snug as a bug. It was so easy to let my mind go blank and enjoy the simple contentment. I had forgotten how nice baths could be.

		“Vincent,” came Carla’s voice after who knew how long. After a certain point, time had lost all meaning. I simply enjoyed the moment, not worried about the future or even the past. It was all about the present.

		“I’m here,” I called back after a moment. I needed the time to fully return to myself.

		“You’ve been in the tub long enough,” she announced. “You can get out now. The process is complete. There should be a towel waiting for you at the foot of the tub.”

		I sat up and for the first time noticed the towel. I hadn’t even thought of that before. I briefly looked down to see the water rolling off my body. It looked far more like water than it did before. Miraculously, however, the bubbles from the bubble bath were still resting on the surface.

		“I see it,” I said. “Getting out of the tub now.”

		“Great,” Carla said through the speakers. “Once you’re dried off and dressed, you can come out.”

		As I climbed out of the tub and used the towel to dry off, I tried to decide if I felt any different. All I could think of was how I didn’t feel particularly hungry. It wasn’t uncommon for me to start getting hungry an hour before lunch. But when I pulled out my phone from my pants pocket, I saw that it was already lunchtime and I felt as if I had just eaten a light meal.

		“How do you feel?” Richard said, greeting me, as I stepped out of the tub room. I was fully dressed and felt calm and peaceful. I had a hard time imagining anything bothering me.

		“I feel good,” I answered. “I almost feel rejuvenated.”

		“I’m glad to hear it,” Carla said as she entered the room. “I’d like to keep you around for a few hours for observation, if that’s all right with you.”

		“Of course,” I said. “It wasn’t like I had anywhere else to be. And I certainly wanted to make sure that I was okay before I went home.

		“How hungry are you?” Richard asked. “The nutrients in the bath should be enough to sustain you for a few hours.”

		“I wouldn’t even know it was lunchtime,” I answered. “But it’s good to know I’m not missing anything. I would hate to have to stuff myself just because I didn’t feel hungry.”

		Carla nodded.

		“We don’t have any work for you to do today,” Richard said. “Let’s have you hang out in the lounge until you’re ready to go home.

		“Sure. Sounds good to me.”

		The lounge was just across the hall from our laboratory. Usually people ate lunch or took short breaks there. By the time I got there, most of the staff was finishing up their lunches and getting ready to head back to work for the rest of the day. I plopped myself down on the couch and pulled out my phone. There wasn’t much for me to do, but I could amuse myself easily enough for a few hours. As long as everything was normal, I would probably get to go home early.

		“We’re going to send you home now,” Carla explained. She had checked in on me several times over the course of the afternoon, but I felt nothing out of the ordinary. I felt like me. There was nothing unusual at all. “But I want you to call me if you feel any changes or if you have any worries or concerns. You can call at any time, day or night. And even if everything is fine, text me every few hours, even if it’s in the middle of the night. I want to hear from you.”

		“Okay, I can do that,” I said. And with that, I went home.
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		I made it home without issue. I even texted Carla to tell her so. She seemed appreciative of my communication. However, things soon got weird.

		It started with my voice. I had never thought much about my voice. Like most people, the sound of my own voice bothered me, since it sounded different in my head than it did when recorded. But this was something else entirely. My normal male sounding voice suddenly sounded higher to my ear. I even pulled out my phone and recorded myself speaking to be sure.

		“The rain in Spain stays mainly in the plain,” I spoke out loud, quoting the famous line from My Fair Lady. I had played a minor role in a production of the musical in high school. And I mean minor. I barely qualified to be included in the program, but I always remembered that line.

		I played the words back and was shocked at how feminine I sounded. Rather than sounding like one of the men in the play, I sounded like Eliza Dolittle. I couldn’t believe it. Part of me wanted to keep speaking so I could hear my voice more, but the stronger part of me clammed up, not wanting to speak at all. I wasn’t supposed to sound feminine. Despite the treatment I had just been given, I never expected such a drastic change.

		I immediately texted Carla, even sending her the recording of my voice as proof.

		“Are you feeling all right?” she texted back.

		“I’m just freaked out about my voice,” I responded. “Is this a bad sign?”

		“Nothing bad about it,” Carla texted. “That’s a new response, but nothing to worry about, I don’t think. Keep me apprised of anything else that changes, especially if you start feeling sick.”

		I wasn’t sure what to say to that. Carla had accepted this change and even said it was unexpected, but she only seemed to care as far as my direct health was concerned. She wanted to make sure I wasn’t going to die. That was it. Or at least that was how I felt, although I recognized that I was not in the most stable mental state. Not only was my body changing in strange and unexpected ways, but I suffered from a disruption in my identity.

		Technically, that should have been expected. I didn’t really know what to expect when I agreed to the trial. But the changes in the previous animal studies seemed far less severe. Neither Carla nor Richard admitted to any change in vocalizations. Then again, I wasn’t sure if there was much of a difference between the males and females in the species in the previous studies.

		I did everything I could to calm down. I mostly kept my mouth shut as I sat down in front of the television and tried to pass the time. However, even as the stories played out on the screen, I could not completely keep my mind off my body, trying to figure out what might be happening to me.

		However, the rest of the night seemed to pass without issue. Other than the higher pitch and smoothness of my voice, I felt completely normal without any other indications that I had spent my morning with a trial drug that could alter my DNA slowly pumping into my veins. Eventually I even managed to crawl into bed and fall asleep. My first day was complete.
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		I woke up Saturday morning hot and horny. My brow was covered in sweat as my cock was as hard as I could ever remember it being. Without even really thinking about it, I pushed the covers off of me and padded toward the bathroom. I sat myself down on the toilet and let my right hand wrap around my morning wood. I started stroking, just enjoying the pleasure that flowed through my cock.

		Slowly, the fog of sleep started to clear from my mind. I continued to masturbate, but with no concrete fantasy coming to mind. Instead I just enjoyed the sensations my body produced. But as I got closer and closer to my climax, I started to notice there was something different about this occasion.

		“My cock is smaller,” I suddenly cried out, my voice reaching an even higher pitch than it had the night before.

		And my cock was smaller. I had never been particularly well endowed before, but that just meant I didn’t have much I felt comfortable losing. It would have been one thing to lose an inch off a foot-long cock. But losing an inch when I was half that size to start with was concerning.

		But a smaller cock was not going to stop me from what I was doing. I needed to cum. I needed to climax. I needed to unload my balls, even as they felt abnormally tight.

		I kept going, even trying to conjure up a few of my go-to fantasies to try and push me along. Only none of them seemed to do anything for me. It was easier to keep my mind blank rather than try and think of sexy women.

		There was a part of me that worried over my difficulty in fantasizing, but I pushed those aside, focusing on the task at hand. I took a deep breath and tilted my head back as I continued to stroke my cock. I focused on how good it felt. I focused on the pleasure that built up inside of me. I had never felt this good before. The pleasure was wonderful, wrapping me up in a warm blanket as it tickled my insides. I certainly wasn’t complaining about that part.

		And then it hit me. My cock exploded in my hand. I felt unprepared for my climax. I managed to point my cock down so that I came into the toilet, but rather than just a simple pleasure bomb going off in and around my cock, this felt far more encompassing, like waves of pleasure were shooting through my body. I didn’t know what it meant, but I knew I liked it. An orgasm had never felt so good.

		“I don’t know how to say this,” I texted Carla after I had cleaned up from my playtime. “I think my penis is smaller.”

		“Thanks for letting me know,” Carla responded almost immediately. “I wouldn’t worry about it. But keep texting me with anything else you notice. I’ll see you Monday at the lab.”

		I appreciated Carla responding so quickly, but her response didn’t provide me with a sense of calm. When I started this, I wasn’t really sure what was going to happen to me, but I felt the physical changes would be minimal at most. Already, my voice had risen and my cock had gotten smaller when fully erect. Luckily, as my cock deflated after the best orgasm of my life, I could see that its unaroused form was no different from normal. I had always been a grower. Now I just didn’t grow as much.

		After all of that, I started the rest of my day. I ate breakfast, I showered, and I cleaned up around my apartment. Those were normal ways to spend my weekend. And nothing particularly strange came of it. I was glad.

		

	
		 

		Chapter 4

		 

		By the time I returned to the lab on Monday, it was clear that I was changing more than expected. Top of the list was my height. I had grown suspicious waking up Sunday, feeling as if everything was just a little bit taller than I remembered it. However, that was difficult to prove. I didn’t have an easy way of measuring myself. And if I was shorter, my clothes did not really show it. Yes, my pants were a little baggier in the crotch than they used to be, but that was because my cock and balls had continued to shrink. There was more available space between my legs.

		Actually, I would have thought my shrinking cock would have been the scariest change for me. After all, a man’s cock was a kind of proof that he was male. With mine shrinking, my proof was shrinking with it. But as much as that should have concerned me, I felt oddly at peace about it. Then again, it probably helped that my orgasms felt better than ever. It was hard to argue against a shrinking cock when the pleasure from each and every orgasm seemed to light my whole body alight. And as my cock shrank, the pleasure increased in almost inverse proportion. How could I say no to that?

		But by the time Monday morning rolled around, it had become increasingly clear that my body was reshaping itself. Getting dressed for work forced me to roll up the bottom of my pants so that they didn’t bunch around my ankles. I also rolled up the sleeves of my shirt as they were now too long for me. I looked a little like I was a kid wearing my dad’s clothes. The only difference was I was still relatively normal sized for an adult, at least for a woman. I was definitely on the short side for men.

		And to make it even more obvious that I was now shorter, I had to adjust my seat in my car, as well as the mirrors, so that I could drive in a comfortable position and reach the pedals. I felt like I was driving a whole new car, even though it was the same piece of crap car I had been driving before. It just felt different. Everything looked and felt different.

		Even walking into the lab was different. It didn’t help that my shoes felt a little big on me. I wasn’t completely swimming in them, but it seemed I would need to buy new shoes soon. But the most obvious part about walking into the lab was seeing how I had to look up at more of the other researchers and technicians than I usually did. Luckily, I looked similar enough so that security didn’t hassle me on my way in. I scanned my badge and they looked at me, comparing my picture to the one that came up on their screen. They waved me through as usual, not noticing that I had lost several inches in height over the weekend.

		“Vincent,” Carla said from across the room. “You look well. Let’s go talk in the office.”

		Before I even had a chance to put my bag down, I was following her into the office. Richard was already there, perusing a pile of files and documents. I didn’t even pretend to know what he was looking at. Despite being a lab tech, there was so much that went on around me that I didn’t understand. That had always been the case.

		“Yes, you’re definitely shorter,” Richard said, looking up and giving me a quick look up and down. Even seated, he could sense my height change. Then again, the way my clothes hung off me helped make that more clear.

		“Don’t worry about it,” Carla said. “You’re experiencing the unknown. You’re the first human to have ever undergone the procedure. There are bound to be some unknowns.”

		“Thanks,” I said, my voice coming out soft and feminine.

		“Wow, you weren’t kidding about the voice,” Richard said. “We might need to have you do the phone system recordings with a voice like that.”

		My cheeks burned with embarrassment. Living alone, it was easy to go long periods without speaking. I had almost forgotten how my voice had changed. And, if anything, it seemed to have undergone additional changes since Friday night. I sounded like a woman. If someone saw me, they wouldn’t believe that the voice coming out of my mouth was mine, even with my shorter figure.

		“Richard, behave,” Carla said, scolding him. I had never seen them act like this before. It was a little strange. But I supposed people reacted very differently to people undergoing changes like mine. My only hope was I didn’t get stuck in some strange place where I wasn’t quite male and I wasn’t quite female. Unfortunately, that seemed the most likely outcome at the moment, at least with my luck in life. At least a guaranteed paycheck and a nice bonus would help me get everything squared away.

		“Any other changes to report?” Carla asked.

		“My penis keeps getting smaller,” I answered. “My balls too.”

		“Given everything else that has happened to you, that seems to be expected,” Carla said. Hearing her say that gave me some semblance of reassurance. “I don’t think there’s anything to worry about yet.”

		“I hope you’re right,” I said, wanting to believe her. At least I felt like I had her on my side. I was less sure about Richard. He had always left me feeling a little out of sorts, even before all this started. I had always felt more connected to Carla and I was glad that she was my main contact person throughout all of this.

		“We don’t have anything specific for you to do today,” Carla said. “As you know, your agreement to participate doesn’t require you to actually work. You’re welcome to continue your normal duties, but you’re also free to go home if you would prefer.”

		“I think I’ll stay, at least for today. I think I need something to keep me busy. There’s only so much I can do at home to keep my mind off the fact that my body is going through significant changes.”

		“Let us know if anything changes,” Carla said. “We’re here for you, the both of us.”

		“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll keep you in the loop with what’s going on.”

		And just like that, I left the office and sat down at my station, ready to start my work.
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		I went into work again on Tuesday, but by the time Wednesday rolled around, I found myself not wanting to leave my apartment. My body had continued to change and it had become increasingly clear that my body was becoming feminine. I was becoming a woman, or at least some form of a woman.

		It hit me the most when I looked in the mirror Wednesday morning and I didn’t recognize myself. I looked mostly like a woman. I had already looked somewhat androgynous, but now my face looked fully female. Even with my short cropped hair, if someone saw a headshot of me, they would think I was a woman. It was just the way my chin was shaped now that made it clear I was no longer a man.

		It didn’t help that my body was transforming into a feminine hourglass shape. I had actual hips now. They swung back and forth when I walked, which was weird. I had never thought about the different ways men and women moved before. I had always had normal hips for a man. They were thin and looked completely natural. Now I had wide hips that seemed to sway back and forth with my stride. It wasn’t just that they were wider, but I was moving with them differently as well.

		Then there was my chest. I wouldn’t say that I had breasts yet, but I had little doubt that they were budding. I was certain by the end of the week I would have breasts big enough to require wearing a bra. I never imagined this would happen to me. It was all so new.

		At least I still had a cock, such as it was. That had continued to shrink with each passing day. Waking up Wednesday morning and I found myself hard, but it wasn’t exactly easy to pleasure myself. I was too small to grip in my hand, even with my smaller hands. Instead, I had to push on it and rub it, not unlike a woman’s clit. It was pretty embarrassing, but the orgasms continued to get better and better with each passing day.

		As soon as I finished cumming, I texted Carla that I wouldn’t be in. Part of it was embarrassment from my body. But the rest was wanting to cum more. It just felt too good to pass up the chance to spend my day cumming over and over again. And as it turned out, my recovery period between orgasms had shortened as well. It only took a few minutes before I was hard and ready to go again. How could I stop myself from experiencing such wonderful pleasure?

		Every time I came, my entire body would come alive. Every nerve ending I had seemed to light up with pleasure. I could just lay back and let it all wash over me, a dopey smile forming on my face. I felt cum dumb, my brain overwhelmed by the flooding endorphins, my active mind barely able to process my situation. I just went from one orgasm to another. It was wonderful and glorious. I loved it.

		But I couldn’t lay around my apartment playing with myself all day. I mean, I could have, but at a certain point, I even started to get tired of the constant stimulation. Not to mention I had finally reached the point where I knew I needed to buy new clothes, even if I was only going to wear them for a short time. I couldn’t keep wearing my old ill-fitting clothes anymore. I looked like a disheveled mess. Luckily the bonus money from the lab had been deposited in my bank account, giving me some funds to work with. I still planned to pay off my debt, but there would be enough left over for me to buy a few items of clothes. It wasn’t like I was going to rush out and buy a new car.

		Before I left my apartment, however, I needed to decide on what to wear first. That proved to be a problem. Despite my feminine appearance, I wasn’t ready to present myself in that way. I still had a cock, small as it was, and I still thought of myself as a man, all other evidence to the contrary. To my utter shock and disbelief, I dug down to the bottom of my dresser and found clothes I hadn’t worn in years, possibly back to when I was in high school. That didn’t even seem possible, given how long ago that was, but I had been a late bloomer when it came to puberty and had somehow managed to carry around clothes that had no hope of fitting me from place to place as I moved starting in college and continuing up until now.

		The pants were small by my old standards, but they still managed to fit my transformed body without too much of an issue. They had a few rips in them, but that still seemed to be an acceptable style. I still had to roll up the ends, but not nearly as much as I did in my other pants. They looked almost stylish. I also managed to find an old t-shirt that had probably been washed and dried too many times. It was small, but that worked perfectly on my smaller frame.

		The only problem was my shoes. My feet were definitely shrinking with my body. I had remained reasonably proportional despite all the significant changes. Unfortunately, my wardrobe had not shifted with my changing body. My shoes were too big for me now. At least I wasn’t completely swimming in them, but I knew I would need something else to wear soon. I was worried if I got any smaller my shoes would feel like clown shoes on my feet, large floppy things that I could barely walk in.

		I knew I looked pretty feminine when I walked into the mall. I wasn’t wearing makeup and my hair remained short from my last haircut before all this happened, but few people would guess that I was a man. Of course, as soon as I opened my mouth to say anything, it would be assumed that I was a woman. There was no other way around it. Luckily, I lived in an area that had plenty of people who lived what conservatively be called non traditional lifestyles. I fit right in with that crowd at the moment.

		Unfortunately, given the changing needs of my body, as well as my odd shape for a man, my clothing options were limited. After perusing the men’s clothes at the department store for a while, I started to realize I was going to have to start looking in the women’s section. That was a major blow to my ego. Despite all the changes to my body, I still identified as my male self. I was still Vincent. The only problem was my body no longer looked it. Even with my tiny cock and balls, I didn’t really have a bulge between my legs anymore. Not that I was entirely flat down there either, however. It meant I wasn’t about to go around wearing tight pants, but I needed something that fit and didn’t make me look like I was drowning in my clothes.

		Eventually I found something that seemed to fit. It was tighter than I would have preferred, but that was the problem with women’s clothes. Or, I should say, it was the problem with women’s clothes on me. I had always enjoyed seeing women wear tight clothing. In my case, I knew it would take some time to get used to, but the prices were relatively inexpensive and I had a feeling, based on how far I had already come, that I was looking at presenting myself as fully female soon enough.

		The most awkward part of my shopping trip came right near the end when I decided to buy a training bra. I had no real need. I didn’t have breasts yet, but I could sense that they were coming soon. I figured it wouldn’t hurt to try and get used to wearing a bra before I actually needed one. Bras had always remained a bit of a mystery to me. The few times I had been with women, I always had a hard time getting their bras off in the heat of the moment. Then there was the whole sizing bit that I had never really paid attention to. But without actually needing support, I just grabbed several different sizes of training bras off the rack and took them into the changing room to try on, with the plan to buy the one that fit best. I didn’t bother buying more than one, feeling certain that I would need to buy a proper bra soon enough. That was expected, right?

		Returning home, I had already changed into one of my new outfits. I wore the new pants, which actually looked better on me than I had anticipated they would. I couldn’t even really describe the style. I never paid attention to fashion or clothing styles before. I had always just shopped for comfort and that had not changed. But since I found myself relegated to the women’s section, it was hard to get past the fact I now looked like a woman with how I was dressed.

		My top was a simple sweater that did not highlight my body in any way. I wasn’t ready to be looked at as a woman. I wasn’t ready for the male gaze to fall upon me. That would just be too weird. As far as I was concerned, no matter how different I looked, on the inside I was still a man and I was therefore still straight, purely attracted to women. And I couldn’t imagine that changing.

		I returned home wearing my training bra underneath the sweater. It was a weird feeling, the way it hugged my ribcage. But after a few minutes, I managed to put it out of my mind. The other major purchase, which again required me to buy from the women’s section, was a pair of flat canvas shoes. I walked by many pairs of high heels and could not understand why women wore such shoes. Yes, I understood how they improved the shape of a woman’s legs and even helped push out their butt and sometimes even their chest, but that did not stop them from looking horribly uncomfortable. I certainly hoped they were not in my future.

		Once I was home, I took a few minutes loading my new purchases into my closet. There was plenty of room, since as a man I always had a small wardrobe, wearing the same clothes week after week. I had never felt the need to vary my wardrobe very much. Once I found what I liked, I just kept wearing it, sometimes even having certain clothes that I wore on specific days of the week.

		However, looking at my closet filled with clothes that no longer fit me, I found myself wanting to rid myself of them. I started pulling out pants and shorts I couldn’t or wouldn’t wear anymore. Shirts and t-shirts followed after that. I even emptied out most of my sock drawer, since my feet were so much smaller now. All those clothes went into bags that I figured I could donate someplace eventually. At worst, they would end up in the dumpster behind my apartment building, but I hated the idea of those clothes going to waste.

		But once I had completed my task, I found my arousal had started to build again. I shucked off my pants and underwear before climbing up onto my bed and spending the rest of my day pleasuring myself. It hadn’t been a complete waste of a day. I had actually done something productive, but now that my tasks for the day were done, I could fully enjoy the pleasure my body gave me.

		

	
		 

		Chapter 5

		 

		“W help,” I said to my reflection Friday morning. “I’m a woman now.”

		It was true. My cock was gone. In its place was a small slit. There was a part of me that wanted to push a finger up inside of me, testing what I could do. Was my pussy big enough to fit a cock? Would it hurt? It made sense to test first, not that I was ready for a cock. I was still mentally a man, even if my body no longer looked like it. However, it seemed like the natural progression. Eventually I would fully embrace my femininity and have sex. I couldn’t go forever using just my fingers. At least I had a clit that still satisfied my sexual urges and made me feel amazing all over when I came.

		In addition to having a pussy, my breasts were really starting to come in. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but I definitely had small breasts pushing off my chest. I had assumed it would feel weird, but it has seemed perfectly normal, as if my body is fully prepared for this. Sure, I’ve gotten the sense that my center of gravity is a little off from where it used to be, but my body had already changed so much.

		Even without having a pussy, I definitely looked like a woman. My hips had continued to expand, as had my butt. And all the while, my waist continued to narrow. If it weren’t for the fact that this is all so new to me, I would have said I looked damn sexy. Other than my hair, which has seemed to be growing faster than it used to, I see a good looking woman when I look in the mirror. I didn’t have model good looks, but I looked real. And despite the fact I still felt like I was a man on the inside, I found myself growing more confident in my female body. It just felt natural to me.

		Now that I was fully female, I decided it was important for me to make an appearance at work. I didn’t plan on actually doing anything there, but I wanted Richard and Carla to see me, to see what they had created. I had been under the assumption that what happened to me would not be this extreme, but I had the hardest time finding fault in any of it. I probably even looked better as a woman than I ever did as a man. That had to count for something.

		“What do you mean you can’t let me in?” I asked as I walked through security on the main floor of the lab.

		“I’m sorry, ma’am, but your badge says you’re Vincent and your picture doesn’t match your face.”

		I pouted, trying to think of what I should do. I had forgotten this was a possibility. They hadn’t had a problem with me before, but my feminization seemed nearly complete. And the truth was, I didn’t think I could get away with using my name Vincent anymore. This just proved it.

		The security guard looked around, trying to decide what to do. It was relatively quiet. Most of the other employees had already arrived and it seemed there was no one here to meet with the various executives yet. Or maybe that was because it was Friday. I could see not wanting to hold those types of meetings at the end of the week.

		“I’m just trying to go to my job,” I finally said, trying to explain what had happened. However, I was finding it difficult to find the words to continue. Yes, I was trying to just do my job, but I was having a hard time formulating a way of saying that I was part of an experiment.

		“Let’s have you step aside here and we can talk about this,” the guard said.

		I looked the man up and down. He wore a uniform that barely hid his thick muscles. This was clearly a man who worked out… a lot.A familiar tingle formed in my belly. It was my arousal beginning to grow. I had never gotten horny because of a man before, but this man seemed to do it to me. Maybe it was because he was in uniform. I had heard that women liked to see a man in uniform. I wasn’t sure why, but that could certainly be an explanation for how I felt.

		I stepped aside as the guard asked. I found myself playing with the hem of my sweater, needing something to keep my hands busy. I probably would have twirled my hair had it been long enough. I had never been someone who fidgeted when I was nervous, but this new version of me seemed to have already formed that habit.

		“Tell me again why you’re here,” the guard said. His voice was deep and commanding, yet soft and kind. My arousal spiked another level.

		“I work here,” I said. “My name is, or was, Vincent. I’m just trying to go up to my lab and check in with my bosses. It’s very important.”

		“Was?” the guard asked. “What do you mean, was?”

		I let out a sigh, annoyed by the question. And how was I supposed to explain this to him anyway? Words suddenly seemed so hard, especially when I was around such an attractive man. Yes, I was attracted to the security guard. He was hot and he set my insides alight.

		“It’s hard to explain,” I said. “But Richard and Carla are expecting me.”

		“You work for Richard and Carla?” the guard asked.

		“That’s what I just told you,” I answered, pouting again. I thought I was having a hard time thinking, but the guard seemed to be having a hard time understanding me. Was I talking strangely, lisping maybe? Or was my story just too unbelievable? I had no idea and his presence wasn’t helping matters. I wasn’t sure how deep my pussy went, but I felt a wetness that was entirely new and foreign to me. I was brand new at being a woman and had no idea if what I was feeling was natural or even normal. All I knew was I felt a strong attraction toward the guard and I didn’t even know his name.

		“And your name used to be Vincent,” the guard continued. “If it used to be your name, what are you called now?”

		“Um,” I said, placing a finger by my lips as I tried to think about what to say. Why was this so difficult? Why did I suddenly feel like I was acting like an airhead? Was it because of the guard or did it have something to do with what had happened to me? “I haven’t been given a new name yet.” It was a lame answer, but it was the best I could come up with.

		“How about I call upstairs and talk to Carla and Richard about this,” the guard finally said.

		“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” I exclaimed. “Wow, you’re really smart.”

		My cheeks turned red as soon as the words escaped my lips. I could just imagine the guard responding under his breath, “And you’re really dumb.” I probably would have said that before. I generally wasn’t a judgmental person, but even I had my limits. And whatever was happening with me was definitely testing my limits. The question was how much of this playing dumb bit was real and how much of it was some random response to changing genders within the span of a week.

		The guard grabbed a phone and started dialing. He paused and then spoke, “This is Jeremy at security. I’m trying to call up to Carla or Richard. They should be in the labs.” There was another pause. “Hi, Carla. This is Jeremy at security. There is a woman here who claims to be a Vincent and says she is trying to reach you, saying she works for you.” I swallowed hard, afraid that I might be turned away. It wasn’t that I wanted to actually do any work, but I felt it was important to keep Carla and Richard informed about everything that had happened to me. Regardless, however, I didn’t want to go through all of this alone. I didn’t want to be cut off from the only people who understood what was happening to me. After another pause, he continued, “Um, thank you for clearing that up for me. I’ll send her right up. Please update her information on file as soon as possible to avoid any future issues.”

		“Ma’am, here’s a visitor’s badge,” Jeremy said, handing me a new badge. “Please make sure you wear it at all times in the building. You will be issued a new one with your updated information soon.”

		I took the badge and then quickly hurried toward the stairs. I would have normally taken the elevator, but I didn’t want to wait for it to arrive. I wanted to be out of Jeremy’s sight as soon as possible. This whole ordeal simply embarrassed me.

		“I’m so sorry about all that,” Carla said as soon as I walked into the lab. She rushed over to me and wrapped me up into a big hug. The close contact felt good and I returned her hug fully, embracing her like a friend. “I hadn’t even thought about updating your work information. I should have gotten that started as soon as it was clear you were changing more than I had originally planned for. At this point, it looks like we’ll need to come up with a new name for you too. I don’t think Vincent is going to work anymore.”

		“I guess you’re right,” I said, not knowing what else to say. I was finding it harder and harder to find the right words. There was so much I wanted to say, but I couldn’t seem to get it out. The words got caught on my tongue. I could sense they were close, just right there for the taking, but I couldn’t seem to get them out. It was frustrating, while at the same time relaxing. I couldn’t understand why.

		“Let’s go in my office and we can discuss how things are going for you,” Carla said, placing her hand around my shoulders and guiding me toward her office. “Richard is out today. There’s a big conference he’s attending. I’m left here to hold down the fort.”

		“My cock is gone and I have a pussy now,” I said as soon as Carla closed the office door.

		“I was wondering how long that would take,” Carla commented. Her warm demeanor had shifted slightly, cooling as she focused on the results of the experiment rather than my wellbeing.

		“You knew this would happen?” I asked. I felt betrayed. This wasn’t what they had told me when I agreed to do it. This again, both Carla and Richard emphasized the unknowns in this. I supposed anything was technically possible.

		Carla shrugged. “Once you started talking about your penis shrinking, I figured this was where you were headed. Have you done much exploring with your new equipment yet?”

		“What?” I asked. “No, of course not.”

		“I’m just curious,” Carla countered. “There aren’t many people who can say they have felt what it is like to be pleasured as both a man and a woman, with fully functioning hardware.”

		“I’m not ready for that yet,” I finally admitted. “But the guard downstairs made me feel… wet, I guess you could call it. He was kind of handsome.”

		“Jeremy? I’d be careful around him. Yeah, he’s built and, between us girls, really hot, but he’s kind of an ass I think. I’ve heard he’s nearly gotten into trouble for having sex with some of the women that work here in the building. He’s left a string of broken hearts behind him. But, I mean, he’s just the security guard. Those ladies could do so much better than him. I don’t care how good the sex is.”

		My cheeks burned at the latest topic of our conversation. Carla was so easy to talk to, even when she was being cool and clinical, but I had to remember she was both my boss and one of the people overseeing my experiment. For that was what this was. This was an experiment. I was the first human to ever undergo this process in an effort to change my Y chromosome to an X chromosome. It seemed that it worked, although how it affected my body was still under determination.

		“Sorry,” Carla said, seeing my red face. “I didn’t mean to get carried away. But you’re one of the girls now. There are things you need to know. Anyway, enough of that. How are you feeling? Anything else you want to share?”

		I sat there for a moment, trying to figure out what to say. There was so much, yet other than now being fully woman, I felt like the rest were inconsequential. They didn’t really matter in the big picture.

		“My breasts are coming in,” I finally said. Not that it wasn’t obvious. I wasn’t showing any cleavage, but there were definitely two small bulges on my chest underneath my sweater. “And my hips keep getting wider.”

		“I suppose that is natural now that you are becoming female,” Carla said. “Congratulations. Have you started wearing a bra yet?”

		“I bought a training bra Wednesday, but I need to buy a new one to fit my breasts.”

		“I’d recommend you go with a sports bra until you stop growing. It’s easier that way.”

		“Thanks,” I said, smiling. “I appreciate the advice.”

		“Wow,” Carla suddenly said. “That was a quick turn of mood for you. You seemed shy and embarrassed and the next moment you were smiling and you actually looked happy.”

		“Huh,” I said, thinking about my sudden mood shift. “Must be hormonal. Isn’t that what guys always say about women?”

		Carla laughed. It was a deep belly laugh. Hearing her made me smile. It felt good to make people laugh. A little giggle escaped my lips as I joined her in laughter.

		“I’m sure your hormones are raging right now as your body changes. We probably should have been taking blood samples all this time. But you were more a proof of concept experiment, rather than a full blown and fully detailed experiment. Anything else you want to talk about?”

		“Um, I noticed this when I was downstairs with Jeremy,” I said, deciding I should mention the mental issues I seemed to be having. “I was having trouble finding the words to explain who I was and why I didn’t look like the person I used to be. Do you know what’s wrong with me?”

		Carla shrugged. “To be honest, you were probably just nervous. It’s likely nothing to worry about. Trust me, I think you’re going to enjoy your new life. I think this may prove to be the best thing that has ever happened to you. But hey, if you end up a little slow in the end, just know that you’ve contributed to science and helped advance the human race. That must count for something.”

		“I guess you’re right,” I said. “I just wanted to make sure it wasn’t something bad.”

		“You’re just fine. I’ve got to get back to work now. You’re welcome to stick around if you want, but I don’t have any work for you to do. You might as well go home and start thinking about a name for yourself. That’s probably the most productive thing you could do.”

		“Good idea,” I said.

		“Great. And before you come in again, how about you call me or email me with your decision so I can get you into the computer. That way you won’t get hassled by Jeremy again.”

		“Sounds good. Thanks, Carla.”

		I stood up and gave Carla another hug. It was good to have a friend, even if she was also my boss. And that was how we parted. She had work to do and I had a mission to complete. I needed to come up with a name for myself. But my task was more than trying to come up with a name. I needed to decide what kind of a woman I wanted to be. I was a woman now and I couldn’t let my past color my future. I was turning the page, leaving Vincent behind and deciding to be the person I most wanted to be.

		

	
		 

		Chapter 6

		 

		Ispent all weekend deciding what I was going to do. It was rare when someone got to choose what kind of person they wanted to be. Turning into a woman gave me that chance. I was saying goodbye to my old life and welcoming a new one. Vincent would be no more, but I wasn’t sure who this new version of myself was going to be. That was my problem.

		By Saturday afternoon, I found myself growing more and more aroused. I couldn’t even describe it, but my pussy was dripping wet. I tried using my fingers to get myself off, but it felt so unfulfilling. I needed something more. I realized I needed a cock. I needed actual sex. Masturbation was no longer enough.

		A week earlier, I never would have imagined having sex with a man. I was just attracted to women. Now, however, it was drastically different. In the span of a week I went from only liking women to liking both men and women. I more and more found myself staring at the ripped guys I saw on tv or even a handsome man I saw on the street. Jeremy kept popping into my head, despite Carla’s warning about him. There was just something about him I couldn’t shake.

		But it wasn’t just Jeremy who had caught my eye. I did not seem particularly discerning on which men turned me on. There was actually a lot of variety in how the men who I found attractive, although none of them, including Jeremy, ticked all the boxes for me.

		“You’re turning into a slut,” I whispered to myself at one point. I didn’t want to say that too loudly, since I had been out in public at the time. My first shopping trip had been helpful, but I was already needing other clothes. I couldn’t live with just two outfits. I needed more than that even in my old life as a man. But as a woman, my wardrobe needs were even larger. There were expectations I needed to live up to, if not publicly, at least privately. I had standards.

		It was so easy to let myself stare at a handsome man. I would just be sitting there on a park bench, holding a cup of coffee, when I would start staring at a good-looking man. I would lick my lips, imagining him kissing me. And I was certain I would let him do a lot more to me than just kiss me. The wetness between my legs was becoming ever more present.

		That was why I finally decided to scratch my itch. I not only shopped for clothes I felt comfortable wearing to work, but also a few date clothes. I wanted to look good and it was becoming more and more clear that my developing body was going to turn into the bombshell variety. My boobs just kept growing bigger. I took Carla’s advice about the sports bras. That made it so much easier most of the time as my boobs continued to grow.

		My growth surprised me, although it was not unwelcome. I figured when it became clear that I was turning into a woman fully, not just at the genetic level, that I would look like my sisters. After all, they too had received my dad’s X chromosome. But either I was a genetic anomaly within my family or something went wrong, because I had shot far past my sisters as far as looks went. None of them had boobs like me and certainly none of them could come close to looking as good as I now did. I was still getting used to the whole big boobs and butt thing, but I was already seeing the advantages based on how people, especially men, looked at me.

		I ended up going with a rather daring dress for my date. Not that I knew who my date was yet. It probably wasn’t the smart thing to go out to a bar with the intention of a one night stand, but I didn’t see too many alternatives. Richard actually would have been my first choice, but he was out of town at a conference. I couldn’t wait that long and I figured if I wanted to continue dabbling in men, he would be available at a later date. So too would Jeremy. I had a host of men I could entertain over the coming weeks, assuming I decided sex as a woman was for me.

		The dress I picked out was maroon and it barely covered my boobs. It was asymmetrical with a slight cowl front and thin straps over my shoulders. I had never had this much of my chest exposed outside of wearing a swimsuit as a man. This was not the kind of dress I could wear a bra with, which was good, because while I liked my new sports bras, I couldn’t handle the idea of wearing one on a date unless we were going rock climbing or something. And I doubted rock climbing was in my immediate future, if ever.

		The dress came down to mid-thigh, which I had always liked the look of on women. I actually would have gotten something shorter, but trying them on at the store left me feeling too exposed. This was my first experience wearing a dress or skirt, outside of that one time when I went to a drag party in college, but I didn’t count that. I did at least wear panties, although that wasn’t much better in helping me stave off feeling exposed. When deciding on what underwear to buy, I didn’t know if my butt was going to get any bigger so I decided I should buy a couple thongs. Never having worn a thong before, I was unprepared for how they felt. They weren’t bad or uncomfortable, but they continued to leave me feeling exposed.

		Of course, with a dress, I needed the proper footwear. The canvas shoes I bought earlier in the week weren’t going to cut it. I needed something with a heel, never mind the fact I had never worn high heels before in my life. But that didn’t stop me from buying a pair of black pumps that helped set off the color of my dress. They weren’t really high, which probably would have killed me, but as soon as I was home I spent the rest of my afternoon practicing walking in them.

		By the time I headed out to the bars, my feet were tired, but I was at least able to walk comfortably in my shoes without risking tumbling over. The number of times I fell while practicing was too high. I had to fit in years worth of experience in a matter of hours, but it was worth it.

		Stepping into my first bar of the night, I paused in the doorway to survey the scene. I didn’t usually go out to bars that often, so I was in new territory. And I had never done it as a single woman. I really didn’t know what I was doing. At least the bouncer at the door didn’t ask me for identification. I didn’t have any that was usable. No one would look at me and believe that I had been a man just over a week ago.

		I went up to the bar and ordered a drink. Normally when I did drink, it was a beer, but I figured that wouldn’t be as acceptable as a woman. Women still drank beer, but I wanted to look classy and that really meant a mixed drink of some sort. I ordered a martini, not knowing what else to try. It seemed like an acceptable choice.

		The drink landed in front of me and I casually sipped it while watching the room, trying to decide if there were any men that I was interested in. The truth was, this bar was pretty quiet. The few men who appeared to be single were dressed in baggy jeans and ill-fitting t-shirts, some with stains on them. This wasn’t the right place for me.

		I finished my drink relatively quickly, thanked the bartender and closed out. On to the next bar.

		Luckily, I lived in an area that usually had a pretty active night scene with a bar or two on every block for roughly half a mile. I could complete my whole night on foot, assuming I struck out, which I had no plans to do.

		The second bar seemed much better. It was much livelier and it had a more upscale atmosphere that definitely fit better with how I was dressed. I went up to the bartender and made my order, another martini.

		“Put that on my tab,” came a deep voice from a little ways down the bar.

		I looked toward the man who had just bought me a drink and smiled. He seemed pretty handsome, but it was hard to tell behind his big bushy beard. He reminded me of a hipster, but he was wearing too nice of clothes for that. And he had a wine glass in front of him instead of a pint of beer. I would have assumed he was an IPA guy based on the beard, but he had more divergent tastes.

		“Thank you for the drink,” I said as I approached him.

		He motioned for me to take the seat beside him. It took a little effort to lift myself onto the seat. I wasn’t used to being this short. The heels helped, but not enough. Three-inch heels did not make up for the half-foot that I lost in the past week. I had even bought a step stool for my kitchen so I could make sure that I could reach everything.

		“I didn’t want you to have to drink alone,” the man said. “I’m Aaron.”

		“Just call me V,” I said, realizing I still hadn’t picked out a name. That would have to do for the night.

		“Short for Violet?” Aaron asked.

		“Yeah,” I said, deciding it wasn’t worth coming up with a backstory. The martini arrived and I took a tentative sip. The first bar had made a weak martini. I could barely taste the alcohol. This was considerably stronger. “You out alone on a night like this?”

		“Decompressing after spending my Saturday trying to put out a few fires at work,” Aaron answered.

		“You’re a fireman?” I asked. I was having trouble thinking. I heard the word fire and jumped on it.

		Aaron smiled and let out a small chuckle. “No, I’m an executive at a start-up. We had some server problems this morning and I spent all day at the office trying to fix it.”

		“Oh, those kinds of fires,” I said. I knew I sounded like an idiot, but I couldn’t help it.

		“What do you do?” Aaron asked.

		“You don’t want to hear about my work, do you?”

		“Look, I’m curious about you. I wouldn’t have bought you a drink if I didn’t want to hear about who you are. You’re an attractive woman. I’m trying to decide if I like you or not.”

		“I work at a lab,” I answered. “We do stuff with DNA and all that jazz. It’s interesting, but boring at the same time.”

		“I’m guessing you don’t have to worry about working on the weekend though.”

		“Yes and no,” I answered thoughtfully, running my wetted finger around the rim of my glass.

		“Fair enough,” Aaron said. “What brings you out on a night like this?”

		“I’m trying new things,” I said before taking a long sip of my martini.

		“That’s cool.”

		I could sense this conversation wasn’t going where I wanted it to. Aaron was too much of a gentleman to drive the conversation where I wanted him to take it and I didn’t feel confident enough with being forward and announcing my intentions.

		“Thanks again for the drink,” I said after finishing it. “How about I give you my number? I’d like to get to know you better, but I don’t think you’re what I’m looking for tonight.”

		Aaron seemed shocked, but he gladly accepted my phone number. As soon as I was outside, my phone buzzed. It was a text from him providing his name and number in return. I smiled, thinking that Aaron might be a guy I could settle down with, but he wasn’t the right guy for my first time as a woman. That meant I was moving onto another bar.

		By the time I reached my third stop of the evening, I knew I had finally found the place to go for my needs. There was a live band playing on a stage in the far corner and the place was crowded. I saw a lot of flirting going on, which was a good sign of the kinds of nights people came here for.

		Just as before, I went straight to the bar, although this time I actually needed to wait for a minute or two before the bartender was available to take my order. I stood there, swaying slightly as the alcohol from my previous two drinks started to hit me with force. I had to remember I was much more of a lightweight than I used to be. Not that I was a heavy drinker as a man, but I understood where my alcohol limits were. I had a new limit now and I had no experience with where that limit was.

		“How’s it going?” asked a man who suddenly appeared at my side. “You looking for a good time tonight?”

		That was it. There was no introduction. There was no small talk. It was a man who knew what he wanted and was certain I was looking for the same thing. I looked him up and down. He seemed well built. His shirt was tight across his chest and around his upper arms. He worked out, that was for sure, although the popped collar gave off a bro vibe that I wasn’t sure about. Then again, maybe that was exactly what I needed. Maybe I needed a guy to just take charge and practically carry me into the bedroom for my first sexual encounter as a woman. Maybe it was the alcohol, but that was starting to make a lot of sense.

		“Why don’t you buy me a drink and we can find out?” I said with a coy smile. I was pretty new to flirting too, but it came naturally to me. I wanted to find out where else this could lead me. I had a really good buzz going already and I could feel how damp my panties were on my walk to the next bar. The cool air blowing up my dress was enough to make me aware of my needs.

		The man smiled. “What can I get you? Wait, let me guess. A vodka cranberry?”

		I was going to order another martini, but I figured it wouldn’t hurt to branch out a little bit.

		“Make it a double,” I said, the words escaping my lips before I even had a chance to think about what I was saying.

		“I like your thinking,” the man said. He turned to the bartender. “A double vodka cranberry and an IPA.”

		The bartender nodded and got to work on our drinks. A minute later, my man for the evening was carrying our drinks and guiding me across the bar to a relatively quiet corner. No spot in the bar was completely quiet, but at least there were fewer people. We sat at a high table, our chairs angled close together and looking out at the bar and toward the band playing. This was the perfect vantage point.

		“The moment I saw you, I knew what you wanted out of tonight,” the man said. He had yet to give me his name, nor had he asked for mine. It was weird, but I felt okay with that. I didn’t necessarily want my first time with a man to have any strings attached. In my past life, had it not been for a few girlfriends I had over the years, I probably would have been stuck with paying for sex. As a woman, I didn’t need to worry about that as much. Why pay for something that was so easy to get for free?

		He put his hand on my bare thigh as I sipped my drink. It was probably more vodka than cranberry juice in it, but that was just fine with me. I knew what I was doing. Or at least I knew what I was trying to do. I definitely felt a presence inside of me, guiding me to make certain decisions. It was that presence that pushed me to order a double and it was that same presence that didn’t seem to care whether I knew this man’s name. Names meant nothing when we were going to just be two passing souls in the night about to get it on.

		Obviously I never had a man touch my thigh, but I certainly wasn’t against it. Nor was I against it when his hand started to reach a little farther up my thigh, pushing up the hem of my dress.

		“Do you just wanna get out of here and go somewhere private?” I asked as I gulped down the rest of my drink. The alcohol burned, but if I was going to move forward, I needed to move the night along a little more quickly. I had found my partner for the night. Now it was time to go someplace to get down to business. It was time for the sex.

		“Fuck, yes,” the man said. “My place is a block away.”

		He chugged the rest of his beer and slammed it hard on the table. I was surprised the pint glass didn’t shatter in his hand, the glass had a sturdy base and was probably designed for a more rough and tumble life than an average glass. This was a bar, after all.

		My partner for the night had paid cash for our drinks, so there was no need to settle up with the bartender. We could just leave. And as soon as we were outside, I felt a wave of drunkenness overtake me. My last drink was starting to hit me and I was certain it would only get worse. Not that I minded. Somehow this made it all the better. At least for this night, I was a fun, drunk, party girl.

		It turned out to be three blocks to this guy’s condo, but I didn’t much care. If my feet still hurt, I couldn’t feel the pain swimming upstream against the alcohol in my system. My face felt numb and I definitely couldn’t walk straight, but that just meant I needed to lean into my guy and let him guide me. He certainly did not seem to mind having me pressed up against his side. He even wrapped his arm around my shoulder, keeping me warm against the cooling night air. I hadn’t brought a jacket, knowing it would either get lost or just get in the way.

		As soon as we were inside his condo, the fun started. I took a cursory look around, just to make sure I hadn’t been wrong in my choice. I didn’t get any serial killer vibes or anything. The condo was the perfect example of a bachelor pad. It seemed everything in the place was geared toward sex. Even the posters on the walls were sexual in one form or another.

		The moment our lips met, I knew I had made the right decision. His hands roamed all over me, across my shoulders, down my back. At one point he had one hand on one of my boobs and the other was grabbing my butt. In most situations he would get a hard slap and maybe a drink thrown in his face, but this was what I wanted. This was what I needed.

		Before I knew it, we were in his bedroom. I pulled off his shirt first, his abs nearly glistening in the light. He was well built and every bit of a hunk as I had hoped he would be. Yes, he was a bro, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t hot.

		Then came my dress. He slid the straps off my shoulders and then gently pushed the dress down over my boobs and then down across my midriff. I shimmied my hips as he pushed it down until the dress fell in a bunch at my feet. It was easy to step out of them, leaving me just wearing my heels and my thong.

		It was my turn to unbuckle his belt. I could sense the size of his package as his cock grew harder and harder, straining against his underwear. His pants dropped and then so too did his boxers, letting his cock spring free for the first time. He was bigger than even I could have imagined. For the briefest of moments I worried that he might not fit inside me. Other than a probing finger to two, I was unaware of how accommodating my pussy now was. Had he been average in size, I would have felt more comfortable, but this man was a giant when it came to cocks.

		“One last item to go,” he said as he hooked his fingers under the waistband of my thong and quickly pulled them down. Soon I was stepping out of them as I had my dress, leaving me completely naked except for my high heels.

		Before I knew it, he had picked me up and placed me on the bed. I wondered how he was going to take me. I had never been in this position before, being the one getting fucked rather than the other way around. I had a woman ride me once, but that was an entirely different experience to this. I was the one with the hardware back then. Now I was the recipient of said hardware.

		He lifted my legs and placed them on his shoulders. That spread my legs enough to give him easy access to my most intimate of areas. His cock was large and ramrod straight, big and hard. It took little effort for him to lean forward and line his cock up with my pussy.

		Again, I had a flash of fear, scared that I might not be big enough for his monster of a cock. But that fear evaporated as soon as he entered me. His cock split me open with one long thrust. He fit. He fit entirely inside me. The pleasure was unlike anything I had ever felt before. The fullness was entirely new to me. And it was all glorious. I loved it, wanting to wrap my legs around him so I could hold him inside of me.

		But that wasn’t possible and soon he started to thrust in and out of me. And that was even better. In and out he thrust, like a piston. I was completely at his mercy. My legs were trapped on his shoulders and his hands had grabbed my wrists, holding me down. I had become his sex doll and that made it even hotter.

		“Yes,” I moaned as he set up a steady rhythm. But that was the last I was able to speak. I was completely overcome in the moment, the pleasure too much for me to vocalize beyond animalistic moans and squeals. At that moment, I was little more than a sex doll, only this sex doll was filled to the brim with sexual energy just waiting to be unleashed in a massive orgasm.

		“Fuck, you’re a hot little bimbo,” he said. “That’s all you’re good for. You’re a dumb slut who needs men to fuck you to give you validation. This is all that matters to you, getting fucked.”

		I couldn’t respond, but his words sunk into me, reaching my core, touching my soul. He was right. I had just gone home with a man I didn’t even know so he could fuck me. I was completely at his mercy, but I loved every second of it. And why would I not want this? This pleasure was unlike anything I had ever felt before. I wanted more. This was what I lived for now.

		Suddenly I felt him twitch inside me. I vaguely understood what that meant, having once been the man with the cock before. He was about to cum. And boy did he. I could feel his cock surge with the first load of cum, firing off like a torrent inside me. I could feel it all, including the great heat as his cum shot deep inside me. I didn’t know if it was possible for me to get pregnant. I probably should have used protection, especially with a strange man I didn’t know, but it was too late for that now. And bareback felt better anyway. I would deal with the rest later.

		Not that I was capable of thinking about such matters when my own orgasm triggered. All that energy that had been building up turned into a cascade of pleasure that shot through me, setting my body alight with orgasmic fire. I had never felt anything like this before. Not even my own self-play had managed to produce anything similar. I was awash in endorphins, my brain wanting to shut down under the onslaught. I was in heaven and I loved every second of it.

		It was at that moment that I knew who I wanted to be. Everything was clear. I knew my future. Now I just had to make it a reality.

		

	
		 

		Chapter 7

		 

		Iwalked into the building with my long blonde hair flowing behind me. I gave Jeremy a wink as I approached.

		“I had a good time last night, Vivi,” he said with a smile.

		“Like, me too,” I said enthusiastically. I didn’t say the rest of what I was thinking, which was that Jeremy was a really good fuck. It wasn’t our first time together, but it also wouldn’t be our last. Not that his ability as a fuck-buddy was the only reason I spent time with him. It was just the main reason.

		It took a long time to convince Carla that I wanted to be a bimbo. She felt responsible for what had happened to me, because the experiment did not go as planned. I wasn’t supposed to change as much as I did. And there was something about the way my DNA reacted to the process that went wrong. It was an error of some sort. I didn’t understand it. Then again, I wasn’t sure if I didn’t understand it because I had allowed myself to become a bimbo or if I wouldn’t have been able to understand it before all this happened. All I knew was Carla viewed my results as a failure.

		Richard, on the other hand, saw things differently. He saw my results as a complete success. He saw me as exactly what he had been hoping for when he joined the project. I had gone from being a man to being an exceptionally feminine woman. The only thing that separated me from any other biological woman was the fact I had no eggs for baby making purposes. If I ever decided to get pregnant, it would have to be through alternative means.

		Then again, Richard’s happiness with my results may have had something to do with how frequently I got down on my knees and sucked his cock. We tried to keep such activities private, especially from Carla, but I wasn’t very good at keeping secrets like that. It became pretty obvious that I was spending most of my time at work fucking and sucking the other employees. As it turned out, I was just as good at sucking cock as I was at licking pussy. It was too bad that Carla didn’t want me between her legs. I figured some stress relief would have done her some good.

		I hadn’t planned on becoming a bimbo when I first went home to think about a name for myself and who I wanted to be. But between how much fun I had bar hopping, as well as my frequent struggles to think of the right words to say made it natural that I at least try out such a lifestyle. It turned out, I didn’t just enjoy being a bimbo, it felt like something I was meant to be.

		It was impossible to know if my bimboism was genetic, but no one else in my family ever showed any signs of being bimbos. But that doesn’t rule it out. Maybe I secretly always wanted to be like this. I had no idea. All I knew was I loved it. All I had to do was look as pretty and sexy as possible. That way I got all the sex I could want and people didn’t try and ask me to do things I wasn’t good, including thinking. Once I accepted that I wasn’t very smart, everything got so much easier.

		As soon as I passed through security, I headed straight to the bathroom. I needed to check my makeup and make sure my outfit properly displayed my assets. I found the whole thing rather comical now that I had fully transformed into my female self. My boobs grew into a proper pair of tits, big and round and heavy, with plenty of jiggle. I sometimes wondered if me desiring having big tits actually helped me achieve that goal, but I tried not to think about that too much. It wasn’t worth it to me.

		Once in the bathroom, I set up shop in front of the mirror over the sink. I freshened my lipstick and made sure my hair looked perfect. I had never imagined I would be that woman with long blonde hair, but I couldn’t imagine it now any other way. Yes, I used extensions, but I fully planned to grow my hair out until it reached at least my ass. Other than my tits and my ass, my hair was probably the most important part of me. Guys seemed to like my platinum blonde hair. And I knew they loved how it almost seemed to trail behind me when I walked.

		Once I was satisfied with my hair and makeup, I turned my attention to my outfit. My style had changed so much from those first few days as a woman. Gone completely were the flats. The only time I wore shoes without a high heel was when I worked out at the gym, and even those had a slightly elevated heel. The back of my legs were too tight to let me stand flat-footed. But guys liked it when I wore high heels, making it no big deal. They liked how they made me less balanced and how they forced me to push my ass out.

		I pulled at the neckline of my tight sweater as I rearranged my tits in my bra. The goal was to maximize the cleavage I had on display without showing off my bra or my nipples. My bra was supposed to cover those, but sometimes my tits slipped out. I had big enough tits that they moved around a lot, jiggling and even bouncing when I walked. I always felt over dressed unless I was showing a long line of cleavage. Sometimes I could get away with revealing other angles of my tits, but I preferred being able to look down and see the dark tunnel of flesh between my tits.

		My skirt was impossibly short, barely falling past the swell of my tight bubble butt of an ass. There was no office dress code, but I was expected to dress professionally. It seemed no one minded how short my skirts were as long as they covered what needed to remain covered and they didn’t sit so low that my midriff was bare. Those seemed like silly rules to me, but I didn’t make them. I just had to live with them. And it wasn’t like I needed to show off my taut and tanned midriff while I was at work. There were plenty of other opportunities to do that outside of work.

		Last night, when I had spent the evening with Jeremy, I had worn a cropped halter top. Really, it had been more like a bikini top with a few extra straps added around my middle. The whole point of the top was to show off my tits and my tight little frame. Rather than wear a skirt, I wore tight leather pants that really made my ass pop when wearing heels. Jeremy’s jaw practically hit the floor when he first saw me. The plan had been to go out to a restaurant, but as soon as I showed up at his door, all thoughts of going out were erased from his mind. We did end up ordering in, but only after two rounds in the bedroom.

		I answered the door for the delivery driver wearing one of Jeremy’s shirts, with only one button fastened and a thong. The guy’s eyes practically bugged out of his head when he saw me. It was pretty funny afterward. I made sure to give him a really big tip in the app.

		Satisfied with my outfit and appearance, I left the bathroom and headed upstairs, making sure to shake my ass a little extra so that I could fully enjoy the butt plug in my ass. I didn’t really work in the lab anymore. My old job was beyond me. And technically I didn’t need to work. The lab was going to continue to pay me, but I felt I should make a regular appearance, even if it was only for a few hours every day. It meant I could come in late and leave early, which no one would complain about.

		My official title had something to do with research documentation, whatever that was. My real job was to make sure the staff were all properly relaxed and stress free. Sometimes that meant giving out shoulder massages at people’s desks, but often it meant sucking cock or even letting guys fuck me. The building manager liked to fuck me in the ass. I wasn’t a huge fan of anal sex, but after a few weeks of wearing my butt plug, I was starting to enjoy it more. I think I just needed time to adapt and find the pleasure from it.

		I had nothing to complain about in my new life. I got to be pretty and sexy all the time and I never had to worry about anything. Richard helped me organize my finances, paying off that nasty debt, while also making sure I could afford all my new clothes. In addition to my job at the lab, I started posing for pictures and videos that sell online. All those guys that pay for content don’t even realize that I used to be like them. Not that I’m going to tell them. As far as they knew, I had always been a woman. And generally that’s how I liked to think about it. My old life as Vincent was a distant memory. Most days, I forgot he even existed.

		I knew it was an error that I turned into a bimbo, but there was no turning back. I loved my new life and I hoped that I could spend the rest of my life as a sexy bimbo. There was nothing better. This was how I was meant to be.
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