
  
  
      
        
          Transforming Zoe

          
		      
          Lisa X Lopez

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2025 by Lisa X Lopez 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        The App's Trigger
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        The Office Degradation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        The Conference Humiliation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        The Server Room Submission
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        The Bimbo’s New Reality
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Lisa X Lopez
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
The App's Trigger


Zoe sat in front of her dual monitors, immune to the low buzz of conversation and the clacking of keyboards that filled the open-plan office. She squinted at the endless lines of code, her mind effortlessly catching each mistake and inefficiency as they flew past her screen. Each red flag, each error, was like a shot of caffeine straight to her ego, invigorating and deliciously satisfying. Liam's latest submission was a train wreck, one she couldn't wait to shove back in his face. She leaned back, a smirk playing on her lips, and pushed her chair away from her desk with a deliberate shove. 
Her short black hair was impeccably styled, not a strand out of place, much like the rest of her. A blazer and button-up shirt completed the ensemble of someone who meant business, someone who wasn’t going to let a tech-bro coder like Liam off the hook. She strode across the room with purpose, her dark slacks hugging her legs, exuding confidence with every step. This was going to be good. The feel of all eyes shifting toward her only fueled her drive, each glance an acknowledgment of her authority and prowess. Liam's slouchy figure came into view, leaned back in his chair, long legs sprawled as he bantered with another programmer. His hair was a mess of dark curls, complementing the lazy casualness of his hoodie and jeans. 
They thought it was laid-back cool, she thought it was unprofessional. Either way, it didn’t matter. What mattered was his look when he saw her, the flash of annoyance crossing his features when she finally stopped in front of him. She relished that little win. "Your code's sloppy, Liam," she declared, dropping the words like a gauntlet. His jaw clenched, a small but unmistakable tic. That was all she needed. 
"Too many errors for a simple program. You should check your work." 
Her voice was sharp, each syllable cutting through the pretense of camaraderie that had just surrounded him. There was nothing he could say back that would stick, and they both knew it. His eyes narrowed, and she met them with a raised eyebrow, daring him to make an excuse. He stayed silent, his expression growing more strained. Perfect. Other coworkers pretended to stay focused on their tasks but couldn't hide their interest, glancing over the rims of their monitors like kids sneaking peeks at the grown-ups fighting. Liam shifted, uncomfortable in his own skin, and she watched his defeat unfold, savoring every moment. 
She spun on her heel, satisfied with his simmering silence. Each step back to her workstation was a small, delicious victory lap. Zoe slid back into her chair, the dual monitors welcoming her like a pair of eager cheerleaders ready to support her every move. Liam was probably still fuming, and she savored the thought of him trying to piece together a comeback. It was almost too easy, too fun, and she loved it. A small smirk crept onto her lips as she stared at the code on her screen. It felt like drinking the perfect cup of coffee, just the way she liked it, hot and full of the sweet, unadulterated taste of her own superiority. 
The other programmers had given up their interest, returning to their screens and half-hearted small talk. Liam's space, usually buzzing with jokes and easy banter, was oddly quiet. Zoe glanced over, expecting to see his frustration barely contained under the hood of his sweatshirt. Instead, she caught a different look altogether—a slow-forming smirk on his lips, the type that spelled trouble. He leaned toward his monitor, murmuring to himself, but she was too far away to catch more than a few ominous words. "You'll see," she thought she heard. But that couldn’t be right. This was all too routine for him to pull anything new, anything unexpected. She was the queen of the castle here, and he'd have to do better than a secretive grin and mumbled threats to topple her. 
As if to confirm her dominance, she watched him get up, his long frame unfolding from the chair with all the determination of someone who knew they had work to do. Maybe he'd take her advice, she thought. Maybe he’d finally fix the code. But then he bypassed the group huddle where developers lounged with laptops and coffee mugs. He passed the big glass windows where the HR team huddled like flocks of over-groomed birds. He disappeared down the narrow corridor leading to the server room, the lair where technical plans and dastardly plots alike were hatched. 
Her curiosity was piqued, but she shook it off, attributing it to more male ego and less anything else. Back at Liam's desk, the vibe had already shifted back to normal. With him gone, conversation resumed its lazy flow, picking up speed like traffic after an accident cleared from the road. Liam slipped into the server room, closing the door with a soft but decisive click. This was his turf, where he had all the control and all the time to execute his next move. He looked around, ensuring solitude, then sat at the main terminal. His fingers moved deftly, keying in commands with a speed that showed just how prepared he was for this. 
A few clicks later and he was staring at the company's shared drive, a chaotic mess of files and folders. He created a new directory, labeling it innocuously enough to blend in with the rest. It was a wolf in sheep’s clothing, an innocent face hiding malicious intent. The filename: ProductivityBoost_v1. He could almost hear Zoe’s disdainful snort at the cliche, which made him love it even more. He attached a file to the directory, its real purpose masked by lines of misleading code. The plan unfolded on the screen, step by step, beautifully deceptive. If she was the queen, this was his Trojan horse, a little gift to slowly erode her reign until there was nothing left of it. He smirked at the screen, a wild excitement building as he imagined her transformation, her downfall. It was almost too sweet to picture her sharpness dulling, her clarity blurring, all thanks to him. A few more keystrokes, and he was done. No flourish, no dramatic last line. 
He sat back and admired his work, knowing he had set in motion something she would never see coming. But she would feel it, he thought. Oh, she would definitely feel it. The file uploaded seamlessly, like water soaking into a sponge. No one would notice it. Not today, not tomorrow. Especially not Zoe. He'd set it up to synchronize with her phone at the next automatic update, an irresistible bit of bait that looked so much like work that it would reel her in without a second thought. She was so damn sure of herself, so certain of her brilliance, that she'd never suspect his hand in anything until it was far too late. Her voice, so smug, echoed in his mind. Her words had been arrows, but he'd caught them and was about to turn them back on her. 
His methodical precision paid off as the last detail clicked into place, the app buried beneath layers of deceit, invisible but potent. It pulsed with potential, a coiled snake ready to strike, and all it needed was one curious tap. This wasn’t just payback for Zoe's verbal dagger or her constant disdain. This was about watching her unravel, seeing her superiority stripped away piece by piece until nothing remained but what he wanted. It was the sweet promise of victory, not yet fully realized but fully certain. He closed the program, powered down the terminal, and stood up, stretching as though this was just another task on a long to-do list. He couldn't keep the grin from his face, even if he'd wanted to. Which he didn’t.  

      ***Zoe returned to her desk, high on the rush of proving Liam’s incompetence once again. She almost skipped to her chair, invigorated and reenergized from her lunch break and victory. His mistakes, the careless errors, had been so obvious. She could still see them in her mind, waiting for her to demolish them with the ruthless precision only she could manage. But something else caught her eye as she sat down. Her phone, nestled next to her keyboard, displayed a new app icon. “What’s this?” she wondered aloud, tilting her head as she picked up the device. Maybe it was something from management, some new corporate tool. Nothing she couldn’t handle. Her thumb hovered over the screen, and her curiosity got the better of her. 
A quick tap opened the app. It was easy to dismiss, just like Liam's attempts at coding. But the screen filled with subtle, shifting patterns. Soft and pulsing, almost hypnotic in their motion. A low, nearly imperceptible hum accompanied the visual, adding a strange depth that pulled at her senses. She blinked, and then she blinked again. The patterns were mesmerizing. Her eyes widened with a mix of curiosity and confusion as she became transfixed by the pulsing display. She should have dismissed it and returned to work, but she couldn’t. 
The colors and hum wrapped around her, enticing, insistently gentle. Her thumb twitched as if to close it, but then... She didn’t. Zoe’s thoughts wavered like static on a screen. She felt strange and light-headed. Dizzy. Like she couldn’t look away. Her expression shifted, the self-assurance melting into a disoriented haze. “Feel... weird,” she mumbled, her normally sharp voice softening with uncertainty. The words hung in the air like the hum, nearly imperceptible, almost unreal. Zoe's head spun, and she felt warmth spread across her skin, starting at the center of her chest and radiating outward in ripples that pushed out anything resembling coherent thought. Her senses dulled and amplified at once, like nothing she'd ever experienced. 
Her coworkers cast curious glances her way. Their confused expressions echoed in her mind, faintly aware but unable to connect the dots. She was giggling now, a sound foreign to her own ears, bright and uncontrolled. She was still giggling when it happened. She didn’t see it, too focused on the shifting light and tone, but she felt it. Her blazer tightened, straining around her shoulders and chest, constricting like a snake around its prey. The pressure was overwhelming. Buttons protested, pulling against their stitching. Her short black hair fell past her eyes, longer, longer, becoming something else entirely. Blonde and bright and nothing like her. The rapid changes blurred around her, yet she remained mesmerized by the screen. Transformed. Her body, her mind. Both. 
The warm pulse spread and shifted and remade her in its own relentless, encompassing image. The way the screen had drawn her in so quickly mirrored the transformation she now underwent. A gasp escaped her lips, more of a moan than a gasp, really. High-pitched and drawn out, morphing to fit her body and everything else that was already morphing. The other programmers kept their distance, shooting furtive looks at her that seemed a million miles away. All that mattered was the screen and the shift and the need that overwhelmed her. Her breasts swelled, each cup size making her breathless and the fabric more impossibly tight. D, then DD. Her blouse strained against the new dimensions, skin visible through gaps as buttons screamed and stitches frayed. It was almost too much. Not the tightness, not the absurdity, but how intensely and perfectly right it felt. 
She lost herself in it, both the sensation and her very self, drowning beneath the loud cascade of bright, urgent need. More changes came. It seemed that everywhere, all at once, new color and new texture overtook her. Her black pencil skirt hiked up her thighs, threatening decency. Her makeup was somehow heavier than she ever wore it, like the Zoe she had been was now in costume as someone else. Or just in costume as the real Zoe, the Zoe she would never have thought herself capable of becoming. The overwhelming Zoe. 
This Zoe giggled, breathless and girlish. And loud. Everyone noticed it. Everyone looked. It wasn’t something she would have done or wanted before, but her thoughts had already warped enough that she giggled louder and tried to refocus on the screen. She was no longer laughing, though, when she found it impossible. Her mind couldn’t latch onto the code. It couldn’t even latch onto the keyboard, and she hovered her hands uselessly over it, long nails clicking on the keys as if to mock her. The complex lines of the program made no sense, looked like incomprehensible symbols rather than code. This wasn’t how things were supposed to be. This wasn’t how she was supposed to be. “Like, so funny!” she squealed, letting out another giggle that was half laughter, half sob. 
But not even she could tell which half was winning. She pulled her hands away, finally looking from her phone to her desk. She wasn’t working. Not in the way she had before. She was a parody, the irony not lost even in the thick of it. She couldn’t resist the urge to see her reflection, to look at her own image and the person she’d become. Blonde hair spilled over her shoulders like liquid light. Her heavy breasts pressed against fabric that
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