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Things had forever been going downhill for Brian Gruber. Born into a wealthy family, Brian’s poor grades in high school meant that the best education his parents could buy for him was at Roberts University - hardly the most prestigious school in the country. More has been done with less, of course, but Brian was never a go-getter, interviewed poorly, and had no idea what he wanted to do. And so, three years after graduation, he was stuck in a gray-suit, windowless-office, dead-end job in a place that would have made Dunder Mifflin feel like Disneyland: Rigner-Morteze Health Services, Inc. The company specialized in purchasing small health clinics, stripping and selling off all of their assets, and getting rid of the carcass for a profit, leaving the small rural communities which were their most frequent area of operation bereft of any form of medical care.

Brian felt bad about his job. Everyone at RMHS did, except the high-ups, who were at least being paid decently for their trouble. But then, it wasn’t as if Brian was helping the company much; he wasn’t very good at his job. He rarely took the initiative to secure deals, never contributed anything in meetings, and couldn’t even schmooze very well with his bosses. He was paid accordingly, but high turnover at the company ensured that he could keep his stupid, pointless job for as long as he wanted.

In short, Brian was a failure. He had no ambitions, no interests, no hobbies, and no friends, and, sitting at the cheap laminate desk in his tiny office, he’d often stare at the bare opposite wall and imagine that he could see his future ahead of him, dozens and dozens of pages of the calendar turning, flipping, flying by, marching towards his inevitable demise, his soul’s harvesting at the hands of the Grim Reaper, his body decomposing beneath the bare, unvisited headstone that would wear away for a couple of hundred years in some dreary cemetery until it was totally illegible, leaving no earthly record at all of his existence. Some days, though he was only twenty-five, he wished that the Reaper would hurry up.

* * *

One dreary Tuesday, Brian was standing in the hallway outside his office, looking out the window at the rain falling in the dingy office park, wondering which can of soup he’d have for dinner that night, when he was shaken back to the present by the sound of loud footsteps. He panicked; it had to be his boss, Tony Karling, a tall, muscular, dark-haired man who loved to loudly brag about his sexual exploits. He was everything that Brian wasn’t; successful, confident, attractive, the list went on. Tony hated seeing Brian wasting time out in the hallway. As Brian saw it, he was miserable, and miserable at his job; he might as well be less miserable, standing out in the hallway sometimes, and his job would hardly miss him. But Tony’s management style revolved around making sure his employees looked busy, and Brian did not look busy at the moment.

There was no time, though, to dash back to work; he’d already been spotted. Tony rounded the corner and headed towards him, but he didn’t look angry, much to Brian’s surprise. Instead, he was smiling, brandishing a little bottle of pills. Despite the industry Rigner-Morteze was in, it was rare to actually see anything even vaguely related to the medical field in the office (except Tylenol), so Brian wondered what they could possibly be.

“Brian! Just the man I wanted to see!” Tony boomed. Brian cringed; the whole floor was going to hear his boss’ half of their conversation. Tony was usually at volume 10, but today he was at an 11 or even 12, which was, at least, a sure sign that he was in a good mood. “I’ve got something for you. The boys were clearing out Chickpea Flats Health, you know, the one down in the Central Valley, and they got ahold of these! The bottle’s not labeled, but I was wondering if you could take a break from your usual work and dig around in the inventory records to find out what the hell they are.” He held the bottle out to Brian.

“...sure,” said Brian, taking it. “I’ll look into it. But couldn’t you just throw them away? It’s just one bottle.”

“Well, we could,” said Tony, smiling, “but where’s the fun in that? And, who knows, maybe we’ll find more of these. We’d definitely want to know what they were, right? As for this bottle, you can take it home, do whatever with it. We might want it back if you find out what it is, but, well, we can’t sell a single bottle, right?”

“Okay, I’ll get on that,” said Brian, shuffling back into his office. He knew that the task was busywork; the company had just finished up a suite of asset flips, and there wasn’t much for the office drones to do. Anything that was important was sure to be assigned to someone more capable than Brian, so he’d gotten...this. A bottle of pills that no one could identify. Oh boy. He could have thrown them away right at that moment, and probably no one would have given a crap. The work simply did not matter. Brian did not matter. This stupid, pointless task was just like his life; nothing but a massive waste.

Oh well. He sat down at his computer and pulled up the inventory.

* * *

An hour later, Brian had mentally conceded to his boss that this was, at least, an interesting problem. There was no record of the pills on any of Rigner-Morteze’s systems, from the inventory to the logs to the internal lost-and-found page. The clinic’s computer systems had been dismantled and sold off, so there was no way to check them, but any relevant information should have been transferred anyway. That was standard practice. RMHS might have permitted a degree of incompetence in its office staff, but the actual field teams were held to a much higher standard. Essentially, though, there was no record of the pills ever having existed.

In case it had been a classification error, he’d also gone through the clinic’s inventory to check whether the medication matched anything they had had on hand, but since the operation had fallen on hard times, there was hardly anything that fell into that category either. There were no leads there.

They could always have sent it in somewhere to do a chemical analysis, but the fact that Brian was doing this rather than Tony (or literally anyone else) sort of implied that that was off the table. It was clear enough that this mystery wasn’t of enough importance to have real resources dedicated to it.

Still, solving it could well raise Brian’s status a little at the office. He felt a flickering of something new inside of him: Ambition. If he could do this...maybe he’d get himself on a track out of the windowless office. Maybe he’d even be able to get a job somewhere else, other than RMHS. Wouldn’t that be crazy? Maybe it wasn’t too late to get his life on track. He was still young, after all.

He laughed out loud. No, there would be no easy way up for him. There wouldn’t even be a way up at all. That wasn’t how things went. But, at the very least, he could get out of having to drive to Krispy Kreme that Friday to get donuts for the office. The task went to the worst-performing member of the team, which meant that Brian always had to do it, and he hated it with a passion, with every fiber of his being. Somebody else would be the goat this week. Somebody else would be named and shamed. It was with that new resolve that he got back to work.

* * *

Later, Brian was eating a bowl of soup at the formica table in his dingy, overpriced apartment. He was feeling low again. Lately, he’d taken to drinking beer with dinner; the alcohol made him feel a little less dead inside, and the flavor gave him something to look forward to. Not that he could afford the good stuff, of course, just Rolling Rock. There wasn’t much alcohol in the cheap lager, but after draining the bottle, he was feeling better, and a little bit adventurous.

His mind wandered back to the pill bottle. He’d brought it home; it was sitting on the kitchen counter where he’d left it, seemingly beckoning to him. There was no way to find out what the pills were; of that, Brian was almost certain. But...there was a way to get a hint. The effects of the medication, whatever they were, would give some clue as to what it was. He decided to try what he knew could turn out to be a dangerous experiment. Sure, the pills could overload his liver, or cause kidney failure, or something, but they were most likely the kind of low-level, gentle medication that millions and millions of people took every day, rather than something more dramatic.

It was a stupid decision. He knew that for sure. But...what did he really have to lose? Did it make sense to risk his life for an unimportant work assignment? No. Did he kind of want to risk his life anyway? He considered everything in his little world, the decaying suburb that he called home, the grungy office park where he went to work, his depressing, dead-end job, his sad, dirty apartment. Maybe he’d have felt different without the alcohol, but...in that moment of utter darkness, it didn’t seem like it would be that bad if something went terribly wrong.

Well, at the very least, he wouldn’t overdose. There were no instructions on the bottle, but usually you just took one pill. He hoped that you didn’t have to cut them into quarters or something silly like that. Wasn’t that how Jimi Hendrix had died or something? Cautiously, Brain bit one of the pills in half and swallowed the smaller part. If he didn’t feel too terrible in the morning, he might consider taking a whole one the next day.

The experiment was interesting, though. This was probably what they did for drug trials or whatever. Wasn’t it ironic that Brian worked in the healthcare industry, yet knew nothing whatsoever about the pills he was putting in his body? He had an at-home blood pressure test, since his family had a history of hypertension, and now he went to go and take a baseline measurement.

Thankfully, it came out normal, so if the medication ended up raising or lowering it slightly, he would have no immediate problems. Brian’s mind raced as he thought up more tests to do. Weight! Urine! Pulse! He even considered drawing some blood, but decided that the doctors probably didn’t get a lot of information from how the blood looked, more how it tested, so decided against it.

By the time he went to bed, Brian had conducted a good half-dozen tests; maybe not enough to catch any ill effects the medication was having, but enough to give him a false sense of security about the whole process.

Still, though...maybe being an office drone and a lab rat was better than being just an office drone. There hadn’t been any purpose to his life before the pills; now, maybe, he could achieve something, even if it was just wasting his health for little purpose. Maybe the medication was some rare, expensive drug that the company could sell for a lot of money. Maybe you could make it into meth or something and Brian could sell it on the dark web. Wouldn’t that be a bad thing to do, though? He might have been willing to cause himself harm, but Brian didn’t want to hurt anyone else.

He was going insane; that was the only answer. His stupid job was driving him insane, and now he was taking it out on himself. What a way to go, he thought, as he rolled over and went to sleep.

* * *

Brian woke up in the morning feeling...different. At first, he couldn’t quite pinpoint what had changed, but that was cleared up when he tried to get out of bed. The slightest gesture, lifting his head less than an inch, caused his body to light up with pain. It was horribly, terribly intense, the worst he’d felt in his life, enough to force him instantly back into lying down.

He was terribly, terribly afraid. Though he might have contemplated death the night before, he realized, now that he seemed to be staring it in the face, that he wasn’t ready to go. Sure, his life wasn’t great, but...surely it could get better? Surely it would, eventually? And if all of his blood vessels had burst, or his spine had shattered, or...something, then he would have it all taken away from him.

Within a few minutes, though, he felt it begin to subside. Initially, even breathing had caused stabbing pains in his chest, but those were no longer so intense, and he wondered whether it wasn’t the end after all.

One thing was for sure, though; Brian wouldn’t be going in to work. There was just no way. The forty-five-minute drive to the office park was going to be impossible in his condition, and there was no guarantee that he wouldn’t worsen over the course of the day. His phone was lying on his nightstand, and he began to reach over to grab it.

The slightest motion was agony. It wasn’t as bad in his arm as it had been in his neck, but it still took Brian well over fifteen minutes to pick up the phone and bring it into view. Holding it up was painful, but as long as he kept very still, it was manageable. He dialed his boss’ number. A moment later, Tony picked up. “Brian! How’s it going?”

“H-hey Tony,” Brian was trying to speak normally, but his voice came out as more of a groan. It probably wouldn’t be too difficult to convince his boss that he was sick. “L-listen, boss, I...I can’t make it to work today.”

“Can’t make it?” said Tony. “Why not?” His voice was airy, unconcerned, as if he was asking his wife why she preferred one color of shirt over another. Brian was not valuable to him, and he wasn’t afraid to show it.

“I’m...sick. I have...pain all over my body.”

“That sucks, man. You should go to a doctor or something. Well, call me tomorrow if you’re not feeling better.” Tony was clearly feeling generous.

“Thanks, boss.” Brian was genuinely grateful. He could have made the day even more painful than it would have been otherwise.

“Yeah, of course. See you.”

“Bye.”

“Bye.” His boss hung up, and Brian let the phone slip from his fingertips, landing on the mattress next to him. Talking had been painful, but not as bad as he had expected, so maybe...maybe he could get up and have a bagel or something. Not right away, but by the end of the morning.

Over the course of the next half an hour, Brian worked on sliding his legs out from under the sheets. A shower was out of the question, but there was a stick of deodorant on his nightstand, which he managed to grab and apply. It was nearly nine by the time he began to think about getting out of bed, and to consider his situation.

The pain was not nearly as bad as it had been. Quick movements were still completely impossible, but as long as he was careful, he could move his body freely enough. Getting the stick of deodorant had taken only five minutes, so he was improving. As far as breakfast went...well, he couldn’t walk, but maybe he could sort of slither out to the kitchen. It wouldn’t be totally impossible.

Going to the doctor wasn’t going to be a good option. The problem seemed to be going away on its own, and Brian’s bank balance was only in the low thousands, so any surprise medical bill could be catastrophic. Besides, he would probably need an ambulance to come and get him, and that would be expensive and difficult.

Well, food came first. The process of lowering himself out of bed, head-first and belly-up, took only about fifteen minutes, blazingly fast by his new standards, but he was absolutely exhausted by the time he set himself down on the cold laminate floor. He’d had to hold his weight on his arms and then his back as he slid down, and those parts of his body hurt now more than before.

Still, though, it seemed as though the pain was fading from other parts of Brian’s body. His lower legs weren’t that bad, and neither was the back of his head or his back in general. The worst parts were certainly his face, his chest, and, most noticeably, his hips and butt, which still blazed with a sharp fire whenever he tried to do anything. There would be no walking for a while.

Eventually, the pain lessened in his arms, and he turned himself over inch by inch before setting out to crawl across the floor. He had to power the journey exclusively with his arm muscles, which complained bitterly but didn’t give out. It was like he was a zombie in a movie, one of the pathetic ones that had to slither along the ground because its legs were missing or something.

Centimeter by painful centimeter, Brian would move his hand forward, grab the floor, and laboriously haul the rest of his body just a little bit further forward, then repeat the process on the other side. Initially, the process was incredibly difficult, and it took him many minutes to even draw level with the end of his bed, but with time he got a rhythm going and managed to speed the process up. By the time he’d reached the doorway out into the living space, he’d reached a rate of one “stroke” per minute.

The door now presented a problem. Luckily, it opened outwards, so Brian was able to force it open by walking his upper body up the door, turning the knob, and pushing outwards, but this wasn’t an easy process at all. When he did get it open, he allowed himself to fall forwards, panting, over the threshold of the living room. Victory had never tasted so sweet.

Now he was on the home stretch. It wasn’t too far to the kitchen, and completely flat; Brian had little trouble pulling himself along the floor. If he stopped and rested, there was now no pain at all in the least-affected areas. Maybe a day of rest really could cure whatever it was that ailed him.

Finally, Brian was hauling himself up the counter and grabbing the bagels from the bread box. He reflected that this was the hardest he’d ever fought simply to survive, to live; he had had no idea that this steely resolve, this grim determination, was a part of his personality. In a way, even though he knew that whatever was happening in his body could still be the end for him, he was glad that it had taught him that lesson. A life worth fighting for was, indisputably, a life worth living.

Triumphant at last, he fell back onto the floor, gasping. There was still some fight left in him, though, and Brian wanted something to go with his bagel. Crawling over to the fridge, he yanked open the door. Nothing in the top levels was going to be accessible, but...ah, the peanut butter. It was nearly out of reach, but by bracing himself on the crisper drawer and straining upwards, he managed to grab the jar of salty, protein-packed goodness. That done, he worked his way over to the couch. It was more difficult to move now, with his hands full, but his limbs felt better than they had all day, and it took him less than five minutes to cross the room and haul himself up onto the cheap IKEA seat.

Brian breathed out as he grabbed a bagel, opened the jar of peanut butter, and turned the TV on. It was playing a shitty game show, but he didn’t care. He’d defeated his pain and his demons, and now he could relax and wait for recovery. He felt like he had a new lease on life, though the thought of returning to the office still made him feel a bit ill. Well, one thing at a time.

* * *

A few hours later -  Brian didn’t know exactly how long, since his watch was still in the bedroom - he decided to take stock of the pain once more. He flexed his hands, and found no issues with them. Arms? Fine, though moving them could sometimes trigger searing pain in his chest, which was still a problem. Head? He could swivel his neck freely, but if he tried to move his face, scrunch up his nose, frown, raise his eyebrows, he felt burning pain. Clearly, that was still a trouble spot. His legs were fine, which encouraged him to try standing up. Even though it had been impossible earlier, he felt like maybe now it might not be so bad.

Clutching the back of the couch for support, he pushed himself to his feet, largely with his arms. Though he wobbled, he found that there wasn’t much pain if he just stood still. Taking a step, on the other hand...his hips seethed with agony, and he nearly fell down; it took everything in him to grit his teeth and stay upright until the pain subsided. Walking was just not going to work for the time being.

Brian had an idea, though. He wanted to go to the bathroom, and it would be so much faster if he didn’t have to drag himself along the floor. He hopped up and down, trying to hold his hips still, and found that it wasn’t too painful as long as he stayed on his tiptoes. If he pretended he was in a potato sack race, he could get to the bathroom fairly easily. Victorious, he bounced across the room and opened the bathroom door. He would have looked incredibly stupid to anyone who saw him, but that wasn’t a concern; Brian had no friends, and his family lived far away, so he wasn’t likely to have any unexpected visitors.

Still, there had been progress. A day of rest and a good night’s sleep would probably fix most of the issues. The pill had probably caused all of this, and he shuddered to imagine what would have happened if he’d taken a whole one, but...well, it was good that he hadn’t. He left it at that. On the way back to the couch, he grabbed his laptop. The original point of the experiment, idiotic though it was, had been to figure out what the pills were. Now that he had a very distinctive side effect to go on, things were sure to go more easily.

* * *

It was dark outside, and the bag of bagels was empty, when Brian finally gave up. There were medications that caused pain, of course - nerve damage, joint pain, and skin irritation all seemed to be common side effects. But none of the health websites, nor any of Rigner-Morteze’s systems, had any information about a drug that caused acute but temporary pain centered in the face, chest, and hips. As far as the Internet was concerned, not only these specific pills, but also the drug in general, had never existed, and there was no reason why the bottle that Brian was holding should be filled with a mysterious medication that did something no one seemed to think should really be able to happen. There was always the possibility, of course, that it was simply a very rare, specialized drug that rarely saw use, in which case there might not have been any information about it online, or in the record systems.

Well, at the end of the day, the pain was, presumably, just a side effect; he didn’t know what the drug was actually supposed to do. The pain in his hips had gone down now to the point where he could shuffle slowly around, so he got up and hobbled over to the bathroom, where he’d set up his testing station the night before.

Results were inconclusive. His blood pressure was slightly higher, but not to the point of being concerning. His heart rate was also slightly higher, which was a bit strange, but that could well have been down to the stressful, painful day that he’d had. Nothing conclusive could really be said about the medication based just on those effects, so he’d have to wait longer.

Putting down the blood pressure machine, he realized that he was exhausted. Even though he probably hadn’t even walked a hundred steps, Brian’s day had been nothing but an endless struggle to exist, and he needed to rest. He went over to his dresser, changed out of his sweaty clothes (which was still a very difficult process, despite his improvements), and lowered himself gingerly into bed. If things got better overnight, he might even go into work the next day, he thought as sleep quickly took him.

* * *

Brian awoke feeling much better. The pain was completely gone, except for a few twinges here and there when he moved his hips and parts of his face. Everything seemed normal. He was getting out of bed when he felt something tickling his upper back. Wait...bringing a hand up to his head, he found six inches of new hair. He could tuck what had been his bangs behind his ears. What?

Rushing to the bathroom (which he could do once more), he looked into the mirror and almost fainted. The reflection staring back at him was...not him? But at the same time...it was him. He’d never felt such a connection to the person in the mirror. Feelings swirled inside of him as he took stock of the changes.

The hair was obviously different, but so was his face. His eyebrows were thinner, his nose less prominent, his lips fuller, and there were a million other smaller things that had also transformed, things that he couldn’t quite put his finger on but that he knew were different. His skin, too! It was smooth and almost seemed to glow, even in the dim bathroom light.

But, even stranger...his body had also changed. He had less belly fat and...a slap confirmed it. He had a bigger butt. His hips also seemed to be wider, and there was new fat covering them. There were worse things, but why? Why would someone take a medication that made your butt bigger? And what were all these changes for?

His eyes widened as he felt his chest and realized what had happened. It was unmistakable: Brian had...Brian had breasts. He now had the body of a woman.

The realization triggered a storm within him. That feeling of connection to the person in the mirror - it had been with the unconscious knowledge that that person was a woman, or at least looked like one. Why could that be? What kind of person would get joy out of realizing that they’d become more like the other gender?

But now that Brian thought about it, he couldn’t hold back the wave of revelations in his mind. The fact that he’d always wanted to play with dolls as a little kid. The fact that he’d never had any male friends in elementary school. The fact that he never shopped for male clothes so much as just picked out the cheapest ones and tried not to think too much about what he was doing. He was...he was transgender. And the pill that he’d taken had confirmed him beautifully and completely coincidentally. The pain had been horrible, agonizing, but now...the more Brian thought about it, the more he realized that it had all, in many ways, been a miracle.

He stared at the mirror for a few more minutes before he remembered that he had to go to work. Hurriedly, he brushed out his hair (which took longer than usual), got into his usual work shirt and pants, and grabbed one of his pre-packed lunches out of the fridge. Glancing at himself again on the way out (he just couldn’t resist), he realized that the vibe from his look had gone from frumpy straight man to business casual lesbian, but...hey, that wasn’t a bad thing. Maybe he was a lesbian. Who knew?

Jumping into his ancient Dodge Stratus, Brian cranked up the radio and hit the road. Usually, the morning commute was a shitty start to what was always an even shittier day, but today he couldn’t care less. Nothing was able to touch him at all.

He got to work in record time by using a sneaky back route he’d never felt awake enough to attempt, and, despite his slow start, pulled into the lot a good fifteen minutes early. Grabbing the bottle of pills and his laptop, he headed into the office.

Brian certainly turned some heads on the way to his desk. Nobody was used to seeing him smiling, pumped-up, excited, and they especially weren’t used to seeing his dramatically-different new look. He’d only just sat down when one of the onlookers decided to come and see him. It was Agnes from accounting, a nosy baby boomer who delighted in the personal drama of other people - and if anything smacked of personal drama, this mysterious woman wearing men’s clothes certainly did. She poked her head into Brian’s office. “Hello there.”

“Hi,” said Brian. He noticed that his voice was higher. Did it sound like a woman’s? He couldn’t tell.

“Um…” she said. “Are you, well…”

“I’m fine, thanks,” he said, breezily.

“No, no, I mean...who are you? Are you Brian’s girlfriend? He never said anything about a girlfriend.”

Brian blushed a deep beet red. It had never occurred to him that he would actually be mistaken for a woman. “Um...I...I am Brian.”

“What?” Agnes stared at him for a moment, then turned away, muttering about “transvestites.” He suspected she would be simply the first of many to react that way, but it was hilarious as much as it was offensive. Old people were crazy.

He got to work in the office, looking up medications with feminizing effects. He’d never heard of anyone changing their appearance so rapidly, but it had happened to him, so…surely the compound was widespread, right? Whoever had invented it would have gotten rich and probably become famous too.

But there was nothing on the Internet that suggested that this was the case. Estradiol, the most common feminizing hormone, took years to work and couldn’t change bone structure, and all the other candidates were even less likely to fit the bill. More and more, it seemed to be the case that the medication that the RMHS team had found at the clinic was something entirely new under the sun, something unprecedented and totally revolutionary.

That did mean, though, that Brian was never going to find a medication name or a chemical formula. He was just wondering whether Tony might OK sending it to a lab, given its extraordinary effects, when the man himself showed up at his office door. “Brian! Is that really you?”

“Yeah. I...may have taken the medication that you gave me to investigate.” Brian realized that it sounded like an incredibly stupid thing to do (because, well, it had been), but he was proud of himself anyway. He’d done something brave, if also foolhardy.

Tony laughed. “You’re not supposed to do that! How much did you take? It sure packed a punch!”

“Just a quarter of a pill,” said Brian. “It seems to have been some kind of hormone or something, but I couldn’t find any records of any medication like this. It could be something big.” He realized as he was speaking that Tony was paying full attention to him, which was disconcerting; usually, Brian was a sideshow for him, a distraction that never warranted much notice. Why not now? Did Tony know something about all of this, the pill bottle, the effects, everything else, that Brian didn’t?

“Well,” said Tony. “I commend you for your sacrifice. Are you feeling okay? I’m so sorry about what happened.”

“I’m...fine.” Brian didn’t really want to share his gender-related revelations with his boss, and he was also put off by the note of concern, whether real or fake, in his voice. Tony had never once asked Brian how he was feeling, or expressed any kind of worry or regret to him.

“Good to hear, good to hear,” said Tony. “Well, I think we can take it from here; we should have more than enough information to go on.” He took the pill bottle off of Brian’s desk. “I’m so happy with your effort, actually, that I’m going to give you a bonus!” He pulled a check out of his pocket and handed it to Brian, whose eyes widened when he noticed the amount: five hundred dollars. “Considering the circumstances...well, it’s your money now, of course, but I’d advise getting a new wardrobe. After all, with your body so drastically changed, your old clothes may not fit so well.”

“Thanks, boss,” said Brian. He didn’t understand this sudden generosity, but he’d never before gotten any kind of raise or bonus, except a few cost-of-living increases that amounted to very little.

“And, you know what?” said Tony. “You sounded really sick yesterday. I feel bad for making you come in. Why don’t you take the rest of the day off?”

“Really?” asked Brian. By now, he was a little suspicious; was Tony going to fire him or something? What was with this sudden kindness?

But there was no hint of Tony’s true motive in his wide smile. “Yes, of course. Go shopping, or just go home and relax! The day is yours.” He turned and left, leaving Brian feeling a little bit stunned. Something weird was definitely going on, but...it wasn’t Brian’s way to look a gift horse in the mouth. After all, he’d never achieved anything for himself, unless you counted throwing away advantages as an achievement. Gathering his things, he got up and headed out.

* * *

Unsure of what to do with the day, Brian found himself taking Tony’s advice and pulling into a parking spot at the nearby mall. Unlike everything else in Tercer Hermano, the suburb he called home, the mall was in fairly good shape. After killing off all of the local businesses and the small downtown that had existed at the beginning of the twentieth century, it had established itself as the only place to shop. Even though business had slowed in recent years, the large white building was still the cleanest and most modern in the entire city.

But...what did Brian want? On the one hand...yes, he was transgender. He hadn’t told anyone, but that was a fact, not a question. His new female body (except for what was between his legs) also pointed to that side of things. On the other hand, did he feel comfortable buying...buying women’s clothes? Was that a thing he could really do?

It occurred to him that some stores did sell clothing for both genders. Maybe the best idea was just to go in and see what happened. With that in mind, he headed to H&M. He was still young enough to shop there, right?

Stepping through the doors of the store, he found himself passing into a kind of daze. The fact that he looked like a woman, that he could but whatever he wanted with minimal judgement - it sent a torrent of emotion washing over him. There was no question about which floor he was going to; he attacked the women’s section, tearing through the racks, picking things up left and right to try on, and then, running to the changing room, locked the door and had a private moment of sheer euphoria as he watched himself put things on. One item he’d found, a simple black t-shirt dress, moved him to tears; when he wore it, he saw a person staring back at him who was fully, indisputably, a woman.

He left H&M with full bags, but the spree continued in other stores. He needed jeans, casual dresses, nice dresses, probably a couple of skirts, tops, shoes (obviously)...the list went on, and kept growing as he bought more and more. At last, most of the $500 was gone, and he had a trunk full of new things to wear. As he pulled out of the parking lot, he was already planning out the multiple loads of laundry it would take to get everything washed. There was just so much to do, and he couldn’t wait to get started.

* * *

That night, Brian was sitting on his bed, staring into his closet. All the male clothes in it had been purged; they were sitting in a heap on his floor, waiting to be dispatched to Goodwill. Instead, the racks were full of everything he’d bought that day, and he was trying to decide how he felt. It was exhilarating to finally be expressing his gender the way he wanted to, but...god, it would be difficult to come into work. Agnes’ comment was just the beginning. The office was full of old people, and while some of them would likely be accepting or at least tolerant, a few of them were equally likely to make his life difficult.

It was crazy how suddenly everything had happened. Obviously, the strange medicine was hard to explain, but then there had been the weird interaction with his boss, and the shopping trip - his life had changed more in forty-eight hours than it had in ten years. It wasn’t bad, of course, but…it wasn’t easy to adjust to.

Also...even though he was firm in the belief that he was transgender, he hadn’t quite made the mental leap to thinking of himself as a woman. That would be a big change, of course, with a new name and new pronouns to boot, and he just didn’t quite feel ready for it. Maybe there was no rush, but...he’d thought that transitioning was a straightforward, by-the-book kind of thing, and now he realized that it wasn’t that simple at all. The thought filled him with trepidation.

Oh well. At least he had some nice new panties; he’d stopped by Aerie on the way through the mall. He adjusted the waistband of the pair he was currently wearing, then fell back into bed and, exhausted, dropped off to sleep.

* * *

When Brian woke up in the morning, his first thought was to check his reflection in the mirror. Even though he hadn’t taken any more of the medication, he wondered if anything had changed about his appearance. At this point, he was so used to things not being the same that he would have been surprised to see everything as it had been the day before.

But the mirror revealed no major alterations. His hair seemed a bit longer, and his face was...a little bit different, maybe? But nothing seemed radically different.

Still, though... Brian lingered at the sink, gazing at his reflection. He’d never been comfortable with the person looking back at him, but now...he was cute. He was so goddamn cute that he wanted to reach through and give himself a hug. He’d never been happy about any aspect of his appearance before, but now he was happy with almost everything about the way he looked. He’d never known how much he’d wanted that.

Smiling broadly, Brian headed back into the bedroom to get dressed. He picked out a nice white blouse, black skirt and flats; it was better not to be too adventurous at the office, especially not on the first day of dressing as the person he really was. He’d shaved his legs the day before, but his nails still weren’t done; that would have to happen later, or on the weekend, which was just the next day. A bra hugged his chest, giving him a sense of security and contentment, though his breasts weren’t really large enough to need one that much.

There was something missing in his look. Even though he’d hardly felt very confident in doing so, Brian had picked up some makeup at Ulta. His impression was that the whole primer-foundation-concealer-bronzer-highlighter procedure took a long time, so instead he just opted for a little mascara and a light lip gloss. He was just a little cuter after he finished, but it wasn’t too noticeable, which was probably a good thing.

Satisfied now, Brian hurried to the kitchen, made some toast with peanut butter, and then got in the car to head to work. As he pulled out of the driveway, he realized that he felt a sense of impending...something. Everything that had happened over the past few days - his mental low point, his mysterious transformation, the strange shopping trip - it was all leading somewhere, and he felt like would find out where very soon.

Traffic was heavy, even down the side way he’d used the other day, but Brian didn’t care very much. Things like that, traffic, rain, bad things happening - they didn’t have to bother him. It had been easy to let them bother him, when he’d been trying to be a guy, but now...well, now things would be easier. So what if the traffic was slow? He’d get to work slower. It wasn’t as if he’d left with just minutes to spare. Old Brian would have been consumed by worry over the situation, but New Brian - that name was starting to seem less and less appropriate - was fine with it.

He pulled into the parking lot exactly on time, hopped out of the car, grabbed his bag, and headed in to the office. If no one had been quite sure who he was the day before, now everyone was absolutely convinced that he was a different person. Multiple coworkers got up to introduce themselves, leading to some awkward conversations that Brian wriggled out of as soon as humanly possible. This was what he had been worrying about. Luckily, almost everyone was nice enough once he explained what was really going on - except Agnes, who hung out in the opposite corner of the office, pretending to be intensely interested in whatever was happening on her computer screen.

Finally, though, Brian made it back to his desk, plopped his stuff down, and got to work on his usual drudgery. He wondered whether it would be better to leave Rigner-Morteze. It wasn’t as if he liked the job, and even though it was very secure, he had skills, right? He could get something that paid better somewhere else. He could even move out of Tercer Hermano, maybe over to another suburb or even up to the Bay Area or Seattle or something. That flicker of ambition that had helped to push him to take the pill had never quite gone out afterwards.

He was sitting idly, daydreaming about the sunny Seattle weather he’d seen on TV, when Tony knocked on the doorframe before stepping into the office. “Hey, Brian! Glad to see you took my advice!”

“Yeah,” said Brian. Suddenly, he felt a little awkward about his appearance, now that it was being commented on. At least Tony seemed to like it. “I went to the mall after you gave me the day off. I bought more than I was expecting.”

“Good, good!” said Tony. “I’m so glad to hear that you’re finding your style. I know that it always makes me happy to find something that’s a good fit.” His tone was disconcertingly bright, and Brian wondered, again, what he was up to. “Anyway, I was coming by to ask you to meet me in my office in five minutes. I have something to...discuss with you.”

“Okay…” said Brian, now positively suspicious.

“Great!” said Tony. “I’ll see you then. I just have to make some copies first.” Smiling, he strode out of the office.

Brian sighed. Clearly, his boss had some angle, and, well...there was only one way to find out what it was. Hesitantly, he got up and started for Tony’s section of the building.

* * *

It was funny; even though Tony had been Brian’s boss for three years, Brian had only seen his office a handful of times. It was always Tony that came to Brian with things he was concerned about or wanted done. Though Brian often wished that it weren’t so, emails were not a major part of the Rigner Morteze office culture, and messaging apps like Slack had never even been considered by the upper management.

He was familiar with the route, though. Across the main workspace, through the doorway on the other side, down a few more hallways, and now there were more decorations, art on the walls and brass nameplates on the office doors. He stopped when he reached Tony’s door, wondering whether it would be rude to go in if his boss wasn’t back yet. Cautiously, he knocked on the door, but there was no response.

A moment later, Tony came bustling down the hallway, holding a thick stack of paper. “So sorry to keep you waiting! I’ve been very busy today.” He pushed open the door and ceremoniously held it open for Brian before heading inside himself.

Tony’s office was impressive, by middle-management standards. It was a corner office, though not one of the truly desirable corner offices up on the higher floors, and it featured a large desk with plenty of room for paperwork. A fish tank bubbled away in the corner. Though it wasn’t particularly ornate, it still made Brian jealous; his own office was little bigger than a walk-in closet.

His boss took a seat behind the desk in a large leather office chair and signalled for Brian to sit on a smaller, lower chair facing him. When they were both comfortable, he began what was clearly a rehearsed spiel. “So, Brian, you’ve been with us for three years now. Are you liking it?”

“Mostly,” said Brian. The truth was that it made him want to die inside, but he wasn’t going to tell Tony that. He was worried, though; this kind of big-picture talk was usually only heard at RMHS when someone was about to get canned.

“Good, good,” said Tony. “And your specific role? Junior operations coordinator? How’s that fitting?”

“Well, it’s all right,” said Brian. At that moment, he found a strange new kind of courage welling up inside of him. “To be honest…I was hoping to move to a different kind of thing. Maybe it was the experience I had with the pills that’s making me say that. But, you know, having been here a few years...” He trailed off, wanting to see how Tony would respond.

“Mmmm,” said his boss. “Interesting, interesting. I agree, actually. I think you’d be better suited for a...different kind of position.” He smiled.

“What kind of position?” asked Brian, hesitating. He wasn’t sure he liked the look in Tony’s eyes.

“It would come with a substantial raise, of course,” said Tony, ignoring the question. “You’re no longer a green employee, and we would stop paying you as such.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Brian, “but what kind of position are we talking about here? Is it still gonna be in Operations?”

“Well,” said Tony, “you could say that.”

“What’s that mean?” asked Brian. He was getting tired of this.

“That really depends,” said Tony, “on whether or not the hormonal response that the pills were supposed to trigger works properly.”

“What? Hormonal -” Brian was about to protest more, but then Tony threw his tie to the side and began to unbutton his shirt. Normally, Brian would have been taken aback by his boss’ behavior, but now...now he felt compelled to quiet down, to see what was going to happen next. A hint of something he didn’t quite recognize was flickering within him. Each button revealed a bit more of Tony’s surprisingly muscular chest, and then his toned abs, fabric pulling to the side in a silent rebuke of Brian’s objections. Soon, his boss was shirtless, still looking expectantly towards him.

Brian felt unexpected feelings begin to swirl inside of him. He’d never considered that he could be...well, if he was trans, then being attracted to men would make him straight, right? Whatever his sexual orientation, though, the strength of his internal response, his attraction to Tony, his lust for him, surprised him. In fact, the response was stronger, much stronger, than it usually was when Brian saw an attractive woman. It was so strong that, despite his reservations, Brain felt himself licking his lips. Whatever was going to happen next...well, he might come to regret it, but those were worries for later. For now, he could think only of his boss’ body - and what he wanted to do with it.

“That’s right,” said Tony, watching Brian salivate. “Good, good. I think that this is going to turn out to be one of the best investments I’ve ever made. ‘Don’t buy drugs from China,’ they said. Well, usually, that would be good advice, but you just can’t get some of these things any other way. Anyway, I think we should continue our specific salary negotiations later, but this is my proposal to you. You can be my secretary. Duties will include answering the phone, forwarding important emails, receiving visitors, and, of course, providing other...services as required. Does that sound acceptable to you?”

Brian could barely understand what Tony was saying, but if he was reading him right...he’d be sucking his boss’ cock all day for money. There were worse things, right? He felt like maybe he wouldn’t normally have made this decision, but...what the heck, right? He’d only just started living life as a woman. He had to make up for lost time. He found himself approaching the desk, sitting on the edge, letting his skirt ride up, showing his ass to his boss. “That sounds...like an opportunity I’d be interested in pursuing.”

Tony smiled widely. “Good! There is an interview process, and it begins below the desk. If you will!” He gestured theatrically to the space under his desk, between his legs, where Brian could already see a massive tent pitched. This was going to be a good time. He slid down and positioned himself in the dark, cramped space, staring his boss down directly at crotch level. Even though he was eager to get it on, he still felt a bit of trepidation. What would this mean for the person he was becoming?

Then Tony put that feeling to bed. “Are you ready, Britney?” The use of a female name...it changed something. Brian - no, Britney - she felt that a line had been crossed. The verbal affirmation, by someone else, of her new identity cemented something inside of her that had felt loose and undefined. She was a woman, goddamit, and she refused to stop pretending otherwise. Of course, you didn’t have to be a woman to suck cock, but it certainly didn’t hurt if the cock in question belonged to a straight man, which Tony had loudly and repeatedly affirmed that he was. Well, he wouldn’t be entirely straight after she was done with him.

“Yes, boss,” she said, letting a sexy purr slip into her voice, reveling at how completely she’d changed since that fateful Tuesday.

“Then what are you waiting for?” he asked, taking on a domineering tone. “Get to work! Consider this your job interview!””

“I’m sure I’ll get the position,” said Britney, undoing the button of Tony’s pants before slowly, painstakingly sliding down his briefs. “After all, I’m more familiar than the average girl with the...tools of the trade.”

“Oh really?” asked Tony. “Then show me! Use that mouth for something worthwhile, huh?” Britney said nothing, simply looking up at him as she pushed the underwear down the rest of the way, allowing Tony’s thick, meaty rod to spring out. She allowed a look of shock to cross her face, knowing that he would enjoy it, but in fact she was too busy to be surprised, too focused on how to give him every possible ounce of pleasure, on how to get all of the cum out of his big, tasty-looking balls.

She started slow, with a handjob, slowly pumping his cock, sliding her fingers along it. From her time as Brian, she knew that it could be enjoyable to change up the speed and pressure frequently at first, almost massaging her boss’ thick tool, rather than pumping quickly. He seemed to be pleased; his breathing quickened, and he grunted softly whenever she did something he particularly liked.

But it was always best not to forget the balls, right? Britney cupped Tony’s full sack, oh-so-gently massaging and squeezing them. She knew that that wouldn’t lead him to an orgasm on its own, but it would certainly make his pleasure more intense.

She had fallen into a steady rhythm, massaging, pumping, and Tony was clearly enjoying it. “Am I doing okay, boss?” she asked, trying to sound innocent and naive, an act she knew he would love.

“You’re doing great,” he said, “but pick up the pace. I’m not paying you by the hour.”

“Okay!” said Britney brightly, beginning to properly pump Tony’s cock, feeling it stiffen in her hands. It was a strange experience, giving a man a handjob. She had, of course, given herself a handjob more times than she could count, but she was hardly well endowed. She’d considered tucking that morning to fit better into her skirt, but her bulge was so small that it hardly mattered either way. Tony, on the other hand...he was at least seven or eight inches long, and even just the way his cock looked practically screamed for somebody to suck it. It was such a big, juicy tool that Britney wondered what he’d want afterwards. If it was something involving her virgin asshole...the thought filled her with both trepidation and excitement. She didn’t want to be split in two, but on the other hand, she could only imagine the sensations that would come from having that monster buried deep inside of her.

But that was in the future. In the present, she had to pleasure Tony’s cock with just her hands and her mouth, and she was getting an idea. Leaning down, she met her boss’ eyes as she planted a kiss on the tip of his member, giving him a tiny taste of what was to come. His rod stiffened, and she smiled; apparently, despite being a demanding manager, he was easy to please in the bedroom. Still pumping, she began to gently lick him, tasting his musk, feeling the smooth head of his penis and the ridge that divided it from the shaft. And yet she still avoided going all in; Tony might have pushed her to speed up, but he would feel better if she didn’t. In any case, she was giving him what he wanted.

But Britney knew that even the most patient man would have been suffering by then, and when Tony placed his hand on the back of her head, signaling for her to go ahead, she knew that it was time to stop stringing him along quite as much. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, treating him to the warm, wet sensation he’d been craving. At first, she didn’t push herself too much, content to swirl her tongue around him, to allow the mere fact of the blowjob to do some of the work for her. He was sure to have a hard time keeping control of himself either way.

“Come on, bitch,” Tony grunted, pushing her head onto his cock. “Hurry up.” His rough speech, the heartless way he was treating her, drove her wild, and she wanted to jump on his dick right there and then, to let him ream her with that same aggressive, forceful energy, but she knew that that would come later. For now...continuing to massage her boss’ balls and to pump his shaft with one hand, she took more of him into her mouth, as much as she possibly could, inch after inch of meaty, musky goodness knocking at the entrance of her throat. The question was, could she do it?

The lesson Britney had learned from the pills was this: That, even if maybe there was some risk involved, it was worth it sometimes to grab life by the balls. Widening the back of her throat, she pushed her head down onto Tony’s cock.

The sensation was uncomfortable, but incredibly erotic. He was so thick that she couldn’t breathe, but she did have thirty seconds or so before she ran out of air, and she took advantage of that time to let him fuck her throat, letting go of his self-control for a moment, abusing her face with wild abandon. She felt like a toy, a tool to be used, and she absolutely loved it with every fiber of her being.

Britney’s air was just about to run out when Tony pulled out. He was smiling, trying to project calm, but there was a hint of wildness in his expression that confirmed what she’d thought before; he’d been about to cum. “You did good, slut. I’m giving you high marks for that part of the interview.”

“So...do I have the job?” Britney looked up at him eagerly, breathlessly waiting for the answer that she hoped was coming.

“Not yet,” he said, and she filled with relief. “I want to see how good you are at...desktop management. Get up here.” He patted the top of the big oak desk, and she scrambled out from her little cave between his legs and lay flat on her back, spreading her legs to reveal her panties as he slid a condom on and lubed up.

“I’m ready, boss,” she said, trying to look sultry. “Come and give me my work assignment. I want one that’s long and hard…” It was hackneyed, and she knew it, but he didn’t care; desire lit up his eyes like a fire deep inside of him.

“I will, bitch. You dressed extra slutty today, huh? You knew exactly what was going to happen.” As Tony pulled her panties off and tossed them away, then spread her legs and positioned his cock in front of her eager hole, Britney realized that he was right. She really had been expecting to fuck her boss. Deep within her, there was a part that had always wanted to fuck him, that had been jealous of the women (real or, just as likely, invented) that he had bragged about pleasuring.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, “fuck me, boss. Fuck my slutty hole.”

“Your wish is my command, bitch,” said Tony. He pushed his pelvis forward, and Britney felt the warm, latex-covered tip of his throbbing cock pressed up against her tight asshole. She breathed out, trying to relax, to let him in, and, between that and the lube, she felt it begin to slide inside. He was so big, so thick, that it was painful at first; she found herself crying out, whimpering at the pressure, the stinging sensation of being stretched much further than ever before.

But then, slowly, the pain began to abate slightly, and to be intertwined with pleasure, pleasure that came slowly at first but then began to grow the further he slid into her. She’d never experienced anything like the sensation of having her asshole fucked; the pleasure of masturbation was sharp, immediate, skin-deep, but this feeling...it seemed to come from deep within her, a low, echoing sensation like the sound of a footstep heard far away in a silent cave. She didn’t know what the orgasm would feel like when it came, but she knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that it was going to be utterly unforgettable.

At last, Tony’s cock was in as far as it would go, his balls touching Britney’s ass. She had taken him; she had done it. Beads of sweat rolled down her face as she gritted her teeth and waited for the pain to lessen, hoping that she would get used to it.

But her boss wasn’t about to give her a break so easily. Slowly, he began to slide out and then back in, beginning a methodical, gentle stroke that seemed intended to ease them both in to the experience. Britney gasped. The feeling of having his cock in motion inside her...there was less pain when he thrust, and oh, oh god it felt good to have something plunging so deep into her hidden places. The head of his cock was stirring up pleasure unlike any she’d ever experienced, and she found it hard, almost impossible, to keep herself under control, to stop herself from crying out, begging for his cock even more than she already had, from slamming herself onto his dick with wild abandon. The part of her that wasn’t overcome with wild sexual desire remembered when Tony had been trying to go too fast, and she had had to rein him in; now she needed to do the same for herself.

Still, though, it felt incredible to have him fuck her this way. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure, desire, ecstasy bounding through her. She had to let herself go a little. That was what sex was about, giving in. “Oh yes, boss, oh fuck, just like that,” she said, her words repeatedly interrupted by his thrusts.

“Yeah - Yeah, you like that, slut?” Tony grunted, burying more and more of his meat into her with each thrust. It wasn’t easy to string words together in the state they were in, but what they said was more or less irrelevant; it was how they said it, the growls of desire that escaped their lips, that made it so, so sexy to hear each other’s voices. The knowledge that she was driving him so wild, the knowledge that he was fucking her brains out, that was what took them to new heights of arousal.

Britney’s tiny penis was flopping between her legs as Tony reamed her. Now that she was looking at it...it seemed like it was even smaller than before she’d taken the pill. Her balls, too, were now no bigger than almonds, rolling around in her nearly-empty sack. The sight of these organs, weak, impotent, useless, was incredibly erotic. She would never fuck a woman. She’d thought that before, but now she knew it for sure; equipment like this was only good as decoration for her crotch, as a reminder to her of how much she’d changed, how much she needed a big, fat cock to pound her little asshole. And only a big, strong, alpha man could give her that.

But now...Britney felt something building within her, a sensation she recognized, but that felt much, much different than what she was used to: the beginnings of an orgasm. The pleasure was collecting in a vessel deep inside of her, vibrating, crackling with sexual energy, and it wasn’t long now before it would overflow, and...and then...she still couldn’t imagine what it would feel like, but she wanted nothing more than to find out.

Tony was also getting close, it seemed. His breathing was coming in gasps, and his thrusts were wild, uncontrolled; he was allowing himself to slam into her asspussy with wild abandon, letting his base instincts take control. The sight of him overcome by desire led her to allow the same thing to happen, to give in to her lust, to slam her hips against him, wrap her legs around him, and let out a moan of desire.

Maybe it was that that sent him over the edge. He grunted, and then Britney felt a warm sensation deep inside of her; he was cumming inside of her, his thrusts going even deeper as he acted on his basal instinct to fertilize her...not that she’d be getting pregnant, of course. Still, the knowledge that he’d blown his load, that she’d pleased him, pleasured him - it was incredibly erotic, and, combined with his ever-deeper thrusts, it was about to push her over the edge -

And then, at last, it did. Gasping, Britney’s eyes rolled back into her head as the vessel inside of her tipped over, pouring pleasure across every part of her body. Her very being seemed to vibrate with ecstasy, and for a few seconds she lost all awareness of the world around her, floating in a world of pure sensation. Gasping, she felt a bit of clear fluid trickle out of her dick (so much for her own ejaculation), and then lay back on the hard desk, trying to regain her breath.

For a minute or so, they remained in that position, recovering from an unforgettable experience. Tony pulled out of her and threw the condom in the trash, and a moment later she got up and began to wipe herself off with the tissues from the box on his desk. It was hard to know quite what to say after such an encounter.

“Well,” said Tony, “I can say for sure now: You’re hired.”

Britney smiled. Even though it had never really been in doubt, the knowledge that she’d get to do this again, and again, and again...it filled her with excitement. “Thanks, boss.”

“It’ll be my pleasure,” he said, grinning. “I haven’t had a fuck like that since...well, ever, I think. Damn! Well, we do have some work to do. Go down to IT and get them to set you up with the right accounts and stuff, huh? You are gonna be my secretary, after all. And I’ll have your desk and things moved in here before tomorrow.”

“Right,” said Britney, sliding her panties on. This was an upgrade, for sure. From office drone to dicked-down secretary? She would take that deal any day.

“Oh, and hey,” said Tony, as she walked out the door. “Agnes should be back with the Friday donuts by now. Take your pick! That is...if you haven’t had enough cream filling already today.”

Britney grinned widely. “You bet I will.” Justice had been served.

Taking her leave of her boss-cum-dom, she headed out into the hallway and back to her office to get her laptop. It was hard to come to terms with what had just happened. Thinking about Tony - it just left her brain swimming in helpless desire. Something weird had happened, that was for sure.

Still, did it matter? Her life was going to be a lot better from here on out. She’d get a raise! A less soul-sucking position! A fat cock to pleasure every day! And she’d get to do it all as the woman she was born to be! Just thinking about it, she felt a smile spread across her face. Nothing could stop her now.
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