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		Istepped out into the building with my heart pounding in my chest. I was nervous and scared. I knew this was what I wanted. It was what I needed. But it still scared me. I was making a drastic life change. This should not have been as easy as it was. All I needed to do was sign up and fill out a few forms. Then there was the blood test, but that was simple too. It barely took any time and all they really needed from me was a drop of blood. A simple pin prick and I was done.

		I couldn’t be sure if the ease of everything scared me or if it was how drastic a change this would be. I mean, this was what I wanted. I didn’t want to be a man anymore. I wanted to be a woman. And this was obviously not the only method available to me, but from what I had read, it was the safest and the least invasive.

		Even as I walked toward the reception desk, I knew it was not too late to turn around. I could easily just walk out and return to my life as I had always known it. But if I did that, I knew I would always be asking myself what if. I knew I would also question myself and wonder what could have been if I had the balls to go through with it. Balls. To think that it took courage to take this next step, but in the process I would lose that which people identified with such bold action. There was so much gendered language that we used in our everyday lives without even thinking about it. And here I was about to cross over, changing what I was and becoming something, someone, new.

		“Hi,” said the woman at the reception desk, smiling. “How can I help you today?”

		The woman was completely normal and seemingly average. There was nothing that stood out about her, although that was not a bad thing. She seemed completely professional and was likely a high performing member of the company, performing her role to distinction. Yet, she reminded me of what I was about to do. The procedure I had signed up for was still in the testing phase. And for that, they actually planned to pay me. I was basically turning myself into a lab rat. The only difference was they weren’t just testing something on me randomly. I actually wanted this. I wanted to shed my male form and become female.

		“My name is Tony Mitchell and I’m here for the beta testing,” I answered. It was a strain to keep my voice from cracking. That wasn’t related to my age, but just an indication of how nervous I was. I hadn’t been able to sleep for days, knowing this moment was approaching. The bags under my eyes annoyed me, but there was nothing I could do about them. I wasn’t yet someone who wore makeup or otherwise disguised any of my imperfections.

		“Sure thing,” the woman said. I looked at the nameplate on the desk and saw that her name was Stacy. She looked like a Stacy. “If I can see your ID, I can get you checked in.”

		I handed over my drivers license and waited as she tapped away on her computer keyboard. Presumably there were security procedures involved, making sure I was who I said I was, as well as making sure nosey reporters and corporate spies were not admitted beyond the first floor. I had seen enough movies and tv shows to have a basic understanding of how these things worked. I certainly wasn’t an expert.

		Actually, I wasn’t an expert at anything. My life up until this point generally sucked. I worked a low-paying job that I hated. I had no friends to speak of. The few family members I had weren’t on speaking terms with me. Why? I had no idea. I just knew that my phone number had been blocked and my emails went unanswered. I didn’t think I was a bad guy, but clearly I had done something to upset them. However, since they had cut me off, I had no way of knowing why.

		“Okay, here you go,” Stacy said, handing my license back to me. “Let me just print out your visitor's badge and you can go on up. Your badge will have directions on where to go and the QR code on the back will allow you to visit the testing center. It will not let you in anywhere else, just so you know.”

		“Thank you,” I said as I watched my visitor badge slide out of the printer. It seemed to be a nifty little setup. Not that I had any experience working with anything like that. The best I seemed to be able to do job-wise was working at a fast food joint flipping burgers and making fries. I’d tried applying to bigger and better jobs, but I never got a call back. It wasn’t that I was against working at fast food joints for the rest of my life, but I figured there had to be something more. I’d even watched teens still in school get promoted ahead of me. I didn’t know what it was, but I felt like I was invisible sometimes, although that had nothing to do with my reason for being here.

		In all my life, I had never identified as anything but male, but I had felt a longing to be a woman for longer than I could remember. And that was what it was. It was a longing. It was a desire. It was a feeling that I was meant to be a woman. I couldn’t explain it beyond that. Somehow I just knew that my life would be better if I was a woman instead of a man, as if I had lost the genetic lottery when I was conceived and was not making up for all that lost time.

		Once my visitor's badge was printed, Stacy clipped on a lanyard so that I could wear the badge around my neck. “You need to wear this at all times when you are in the building, unless otherwise instructed. Understood?”

		“Yes, ma’am,” I answered. “Thank you.”

		I took the offered badge and hung it around my neck, seeking her approval. There would have been a time when I would have fantasized about Stacy, about her asking me to join her on her break, taking me into some back room and sucking my cock or bending over so I could fuck her from behind. It would have only been a fantasy though, because such a thing had never actually happened to me.

		Despite the fact that I wanted to be a woman, I had never actually had any interest in men. I was completely straight with not even the smallest of inklings that I might find a man attractive. The moment I started thinking about what a man was packing between his legs, I was turned off. Hell, I could get turned off just by looking at a ripped man with his shirt off. Men did nothing for me. I could only wonder what it would be like for me once I was a woman. Would I continue to only have eyes for women, thus making me a lesbian, or would I start to find men more appealing. I had so many questions, but I always put them out of my mind, knowing their answers paled in comparison to the ultimate goal.

		With my badge around my neck, I headed over toward security. I felt like I was lining up at the airport to get on a plane, since it appeared everyone had to walk through a metal detector and have their bags searched. It was a good thing I wasn’t planning to steal anything. What was more, there was a line going the other way as well, full of people who were leaving. They took intellectual property theft seriously.

		Of course, the line would have gone a lot faster if there wasn’t some bimbo flirting with one of the security guards. They were off to the side, chatting. She kept batting her eyelashes at him and giggling. Her outfit did nothing to hide her incredible figure. Her breasts were huge and nearly on full display. I had never seen such a large valley of cleavage on a woman in a professional setting before. And her skirt did nothing to hide the fact she had a great ass and beautiful long legs. She was almost any man’s wet dream. I could barely keep my eyes off her, which was probably her intention. Not just with me, of course, but with every man in line.

		Despite my intention to join her ranks as a woman, I had no hope of ever looking that hot. To be honest, I had so few expectations other than losing my cock and balls, having them replaced with a clit and a pussy. I figured I’d grow breasts too and hopefully my face would become more feminine. But those were just hopes. What really mattered was that I would no longer be Tony the man.

		I had already decided what my female name would be. I would keep everything the same, except I would switch the y with an i. I would be Toni Mitchell. Of course, that all assumed everything went to plan. After all, the procedure was still in beta testing. Something could go wrong. It was possible that nothing would happen at all. I could only imagine that, but it would be my luck to be stuck as I was with no hope at changing my life, of becoming the woman I wanted to be.

		Eventually I made it through security. The whole time I stood in line, the blonde woman flirted with the security guard. They clearly knew each other. The exact nature of their relationship was unclear, but I had a feeling they were sleeping together. Not that I had any solid evidence. I just got that vibe off of them and the way they interacted with each other. Not that I could blame either of them for having a physical relationship, as much as it hurt knowing I was not successful in that regard. They were both hot by conventional standards. The security guard had broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw. The woman had big tits, a tiny waist, and a nice ass. Really, they both seemed like the whole package, physically speaking, that is. Who knew what they had going on upstairs.

		Once I finally made it through security, I checked my watch. The wait had not been nearly as long as it had felt. It was probably just my nerves and anxiety that made it feel like I had been standing in line for hours. It had only been 10 minutes.

		Normally at this hour I would have been showing up at work, already dressed in my work uniform. The polo shirt and hat were mainstays, always a part of my work uniform. I had to actually buy them from the company. They took the cost out of my paycheck, which sucked. Especially as they required us to buy a new one each month. After years, I could just wear work clothes everyday without wearing the same shirt twice in the same month. We were responsible for acquiring our own work approved pants and shoes, but that didn’t help me any. Working in the kitchen almost always meant I was replacing those clothes regularly. The grease stains were gross.

		At least today I didn’t need to wear such clothing. I wore a simple pair of jeans and a sweatshirt. The weather would probably be too warm for a sweatshirt later, but I didn’t really care. I had a feeling I would be spending much of my day in an air conditioned lab or office. The exact details were limited, but the amount of time I would be spending in the outdoor conditions would be limited.

		My boss had been hesitant about giving me a week off. It was required of my participation in the beta testing program. They did not want me working, which I supposed made some sense. If there were side effects, I would not be in a position to bring attention to my condition. Not to mention that I would presumably be transforming into a woman over the course of the week. That would be weird, both for me and my coworkers.

		I eventually had to explain everything to my boss. The pimply kid who was now my manager was accepting of my situation at least. He didn’t give me any grief when I told him I was transitioning. For once I actually got a congratulations out of him. Not that I ever got one for my work. To be honest, I didn’t understand how I hadn’t gotten compliments from my coworkers or managers before. I worked hard and I worked well. I was nice to everybody and I pitched in where ever needed when we were short staffed. I thought I was a model employee, but I supposed others saw it differently. That, or I was the best damn fast food burger cook in the world and they all wanted to keep me there.

		Either way, my manager knew about what I was doing and was preparing for me to return to work in a week’s time looking very different than I did now. They were even handling the paperwork changes that a change in gender would require. It was the nicest thing anyone had done for me at work since I got hired. That meaning of that sucked, but at least I didn’t have to worry about any of that now. It was all going to be taken care of.

		With the security line behind me, I followed the directions on my visitor's badge. It was handy, since I had never actually been to the site before. Every other interaction with the people in charge had been offsite, with them either showing up at my dingy little apartment or me meeting them at a mobile site where they did the blood draw.

		First I was sent up the elevator. There was a specific visitor’s elevator that served all the floors, but I had to wait for it. Someone had beaten me to the elevator and had an appointment on the top floor, or so I guessed. The other elevators were badge coded to employees. There were big signs everywhere requiring each person who stepped onto an elevator to scan their badge before getting on. The computer seemed capable of detecting when someone got on who shouldn’t be there. It was impressive, but it forced me to wait longer.

		It wasn’t too late for me to turn around and leave. Yes, I had my badge, but I hadn’t actually gone through with anything that was life altering. I could walk back outside and not come back. I was sure there had been other people who had chickened out at the last moment. I couldn’t have been the first. Obviously, I wanted this, but it was still a big decision and I wasn’t 100 percent certain that I wanted this. I mean, I did want it and I had for a long time, but even I knew this was a massive potential change.

		My elevator arrived and I stepped on. I was alone as I swiped my badge. I didn’t even need to choose a floor. The computer controlling the elevator knew where I was going from my badge. As it turned out, I was the only visitor at that moment. All those other people I had waited in line with to pass through security had all been employees. The doors shut and the elevator started to rise. This was it. This was my moment. My dreams were coming true. Or at least I hoped they were coming true. Only time would tell, but I was past the point of turning back. I was committed, if not physically, at least mentally. Today was the first day of the rest of my life.
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		Stepping off the elevator on my designated floor, I once again looked to my badge to direct me where to go. It was a good thing I could read and understand the instructions, because there wasn’t a lot of signage. I supposed it was another part of the company’s security. By not explaining where everything was, people would be less likely to wander into places they shouldn’t be on purpose. It would only mess up the clueless.

		But since I had directions, I was not among the clueless. It only took a minute or so to wind my way through the building until I found my final destination. And for once there was a sign on the door. It was handwritten with the simple words of “Beta Testing Program Here.” It didn’t even identify the name of the testing program. But since my badge told me to come to this door, the sign simply confirmed that I was in the right place.

		I knocked, not knowing what to do. There weren’t any other directions. I didn’t want to barge in if I wasn’t supposed to.

		It only took a moment for the lock to click and the door to open. It turned out knocking was the proper procedure.

		It was a man who greeted me at the door. Before he even looked at my face or asked me my name, he looked at the badge around my neck. Finally, after checking that I was in the right place, he looked up, looking straight into my eyes. “What’s your name?”

		“Tony Mitchell,” I answered immediately. I wasn’t prepared for this level of scrutiny. My heart had started to pound in my chest and my breathing quickened. This probably wasn’t the best way to start out, but the security procedures were starting to freak me out. The original security line was fine. So too was the way I needed my badge to get around. But I had to imagine that if I got this far, I had to be in the right place.

		“Welcome, Tony,” the man said. “I’m Richard. Come on in.”

		And just like that, the door was opened wide and I was welcomed inside.

		I hadn’t actually met Richard before. I had seen his name in the paperwork I had signed and I had heard his name several times, but we had yet to meet face to face. He was tall and broad shouldered. He reminded me a bit of the security guard downstairs, but Richard had a more rugged look about him. He was also at least 20 years older.

		I stepped inside to find myself in a kind of waiting area. The room was lined with stackable chairs along the walls. None of the chairs were stacked, but they were also empty. I was the only one there.

		“Normally you’d have to wait here until we were ready for you, but we had a few last minute cancellations this morning, so it’s just you right now,” Richard explained. “Follow me and you can meet the team.”

		Richard led me through another door. This next room reminded me of a medical office with multiple stations cordoned off with curtains. There was one left open. There was a small table, a chair, a coat rack, and a bathtub. Or at least it looked like a bathtub to me. I was sure it had some fancy name and it did something other than help someone get clean.

		“Tony,” said a familiar smiling face. I looked to find Carla, the woman I had met during my onboarding process before. She had been the one to visit me at my apartment and she was the one who headed up the mobile site where they got a copy of my blood.

		“Doctor,” I said, returning her smile and holding out my hand for a handshake.

		Carla reached out with both hands and shook mine with vigor. “Please, call me Carla. I’m so glad you could make it. I’m sure Richard already explained that we had several cancellations today. These things happen. Hopefully we can reschedule them for another time, but it means you get our full attention today.”

		“I guess I’m ready,” I said, my nervousness returning. I had felt better seeing Carla, but that was short lived when I was once again reminded of the procedure I was about to go through.

		The science behind what they were doing was way over my head. I understood, however, that they would be changing my gender at the genetic level. When I left here, I would no longer have an X and a Y chromosome, but I would have two X chromosomes. Genetically I would be female. However, it could take up to a week for my body to catch up. I had no doubt my next week would be very strange.

		“Do you have any questions before we get to the big moment?” Carla asked.

		“I mean,” I said hesitantly. I had tons of questions, but many of them were repeats of what I had already asked. It wasn’t my fault I didn’t understand the science behind what was going to happen. But I still did have questions about what my next week was going to look like. And then there was the matter of the money. I wasn’t just doing this because I dreamed of being a woman, but also for the money. “What do you expect my next week to be like? I’ve already arranged to take time off from work. And then there’s the matter of me getting paid.”

		“In our experience, you won’t have to worry much about pain or anything,” Carla started. “Your body will start changing within a few hours of you leaving here though. You’ll find that your penis starts shrinking and your voice will probably get higher. It will probably take a couple days before any breast growth starts. And it’s impossible to know where you might end up, especially since you selected a random genetic donor. Many people get a DNA sample from their father so that they can become the genetic equivalent of who they might have been if the odds were different. But that isn’t always an option.”

		“As for the money,” Richard interjected, “that will be deposited into your account as soon as you finish here. Admittedly, given the natural delays of bank transfers, it might not show up in your account for a day or two. Hopefully you won’t need it before then.”

		“I should be fine,” I said. “I’ve got enough food at home to cover me for the whole week. I didn’t know if I’d be able to go out until everything is complete.”

		“Planning ahead,” Carla said. “I like that. Hopefully that means you’ll be one of our top performers.”

		I gave her a funny look, trying to understand her meaning. Was there something they weren’t telling me? There was a part of me that wanted to back out. There was no way I could go through with this if they were going to withhold important information from me. Yet, I was already here and I had few doubts that I wanted this. And there was the money to consider. It wasn’t a huge sum, but it was enough to let me breathe a little, not to mention I would be getting several years of free healthcare out of it too. Fast food didn’t pay me well enough to let me afford health insurance. At least my restaurant didn’t. Then again, they kept my hours just under the level that would force them to pay for it. Instead, they forced the cost onto me and I could barely afford the most basic of plans.

		“Don’t get me wrong,” Carla said, looking embarrassed about what she had said. “I’ve just gotten the impression that many of the people we’ve included in the beta test so far might have enjoyed being a woman too much. They sometimes have a tendency to ignore their minds a bit and rely instead on their bodies, if you know what I mean.”

		I nodded my head, thinking back to the woman who was flirting with the security guard downstairs. She looked like someone who was enjoying her feminine qualities just a little too much. I could only hope I wouldn’t turn out that way. I knew I wasn’t the smartest person around, but I wasn’t an idiot. I wasn’t stupid. I just never had the chance to truly prove myself in the classroom. For whatever reason, I always got stuck in the lower level classes. They were easy, but I never got advanced to something more difficult. I even asked a teacher once for something harder. I got brushed off and ignored. And since I never took difficult classes, there was no way I was getting into college, even if I could have afforded it, which I couldn’t.

		There was a part of me that hoped I might be able to turn my life around enough to eventually enroll in college. I didn’t know what I wanted to study, but I knew that a college degree was a great platform to better paying jobs. I could only hope that worked out for me.

		“I understand,” I finally said. “So, what do you need me to do first?”

		“This way,” Carla said, guiding me into the open bay. I sat down in the chair and rolled myself next to the desk. Richard entered a moment later, placing a set of paperwork in front of me. I had already signed a lot of forms already, including giving them my bank account information so I could be paid. But there were a few last minute forms to sign. The company in charge wanted to make sure that I didn’t sue if something went wrong. Not that I could afford to sue. Even with the money they were paying me, it wouldn’t be enough for a proper lawyer. Lawyers cost a lot of money.

		Carla handed me a pen to use. I made quick work of the forms, only scanning them quickly. There was nothing that stood out as crazy or problematic. Sure, they could have hidden something in the fine print, but I trusted these people. I doubted they would try to screw me over. And besides, my healthcare costs would be taken care of for me. If something went wrong, it was on them, not me.

		“Okay,” I said as I set the pen down. All the forms had been signed. “What’s next? Do you give me a shot or something?”

		“Actually, we need you to take a bath. That is how we perform the genetic resequencing. You get to relax in a nice warm bath filled with the enzymes that will replace your Y chromosome with an X chromosome. It should take a couple hours. After that, we’ll keep you around for a while for observation, but otherwise, we don’t expect any issues. You’ll be home this evening and fully able to go about your day as usual.”

		“Wow, um, okay,” I said, trying to take all of that in. I wasn’t expecting a bath. But then again, that seemed easier than a shot. And it would be far less painful.

		“You will need to take off all your clothes,” Richard explained. “But you’ll have full privacy here. That is the reason for the curtains.”

		“Cool,” I said. “Makes sense. I’m ready whenever you are.”

		Richard and Carla backed away and closed the curtain, leaving me alone. As soon as the curtain stopped swaying, I started to pull off my clothes. I knew I would probably have to buy new clothes by the time the week was over, but I had no idea how my body might change in the meantime. There were a lot of unknowns with this, but then again, I was not just making a dream come true, I was contributing to science. For all I knew, this genetic manipulation would become standard practice in the future. What exactly that could mean, I had no idea. I couldn’t even begin to predict how this technology could be used in the future. And to be honest, I didn’t want to know either. I was just going to hope for the best.

		“Just let us know when you get in the tub,” Carla called out. “We’ll start the clock then.”

		I took care to either hang up my clothes on the rack or fold them and place them on the chair. I felt strange getting naked in such a place, but I knew my privacy would remain intact. I trusted Carla and Richard. Not that I expected them to want to see me naked. It wasn’t like I was the best looking guy in the world. Like with my work life, my love life was equally bad. No, I wasn’t a virgin, but I wasn’t far off from one either. And my memories of my first and only time were not ones I wanted to hang my hat on.

		“I’m getting in now,” I said as I stepped into the tub. It was already filled with what I thought was water at first, but it felt heavier and more viscous. And it had a greenish tint to it. Not that I understood what any of that meant.

		“Just lie back and try to submerge as much of your body as possible,” Carla said. “Your face can remain out, but try to maximize how much of your body is in contact with the fluid.”

		Fluid. That meant whatever I was laying in was not water, no matter how much it resembled water. Not that I had anything to be concerned about.

		Music started playing out of small speakers near my head. It was calm meditative music. I liked it. It helped me relax and push aside the worries that had previously made my heart race. I was safe. I was protected. Nothing bad was going to happen to me. I closed my eyes and just let myself float, both physically in the fluid and mentally on the melodious waves of the music.
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		An alarm went off, waking me up from my sleep. I hadn’t even realized I had been asleep, but the relaxing music was suddenly replaced with a jarring alarm.

		I sat up suddenly. “I’m up,” I shouted. “I’m up.”

		“Time to get out of the tub,” Carla called out as the alarm shut off. “Sorry about that, but I knew you were asleep. You were snoring. I tried calling for you, but you just kept right on snoring.”

		“It’s okay,” I said, my heart rate starting to return to normal once again. The adrenaline spike left me feeling winded and I hadn’t even done anything physical.

		“There’s a towel next to the tub,” Richard said. “Go ahead and get yourself dried off and get dressed. You can leave the towel next to the tub. We’ll take care of the clean up.”

		I did as I was instructed, taking time to carefully dry myself off. Luckily, despite the fluid being a bit thicker than water, it came off just fine. The towel was almost unnecessary, because most of the fluid just sluiced off my skin. Once I was out of the tub and dry, the towel was barely damp.

		As I dressed myself, I couldn’t help but wonder what kind of clothes I would be buying in the future. Would my style change? I knew men’s and women’s clothes were cut differently. Women’s clothes tended to be tighter, which I was okay with. But they didn’t have to be either. Would I still prefer my sweatshirt and jeans look or would I opt for something more fashionable. There was no limit to what I could do.

		The gender change basically meant I could completely reform myself. I could be whoever I wanted to be, within reason of course. Just because I turned into a woman didn’t mean I could suddenly become a rocket scientist without doing all the work to become one. However, I felt like I now had far more options than I ever did before. I could dress sexily if I wanted to. I could dress formally. I could choose to showcase my future femininity or I could hide it away.

		And then there was the difference in how I acted and behaved. I had always done what I was told and gone with the flow. I rarely stood up for myself. I might not be able to change that, but then again, maybe I could. Maybe I could use this physical change to change how I routinely thought and how I behaved. The sky really was the limit.

		As soon as I was fully clothed again, I pulled the curtain aside to find Richard and Carla waiting for me.

		“How do you feel?” Carla asked.

		“Great, I think. I just feel like I took a nice relaxing bath and had a nap all in one.”

		“That’s great,” Richard said. “Glad to hear it. We’re going to keep you around for a few hours of observation, just in case. It’s standard procedure and in all our trials so far, it hasn’t been needed. It’s more of a just in case situation.”

		“Sure,” I said. “Where do you want me?”

		“There’s a recovery room next door,” Carla said. “There’s juice and snacks if you get thirsty or hungry. And there are magazines to read if you get bored. You’re free to use your phone if you need to. And if you feel something is wrong, just call out. There is a microphone that is voice activated that will alert us if you make any noise.”

		“Sounds like fun,” I said, fully intending to spend the next few hours relaxing and watching online videos. That was how I spent most of my free time anyway. I might as well keep doing what I already knew I liked.
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		Ipicked up food for dinner on my way home from the lab. I spent all afternoon in the recovery room, but nothing of note happened. There were no adverse reactions to the treatment. To be honest, I was left wondering if I had been given a placebo bath, instead of the real thing. I felt completely normal. At the very least, I would have expected some discomfort, like when I got my yearly flu vaccination. My arm always hurt for a couple days afterward. But this time I felt as if nothing had happened.

		Obviously, there was a difference between getting a vaccination and taking a bath that supposedly would rewrite my genetic code. However, I still figured there would be some sort of side effect. I wasn’t even sick to my stomach.

		And even as I sat in front of the television, watching an old movie featuring Marilyn Monroe, eating my takeout Chinese food, I felt no different. It felt like a normal evening for me. I could almost pretend I hadn’t spent the day getting a treatment that was supposed to turn me into a woman. I wasn’t much of a cook, despite the fact I worked at the fast food restaurant. I didn’t really need to be to flip burgers. And I had always loved watching Marilyn Monroe movies. If I could have chosen the kind of woman I wanted to be, I would want to be like her. I could only wish she had lived longer so that I would have a bigger collection of movies with her in them.

		As the end of the movie approached, I felt the first stirrings of what could be the result of the day’s treatment. I hadn’t been warned about what to expect, although I had been given a card with a number to call should I have any questions or if something concerned me. They also asked that I call them in the case of an emergency, rather than call for the paramedics. That was assuming it wasn’t a fire or police emergency. Those needed to be handled by the proper authorities. It was only medical emergencies they were concerned about. I wasn’t sure if that was legal, but I wasn’t going to complain. As long as I received prompt medical care if I needed it, I was happy. Not that a medical emergency would be a good outcome.

		However, I wasn’t concerned about this particular effect being a medical emergency. It certainly wasn’t the first time I had gotten aroused while watching a Marilyn Monroe movie. My cock was hard in my pants, tenting the fabric between my legs. The only difference between now and other times was I had never gotten this hard from watching a movie. Not even porn movies got me this hard.

		As soon as the movie ended, I raced off to the bathroom. I had always preferred masturbating on the toilet. It made cleanup easier and it was also more private. Not that I lacked privacy in my studio apartment, but I had previously lived elsewhere with roommates and the bathroom became a good place to jack off privately.

		“Oh, yeah,” I moaned as I wrapped my hand around my cock. I didn’t feel like my cock was as big as usual, but I had never felt this sensitive before either. Not that I was complaining. And the moment I started to stroke it, it all felt even better. If nothing else happened to me, I would still end up very happy. I wouldn’t mind a lifetime of great sensitivity like this.

		But then something started to dawn on me. My cock wasn’t the only change I experienced. Something else had happened too. It was my voice. I sounded different.

		“What do I sound like?” I asked out loud, not knowing what else to say. But there was a simple answer to that question. I no longer sounded like myself. Instead, my voice sounded higher pitched, almost feminine. At the moment it probably sounded androgynous, that perfect blend between male and female voices that made it difficult to guess what gender the speaker was just from the sound of their voice.

		“That’s weird,” I said, deciding I should voice my thoughts more until the sound of my own voice sounded more natural to me. It wasn’t really a problem, but it was a good sign that something more than increased arousal was happening to me. I could only hope that more of my body would end up following my voice. I could only hope that my earlier treatment was a success, that I really was turning into a woman.

		“Fuck, yes,” I moaned again as I got back to what I had started with. My hands felt so good around my cock. I knew I couldn’t last long like this. I was going to cum. I was going to shoot my load. I couldn’t wait.

		And then suddenly it hit me. It was unlike any orgasm I had ever felt before. In the past, cumming had always felt like a small eruption fully centered on my cock. That was where the pleasure came from and it was almost completely contained there. But this was different. I could feel the pleasure start in my cock, but then it almost exploded outward until it ignited in my belly. The pleasurable heat not only felt great, but it immediately made me want to keep going. It was an orgasm like none other. I loved it and I wanted more.

		Even more impressive, however, was how my cock didn’t go soft after cumming. It had always done that before. It had always deflated as my body recovered. Usually it would take at least half an hour, sometimes more, before I felt ready to go again. But this time, even though I had just cum, I was ready to go again. And with such pleasure, there was no way I could stop myself. My hands got back to work as my eyes rolled up into the back of my head. I let out a long steady moan with my new voice, enjoying every moment of this change to my libido.
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		I spent the majority of my night masturbating. I just couldn’t help myself. I would cum and then immediately feel like I needed to do it again. My libido was never satisfied. I was never sated.

		It was late when I finally willed myself to bed. My cock was still hard between my legs, but I was growing weary, unable to keep up such an urgent pace. I probably should have called the number on the card. I could only imagine what I felt was similar to the potential side effects from erectile dysfunction drugs, because my erection definitely lasted longer than four hours.

		I think all that masturbation had an effect on my sleep though. My dreams were strangely erotic. I couldn’t really remember them, but I got the impression that there was a lot of sex going on. In some, I was still the man, fucking a hot woman with long blonde hair and big tits. But in others, I felt like I was that woman. I was the woman with the long blonde hair and the big tits. I was a moaning mess, just a slut who was constantly begging for sex. I wanted cock, in all of my holes: in my mouth, in my ass, and in my pussy.

		The latter certainly shocked me, since I still very much had a cock. Admittedly, once I completed this transformation, I assumed I would no longer have a cock. I assumed I wouldn’t be stuck in life as a dick girl. Not that I didn’t have a problem with that. I just wanted to be fully female when all of this was over. That was what I had signed up for, but I knew there could be problems. I knew this genetic procedure was still in testing phases and anything could happen.

		Waking up the next morning, I was struck by the fact that I was still hard. Then again, morning wood was not unusual for me. However, it was clear that something was happening to me. It wasn’t just that I was hard, but the size of my cock seemed even smaller than it had last night. I had noticed that I wasn’t as big when fully hard, but I had put that up to just random chance. There was always a little bit of variation in size when I was fully erect.

		However, this morning it was clear I was no longer as well endowed as I had been before. My cock must have been at least an inch shorter than before. And for me, losing an inch was a significant size change. I figured it was a good thing that I didn’t have a girlfriend or friend with benefits that I needed to please regularly. I knew that it wasn’t all about size, but I also knew that size played a role. And if I wasn’t as big, it would mean I would need to make up for it in other ways.

		Then again, it wasn’t like I had an active sex life. There was just me and my hands and that was how it had been for longer than I wanted to admit.

		I didn’t have work, but I still felt the need to get up and start my day. I shuffled into the bathroom first thing to jack off again. I started almost every day with a little masturbation. I felt that it gave me a more even disposition throughout the day. And it got the randy thoughts out of the way so I didn’t make a fool of myself at work or out and about by staring at women’s cleavage or making offensive offhand remarks about women’s bodies. Those were the sorts of things that would get me slapped or possibly fired and both were bad.

		I ended up cumming three times before I felt any semblance of satisfaction. I honestly didn’t know how my body could keep recovering like that. It was one after another with no time in between. And I had no idea how my balls were still producing cum. They were smaller like my cock, maintaining the proportionality.

		But it wasn’t until I stood in front of the bathroom mirror to get a good look at myself that I realized something else had changed. I was shorter. I couldn’t tell just by looking, but I would have wagered I was at least three inches shorter. How that was possible, I had no idea. It meant my bones, which I had always assumed were relatively fixed once I had stopped growing, had shrunk down in size. It meant my whole body was shifting and changing, transforming me into the woman I would have been if the luck of the genetic lottery had gone the other way.

		At least I looked proportional over all. But I wasn’t sure how long that would last. I had to figure that if I was getting shorter, I would start developing wider hips soon enough. I actually felt a little giddy as I got in the shower at the thought that I might have an hourglass figure like Marilyn Monroe and the other bombshell women of her era. Or of any era. Despite the changing perception of women over the years, there was little doubt that the hourglass figure had been popular in all that time. There was something extra attractive about a woman with wide hips, a narrow waist, and tits big enough to even her out, or even be a little top heavy. No one, at least no moan, would complain about a woman being just a little top heavy in her appearance, her tits just a little too big for her overall frame.

		“You’re gonna be a hottie,” I told myself as I showered, scrubbing my sensitive skin. My voice seemed to have risen to a higher pitch. I no longer sounded androgynous, but fully feminine when I spoke. No one hearing me would assume I had a cock.

		“Oh look, my hair,” I said a moment later as I noticed the clumps of hair gathering around the drain. It took me a moment to figure out that it wasn’t the hair on my head. It was my body hair. I barely had to scrub for the hair to just fall away. I didn’t know what was going to happen to me. I didn’t know what my final appearance would be. All I knew was I was excited to find out. I could only hope I was going to enjoy the new me. I couldn’t wait to leave Tony behind and fully become Toni. It was happening. Now I had my fingers crossed that it was all going to work out.

		

	
		 

		4

		 

		Next came the hips. As a man, I had always had boyish hips. They were unobtrusive and completely normal. But as I continued to change, as my cock started getting smaller and smaller, my hips expanded. They pushed out from my sides until they looked like a proper set of birthing hips. Not that I believed it possible for me to get pregnant when all this was over. I doubted I would develop and grow eggs. I couldn’t remember exactly, but I thought there was a fine print notation about an inability to get pregnant. That was probably for the best, since I didn’t think I could handle that. I didn’t know how women could bear it.

		Of course, with the bigger hips, I needed to start dressing differently. My pants certainly didn’t fit anymore. I couldn’t get them to fit around my hips. Then again, I had always worn my pants on my hips. That was part of the problem, but pulling them up to sit on my waist didn’t actually help that much. Yes, I was able to button them, but I couldn’t make them look good.

		Overall, I was in this weird place where I wasn’t entirely female and I wasn’t entirely male. I was somewhere in between. Not that people really noticed by looking at my face or listening to my voice. No one would have questioned my womanhood via video chats and calls. As long as I was only seen from the neck up, it was fine. It was only when my whole body got involved that things went awry.

		However, I had to go out. I had to leave my apartment. There was grocery shopping to do. And then there was clothes shopping. It was a good thing the money came through, because I needed to spend money on the new me. I found a pair of sweatpants I could wear, but they weren’t exactly cutting style. If anything, they made me look like a slob, which wasn’t that far from the truth, but it wasn’t how I wanted to dress.

		Worse, my feet were smaller. They swam in my shoes, giving me no choice but to wear a pair of oversized flip flops. At least that way I could protect my feet and not get thrown out of stores. Those were actually the first things I replaced. I was at this big box grocery store that sold a little bit of everything. Their clothes selections were less than ideal, but they had cheap sandals that I could buy that actually fit me. Once those were on my feet, I felt much better about everything. I would have bought something more substantial, but I wasn’t sure if I was going to shrink in size anymore than I had already.

		The rest of my clothes shopping I completed at the mall. Before this moment, I had always hated shopping for clothes. As a man who had no sense of style, that seemed to make sense for me. Now, however, I was actually enjoying myself. I kept trying to decide what my new style should be. It was difficult to decide how I wanted to portray myself. There were so many options.

		In fact, there were too many options. And without any idea how far my body would change, I ended up focusing on stretchy fabrics. For pants, that meant yoga pants and various leggings that I could make look like pants. I couldn’t believe I was becoming that woman, but I didn’t have much choice. My body was changing too much. I was still in flux. What might fit perfectly today, could fit horribly tomorrow. My only choice was to go with flexible and stretchy fabrics and styles.

		Walking out of the mall that afternoon, I was wearing black yoga pants and a tight synthetic top. I wasn’t wearing a bra, because I didn’t need one yet. I had no idea what I would do when it came time for bra shopping. I had never been someone who was particularly talented with bras. Then again, that was when I was a man and I was trying to unhook a woman’s bra in the throes of passion. Me wearing one myself, without such distractions, would probably be easier. I nearly bought a training bra, figuring it would be helpful to get used to wearing a bra all tighter, but I held off. I wasn’t ready for that. At least, I wasn’t ready for that mentally.

		The one problem with yoga pants was they didn’t exactly give me much room in the crotch. My cock was tiny in comparison to what it once was, but it was still there and I found it difficult to completely hide the fact I had a bulge there. My tight top didn’t help either. Luckily, I bought a purse with a long enough strap to allow me to wear it over my crotch. In most instances, no one would notice that I had more there than would have naturally been assumed.

		Back at home, as I started to sort my new clothes and put them in my dresser or hang them up in my closet, I couldn’t help but think about what a strange situation I was in. It completely sucked, but I also knew this was only a temporary condition. Presumably in a week, I would look fully female. I was already past the halfway point, or so I figured. But it was still strange to look at myself. I looked so different from the person I had always been. That was by design, but I couldn’t stop a sense of dissonance coming over me whenever I caught sight of myself in the mirror.

		Later that night, as I sat in front of the television with one hand down under my waistband, gently stroking what was left of my shrinking cock, my chest started to hurt. The hand down my pants was somewhat normal when I was home. I didn’t know what it was, but my little cock was making itself known to me more and more. My arousal seemed almost constant. I was barely able to tamp it down to keep myself from masturbating while out and about, but there were plenty of times when I had let my mind wander and I could feel my body begging me for a little play time. It was begging me for relief. At home, while I was alone, I could give into its demands and I did so without thinking about it.

		The pain was a dull ache. It reminded me of the growing pains I had when I was a kid. I remembered how my knees would hurt as I went through my growth spurt. The pain was similar, but it was centered below my nipples on my chest. I tore off my tight top to see two budding breasts. They were starting to grow.

		I knew my growth was happening in an almost random order. I understood the basics of female anatomy and how the female body blossomed into full womanhood. My hips should have been one of the last things to change, but that started smack dab in the middle of everything. And now it was time for my breasts to grow.

		All night, as I watched tv, looking at the female actors, I tried to guess how big I would end up being. Despite an interest in women’s breasts, as a man, I had never actually looked into them from the point of view of what it might be like to actually have them. I only looked at them for their aesthetic qualities. Breasts were beautiful things. But now I was about to have a pair of my own and I wasn’t sure I was ready for it. I wasn’t sure I could handle having boobs of my own. Not that I had a choice.

		Was I going to be big like the bimbo on the tv? She wasn’t the only woman in the show I was watching, but she certainly had the biggest rack. They were big and jiggled whenever she moved. And she always wore low-cut tops to show off her cleavage. Could that be my future? I found that hard to believe. I didn’t understand how some women could showcase their bodies that way. How could they let men think of them as sexual objects that way?

		As a man, I certainly never complained when a woman used her clothes to highlight her body. I never complained when a woman wore a scoop-necked top that displayed a deep valley of cleavage. I also didn’t complain when they wore crop tops, showing off tight and trim midriffs. Nor did I mind when they wore short skirts and dresses that showed off their legs in high heels. I had been a man and I did not complain when I was given free eye candy. But now I was wondering if I could ever bring myself to dress like that. Could I show off my body for sexual appeal? Would I even have sexual appeal when this was all over?

		I must have cum thinking those thoughts at least half a dozen times before I went to bed that night. And that showed in my dreams. I tossed and turned all night as I slept, my mind conjuring strange images and movies that had a woman who was possibly me, but dressed up in the sluttiest possible outfits, parading my nearly naked body in front of admiring men. I would reach out and stroke their cocks through their pants, even begging them to let me suck their cocks. I couldn’t believe it was me, but in my dreams, it felt entirely natural. I even offered tit-fucks, which, when I looked down and saw my large breasts, it became obvious just how far I had fallen.

		When I woke up the next morning, I found myself in a tangle of bed covers. It took several minutes for me to extricate myself. But as soon as I stood up, I knew something was different. My hips had widened slightly, but that wasn’t what gave me pause. It was the jiggle of flesh I felt on my chest. I looked down to see what looked like two soft oranges sitting on my chest, tenting my top, stretching the already thin fabric across my chest.

		“I’ve got boobs,” I said absentmindedly, not even thinking about the words I used.

		They bounced and jiggled as I rushed into the bathroom so I could get a better look at myself. I tore off my top and stood there looking at my naked chest. With the counter obscuring my tiny cock, I couldn’t help but see a woman in the mirror. And that woman was me.

		I ran thought back to the women I had examined while watching tv the night before, trying to decide where I fit on the boob spectrum. I was bigger than I had originally imagined I might be, but not as big as the bimbo of a woman who had attracted most of my attention. I still had a ways to go before I was that big.

		I reached up and cupped my boobs. In the mirror, it looked like I was presenting them to my reflection. That in itself seemed like a slutty thing to do. But I wasn’t a slut, was I? That wasn’t the sort of person I saw myself becoming. I wanted to be more than a dumb slut who used her body to get through life. This was my chance to start over, to be more than I had ever managed before. I needed to remind myself that so that I didn’t spend another night mindlessly rubbing myself as my cock acted more like a clit.

		“Oh wow,” I said as my fingers brushed my nipples. My eyes widened as a bolt of pleasure flowed through me. I had never imagined that boobs could feel this good. I was completely unprepared for such an eventuality. I willed myself to ignore the heat building up inside of me. This wasn’t who I wanted to be.

		“Oh, fuck, but I’m horny,” I said as I plopped down on the toilet and started to finger myself. My cock was too small to properly grip. It was absolutely tiny. So too were my balls. It was more like a little sack below what was left of my cock. But now I had more places to play with. While one hand moved south to play with my cock, my other hand remained on my boobs, pinching and pulling at my nipples as I let out long high pitched moans. I just couldn’t help myself. I had barely been awake for 15 minutes and I was already masturbating.

		It only took a few minutes before I came. My orgasm felt like an explosion of pleasure went off inside my body, filling me with warmth and comfort. My cock barely twitched. My balls were apparently too small to produce anything. I couldn’t cum like I had as a man. It was another clear sign that I was getting closer to becoming fully female.

		It was only after all of that, after I had recovered from my orgasm, after I had showered, that I bothered to take proper stock of where I was in my transition. I had boobs now. They were bigger than I had imagined they would be after a single night, but I had to admit they looked good on my frame. My hips were a bit wider, but nothing as drastic as the growth of my chest. My hair seemed to have grown faster than I had realized too. I still had short hair, but it now looked like I was starting to grow it out. That seemed like the natural thing to do now, but I wondered how long I would let it get before I started cutting it. I had a hard time imagining I would let it get much past my jaw before I decided I needed it shorter. But who knew? I could always decide to let it grow out until it was halfway down my back or even longer than that.

		And was it lighter? It certainly seemed that way, but it was too early to tell. I grew up with blond hair, but it darkened when I got older. But I wouldn’t mind being blonde again.

		Getting dressed, I was very cognizant of my boobs. It was a good thing I had selected stretchy tops, because I needed them to stretch over my boobs. To behest, when coupled with my yoga pants, I looked really sexy. Or so I thought. I liked how my boobs helped balance out my wide hips. And coupled with my thin waist, I had an hourglass shape that some women paid significant sums of money to achieve.

		I found myself turning sideways and looked at my profile in the mirror. I had to stand back to see it all, but it seemed my butt was bigger too. Again, there was a nice counterbalance between my boobs and my butt.

		The tight top also helped reduce the amount of jiggling I felt. However, since I didn’t have any bras to wear, my nipples made their presence known. Anyone who looked at them would be able to see them through my top, poking out against the stretchy fabric. Luckily, the fabric did not stretch so much that it started to become almost transparent. There was no chance anyone would be able to see my pink nipples. They would only know of their presence by how they stuck out, not by their color.

		Not that I had anywhere to go. With my shopping done the day before, I wanted to wait until I had more closely reached my end state before I made another shopping trip for clothing. It meant instead, I sat at home the rest of the day, playing with my tiny cock, and cumming over and over again, working off all that pent up sexual energy that seemed to build up inside of me. What else was there to do? I certainly couldn’t think of a better way to spend my time when I was so horny.
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		Isat there and stared at the wall, my mind a complete blank. I had just finished getting dressed, wearing my current style of yoga pants and stretchy tops. But once I was dressed, it seemed like I couldn’t think of what to do next. I was completely lost, just standing there. My hand reached up and started twirling my hair with my fingers. I didn’t even realize I was doing it at first. I just did it. And once I realized my actions, I made no moves to stop.

		“What is wrong with me?” I finally asked myself. Then I started giggling, as if that was an answer to my question.

		I had been doing that a lot lately. It seemed that my natural response anytime someone asked me a question was to giggle. It was only after a few moments that I found myself capable of answering, if I actually had an answer to give. If I didn’t, I just giggled some more and lightly shook my head.

		“What a fucking airhead,” someone had said about my response at one point. As much as I disliked the idea of being called an airhead, I certainly couldn’t argue with the supposed truthfulness of their claim. More and more I found myself acting like a complete bimbo.

		And to a certain degree, I looked the part too. My tits had grown big and bouncy. I still hadn’t taken to wearing bras, enjoying how my tits bounced underneath my tight stretchy tops. They had grown so big my tops weren’t able to completely cover me anymore. They rose up, leaving a band of taut flesh visible above the waistband of my yoga pants. I wasn’t complaining though. Just looking at myself was enough to turn me on. I got so wet whenever I took the time to look at my reflection.

		That was probably the biggest change. My cock and balls were completely gone. It was only a matter of time before they were replaced with a pussy and a clit. I could spend hours rubbing my clit, cumming over and over again without a break. There was a stain on the couch from where I had sat masturbating at one point. I didn’t know how to get pussy juice out of the fabric. Worse, I had been wearing a pair of yoga pants at the time, but my fluids had soaked through. At least the pants I could wash.

		There was no doubt that I was Toni now. No one looking at me would ever guess that I had been born a man. And presumably, anyone who checked my DNA, would think the same thing. That was supposed to be how it worked. Or at least that’s how I thought it was supposed to work. With my frequent staring off into space, I was finding it harder and harder to think. It was so much easier to just listen to my body. It seemed to know what was best. And sex was definitely what my body wanted. I just wasn’t sure I was ready to be with a man yet.

		I felt the urges. There was a part of me that wanted a cock inside of me. But I knew cocks were connected to men and I wasn’t ready for that. Even though my male memories felt like distant memories, they were still there. I could kind of remember them. I could kind of imagine myself as I had once been, but it was hard. All it took was me catching sight of my reflection or even just looking down at my tits and my memories would start transforming. Before I knew it, the man I had once been looked more like me, with big tits and a bubble butt.

		“Oh yeah,” I suddenly said, beginning to remember what my plan for the day had been. “I was, like, going to go shopping again.”

		The truth was, I needed a bra. It had been two days since I last experienced any growth. My week was almost complete. I was scheduled to go back to work soon. I would also need to report to the lab again so that I could get checked out. They were going to need to interview me and take measurements and stuff. That was part of the deal. But first I needed a bra. There was no way I could work at the fast food restaurant without wearing a bra. I’m not sure if it was against the dress code or not, but I didn’t want to get into any trouble. I didn’t want to get fired because of my big tits.

		I picked up my purse and hurried out the door. I needed to start buying new shoes too. I couldn’t keep wearing flip flops all the time. I would need proper work shoes. And I kind of wanted some new outfits. And those outfits would require things like heels. And then there was the matter of makeup. I didn’t have any, obviously. That needed to change. I couldn’t keep going out without a made up face. I needed to look my best. I didn’t know why that was true, but the thought of people seeing me when I wasn’t as pretty as possible scared me. It was wrong.

		I had long since had to readjust everything in my car to better fit my body. I had to move the seat up so I could reach the pedals and I had to adjust my mirrors so I could see other cars on the road behind me. But it was hard for me not to look at my reflection instead. At least there was a part of me that didn’t want to look because I knew I wasn’t wearing makeup. The whole idea made me conflicted, which led me to start giggling again. It seemed whenever I needed to think about something serious, I always started giggling. It was just natural. And it certainly didn’t hurt that giggling tended to make my tits jiggle. I figured jiggling tits could never be a bad thing.

		Getting fitted for a bra left me giggling more than ever. The woman who helped me seemed shocked that I was able to walk around braless at all, what with how big my tits were. “Are they implants?” she asked. I couldn’t blame her for asking. For whatever reason, my tits were both big and surprisingly firm. Yes, they jiggled and bounced, but they weren’t hurting for support. But that still didn’t give me a good reason to go around braless all the time. Yes, I liked how my tits bounced and jiggled when I walked, but they got heavy sometimes too. I needed a little extra support sometimes.

		Of course, once the clerk finished helping me find the right size, I immediately forgot what it was. Why did they have to make bras so confusing? There was a number and a letter. Why couldn’t they just stick to one of those? Pick a number or a letter format and stick to it.

		But me being so forgetful didn’t really matter, because the clerk helped me find a bunch of sexy bras to wear. And as soon as she suggested that I should consider matching panties, I was all for it. She seemed so smart. I didn’t know how she did it. Or maybe I really was an airhead. Not that I minded. Thinking seemed so difficult now.

		In the end, I bought a bunch of really sexy bra and panty sets. I was surprised to find that I liked the sexier styles. Or maybe surprise is the wrong word. I should have expected that, given how easily I got turned on looking at my own body, but it wasn’t something that I had really expected before. And once I had my lingerie figured out, I could actually start looking for better clothes.

		I started with work clothes, because I knew I would be returning to my job soon. Not that any of my coworkers would recognize me anymore. I went from tall and a bit gangly to short and stacked. I wasn’t actually that short, but I was a whole lot shorter than I used to be. And I was definitely stacked. My curves were impressive and almost automatically required stretchy clothing. Unfortunately, I wouldn’t be able to wear my yoga pants at work. I needed black pants that weren’t completely skin tight. I also needed all black flats for my feet. It was a pain, but it was a minor inconvenience to keep my job.

		It quickly became obvious that my work clothes were definitely not my style. I guess they weren’t even when I was a man, but now I could barely stand to wear them. It was only through knowledge that I would get fired that I managed not to completely freak out and rip them from my body. And given the size of my ass, there was no way that my pants could be completely loose around my body. I was definitely packing back there now.

		The good thing with getting the boring clothes out of the way first was I got to spend the rest of my time shopping for things I wanted to buy. And not only did sexiness become a major motivating factor in my purchases, so too did an interest in actually showing off the body I now had and pushing the envelope on what was acceptable.

		I started with skirts. I had never worn a skirt before in my life. That quickly changed when I took a big pile of them into the dressing room to try on. The skirts I tried on ended up going into two piles. The rejects either didn’t fit or they were too long. The ones I bought were all short and tight. I couldn’t believe I was buying skirts that barely fell past the swell of my ass, but I couldn’t help it. They just look too good on me to say no.

		After deciding on a number of skirts to buy, I looked at tops. Everything top needed to show at least one of two things. They either needed to have a deep neckline to show off my big tits and a long line of cleavage or they needed to be cropped to show off my tight midriff. It was even better if both were true. Those were my favorites.

		“You’re such a slut, Toni,” I told my reflection as I looked at my reflection in the changing room mirror. I was back to wearing my yoga pants, but I had coupled them with a cropped babydoll t-shirt with a plunging neckline that nearly showed off the cups of the bra I wore. Looking at my cleavage was almost mesmerizing. I could understand how men could get lost in women’s cleavage. My tits were like a male eye magnet.

		After that, it became a blur of trying on new clothes. There were dresses, shorts, and pants to buy. And then there were shoes too. Skirts required high heels. There were no other options. And to be honest, heels worked with a lot of outfits. I could wear them with pants and shorts too.

		But the real surprise was how natural high heels suddenly felt for me. When I slipped the first pair onto my feet, I had been worried. What if I couldn’t learn to walk in them? What if they hurt my feet? I was left giggling at my worries. As soon as I stood in that first pair, I knew I wanted to be in heels whenever possible. They just felt better. And they looked really sexy too. What more could I want?

		By the time I made it over to the makeup counter, I had already changed into one of my new outfits. I decided on what I thought of as a summer dress. It was yellow with white polka dots. But it was more than just a summer dress. The neckline was really low, revealing a huge amount of my tits. But then there was a further cutout that required a string to keep my tits from popping out completely. The middle of the dress was skin tight before it flared out in a sort of ruffled skirt. When standing, the hem barely reached the top of my thighs. When sitting, I had to be careful or I might end up flashing someone the yellow thong I wore. Not that I cared whether I flashed anyone. I liked the idea of guys knowing the color of my panties. It made me giggle.

		Given my trouble remembering things, not to mention how easily distracted I was, I shouldn’t have been able to retain any of the information the clerk at the makeup counter told me. But I did. It was like I was a sponge, soaking up everything there was to know about makeup. I went from someone who had no idea what I was doing to becoming, if not an expert, at least someone highly proficient with all things beauty and makeup. I didn’t even bother to check how much I was spending. Luckily my credit card didn’t get maxed out.

		By the time I got home to my apartment, I was a horny mess. I had already soaked through my yellow thong and was close to begging random men to fuck me. Before I even had a chance to put away my new purchases, I collapsed on my bed and slipped my hands underneath my panties. The nice thing about dress and skirts was they didn’t get in the way of playtime. But as my fingers rubbed against my clit, flashes of memory from throughout the day appeared in my head. I couldn’t believe how much like a bimbo I had been acting. There was a part of me that was ashamed of that, which oddly turned me on all the more. But there was another part of me that accepted that this was who I was. I wasn’t meant to be smart. I was meant to be hot. I was meant to be a bimbo. And, well, that was pretty hot too. I came as the word bimbo became almost seared into my brain. I was a bimbo.
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		“T oni, I want you working the counter today,” my boss told me. “It will be easier for me to keep an eye on you.”

		I giggled as my boss, a young man several years younger than me, told me that he wanted to look at me. I couldn’t blame him for that. Even though I was wearing my boring work clothes, I still looked plenty cute, if not sexy. The polo shirt that I wore, a new one to better fit my new size, was stretched obscenely over my tits. I left the few buttons at the neck undone, giving a hint of the cleavage my top contained.

		“Um, okay,” I said, sounding as much like an airhead as I felt. Since my shopping excursion, I had fully adopted the bimbo role. I was clearly best made for looking pretty and sexy, not actually thinking. It felt useless to fight against fate.

		“Do you remember how to work the register?” he asked.

		“Um, could you show me?” I asked as I giggled once again.

		I could sense that other employees around me were rolling their eyes at my behavior. They were less than impressed with my sudden change. While I had told my boss and the other managers about why I was spending my week away and what it would likely be like when I returned, the rest of the staff were left in the dark. And while the other men were more than happy to stare at me, the women were not happy to be working alongside a bimbo like me. But I couldn’t help but be the person I now was.

		There was a part of me that wondered if this was how the medical trial was supposed to end. Was I always destined to end up a bimbo? It made little sense, but then again, most things didn’t make sense to me anymore. It was just easier to go with the flow and enjoy myself. But still, I couldn’t help but wonder if there might have been a mistake. Being a bimbo was great and all, but it seemed weird that the whole point of the procedure was to turn willing men into not just women, but bimbos. At the very least, there should have been something in the fine print of all those documents I signed. Maybe it was and I just missed it.

		My boss took a few minutes before we opened that morning to reteach me how the cash registers worked. It probably would have been easier if I hadn’t let my fingernails grow out. They weren’t super long, but they definitely got in the way a little. And there were so many buttons. It was easy to get confused.

		“Okay, why don’t you try ringing up a cheeseburger and fries for me,” my boss said as he stood over my shoulder. I could sense that he was standing there so he could look down my top. Not that I minded in the least. But it was really distracting. Knowing where his eyes were focused made me all hot and bothered. And wet. I was getting wet and my shift hadn’t even officially started.

		“Um, cheeseburger,” I said as I hunted for the right button on the register. The good thing was I didn’t need to worry about math and stuff. It was all automated, but I still needed to be able to punch in the right order.

		“Oh, there it is,” I practically squealed when I finally found it. I pushed the button and cheeseburger came up on the screen. “Um, what else did you order?” I couldn’t remember anymore. I had been so focused on the cheeseburger, I couldn’t keep track of anything else.

		“Fries,” my boss answered.

		“Oh yeah, that’s right,” I said as I started hunting for the French fries button.

		Again, it took longer than it should have. Despite the register being organized in an intuitive way, that didn’t help me any. I always felt lost as I searched out the right buttons. And it didn’t help that I kept changing tactics as I went. I might start looking from left to right, but before I got halfway across the board, I started over, looking right to left. If the button was in the middle, I might never find it.

		“Ooh, got it,” I said happily as I pushed the button for French fries. But nothing happened. “Did I do something wrong?”

		“You need to select the size,” my boss said.

		“Um, what size did you want again?” I asked.

		“You need to ask if the customer didn’t tell you.”

		“Um, that sounds like a lot of steps,” I complained. “Can’t you, like, make this easier.”

		“Doors opening,” called out the worker at the door. He unlocked the front doors, allowing the gathering crowd from outside to enter the restaurant.

		“No, I can’t make it any easier,” my boss said, growing angry. “It’s already as easy as it’s going to get.”

		I crossed my arms under my tits and pouted. “You wanted me to work out here.”

		“Because I don’t trust you in the kitchen,” he answered back, raising his voice.

		I was aware that all this was now happening with customers approaching. I wasn’t the only one assigned to work a register, but there were only so many spots open.

		“You know what?” I suddenly yelled. “I quit. I don’t need this stupid job. There’s lots of places that will hire a bimbo like me.”

		I pulled off my top and threw it at my now former boss. He looked dumbfounded and a little turned on to see me just wearing my bra. I don’t think he had completely realized how big my tits were before. But that didn’t matter now. I wanted nothing to do with him or the stupid restaurant.

		I practically jumped over the counter into the crowd of customers. All their eyes were on me and my big jiggling tits. With a huff, I stomped out of the restaurant, simply glad to be away from such jerks. It wasn’t my fault I was dumb. The medical trial made me this way. But I knew there were lots of people who would pay a hot piece of ass like me to do something basic.

		“Ma’am, is everything all right?” asked a man who was entering the main doors at the same time I was leaving.

		I stopped and looked at the man asking the question. I was immediately struck at how handsome he was. I was left completely speechless. My earlier anger at my boss was instantly forgotten. In its place was a combination of arousal and awe. Despite my big tits being on display in a pink lace push-up bra, his eyes never left mine. I couldn’t believe it. Then again, I figured a man like this must have hot women fawning over him all the time. I was nothing special in that regard.

		“Um, what?” I asked, feeling flustered. I didn’t even giggle, as was normal for me now.

		“Are you all right?” the man repeated.

		“Oh, um,” I said, finally giggling as I tried to come up with an answer. “I, like, just quit. I don’t want to work here anymore.”

		“I can’t say that I blame you,” the man said. “My name is Jethro, Jethro Kincaid. I’m not sure what kind of job you might be looking for in the future, but I have a personal assistant position open that you might be interested in.”

		“You do?” I asked, suddenly hopeful. I wasn’t looking forward to job hunting. I had always hated that. It was one reason why I had still been working in the fast food industry after all these years.

		“I do,” Jethro said. “And I think you might be a good fit for my organization.”

		“That’s wonderful,” I squealed. I jumped into Jethro’s arms and hugged him, mashing my big tits into his chest. He picked me up and held me. He wasn’t just handsome, he was really strong too. I practically wanted to kiss him, but he put me down before I got my chance.

		“Shall we go back to my office so I can officially interview you, …”

		It took me a moment to note the pause. He didn’t know my name. How silly of me. I giggled before answering, “I’m Toni, Toni Mitchell.”

		“It’s nice to meet you Toni. Do you need to change your clothes before we go?”

		I looked down at the fact I was just wearing a bra, having removed my top back inside. I knew I should have been embarrassed at what had happened, how everyone had seen me pull off my top and throw it at my ex-boss. But I didn’t mind if people saw me like that. I was standing up for myself. And just knowing that guys saw me like this turned me on.

		“Um, just give me a moment. I have a change of clothes in my car.”

		I made a quick change of clothes in my car. It only took a few minutes for me to change out of what remained of my work clothes and into a pink summer dress, paired with a pair of white high heels with a stiletto heel. Afterward, Jethro arranged for me to follow him in my car. That proved difficult, but I managed to keep him in sight. It was so easy to get distracted while driving. It was probably best that I avoided it whenever possible. I didn’t want to get into any accidents.

		As it turned out, however, Jethro’s office happened to be at his house. He had this nice big house on a hill. There was a pool and lots of windows. The view was amazing. Apparently he was some sort of writer and he needed someone to help him with a few tasks throughout the day. But the truth was, he only hired me because I was hot and fuckable.

		After asking me a few questions about my availability and a few generic questions about me as a person, he held out his hand and said, “You’re hired. And as your first order of business, I want you to take off your panties and give them to me.”

		I sat there, dumbfounded, for a moment, not sure how to react. Did he really just ask me to give him my panties? No, it wasn’t a request. It was an order. I shivered as I began to understand just what kinds of things he wanted me to help him with. I was already wet when all of this started, but now I was absolutely drenched. My nipples were hard and my pussy ached to have a cock inside of it. Sure, he would have been happy to have me help out with a few basic tasks, but what he really wanted was stress relief, a pretty face, and sex. I was happy to satisfy all three.

		I stood up and quickly shimmied out of my panties. It was a pink thong that matched my bra, as well as my dress. I liked matching whenever possible. I even painted my nails and my lips pink. I stepped out of my panties and bent down to pick them up, keeping my knees straight. Jethro got a good look down my dress as I did it, although I would have been just as happy if he got a good look at my butt.

		“Here you go,” I said, handing my new boss my panties.

		He smiled. “Very good. “From now on, no panties when you’re at work with me. And only dresses and skirts. Do you understand?”

		“Yes, sir,” I said, punctuating my agreement with another giggle. I was used to having dress codes at work, but this was very different from any dress code I had ever followed before. “Do you want my bra too?”

		“Normally I would take that too, but it looks like you need it. Those puppies you got there are big. I like that.”

		“Puppies?” I asked, confused. “Oh, you mean my titties. I’m glad you like them.” To emphasize them, I rocked my shoulders back and forth, making my tits jiggle and shake. My dress was low-cut enough to show lots of boob-flesh. Despite his earlier ability to look me in the eye, Jethro’s gaze dropped to my tits. I could see a bulge forming in his pants. He was getting hard from looking at my tits and knowing I wasn’t wearing any panties.

		“Now how about we see how much of my dick you can take?” Jethro said. It was technically a question, but I could tell it was another order. His orders made me feel all squishy inside.

		Moments later I was on my back with my dress pushed up over my hips. He had swept me up into his arms and carried me to his bedroom, depositing me on his bed. The moment I saw his cock, I knew I had made the right decision. He was huge. I could only hope that he would fit in my pussy. I had no idea how much cock I could take, but despite being a man only a few days before, I desperately wanted Jethro’s cock inside me. I wanted him to fill me up with his big hard cock. I’d never wanted anything more in my life.

		And the moment he pushed inside me, I was in heaven. For the briefest of moments it felt like he was splitting me open, tearing me apart, but the moment he had buried himself fully inside me, I felt nothing but pleasure. I reached up with my long-nailed hands and grabbed hold of his shoulders, trying to pull him in for a kiss. But Jethro was strong. His muscles were bigger than anything I had as a man. And now that I was a woman, I had no hope of matching his strength.

		But then it dawned on me. This wasn’t a relationship. This was my employment. This was my job. I let out a long moan, partly because he started thrusting in and out of me, heightening my pleasure beyond what I could ever have imagined, but also because I realized how much I loved my job. I had no idea what I was going to get paid—we hadn’t discussed that—but I didn’t care. I never imagined sex would become my job. And the best part was I didn’t even need to think. I just needed to react. I just needed to let my womanly instincts take over, infused with the basic knowledge I still retained from being a man, knowing what would feel best for my boss.

		“Not many women can take all of my cock,” Jethro commented between strokes.

		I purred in response, knowing I wasn’t like most women. I had been remade, reformed, resequenced, to become a perfect receptacle for Jethro’s cock. If there was any question that I missed my old life or regretted becoming Toni, they had been chased away by the pleasure I now felt. I knew what pleasures my new body could provide me, but the work of my fingers paled in comparison to the joys of having a real cock, a big cock, thrusting into me, driving out all unnecessary thought. Not that I had much going on in my head anyway. It was one of the joys of being a bimbo.

		“Fuck, you’re a hot little piece of ass,” Jethro said as he continued to pump in and out of me.

		I writhed on the bed beneath him, my whole body pulsing with pleasure. I was built for moments like these. I could feel it to my core. I didn’t need a smart brain. As long as I had this hot body, nothing else mattered. I was built for sex and I was going to make sure I used my body to the fullest, giving myself to Jethro in anyway he wanted. Our relationship might be fully physical and professional, but I was going to enjoy this. It was more than I ever could have dreamed of.

		I could only nod my head. The pleasure flowing through my body had cut off the speech centers of my brain. I was a hot little piece of ass. I was a fun-loving and sexy bimbo. And I was doing exactly what I wanted to do.

		“Here it comes, Toni,” Jethro announced. Not that he needed to announce that he was about to cum. I could sense it. Maybe it was because I used to be a man. Maybe it was because I was a bimbo who was fully attuned to the sexual bond we had. Either way, I knew he was about to cum. Then again, Jethro never needed to warn me about him cumming. He was the man. It was his right to cum in me or on me, whenever, wherever, and however, he wanted. My job was just to take it.

		The moment Jethro’s cock surged with his hot white seed, I came, joining him in sexual ecstasy. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as my vision turned white. It felt like an explosion went off inside of me, a cascade of orgasmic energy flowing through me in wave after wave. I couldn’t control myself, my limbs flailing beside me. I had never felt this good. My previous orgasms were poor imitations of my first one with a cock. But if my previous orgasms were a guide, I knew that my future cock-centered orgasms would be even better.

		I didn’t even notice how Jethro filled my pussy with his seed. It was a good thing I couldn’t get pregnant, because he loaded me up with enough baby batter to make sure I got knocked up. It was only after I had come down from my orgasmic high that I looked up to see Jethro still looking down on me. His bare chest glistened with perspiration. I bit my lip, unable to control the physical attraction I felt toward my new boss. He was a mountain of a man and I knew that this first workday tryst would not be our last. I loved my new job. It was perfect for a bimbo like me.

		“Can I clean your cock?” I asked as I looked down to see his cock, still large in its soft state, covered in our respective fluids.

		Jethro smiled. He did not need to say anything. I could read him and his needs. I jumped off the bed and dropped to my knees. A moment later his cock in my mouth as I quickly and efficiently performed my duties. This was not a moment for a long and sloppy blowjob. Jethro had work to do and I did not want to keep him from his duties. But even as I hurried to do my work, I noted how much I loved our collective taste. There was no doubt about it. I was made to be a bimbo slut and I loved it.
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		Inever straight out told Jethro about my past. However, he was more than happy to give me a few hours off to return to the lab so that I could do my beta testing exit interview and physical.

		Walking into the lab building the second time, I looked nothing like the man I once was. Anyone who looked at me would never know that I was once a man at all. I was now all woman and I certainly dressed like it. I wore a pink sweater dress with a plunging neckline. My cleavage was exaggerated by a push-up bra. The tight dress highlighted all of my curves and left almost all of my legs on display. All it would take was me bending over to lose what little modesty I maintained. I had decided to follow Jethro’s dress code all the time. That meant no panties.

		The sound of my pink high heels clicking and clacking on the tile floor was enough to alert people to my presence. I liked walking along and having people turn to look at me. I loved the attention as they appreciated my incredible sexiness and even ogled me. Yes, I got cold stares from some women, but I didn’t let their bad attitudes bother me. I was above and beyond them. Their cattiness was just a reminder of how good I had it. I was a sexy bimbo with the best job I could ever imagine.

		Serving Jethro as his personal assistant was better than I ever could have imagined. That man could cum buckets over and over again. His stamina was unreal. I sometimes wondered how he could get any work done at all. Some of my favorite moments were when he was on phone calls or video conference calls and I was underneath his desk, sucking away at his big hard cock, all the while he was conducting business above me. It was so hot. And he always made sure to reward me with a good hard fucking afterward. The sex was amazing.

		But as good as the sex was, the pay was even better. Between the money I got from the lab and my new paycheck, I was finally moving out of my little studio apartment and into a proper condo. I was going to have a whole room for my clothes, because there definitely wasn’t enough space in a single closet for all the shopping I had done. I just couldn’t stop myself. I loved shopping and I loved wearing lots of sexy outfits. Sometimes I brought multiple outfits to work with me and changed throughout the day. I think Jethro liked it too. And he didn’t feel so bad about getting cum on my clothes when I had something equally sexy to change into afterward.

		“Hi, I’m Vivi,” said a sexy voice as I walked from the check-in desk to the security line. “Are you one of Carla and Richard’s bimbos?”

		I turned to see the woman who was flirting with the security guard the first time I was here. It took me a moment to connect the fact we were now equally hot and equally bimboish.

		“Yeah,” I said. “I’m Toni. I’m here for my exit interview and physical.”

		“Ooh, nice,” Vivi said. “I was their first convert. Don’t you just love being a dumb and sexy bimbo?”

		I nodded my head as I bit my lower lip. Vivi was so sexy. Just being in her presence was turning me on.

		“Do all the guys who turn into women end up like us?” I asked. As much as I loved what I had become, I had to wonder if it was normal.

		“They use, like, different DNA profiles in the bath. Some of them are based on me and get turned into bimbos, I think. It’s all really complicated and I don’t understand any of it, but that’s what they tell me. I wonder if that makes us sisters. We even have the same color hair.”

		I didn’t know either. But by the time we reached the security line, Vivi split off. “I’ve got to talk to Jeremy,” she said. “See you around maybe.”

		I could only wave before Vivi started flirting with the security guard, just like last time. It was clear to me that they were fucking. Not right then, but outside of work. I could just tell. It was like an extra sense. I could tell when people liked each other and I could tell when they were having sex. It probably had to do with how attuned I was to my body and sex in general.

		The security line was long again, but as soon as the guards up ahead spotted me, the line started moving a lot faster.

		“Hi, boys,” I said when it was my turn. I walked through the metal detector without issue, but they stopped me and waved the wand over me anyway. It didn’t matter to me. It took them a long time to go through my purse. With my need to always look my best, I had so much stuff I needed to carry around with me. I even had a spare set of panties in there in case I needed to wear some for some reason.

		The security check might have been a bit more thorough than was needed, but I didn’t mind. And some of the hand pats were a bit more like groping, but again, I didn’t mind. I liked it when people ogled my body. I liked it when people touched me. I was a hot piece of ass. This was what I was for.

		“Thanks, everyone,” I said with a wink when I finally got to go upstairs.

		Just like last time, I had to take the visitor elevator. The badge I had been given at the front desk gave me access. And it was a good thing it had directions on where I needed to go, because there was no way I would have remembered from last time. My memory was so shoddy now. When it came to remembering stuff to look pretty or perform my job better, my mind was like a steel trap. But anything else and I felt like it was a sieve. The memories just leaked out, leaving me clueless much of the time. Luckily, there were lots of men who were happy to help me. It was one of the curses and benefits of being a sexy bimbo.

		“This confirms the bimbo hypothesis,” Carla said as soon as I was let into the waiting room for the testing lab. She didn’t even greet me.

		“Hi,” I said, fluttering my eyelashes. I couldn’t not look and act sexy.

		“It’s Toni, right?” Carla asked.

		“That’s me.”

		Carla guided me straight into another room, limiting the time I had in the waiting room. There were three men sitting there, eying me over the magazines they were reading. I wondered if any of them would get the same DNA bath thingie that I got. I bet they would love being bimbos. I know I did.

		The exit interview was simple, mostly making sure that I was happy with my new life and making sure that I had a job still. That was a problem for some people after their transition, it seemed. As far as I could tell, I was passing with flying colors.

		The physical was simple as well. There was a doctor who performed that. Carla wasn’t that kind of doctor. I got a clean bill of health and I didn’t even have to suck off the doctor to get it. It was easy. I was easy.

		“You seem happy with your new life,” Carla said as she walked me out after everything was complete.

		“Oh, I am,” I said. “I love being a bimbo. I don’t know how I can ever thank you.”

		“Just don’t get yourself arrested,” Carla said. “But I’m glad you’re happy. The bimbo line is the only one that produces such positive results. If only it didn’t drop the IQ so much.”

		I wasn’t paying attention anymore. It was clear that Carla was just talking to herself.

		“Bye, Carla,” I said, pulling her into a hug. She seemed a bit confused by my actions, but she eventually relaxed into my embrace. She didn’t understand how much better my life was now. She didn’t understand how being a bimbo was better. If I were smart, I would try to figure out how to turn more women into bimbos, because being a bimbo was the best.

		“Bye, Toni,” she finally said. Then she watched as I let her go and started my walk down the hallway back toward the elevator.

		I didn’t mean to throw an extra sway into the movement of my hips. It just happened. But I knew I was putting on a good show. Then again, I was always putting on a show. I really did love my new life as a sexy and slutty bimbo. Sure, I wasn’t very smart, but I didn’t think I was all that smart to begin with. Now I could just focus on what I loved to do, which was looking pretty and having lots of sex. I couldn’t imagine a better life for myself. I was finally happy.
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