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I remember I was standing in the lab. Like usual. Like every other day. My dark hair in a tight ponytail. I was wearing my lab jacket over a totally unflattering outfit. Not that I had much to show off at the best of times. I was isolated, looking into a microscope, examining a patient's sample, when the speaker crackled on.

Usually I ignore the announcements, but this one began with my name. "Nurse Vidal, please report to room 001." Then the distorted voice repeated the phrase. "Nurse Vidal, please report to room 001, thank you."

I looked to the other nurses, and their eyes were all as wide as mine. 001 was the CEO's office. Top floor. He was the kind of CEO who used a separate elevator. And I wasn't even in management. I hesitated for a moment - just because it was so strange - and then I shut off the microscope and left the lab.

I got into the elevator and pressed '36'. I'd never pressed that button before. I'd never pressed anything bigger than 20. Everything that I knew about the CEO cycled through my mind, trying to find a reason he'd want to see me.

He'd founded the company that owned the hospital. He was the richest man in the state, one of the richest on the planet. He was young compared to most people as successful as him. And that was all I knew. He was kind of a recluse.


Before I knew it, the doors opened up in front of me. I stepped off the elevator. There was a man sitting at a desk, a receptionist, and only one door. On the door was the number. 001.

I walked up to the desk. "Um, hi," I said. "I'm nurse Vidal."

"Great," he said. "Glad you could make it." He was cheerier than any other receptionist I'd ever talked to. "I'll just let him know you're here." He pressed a button on the desk phone and said, "Nurse Vidal is here to see you."

A pause. Then a voice crackled back. "Send her in."

He looked back at me. With a beautiful smile he said, "You heard the man," and gestured at the door.

I walked past him. I wanted to knock first, or something. I wasn't supposed to be here. I was supposed to be on floor seven, inspecting samples. But here I was about to talk to the most powerful man in the medical industry. I pushed the door open and stepped inside.

It wasn't like I'd expected. There was a desk, of course, and huge windows. But there was also the same kind of chair that you see in dentists offices. And test tubes, filled with different colored liquids. A few petri dishes with who-knows-what growing in them.

And then I saw him. He was leaning against his desk. He wore a suit that had clearly been tailored to fix his body perfectly. He was strong. He was tall.

For some reason I'd always pictured him having more of a mad scientist look. But he didn't look crazy. He actually looked kind of hot.

"Ms. Vidal," he said. His voice was deep and soft.

"Mr. Mang," I said. I was just glad that I remembered his name.

"You can take off your lab coat," he said. He said it in a friendly tone, as if it was optional, but I still felt compelled to obey. I wasn't going to say no to someone as rich as him. So I hung my white lab coat up. Then I looked at him.

”So, what can I help you with?"

He leaned off of the desk and began walking towards me. Then he turned, and started walking around me, looking me up and down.

"Is that an old sweater?" he asked.

"Yeah," I said.

"Breast size?"

I hesitated. What kind of question was that? But again, that feeling came over me. This man was powerful. He'd get the information that he wanted. I might as well just offer it up. "32B," I said. Nothing to be proud of, but I was fine with them.

"Perfect," he said. "Natural brunette?"

He looped back around to the front, having looked at me from every angle. "Yes," I said. "What is this all-"

"Will you have sex with me?"

I stared at him. Sure, he was rich. Sure, he was powerful. But I wasn't going to have sex with him. That's not the kind of woman I was. So I said it. "No."

To my surprise, he smiled. A big smile, and he said, "Perfect." I tilted my head, but he didn't give me a chance to ask any questions. "If you could have a seat." He gestured to the dentist's chair.

I obeyed. The power his words had. It made total sense that he'd become as successful as he had. He probably could've just asked another billionaire for all their money and they would have complied. But sex was a whole different deal for me.

It's not that I never wanted sex. I knew it would feel great, eventually. After I met someone who I wanted to spend my life with. We wouldn't have to be married necessarily, but hopefully we'd be on our way to that. I wanted to lose my virginity romantically. I wanted to lose it to the love of my life. That's just the kind of woman I was.

So what if it was looking unlikely at thirty five?

I sat in the chair and he pressed a button to make it lean back. Once I was vertical, he began to explain. "Ms. Vidal, this hospital, as I'm sure you know, is on the frontiers of several branches of medicine. Our cancer research labs are unparalleled. We've developed more efficient ways to develop vaccines, procedures that have saved millions of lives. We've even had researchers here go on to win Nobel prizes."

I nodded, lying on my back. I knew it was all true, but I had no idea why he was telling me all of this.

He continued, pacing back and forth. "And today, we have an opportunity. Something that's never been done before. And we need your participation. We scanned our database of employees and your name came up as the perfect match. Of everyone who works for me, you are the best fit for our most recent endeavour. So we'd like to try it on you.

"If it doesn't work, no harm will come to you. But if it works, then we'll be on the frontier of something never before attempted. And you'll be to thank. And you'll be rewarded fittingly."

"What is it that you want me to do?"

"So you're willing?"

"First tell me what I have to do?"

"Just take a pill," he said.

"And what will that pill-"

"Just take a pill," he said, cutting me off. "You're willing?" This time that question didn't come out as a question. It came out as a statement.

I could say no. That might mean being fired. It might mean missing out on the opportunity of a lifetime. And his voice. I didn't want to say no. So I didn't. "Yes. I am willing."

"Perfect," he said. "There's just one minor test we need to perform first. One thing that wasn't listed in your record. Could you remove your shoes?" It was a weird request, but I complied. Then he said, "And if you could slide your pants and underwear down, please."

He wanted to have sex with me. But that wasn't exactly how it felt. It felt more like he was my doctor. There was a procedure he had to perform on me. And doctor's offices are safe, right? I unbuttoned my pants, and slid them and my panties down around my ankles. My bush was exposed. Only doctors had seen my vagina since I'd grown up. But Mr. Mang was technically a doctor. "All the way off," he added. I dropped my pants to the floor.

"Perfect. Now if you could just spread your legs." He grabbed a clear plastic thing, that I'd seen before but never used. He knelt down between my legs. It was round, kind of like a small glass, and it was used to spread open a vagina and look inside. You could adjust the width. He made it as small as possible, inserted it, and then widened it. I just lay back. This was just a medical procedure. Eventually he removed it, stood up, and said. "Excellent. As we suspected."

I closed my legs as he sat the chair back up. "What did you suspect?"

"Your virginity," he said.

I blushed. "Yep."

I reached for my pants, but he said, "Just a minute." He handed me a pill and a dixie cup of water. "Here you are."

It was a standard capsule. The kind that you can put any sort of powder into. I looked at him, and he smiled. Clearly this was going to be okay. This was a professional institution, right? I put the pill in the back of my mouth, and swallowed it back with a shot of the water.

I blinked. I didn't feel anything yet. I don't know why I'd expected to. I reached for my pants again. I grabbed ahold of them. Then I realized that something was different.

First thing I noticed was my nails, scraping against the jeans. I let go and looked. They were long. French manicured. I always kept my nails super short. And then I realized that my boobs were pressed up against my knees. My boobs weren't that big. That never happened.

I sat up quickly and Mr. Mang looked ecstatic. He ran a hand through his hair, with a huge dumb grin on his face. "It worked," he said, quietly at first. Then he repeated it louder. "It worked!"

I was confused. I was scared. He grabbed a mirror and pointed it at me, so I could see myself. For the first time. I looked entirely different.

It was the strangest moment of my life. My hair had become blonde, and it had a curl in it. I was wearing makeup. My sweater was the same, but its threads were being stretched. My boobs were gigantic. At least 34DD. I looked further down and saw the weirdest part. My pussy was shaven. 

That was weird for two reasons. First because I knew I hadn't shaven it in months. Second because I actually thought the word 'pussy'. I usually used the word vagina.

Eventually I pulled my sparkling blue eyes away from the mirror and stared at Mr. Mang for a minute. My mouth was hanging open. My sweater was stretched to the max. He just stared back, until he finally said those words again. The same thing he'd said earlier. "Will you have sex with me?"

Now keep in mind that nothing had changed. I had still never had sex before. But this time when he asked, I looked him up and down. He was fit. Beautiful jaw line. He was rich. And I noticed a bulge in my pants that I hadn't before.

I don't know what came over me. Instead of saying 'no' like I should have, I slid off the chair onto my knees in front of him. I unzipped his pants, pulled them down just enough, and started sucking on his cock. It wasn't hard when I started, but it got hard pretty quickly.

I had always been scared of giving blowjobs. I thought they'd make me gag if I put anything too far back in my mouth. But his dick was warm. It was hard. It was smooth.

I just wanted it all the way in. I felt it pass my lips, then pass my tongue, and enter my throat at the back. Somehow I wasn't gagging at all. I was enjoying it.

My eyes darted up to him and saw his eyes rolling back in his head. I bobbed my head, staring at him the whole time. Pressing my boobs together with my arms.

I should have been worried. I should have been panicked about what had just happened. Why my body had changed. Whether it would ever change back. Why I suddenly wanted to suck this man off. But I wasn't worried. I could feel myself getting wet.

Eventually I felt him start to throb, and his hands grabbed the back of my head hard, pulling my golden hair. But before I could finish, he pulled me off of him. I looked up at him with sad eyes and a pouted lip. He looked down at me and said, "I want to fuck you."

Just those words made me wetter than reading dirty stories ever did. I stood up and walked over to his desk. My arm swept across is, and everything smashed onto the floor. I lay back on it and spread my legs. Presenting my perfect, shaved, virgin pussy to him.

He pulled off his shirt. He was just as ripped as I thought he would be. He walked over to me, holding his cock, and pressed it against my pussy lips.

For a moment they resisted. They'd never let anything as big as him in before. I had no idea what it was going to feel like. But then he broke past the seal and slid all the way in.

I could feel his exact size. He stretched the inside of me like I'd never felt before. Now my eyes were the ones that rolled back. He was deep inside of me.

I'd never let anyone do this before. There was a slight bit of pain, but it was nothing compared to the pleasure. I could feel his warmth. Feel his shape. I could feel everything.

He slowly pulled it all the way out. I could feel how I fit perfectly around him no matter how deep he was. Shivers went through my whole body as he pushed it back in deep for a second time. 

Then almost out again. All the way in. I couldn't stay quiet. I let out a moan. It was higher pitch than I would have expected.

He reached down and pulled my sweater up over my boobs, then undid the bra. They felt so free. As he sped up, they began to bounce with the rhythm. I grabbed them, squeezed them, and it felt incredible.

He leaned in close and gave me a kiss, not slowing down one bit. I wrapped my arms around him, and then my legs. Everything in the world other than him slowly faded away. I could feel his skin. He started kissing down my neck. No one had ever done that to me before.

I was having sex with a billionaire. He wasn't committed to me. It wasn't romantic. He was using me. But somehow it all felt right. In that moment I felt like I'd been wrong about everything. This was perfect.

I could feel him growing harder as I ran my finger nails across his back.

I could feel him starting to throb, inside me this time. The throbbing, the growth, was too much. I couldn't hold back. He leaned back, letting out a moan of his own, and I wrapped my arms around myself tight as I came, harder than I'd ever managed to do on my own. I couldn't see. I couldn't control myself. 

Every muscle in my body shook, and my pussy gripped tight. His rhythm became less perfect as pleasure overpowered him. Then I could feel his dick pumping his cum deep into me. He pressed against me as hard as possible one last time, and then pulled away.

I tried to stand up, but my leg muscles didn't want to cooperate. My eyes were closed tight, as the orgasm continued to wash over me.

I felt so incredibly satisfied. I felt tired. I just let all my muscles relax. I managed to force out two words. I said "It worked." I lay there, eyes closed, and I fell asleep.


After what felt like the best sleep of my life, I woke up. I glanced at the clock, and saw that only half an hour had passed. It was quarter to five.

It took me a minute to orient myself. Realize that I had, in fact, passed out on the CEO's desk. My sweater was still pulled up, and my bra was still undone.

I sat up and pulled my bra closed again. As I pulled my sweater down over my boobs, they felt small.

I looked down and they were small. They looked around 32B. I held my hand out. My nails were short again, no manicure to speak of. I grabbed some of my hair. Brown again. I looked down. My bush was back.

Then I finally got around to looking at the rest of the room. Mr. Mang was sitting in a big chair at the opposite end of the room. As soon as we made eye contact, he said, "I am so glad you woke up. You seriously had me worried."

I laughed. "Yeah?"

He laughed. "Not really. I knew you'd wake up. So, what was it like?"

I tilted my head. "What do you mean?"

"You're the only person on the planet who's been through something like that. What was it like?"

"It was very strange. I was still me, but I was different. I looked different, and I acted different. But I also thought differently. That was the weirdest part."

"And how do you feel now? Are you mad about what you did?"

I paused. "No. Not at all. It wasn't even like someone else's thoughts were in my head. It was like the thoughts I normally pushed to the back suddenly got the spotlight. Things I didn't even want to admit I thought about suddenly became the things I acted on."

"Interesting," he said. "So it worked, then. That's exactly what the pill is supposed to do."

"What? Make people want to have sex with their bosses?"

"No," he said. He stared at me with his piercing eyes. "It makes people become who they want to be. Become who they're afraid to be. Act how they want to act, whether they're willing to admit it or not. It also allows people to imagine they look differently than they actually do."

I tried to process what he was saying. I hadn't actually changed. That was all in my head.

He could tell it was a lot. "Quite an experience?"

"The best experience of my life," I said.


He sent me home and said I'd continue to collect wages no matter what I did. That night, I had a bath. And in that bath, I shaved.
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