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“Order up!” The shout rang through the diner, and Sam wiped the sweat from his forehead before running to go get the dish that the cook had just set out on the warming shelf. By this time of day - around twelve-thirty - the Capitol Grill had been mobbed for three hours, and it was Sunday, making the crowd even worse than it would have been otherwise. Every table was full, there had been a forty-five minute wait at the peak of the rush, orders were coming left and right, and everyone seemed to have brought their cranky, screaming children along as well. Being a waiter was never fun, but days like these made him want to pull his hair out in frustration. He sighed.

As he hurried over the linoleum floor, his foot hit the leg of a - thankfully empty - chair, and he nearly fell on his face, regaining his balance at the last possible second. A gasp rang out through the restaurant. Sam’s face burned as he straightened up and kept going; he hated people looking at him. It was so...embarrassing. It wasn’t as if he was particularly interesting to look at, just a waiter, so couldn’t they keep their eyes to themselves?

At least the brunch crowd was finally starting to thin out. Grabbing a plate of eggs, bacon and french toast, he hurried over to a table occupied by a lone man, which was unusual for a weekend; usually, people came in big groups. Probably ten or twenty years older than Sam (it was strangely hard to tell), he wore a dark suit and matching glasses, and your eyes seemed to skip over him as they scanned the room. It was impossible not to feel that he was somehow...significant.

Sam was so intent on staring at the strange customer that it was only after setting down the food that he realized his manager, Aaron, was sitting on the other side of the little table. The two had seemingly been deep in conversation, but they had broken off as Sam approached. Strange; Aaron was usually too busy to chat with customers. Usually, he would have been in the back, scrubbing down pans; there were always dozens of dirty dishes at the tail end of a rush, and they hadn’t had much luck finding a dishwasher who would actually show up to work consistently.

Well, whatever. The boss’ business was the boss’ business. Sam wasn’t paid to pry, nor was he interested in doing so. Maybe they were in debt to the mob or something; as long as he could keep his job, it wasn’t a big deal.

In the meantime, there were tables to turn over. Grabbing an armload of dirty plates, Sam started back for the kitchen, careful to avoid the chair he’d tripped over before.

* * *

It was funny; they closed up at three, but the last two hours of the shift felt like four. There weren’t enough customers to keep Sam fully occupied, and when he wasn’t waiting on someone, he was in the back, catching up on dishes. Aaron had left with the stranger at about one, which was a little irritating. There was work to be done, after all, and now the rest of them had more to deal with.

At last, though, it was quitting time. He grabbed his coat from the back, punched out at the register, and was about to leave when Aaron burst in through the front door, a wild look on his face. “Sam!” he said. “Can I talk to you? Privately?”

“Um, sure,” said Sam. He tried to think of what he’d done to get fired recently, but nothing came to mind. Maybe...Aaron wanted to talk about something else? But what?

They headed back to the storage room together; Aaron ushered Sam in, then closed the door. “So, well, this is a little awkward,” he whispered, “but I have to...ask you to do something.”

“What...kind of something?” This was getting weirder by the moment, but Sam tried not to let his discomfort slip into his voice.

“Well,” said Aaron, “I...listen, have you ever heard of the Roberts Organization?”

“Sure,” said Sam. “That’s the one run by the creepy movie director, right?”

“Yeah,” said Aaron, “but I’d keep that opinion to yourself. See, a couple of the big bosses at Roberts Studios on the RTV side of things - not Roberts himself, thankfully, because that would be an even bigger headache - have heard about our famous french toast tower, happen to be in Seattle for a conference, and want to stop by. They’re considering filming an episode of Ultimate Catfight here, which would come with a big payout for us. That’s great and all, but they had a...request.”

“Request?” asked Sam.

“Yeah,” said Aaron. “That guy I was talking to...he’s a personal assistant to the studio manager. And he specifically asked me to get you to drink this, and to have you wait on the group.” He pulled a small plastic bottle filled with pinkish liquid out of his pocket. “They’re coming in on Tuesday at around eleven. Just...try to impress them, okay? If they decide to film here, I’ll get you ten percent of the payment.”

“Um…” said Sam. “Fine, I guess. Was there anything else?” Privately, he wasn’t entirely sure about the situation, but he wasn’t about to contradict Aaron, who looked stressed. Besides, he could use the money.

“No, that’s all,” said Aaron. “Thanks for your hard work today, by the way. I’m sorry I had to leave. The guy said the diner was too loud.”

“Understandable,” said Sam, opening the door. “All right, see you Tuesday.”

“Yeah,” said Aaron. He was usually cheerier than he was now. Sam wondered what he and the dark-suited man had talked about.

Well, that was a work problem, and now he was off the clock. Hurrying to go catch the bus, he was already thinking about what he would do on his day off.

* * *

Sam’s apartment was utterly bare and lifeless. The plain white walls were unadorned by any decoration, and the furniture was Craigslist’s worst, purchased without any kind of eye for color or style. He had just never been interested in interior design. At least he wasn’t the kind of dude who had a million posters of naked women or whatever.

His sense of personal style, as represented by the contents of his closet, matched his taste in home décor. He had, some years previously, bought a 20-pack of medium gray t-shirts, which he paired with one of a 5-pack of slim-cut blue jeans. Together with some unassuming and similarly-cheap underwear, the items gave the impression of a man who simply did not care what he wore, which was, well, fair enough.

After he took off his coat and put away his work things, he found himself holding the strange bottle Aaron had given him. It was very small; there was probably only a tablespoon of liquid inside. Why had the mysterious stranger been so insistent on him drinking it?

Well...better to do it now than to put it off till later and forget. Pulling off the cap, he drained the bottle in one gulp. The fluid was sticky and viscous, like concentrated fruit juice, with a faint fruity taste. After the last of the liquid slid down his throat, he went to the sink to rinse the taste out of his mouth. He had always hated taking medicine.

After that, he sat down on the couch and turned on the TV. With few interests and no hobbies, Sam always found that, though he never wanted to work, not working wasn’t much fun either.

Oh, well. He changed the channel to RTV, where Ultimate Catfight was airing. He’d never seen the show, and, while it was the trashiest of trashy reality TV, he’d been up since five-thirty; he really wasn’t working with much brainpower. He fell into a stupor, letting the shouting and screaming from the TV lull him into a strange feeling of relaxation.

* * *

The rest of the day went by uneventfully, and he rolled into bed at eight, seeking solace in the senselessness of sleep. No dreams came that night, and he awoke the following morning at seven; by his standards, that was sleeping in.

There was a message on his phone from his mother. Though he loved his parents, they could be very intrusive, and, true to form, she had bombarded him with a battery of questions about how things were going and what he had been up to. She had even demanded pictures of the rooms of his apartment. It had never occurred to him before, but maybe that was why he left them bare, so that she would have nothing to criticize except the lack of things to criticize. Well, if that was what it took to keep his mother off his back, then so be it. He sent a perfunctory response and then went to go have breakfast.

The cereal box (Rice Chex) had seemed light the morning before, but Sam was surprised - and irritated - to find that what he’d heard shaking around in there had, in fact, been  only a tiny handful of flakes. There was only one thing to do, and that was to go to the corner store and get more. Grabbing his coat, Sam took the elevator down and hurried onto the street, still in his plain, boring pajamas.

The corner store was deserted so early in the morning. The graveyard shift cashier looked like he was on his last legs, the dark circles under his eyes making him look like some kind of underpaid corporate zombie. Sam grabbed a box of Rice Chex and plonked it down in front of the register. The cashier stared at it for a moment, regarding it as though it represented an affront to him, personally, before scanning it with the barcode reader. “Um...that’s gonna be $3.29.” For cereal? It was a ripoff, but then, this was a corner store. “Uh...are you gonna pay with cash or credit, miss?”

Wait just a fucking second. Miss? No one had ever mistaken Sam for a woman. How could you? He was clearly a guy. Maybe the cashier was on drugs or something? Well, whatever. He pulled out his credit card and gave it a swipe; thankfully, it didn’t decline, since payday had been just the week before.

Sam picked up the cereal and left the store without another word to the clerk. What was with him? He was so disconcerted that he thought about it all the way back to his apartment, where he finally filled his bowl and dug into his frugal breakfast.

After he finished eating, he went to go look in the mirror. He still hadn’t managed to get over the cashier’s comment, and he had to make sure that he was still the same Sam.

Standing in front of the sink, he had to look twice to make sure that what he was seeing was really accurate. He looked...completely different. His facial features were softer, his nose was a bit smaller, his hair had somehow gotten longer, and...well, grabbing his chest confirmed that something was different there as well. He didn’t look completely feminine, but...if he squinted, he had no trouble convincing himself that the person in the mirror was a woman.

How could this happen? The medicine he’d drunk - it had to have done this, but how? Was this some technological wizardry from a secret laboratory or something? Who had decided that he, of all people, should get the treatment?

And...why didn’t he hate it? He had expected to feel angry, betrayed by the mysterious man and possibly by Aaron as well, and to be revolted by his new body, but instead there was a strange...warm feeling. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from his reflection, which certainly wasn’t a problem he’d ever had before. He tried again and again to conjure up anger, but he just couldn’t manage it. Looking at the contours of his new face, the curves of his new body...it just made him feel...nice.

Feelings aside, what would he do? Surely he couldn’t come in to work like this. No one would even recognize him. Who would want him to be...a woman? Why was that necessary? Was this all for someone’s sick enjoyment?

Just as he was growing frantic with worry, the buzzer went off in the main room. Sighing, he hurried over and pressed the speaker button. “Who is it?”

“Package for you.” The voice was cool and even, unremarkable, and he didn’t recognize it. “You should come and pick it up.”

“Is this...are you the mail person?” Something in their tone...it was unsettling.

“Kind of. Just come and get the package. It’s sitting on top of the mail cubbies.” With a click, the speaker shut off. Well, even if the delivery was a little odd, a package was a package. Sam hurried out and took the elevator down, wondering what would be in it.

On the ground floor, he found no sign of whoever had buzzed him, but there was a decent-sized cardboard box on the cubbies, as promised. There was no shipping label on it, just his name scrawled in Sharpie, which added to his suspicion. Still, he grabbed it and headed back upstairs and into his apartment. He had a coldly comforting realization: Surely, whatever had already been done to him had been the goal of whatever this...operation was. The package was probably just a little something extra, a final step of the plan, but not something that would make him grow a second head. Probably.

Attacking the tape with scissors, he ripped the box open and found a confusingly wide array of items. The top layer was nothing but makeup; there was a primer, a foundation, concealer, and so on, everything that a girl would need to get ready for a big event. Sam would know; he often found himself spending time on fashion websites, reading articles about the subject. Was that normal?

Along with the makeup, there was some nail polish, and then...Sam’s brow furrowed as he looked at the next item. It was a Capitol Grill uniform, with a name embroidered onto the breast in the usual style. His current uniform said Sam, as would be expected, but this one said...Sophia.

Sophia. Sophia? He found himself running the name through his mind, testing it out. It was lovely, but...who had gotten this box together? If it had been someone from the Roberts Organization, how had they gotten the uniform?

Taking that out as well, he found, tucked into the very bottom of the box, a lacy bra and panty set. He blushed just looking at it, but...damn, the idea of wearing sexy underwear like that...it was fucking hot. He didn’t know why. Usually, he rarely, if ever, felt particularly turned-on or sexual, but the idea of slipping into a set of lace panties...it scratched an itch he’d never known needed to be scratched.

He understood now what was expected of him. The Roberts people wanted to transform him into a woman and then to have him wait on them. Maybe it was a kind of demonstration, a way to win points at the office for one of them. It was terrible of them, to use him, a person they didn’t know at all, as a guinea pig...but the more he thought about it, the more he felt that he was glad to do it anyway. This feeling of femininity...it was intoxicating.

Well, at least now he had something to do all day. Gathering up his new things, he headed to the bathroom to figure out how to do his makeup.

* * *

Hours later, Sam decided that he had a working look. It was much, much harder than he’d ever imagined to get his skin not to look flat, his eye shadow symmetrical, his lips evenly-colored without letting any lipstick bleed over the lip liner - and all without stabbing himself in the eye with an eyeliner pencil. How did some women do this every single day? He could only imagine.

Still, looking at his reflection in the mirror, he felt pretty, almost beautiful. Never before had he felt confident in his appearance, but now he wanted to reach through and give himself a high five. Instead, he had to be content with a wink and a smirk, but even this, with the mesmerizing motion of his painted eyelid, was stunning. He vaguely wondered if he’d ever been happier.

What did this all mean? He hadn’t had a lot of choice about the whole body-transformation thing, and, while he hadn’t been physically forced to figure out the makeup, it was sort of a natural next step. What he did have a choice about was whether or not to enjoy the process. And he had. He enjoyed being feminine, being viewed as a woman. This was a truth about himself that he felt like had been there for many, many years, undetected for all that time.

Was he...transgender? He was tempted to reject the possibility out of hand, but when he looked in the mirror...well, it wasn’t easy to do that. He felt like the whole world of everything he had always taken for granted was falling away piece by piece, and that nothing could ever be the same again. It was a terrifying feeling, but also oddly...oddly liberating.

Taking a deep breath, he decided he needed a break. Maybe Ultimate Catfight was on again. It actually wasn’t a terrible show. Heading out to the living room, he turned on the TV and settled into a hazy stupor.

* * *

The rest of the day flew by. Sam ordered a pizza for dinner in celebration of his new self, and the wad of hot, greasy cheese resting in his gut sent him straight to sleep once he went to bed.

His alarm went off at 5:00, rousing him unceremoniously out of his next of blankets and back into the world of consciousness. Groaning, he rolled out of bed and stumbled into the kitchen to make himself some cereal. He’d decided to get up earlier than usual to get his makeup right, but now he was regretting that decision. The world was so dark and cold and horrible before the sun came up.

After eating, he went into the bathroom to get started and noticed that he looked different once again. His hair was a bit longer again, reaching down to his shoulders, and his face had changed as well - although hopefully not so much that he’d have to use a different makeup technique. His boobs had grown again; hefting them, something occurred to him. He went to the box and pulled out the lacy bra. It took a minute to figure out how to put it on, but once he had, it fit perfectly. That was yet more confirmation that he’d been ensnared by someone’s plan; none of this was accidental.

Oh well. All he could really do was play his part - in fact, he was kind of excited to do so. Slipping on the matching panties, he got into the uniform and headed back into the bathroom.

* * *

An hour and a half later, Sam strode into the Capitol Grill. He couldn’t help but feel incredibly confident, with his new look, his new uniform, his new everything. Heads turned in the kitchen; no one greeted him, and he realized they all thought he was a new employee. Well, so be it! It was actually kind of funny. How would they respond when they found out what was really going on?

Their eyes widened as he began setting up the tables for service without needing to be told what to do. As he laid out the jam containers, the forks and napkins, he felt their gaze continue to follow him, but now...now he wasn’t so sure that it was out of surprise after all. He glanced over his shoulder and caught one of the line cooks staring at his ass. He was sure that that feeling would get old very quickly...but it hadn’t yet.

A few minutes later, Aaron came in through the main door, spotted Sam, and hurried over. “Um...are you Sam? I, uh...they didn’t tell me what that stuff would do to you until yesterday. I got a phone call telling me that you’d be...well, that you’d be like this. I’m...I’m so sorry.”

“Oh, I’m managing somehow,” said Sam, trying to sound distressed; honestly, he really couldn’t force himself to feel even a little bit sad about what had happened.

“Wow, you even sound like a woman. Um...okay,” said Aaron. “Now, uh, I can either tell the boys in the back that you’re a new employee, or explain to them about all the weird shit that’s happened over the past two days. I’m in favor of option A, because it’s a lot less of a hassle for both of us, so unless you have any objections, I’ll be referring to you as…” he checked Sam’s shirt, “Sophia. Okay, Sophia?”

“I’m good with that,” said Sam. Or, said Sophia? It was hard to decide on the best name, the best way to think about himself...or herself.

“Okay, cool,” said Aaron. “So...just do your section like usual. Shouldn’t be too busy. And when those suits come by, you need to give them five-star service. Got it?”

“Yeah,” said...oh, said Sophia. What the hell. She looked like a woman. Apparently she talked like a woman. So, for all intents and purposes, she was a woman. Why not? Nobody knew that her name had once been Sam, except Aaron, who was going to keep it quiet. And besides, she enjoyed being Sophia.

At seven, when they opened, the first customers started trickling in: graveyard shift employees looking for “dinner,” groggy high school students who looked like they were coming from crew practice, and a random assortment of the kinds of people who looked like they’d either stayed up all night or who just really didn’t handle mornings well. Not a glamorous clientele, but they weren’t usually jerks either, and today they were giving Sophia exactly what she wanted: a lot of slightly-creepy-but-also-validating attention - as well as much larger tips than she was used to receiving.

After eight or so, the service got really busy, and the morning flew by, so much so that she had completely forgotten about the Roberts people when she saw a limousine pulling up outside the diner. Not since her first day on the job had she felt nervous about serving a customer, but now there was suddenly a mass of worry in her stomach. What if...what if they hated her for some reason? What if they backed out on the filming deal? Then Aaron would be mad, and she’d probably be out of a job, in this economy.

Sophia waited with baited breath as they filed in. There were four men in all, each wearing a sharp suit and a watch at least two inches across. The group absolutely stank of extreme wealth, and that made them all the more intimidating. At last, they stopped in front of the host, who guided them over to an open table. Shaking her head, Sophia hurried over to another table and took that group’s order; it wasn’t good to let her fear of disappointing these men mess with her performance.

Still, she couldn’t keep herself from watching them as they settled in and opened their menus, practically counting down the two minutes she always waited before asking customers for drink orders. When the time was up, she walked over to them, trying to look confident, and pulled out her notepad. “Hey guys! Welcome to the Capitol Grill. Can I take your order?”

“You can take a lot more than that, sweetheart,” laughed the oldest, fattest man at the table. Sophia had to consciously keep from rolling her eyes. She’d known about the reputation of the Roberts Organization before, of course, but it was disappointing to see it for herself.

Oh well. Eyes on the prize. “I think I’m...good with just the drink orders for now, thanks.” It was weak, but the men laughed; she was off the hook for now.

“All right then,” said a different man, significantly younger, but with a shaved head that made him look almost the same age as the first one. “I’ll have coffee.”

“Yeah, me too,” said a third, a hipster-looking guy with a goatee.

“Me three,” said the fourth man, a silent, clean-shaven man with thick dark eyebrows and a voice that barely fluctuated out of a monotone.

“And I’ll have a scotch and soda!” bellowed the old man, laughing uproariously at his own joke. “No, no, I’ll have a black coffee also.” Sophia did her best to muster a polite chuckle, but it wasn’t easy. Why couldn’t he just let her do her job?

Oh well. Flashing a smile, she promised to have the drinks out in a jiffy, which wouldn’t be too difficult, considering that all she had to do was grab the coffee pot. Her section wasn’t full, which meant that she had time to devote special attention to the VIP table, so she planned to get their food orders in before doing anything else.

The fact that the men stared openly at her whenever she went over to their table was a little disconcerting. At the same time, though...even though she didn’t like the way in which they gave her attention, she noticed that she no longer minded the attention itself, just like when the line cook had been eyeing her earlier. She felt like she was happier now with the person people saw when they looked at her.

It was best to stay focused on the job, though. Returning to the table bearing the coffee pot, she was filling the mugs when the old man spoke up again. “I think we did a great job with her, wouldn’t you say, fellas?”

“You know, Mr. Toul, that’s not really...public information…” said the hipster, trailing off under the iron gaze of his manager. “Sorry, I just think - you know, what if there are spies from China or something?”

“You and your conspiracy theories, Jennings!” said Mr. Toul. “There’s nothing to worry about here. I’m sure our lovely waitress has seen to all the security, isn’t that right, darling?”

“Um…” said Sophia, feeling like a deer in headlights. “Well, I wouldn’t say that we met the CIA standard of security around here. If you have something sensitive to discuss, maybe you should…”

“Bah!” said Mr. Toul. “You’re all impossible. Fine, fine. We’ll have the french toast tower. That’s enough for four, isn’t it?”

“Sure is!” said Sophia. Enough for four? More like eight. Writing down the order, she tucked her notepad away. “Anything else?”

“Maybe,” said Mr. Toul. “Bring out the french toast, let us have brunch, and then we’ll talk.”

“Okay, sounds good!” Sophia said, trying to sound bright despite the fact that she had no idea what could possibly be meant by “we’ll talk.” Were they...finally going to tell her what had happened to her? Maybe that was wishful thinking.

Best to focus on the order. Eyes on the prize, she reminded herself. There was no time to worry about anything else. Tearing the sheet out and slapping it on the order wheel, she shouted loudly to get the attention of the kitchen. “Rush!”

“Got it!” said the short-order cook, grabbing the prepped french toast. Everyone had been waiting on tenterhooks for the group to finally come in; they wouldn’t mess it up. Even the new dishwasher, a dim-looking young man wearing a Sicko t-shirt, suddenly stood at attention, working faster to clear out the rack so that no one would miss a tool they needed to get the order out ASAP.

Nothing to do now but wait. Taking deep breaths to calm herself, Sophia hurried around to the other tables in her section, doing the best she could to make up for the time she’d lost giving extra attention to the VIP group. For the first time ever, she found herself enjoying her job; the raised stakes and feeling of working as a team left her feeling alert, confident, completely in the zone. It didn’t hurt that she got to do it all as a woman; slowly, she was realizing that that was a feeling she’d been missing all her life.

At last, the kitchen put out the order; an entire loaf of bread, cooked and stacked, with banana slices between the layers and everything drenched in whipped cream and (at a premium price) real maple syrup. Carefully, she picked up the plate and felt the eyes of the whole restaurant on her as she slowly carried it over to the VIP table, gingerly setting it down in the center before rushing back to get share plates. “Damn,” said the shaven-headed man, eyes glued to the food, as she turned away, “this is a sight I won’t soon forget. I didn’t know brunch could be so...beautiful.”

“Oh, Kurland. You need to develop an appreciation for the finer things in life! It would be beautiful whatever we ended up eating,” laughed Mr. Toul, nudging him. Sophia blushed, hiding her face so that they wouldn’t see. They weren’t smooth, exactly, but these guys were...certainly memorable.

The next forty-five minutes flew by in a blur. She checked in on the VIP table twice during that time, but mostly had to attend to the rest of her section, which was filling up with the brunch crowd. She realized she had been running on adrenaline for quite a while, and now she was starting to come down, energy seeping out of her as she tried to recover.

Eventually, the men pushed their chairs back one by one, falling into a food-induced coma. The french toast tower had certainly fallen; they’d finished almost all of it, which was very impressive for just four men. It was always awkward to figure out just when a table was done, but at last she decided that they had definitely thrown in the towel and headed over. “How was everything?”

“That was...unforgettable,” groaned the hipster. “I can die happy.”

“Don’t die just yet,” said Mr. Toul. “Remember, you still have a job to do here!” He laughed. “It was great. You can clear our plates. And then bring the check stat. We have something to discuss with you.”

“Glad to hear you liked it!” Sophia put on her bubbly tone again, eager to please, but deep down she was still apprehensive about this conversation, which he’d mentioned twice now. Whatever Mr. Toul had in mind...well, she wasn’t sure she was interested. Gathering up the plates and silverware, she headed to the kitchen and put them in the dish bin before getting the receipt from the register. Sliding it onto a tray, she carried it back over to the table.

“Excellent! That was quick!” said Mr. Toul, signing the receipt, scribbling something else down, and then handing it back, along with his card. On the way back to the register, Sophia glanced at what he’d written; her eyes popped as she noticed a five hundred dollar tip, along with a short message:

Meet us outside at the limo. Your boss knows you’ll be leaving for the day.

What to do? On the one hand, getting into a car with four strange men was a terrible idea. On the other hand, they’d just tipped her a week’s pay, and...she still wanted answers about what had happened to her. She had no complaints, just...questions.

Taking the card back to the table, she came to a decision, probably a bad one. Her life had been so incredibly empty before this transformation that she felt like she owed these men something, at least her time. And besides, she’d never taken a risk in her life. Yes, this was a big risk, but it could well lead somewhere great. Maybe even to another $500.

“Thank you,” said Mr. Toul, taking his card back. “So, whaddya say? We have to get going - can’t stay here all day, much as I’d like to.”

“I’ll...I’ll come,” said Sophia, hoping against hope that she was making the right decision.

“Great! Now, if you’ll just follow us,” he said, getting up as the other three men followed suit. They left the diner and got into the limo; it was luxuriously appointed, but Sophia somehow found herself seated in the center, all four of the men staring at her as the driver pulled away from the curb.

For a few minutes, they sat in silence as Mr. Toul pulled out a notebook and leafed through it. One by one, the other men realized they were staring at Sophia and looked away, giving her an opportunity to get a good look at them. The silent one, with the thick eyebrows, intrigued her. Even though he’d barely said anything, that only made him seem more mysterious, more...alluring. His chiseled jaw and muscular arms peeking out from under the sleeves of his suit jacket only added to the impression.

“So, like, how was it?” asked Kurland, finally breaking the silence.

“How was what?” asked Sophia.

“The whole...transformation thingy. Did it hurt?” He was looking at her with intense interest.

“Um...no,” she said, hesitantly. “No, it was mostly just weird. I’ve been meaning to ask about what exactly...happened. And why.”

“Can’t give you too many details, I’m afraid,” broke in Mr. Toul. “Highly secret information over at Roberts Industries. I’m with Jennings on this one - it would be bad if information leaked. Not that we don’t trust you, of course.”

“Is there anything you can tell me?” she asked. They owed her a little information, at the very least.

“This much,” said Mr. Toul. “The liquid you drank is a project over at the Roberts Institute. You know by now what it does. We wanted to meet you so that we could figure out what effects it’s had, and you’ve been enormously helpful.”

“Effects?” said Sophia. “I don’t know. I mean, you can see for yourself, can’t you?”

Mr. Toul laughed. “Oh, you’re great! Yes, we can see the physical changes, but we were more curious about the...mental aspect. How have you been...feeling? Besides, ah, sassy.”

She shrugged. “Pretty good, I guess. Now that I think about it, it seems like I should maybe be more...worried about the whole sudden-transformation thing?”

“Interesting,” he said, scribbling furiously in the notebook. “Well, I suppose it would be the polite thing to do to reveal my cards, so to speak. We have the executive suite at the Westin downtown - what do you say to a few drinks there? I’m sorry that we had to be so secretive - it’s just that, you know, word could leak out otherwise.”

“I guess,” said Sophia. She’d already gotten into the limo. Why not make another potentially unwise choice? Besides, these men seemed all right. A little strange, sure, but not that creepy or anything.

She looked out of the window and noticed that they were driving between tall buildings, already almost at their destination. It occurred to her that it might be good to ask why she hadn’t been told, to challenge the assumption that was seemingly being made that she was somehow untrustworthy. Besides, weren’t you kind of supposed to ask permission from subjects before you tested these kinds of things? Shouldn’t there have been a clinical trial or whatever? She turned back to Mr. Toul and was about to open her mouth when she suddenly thought better of it. Wasn’t it rude to question people like that? Should she really insult their hospitality by asking an aggressive question like that? The strength of the internal backlash was so surprising that she found herself startled back into silence.

A few moments later, they pulled up into the hotel’s driveway and piled out of the car. “If you’ll just follow us,” said Mr. Toul, motioning to the ornate glass doorway. Sophia allowed herself to be led into an elevator, which took them straight to the top floor. Mr. Toul unlocked the single door that they were met with upon leaving the elevator, and then they were in a breathtaking space with a gorgeous view of Puget Sound. Couches and tables were arranged around the main living area, and doors led off to what Sophia assumed were bedrooms. Even if the situation felt a little suspicious, she couldn’t complain about the accommodations.

“Well,” said Mr. Toul, “I hate to be unsociable, but I’m wiped out from the massive brunch I just ate. I’m afraid I’ll have to take a quick nap.”

“Yeah,” said Kurland, “so will I. I don’t know what they put in that.”

“If you two are, um, down for the count,” said Jennings, “then I should go get the drinks. I’ll head to the bar downstairs. Shouldn’t, uh, charge the company account more than we have to.”

“Oh, Jennings, you’re such a wet blanket!” laughed Mr. Toul. Strangely, though, he really didn’t seem as miffed as Sophia would have expected. It was kind of a breach of etiquette not to order room service in a situation like this, wasn’t it?

The three departed, leaving her alone with the handsome, silent man. They sat down on opposite sides of one of the coffee tables, and then, for a few moments, they just stared at each other. She felt strangely nervous, unsure of herself, like it was the first day of high school again. What did she say to a person she found so oddly alluring? Would he finally say something, anything, to her, or would she have to take a risk and try to get the conversation going?

Luckily, it was he who broke the silence, his low, even voice briefly filling the room. “Nice diner you work at.”

“Thanks,” she said. “It’s not much, but...hey, in this economy, better than nothing, right? By the way, I’m not sure I got your name. I’m Sophia.”

“Sure thing,” he said, not taking his eyes off of her. “I’m Ryan.” Even though they were having the most mundane possible conversation, Sophia was getting a strong feeling of tension, of...of something she couldn’t quite describe.

“Yeah,” she said. “So, um...how’s Roberts Studios?”

“I don’t work there, actually,” he said. “The other three do. I’m a junior technician at the Roberts Institute. It’s my job to report back to them about you.”

Even though Sophia still felt a weird mental block around interrogating these men, she had to know. Screwing up her nerves, she managed to get the words out. “Mr. Toul wouldn’t say anything about, like, um...why I...wouldn’t you need to, like, do a clinical trial and not just, um, get a stranger to drink your weird...liquid?” It was out. It had been an incoherent mess, but it was out. She felt strangely exhausted.

“Yeah, I was against that,” he said, surprising her. “I’ll give you the low-down. There’s some really...weird shit happening at the Institute. Weird products being developed. Weird stuff going on in the labs. I’m not supposed to be telling you any of this, but...I think there are people trapped, like imprisoned, in the lower levels. Like, that we’ve been keeping for years. I thought the place was legit, but...well, I’m kinda starting to hate my job.”

Sophia was stunned into silence. How...how could that be possible? Why was he telling her this? How had it been kept a secret for so long? Did the other three men know too? “That’s...crazy.”

“It’s crazier than you can imagine,” he said. “What’s worse, there started to be a...rivalry a few years ago with Roberts Industries down in L.A. We’re part of the same organization, technically, so it’s kind of surprising. They were supposed to be making mass-market products, and we were supposed to be doing specialty stuff, but...they have an R&D department too, and there started to be an arms race to develop the sickest shit. You were...a victim of that, I guess. I’m so, so sorry.”

“It’s...it’s okay,” she said. “To tell you a secret, I honestly think...I honestly think I’m transgender.” She didn’t know why she was telling him that or where the thought had come from, but in that moment it felt so good, so right, that nothing could convince her that it wasn’t the absolute truth. “So...um...well, it kinda worked out.”

“In that case,” said Ryan, “I’m happy for you.” Even though he was speaking in his same monotone, his voice softened slightly and he even smiled a little; she could believe that he really was, that he, alone of all of these people, was telling the truth. “But, well, I’m sure this wasn’t how you wanted to transition.”

“No, it wasn’t what I had in mind,” said Sophia. “But wow, I’m still trying to get over the whole...the whole Roberts Organization thing. Do the Roberts Studios guys know too?” She was disoriented, trying to process what he was telling her, but the strange mental block seemed to have weakened for some reason, maybe because he had implicitly given her permission to ask more questions. Still, though...it was unsettling, not to have complete control of her mind.

“I don’t think so,” he said. “The whole inter-divisional rivalry thing extends to divisions that aren’t actually involved in research, too. It’s all about whoever can please the big boss most. He’s kinda easy to manipulate, from what I hear - anybody that tells him what he wants to hear can usually expect a big reward.”

“That’s...wild,” she said.

“Yeah. And I don’t really know what to do about any of it,” said Ryan. “Besides, well, telling you.” He paused for a moment. “Hasn’t it been, like, ten minutes since Jennings went to go get drinks? What’s taking him so long?”

“Maybe there was a run on the bar,” said Sophia. “At...one in the afternoon.”

“I doubt that,” he said. “There’s wine in the kitchenette  - want to have a glass while we wait for him? I always need a drink after dealing with Mr. Toul.”

Sophia laughed. “I can definitely see that. Some wine would be great.”

“He’s another part of the job I’m not so hot on,” he said, getting up and heading over to the bar. After digging around in the cupboard for a moment, he found a few different bottles of red. “California’s finest, or...ooh, this one is actually from Europe. Imagine that. Let’s try it.” Bringing the bottle over, along with a couple of glasses, he sat down again - but this time, on the couch next to Sophia. Was he...was he coming on to her? If so, he was being admirably smooth.

Popping the cork, Ryan poured a little into a glass and handed it to Sophia to taste. “It’s polite to have the guest taste, right?”

“I think so, but I’m not really a big wine drinker. If it’s red and it doesn’t make me cough, I’m okay,” she said, laughing. A sip of the wine revealed a nice fruity body and a smooth finish; it was eminently drinkable, if perhaps lost on someone like her. “This is actually pretty good!”

“Good to hear,” he said, pouring her a proper glass, and another for himself. “Do you serve wine at the diner?”

She laughed again. “No, but I think we do have grape juice.”

“You need to class it up, then,” said Ryan, sipping at his wine. “I hear it’s profitable for restaurants to attract couples on dates...and how could you do that, if you don’t have wine?”

“Good point,” said Sophia, “but I’m not sure that we even have an alcohol license. You’re right about the dates thing, though. Apparently the owner’s been considering extending the hours on weekend nights to get that business. Still...who would go on a date to a diner? It seems like it’s not very impressive.”

“Sure, sure,” he said, smiling. “But if it’s a date with the right woman...well, any restaurant could work.” Out of the corner of her eye, she thought she saw him wink, but when she looked properly he had stopped. The man was surprisingly clever and charming for someone who was usually so silent.

For a while, they chatted about this and that. Ryan was very animated, laughing and smiling, but also looking deep into Sophia’s eyes whenever he was making a point; whenever he did, she felt a shiver run down her spine. Jennings seemed to have disappeared, and there was no sound whatsoever from Mr. Toul’s or Kurland’s rooms. They had the suite all to themselves.

Maybe it was the wine, but...she found herself more and more attracted, almost by the minute, to Ryan. He was just hypnotizing. He had ensnared her in some kind of trap, and she wanted nothing more than to fall in deeper, to see where the rabbit hole led. Never, not once, had she felt this way when she’d been a man - no, when she’d been pretending to be a man. He was showing her a part of herself that she’d never known to exist, and she was so grateful that he was.

“Hey,” he said, as they started on the last glasses of wine. “Want to watch a movie? There’s a TV in my room.”

“I’d...love to,” said Sophia. “I think I probably shouldn’t...shouldn’t have any more wine.” She giggled.

“Yeah, neither should I,” he said, taking another sip. “Except maybe this one glass.”

“Your, um, wine-picking skills are good,” she said as they got up. She had a vague urge to flirt with him, but also an equally vague feeling that maybe she was too drunk to do it very well.

Luckily, he wasn’t exactly sober either. Laughing, he punched her lightly on the arm. “Judging by how fast you finished it, you weren’t exactly savoring the complex flavors.”

“Same goes for you, buddy,” said Sophia, following Ryan into the bedroom. She wasn’t drunk - not really - but the floor did seem to be moving a little more than it had been before. Was it sloped or something? “Anyway, I told you I wasn’t a so - som - soma - wine-taster-person. I don’t know about complex flavors. I just know that the gross grape juice makes me l-loopy.” As if to prove her point, she lost her balance when getting onto the bed and ended up falling face-first onto the mattress.

“Oh geez,” he said, “are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said, lifting herself up. “T-thanks for asking. But let’s...let’s watch a long movie so that I can sober up a little.”

“I think that would...that would be a good idea,” he said, settling in next to her. He was reaching for the remote before her hand darted over and snatched it. “Hey!”

“Sorry, you gotta be faster than that if you want to beat me,” she said. “I just - I just remembered that Hallmark movies are on now. It’s November.”

“Really?” he said. “A Hallmark movie?”

“Damn straight,” she said, flipping through the TV channels. Hallmark movies had, for her, always been a guilty pleasure, the one thing she’d ever gotten excited about before...whatever had happened over the past few days. They spoke to a part of her that otherwise was silenced, hidden, forced down. She now realized it was the female part, and she was determined to indulge it, simply because she could.

Soon, she found the Hallmark channel; luckily, a movie had just started. A misanthropic writer (played by a washed-up Broadway actor who she only knew from other Hallmark movies) refused to engage with the outside world and was always especially miserable around Christmas, and her strangely-attractive, soft-spoken Canadian mailman had to show her the joys of the season in the only way he knew how: cheesy rom-com antics. This was Sophia’s happy place. She knew exactly how the movie would end five minutes after it began. She knew exactly what each character would say in each scene, just based on the tropes of the genre. She knew all these things, but that only made it better; familiarity is, after all, the heart of comfort.

As they watched (or rather, in Sophia’s case, half-watched, with constant stolen glances at Ryan), they slowly drew closer together. It was a little bit cold in the room, after all; one of them could have gone over and turned up the thermostat, but where was the fun in that?

Suddenly, during a particularly forgettable scene where the hot Canadian mailman wasn’t even on screen at all, Sophia felt Ryan’s fingers lace through hers. The feeling was like an electric shock, a current passing through her. It was confirmation that he felt the same way that she did, that...that this could really go somewhere. For the first time in her life, Sophia might...well, she didn’t want to get too excited. Best just to let things play out, right?

For now, all she wanted was to let him know that she was very much on board with whatever he had in mind. Catching his eye, she winked and gave his hand a squeeze, inviting him to go further if he felt like it. He winked back, but didn’t make any immediate moves; restraint was, after all, important as well.

The movie was getting close to its romantic denouement. There had been the mandatory fight between the two, but now it was Christmas Eve, and each was longing for the other. It was cheesy, of course, but also a little sad, and Sophia used the interval to scoot closer to Ryan, practically pressing herself up against him. He said nothing, but a moment later he separated his hand from hers and, instead, wrapped it around her shoulders. That feeling of protection, security, warmth...it was like nothing she had ever experienced.

In the movie, the Canadian mailman had just gotten an emergency call. There was a package that needed to be rush-delivered - directly to his jilted lover’s door. Sophia sucked in breath; this was the part of these stories that she always loved the most. The dramatic buildup, the tension and conflict, all leading to the big finish...it was incredibly exciting, and even more so now that she had a very attractive man’s arm around her while she watched. She felt her heart beating faster and faster, prodded on by the action onscreen, but mostly by Ryan’s presence next to her. It was all so...so perfect.

And then, at last, came the grand finale. The mailman fought through the Canadian snowstorm to deliver a package to his love, but she moved to turn him away. He pleaded for her to open it, and at last she gave in...only to find a ring. In that moment, she realized that they were meant to be, and the music swelled as they collapsed into each other’s arms. Sophia sighed; it was exactly the kind of corny, saccharine performance that she loved so, so much.

As the credits rolled, Ryan reached for the remote and switched the TV off. The tension was thick in the air, and each breath, each heartbeat, felt significant, earth-shaking. For a moment, they gazed into each other’s eyes, each wondering what to say. At last, he made an attempt. “Good...good movie, huh?”

“Yeah,” she said, captivated by his gaze. There were no words that fit with this moment, no way to make it logical or rational; there was no way to say what they really wanted to say to each other.

At last, he sighed. “I can’t...I don’t know what to say here. I can’t put words to you.”

“Why try?” asked Sophia. She found herself leaning forward, unconsciously, almost magnetically drawn to him. Before she knew what was happening, he was doing the same, and within moments their lips met in a heart-melting kiss. Passion, excitement, happiness - all these feelings swirled within her, but more than anything she felt confirmation. Before, as a man, as Sam, she could never have loved anyone, never have made this kind of connection. But now, as Sophia? Well, all bets were off.

She realized that she had no idea how to kiss someone, never having done it before. Choosing to follow Ryan’s lead, she opened her mouth slightly, tasting wine on his breath, melting completely into him. For what seemed like a blissful eternity, they held there, locked in a warm embrace, coming up for air every so often before locking lips once again. It was so beautiful, so wonderfully romantic, that Sophia never wanted the moment to end.

At last, they broke apart, breathing heavily. “This...this wasn’t what I expected from my Tuesday,” murmured Ryan. “But damn, I’m glad it’s what happened.”

“‘Happened?’” asked Sophia. She hadn’t quite admitted it to herself yet...but she very much wanted to go further, to experience more of what Ryan could offer her. “You want to stop here?” She was being playful, but an expression of dismay briefly crossed his face before he seemed to realize the joke.

“I...well, I mean, I’m not sure when Jennings is gonna get back, or when, you know, Mr. Toul and Kurland are gonna wake up…”

“Listen,” she said. “Fuck them. I...to tell you the truth, I’ve never wanted to do...anything before, with anyone. I feel a connection with you, the kind of connection that I...that I’ve never found anywhere else. So…”

“Do you wanna do it?” he asked, a gleam in his eye.

“I absolutely wanna do it,” she said. “I...I want you, I need you, more than I’ve ever needed anything in my life. Even if it’s just for today.”

“Shit, that’s all you had to say,” said Ryan. Leaning in once more, he planted a kiss below her ear, sending a frisson of pleasure down her spine. Lifting his head a bit, he moved down slightly and kissed her again; the sensation was even stronger, and she found herself moaning quietly, overcome by desire. If someone had told her that her neck was an erogenous zone, she might have laughed, but now he was teaching her how wrong she would have been. The whole region tingled with pleasure that was oh-so-ready to roar to the surface.

He began to unbutton her uniform shirt, revealing the lacy bra. “Oho,” he said, pleased. “Had plans for today?”

“If I had,” she said, “I wouldn’t have worn these frumpy pants. No, this was the only one I had.”

“It suits you,” he said, “like a ribbon tying up a Christmas present.”

“Oh, Ryan,” she laughed. “Just...stop messing around and hurry up and fuck me. There’ll be time for jokes afterwards.”

“Roger that,” he said, reaching around under her shirt and undoing her bra. Her breasts had grown quite a bit over the two days, from flat to almost a small C-cup. Before, when they’d been unimpressive and small, she’d never felt anything when she brushed the nipples, but now...when Ryan grabbed one of her pert buds, tweaked it sharply, she gasped in surprise and pleasure. The sensation was wonderfully intense, enough to leave her breathing in shallow gasps, more turned on than she’d ever been.

Still, it wouldn’t do to leave her lover out of the fun. He’d been having his way with her, but sex was a game for two, wasn’t it? Reaching down, she found the bulge in his pants and began to massage it, letting his stiffening shaft roll between her fingers. He grunted at the sudden stimulation, and she felt the thrill of control sweeping over her. She could control how good he felt, and when he got pleasure.

Of course, it went both ways, as Ryan reminded her when he abruptly bent down and locked his mouth onto her nipple. It felt even better than his fingers; the warm, wet inside of his mouth promised to squeeze out all the pleasure, all the sensation that her nipples could possibly produce. She gasped, trying to regain control of herself, but the sensations were just so powerful that, for the time being, he had her in the palm of his hand.

Signs pointed to him trying to keep it that way. He unbuttoned her shirt further and she cooperated as he slid it off her shoulders, leaving her upper body entirely naked, ready for his attack. Sophia felt a bit self-conscious, with her new body bared in front of her lover. She’d barely had a chance to see it, and now it was on display for him. Was it good enough? She had a vague but very real fear that once he got a look at it, he would stop liking her, turn her away and be done. She had hated her body for her whole life; it had changed now, sure, but...could she really believe it was something she could love?

Ryan quickly allayed her fears. “God damn,” he whispered, eyes glued to her new curves, “I...I fucking need you so bad.”

Sophia felt so much hornier, so much more turned-on, with the knowledge that he really did find her attractive. “Take me, baby,” she moaned. “Take me and...and...make me yours.”

“Your wish is my command,” he murmured, snaking a hand down into her jeans and finding her bulge. Her dick had never been an impressive instrument, but now, as she felt it roll between his fingers, she wondered if it had gotten smaller over the preceding days. No big loss, either way; the sensation of having it teased, toyed with, was so much better than it would have been if she’d tried to have sex as a man.

She wanted to do something for him, to let him share in the pleasure he’d been giving her. That did mean taking a risk, doing something she’d never done before...but, well, that description fit every aspect of the situation she’d found herself in, and she couldn’t find anything to complain about.

First, though, his shirt would have to go. Taking her hand off his bulge, tossed away his tie, and undid each of the shirt buttons in turn; it wasn’t easy, as he toyed with her little package, to stay focused on the task at hand, but she did her best to do so, and soon she’d undone the last one and was pulling his shirt down off his shoulders.

The view she’d gotten earlier, of his arms under the suit jacket, had actually only been the beginning. This man worked out. His biceps and his pecs made for a magnificent upper torso, and his toned abs, while not quite a cleanly-defined six-pack, would have turned heads at any gym. She felt her mouth watering. How had she landed such a catch in only her first day of full womanhood?

It wasn’t good to get distracted, though; there was more to do. She shifted around on the bed so that she was between his legs, facing up at him. As he watched, bemused, she unbuttoned his pants, undid the zipper, and slid them down. His bulge was much more pronounced when it was covered only by his thin briefs, and she was more and more excited for the moment, rapidly approaching, when she would come face-to-face with his tool, much larger than her own.

Trembling with anticipation, she worked the briefs down his thighs, revealing, inch by inch, what she could only describe as the perfect cock. Thick (but not too thick), veiny, and long enough to make a splash without being a complete monster - she found herself salivating at the very sight of it. It was completely erect, pointing directly at her, an accusing finger pointing her out as the one responsible for his arousal.

“Well?” he asked, a hint of amusement in his voice. “What are you gonna do now?”

“I…” she found it hard to put words together when faced with this magnificent view. “I’m going to suck it. Unless...you have any issue with that.”

“By all means,” he said, gesturing grandly to his crotch. Ryan’s sense of humor was hard to extinguish, even in a situation like this one that most people would have taken quite seriously.

Still...how did one go about sucking a cock? As a virgin, Sophia had little knowledge of how you were supposed to do it. She’d even skipped the blowjob scenes in the porn videos she’d watched over the years, preferring to get right to the money shot. She eyed Ryan’s tool, a feeling of apprehension filling her.

Then she realized something: she had a powerful advantage when it came to cocksucking. Even if she had no experience sexually pleasing another person...well, she did have quite a bit of experience sexually pleasing herself. She knew what she wanted from a blowjob. Ryan probably wanted something similar. It was something to go on, at least.

Sophia thought about it for a moment. Her dream blowjob probably started with...well, there would be a warmup, right? Reaching forward, she traced a finger up and down his thick shaft, feeling the nooks, crannies, ridges, and valleys that she already knew would make whatever else they did so, so pleasurable. Though he was no longer rubbing her dick, she felt a bead of precum forming at the tip; her arousal was becoming harder and harder to manage, and it was getting more and more difficult to repress the urge to simply throw herself onto his thick tool.

She did have some restraint left, though. She wrapped two fingers around his shaft and began to massage it, ever-so-gently fanning his lust to new heights, getting him more and more ready for whatever she decided to do next.

What was she going to do next? There was an old joke on the Internet - something about “don’t forget to cup the balls.” When, on occasion, she’d played with her own balls, it had felt pretty good, so why not? Reaching down with her other hand to his well-filled sack, she began to massage his family jewels, eliciting a pleasure-filled groan from her lover. More and more, she was getting the impression that men were easy to please in bed - she certainly had been, and now Ryan seemed to be the same way.

Well, easy-to-please he might well be, but that would all be for nothing if she didn’t actually please him, and the ballsack was, she knew, not the way to a man’s heart, even if it was an important trick to learn. Bending down, she stuck out her tongue and gingerly, cautiously licked his tip, gauging both how he would react and also whether she would actually like sucking him off. It was a success on both counts; he stiffened as her tongue touched his skin, and she immediately felt herself battling a powerful urge to simply take him all the way right then and there. But that wouldn’t do; restraint was still important.

Sophia began tracing circles around the head of his cock, first small ones around his very tip, and then in a slowly-widening spiral down towards the end of his glans. He shuddered, and she began to grow intoxicated with power. She’d found a way to pleasure this man, to give him an unforgettable experience, despite how little she knew about sex. Now he was in the palm of her hand, able to react only with moans and sighs to her skillful ministrations. She understood now how people got addicted to this feeling.

Maybe it was time now to give him what he’d signed up for, to deliver the coup de grace. If it had been her getting the blowjob, she’d have viewed the licking, the massaging, as a welcome beginning, but now she would be wondering about the main event. Bending over a bit further, she took the head of his cock fully into her mouth and began to suck gently, not hard like a vacuum but just enough to deliver him an unforgettable sensation. Her tongue continued to slide around his cock, delivering a one-two punch of pleasure that made him gasp. At the rate things were going...well, it almost looked like she was a natural at this.

She took more of his cock into her mouth, lips slowly creeping towards his pelvis, already past the head and now sliding down his veiny, slightly-curved shaft. The sensation was delicious, and it was harder and harder to restrain herself from simply going straight to full throttle, but she reminded herself that it would feel better for both of them if she held back and drew things out.

Eventually, though, she hit rock bottom; his cock hit the beginning of her throat. She knew that it was possible to swallow it, to give him the deepthroating of his life, but judging by his rapid, shallow breathing and pounding heartbeat, she really didn’t need to go that far. Instead, she simply began to bob up and down, sliding her lips and tongue along his cock, letting him fuck her mouth-pussy. The sensation was so incredibly hot that she wanted to gasp with arousal, but that was obviously impossible. Still, she moaned around his cock; he would want to know that she was having a good time too.

For a minute or two, they continued like that, the arousal beginning to burn within her as she picked up speed slightly. Then, finally, she felt a hand on her forehead, pushing her off. “Shit! Shit, I’m gonna - gonna cum if you don’t…” Ryan gasped as he tried to hold in his orgasm, and she obediently lifted her mouth off his cock.

“Did you like it?” Sophia asked, innocently.

He was still trying to regain control of himself. “Fuck! I mean, what do you think? How are you so good?”

“Natural talent,” she said, “and, you know, when you have a dick, you tend to know your way around them.”

“Fair enough,” he said, taking a deep breath. “The question is, though…”

“The question is...what?” she asked.

Reaching into his pants pocket, he pulled out a bottle of lube and a condom. “Are you ready for round two?” He caught her eye and smiled wickedly.

“I’ve never been more ready for anything,” she breathed, rolling over onto her back as he got up and began to get ready. “The question is, will you be able to handle me?”

“I survived the blowjob,” he said, slipping the condom on and tossing the wrapper to the side. “I’ll be fine. But you should really be worrying about yourself. I don’t think you know what you signed up for.”

“That’s big talk,” she said, as he lubed up. “I’m not sure you can back it up, though.”

“Oh, but I am,” he said. He was ready now; placing his hands on her hips, he leaned over her and whispered into her ear. “I’m going to fuck your brains out, you dirty slut.”

His dirty talk drove Sophia to a new height of arousal. “Oh God, stick it in. Stick it in before I drive myself crazy.”

“As you wish,” he said, lining up his cock with her eager asshole. Slowly, gently, he began to slide it into her. At first, there was pain, now mild and manageable, now sharp and stinging. Nothing the size of Ryan’s cock had ever been past the opening of Sophia’s little hole, and she exhaled, trying to relax further, to admit him inside more easily. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead as she tried to ride it out.

It was like the beginning of the blowjob, only painful. She kept reminding herself that, once his head was inside, things would improve - and, at last, the rim of her asshole slid over the ridge beneath his glans, and she breathed out as the pain lessened considerably. There was even a twinge of pleasure from his shaft sliding into her hole; not a lot just yet, but enough to make her eagerly await what was coming next.

The sensation as he slid inside her was unlike anything she’d ever experienced. It felt like there was an organ within her, deeply buried, that radiated pure, deep pleasure when touched, and which had never, not once, been stimulated before. She felt a rumbling of something huge building up, an orgasm the likes of which she’d never experienced, but which was yet a long ways off. There was time to lie back and enjoy the ride.

After what seemed like minutes on end but was probably just a few seconds, Ryan’s cock had bottomed out within her, his pelvis flush with her newly-enlarged backside. She gasped; the feeling of having something this deep inside her tight asspussy was completely unprecedented; it felt like echoes of buzzing pleasure were echoing through her, bouncing off her abdominal walls, ricocheting through her very core. She gasped and moaned, wondering how the feelings could possibly get more intense, but at the same time knowing that, with Ryan’s help, that was just what they would do.

Slowly, gently at first but then faster and faster, he began to pound her tight asshole, cock sliding in and out, gripped tightly by her virgin sphincter. If simply having him deep within her had felt good, well...this felt so, so much better. If, before, the core of her being had been like a still pond with perhaps a pebble or two thrown into it, now it was a roiling ocean in a hailstorm. The magnitude of the disturbance only made the pleasure more intense, more incomprehensibly, heart-stoppingly powerful.

“Oh - oh f-fuck,” Sophia moaned. “Fuck me harder. D-do me like a dirty bitch!” She didn’t know where the words came from; the stream of profanity burst out of her mouth out of nowhere, and yet it felt perfect, completely fitting for what she was experiencing.

She felt his hands clench reflexively on her hips, a low growl confirming that he was just as turned-on as she was. To form any kind of coherent thought in such a situation was nearly impossible. “Fuck!” he groaned. “You’re so - you’re so fucking tight. I’m getting close to - I’m almost ready to cum!”

“Oh fuck,” said Sophia. “Oh fuck, baby, me too. Oh god…” It was true. Not only were the sensations within her shooting through every nerve in her body, but they were reverberating, building in intensity as they rippled, again and again, through the center of her body. She didn’t know what it would feel like when she came...but she did know that it was going to be absolutely impossible to forget.

“Shit! I’m almost there,” said Ryan. His pace had sped up, his thick tool slamming into her as hard as he could push it, and the pleasure for both of them was becoming impossible to repress. Sophia felt herself on the edge of a chasm, soon to plunge into its depths, each thrust bringing her closer to the overwhelming, eye-crossing pleasure that surely awaited. Just a few more, just a few more and then she would be there -

And then, with an echoing moan of complete abandon, her lover lost total control. His cock twitched as he slammed it inside of her, ever harder, ever faster, even as he had already reached the peak of pleasure. The knowledge that she had overcome his defenses, that she had taken him to a place some people never reached in their entire lives, proved to be too much for her as well. A long, ragged scream escaped her lips as she plummeted over the edge, into a sea of pleasure.

The orgasm was totally unlike what she’d experienced as a man, when she’d tugged at her dick and imagined herself having sex with some Hollywood hottie (usually women, but, at her moments of greatest internal vulnerability, always Chris Evans). That pleasure had been good, of course, but...this was different. The orgasms she’d had with her penis had always been skin-deep, and even though they left her short of breath and sweaty, they had never felt like she had thought an orgasm should. This one...it did. For a moment, she almost lost consciousness, so overwhelmed was she by the surge of utter, indescribable ecstasy. Her limbs trembled and her heart tried to beat its way out of her chest as she rode a terrifyingly enormous wave of sensation, so intense it was almost painful. It was...it was beyond anything she’d ever imagined.

For a few moments, Sophia rode successive waves of pleasure, each smaller than the last but still so, so much better than she had believed possible. Gradually, she came back into the world, gasping for breath and clutching the bedsheets. Ryan was just as overcome as she was; he was winded and sweaty, his gaze unfocused as he slowly began to pull out of her. How did some people go through life without ever having an experience like this? She had no idea.

There was really nothing to say after an experience like that. They stared at each other for a minute, as he finished pulling out, threw away the condom, and pulled towels out of the closet for them to wipe off with, but neither of them could summon words that felt appropriate to the situation.

At last, he made an effort. “Did I ever get your number?”

She laughed. “I think I’m gonna want yours, too. Let me get cleaned up a little.” They pulled on their clothes and then exchanged numbers. Sophia wondered if she would really ever see him again; wasn’t the Roberts Institute in Colorado or something? But then, they hadn’t defined the relationship. Maybe he could just stop by whenever he was in town. And...if this was the end, she would be sad, of course, but he’d already given her the greatest gift he could: confidence in her own gender. By loving her as though she’d been a woman all her life, he’d done more to validate her than anyone else ever had. She felt like she could never repay him.

Eventually, they were standing out in the main area of the suite. None of the other men had yet reappeared. “So, um,” said Ryan, “it might be better if you…”

She knew what he had in mind. “Go home?”

“Um, I mean, yeah,” he said. “I know it seems rude and shitty of me, but, um...well, it could get awkward if you’re still here when they show up again. I’d really like for you to stay and I feel terrible asking you to leave, but I think we’d both have a lot of explaining to do.”

Even though normally it would be kind of rude to be so up-front, Sophia understood, given the circumstances, why he was worried. “No, I understand.”

“Cool. I’m sorry, but even though I hate my job, I have to keep it. The limo is still down there - the driver will take you back to your apartment.” Together, hand in hand, they left the room and rode the elevator down to the lobby. As Sophia was getting into the limo, she turned and looked back at Ryan; he seemed worried, guilty, scared. Not feelings one usually associated with a one-afternoon-stand, but then theirs hadn’t been a typical tryst. “Listen,” she said, stopping for a moment, “everything will be all right. Give me a call whenever.”

“I...I will,” he said, sighing. “I think I have some tough decisions to make. But...hey, as afternoons go, that one was pretty legendary. I’ll...see you sometime soon, hopefully.”

“Yeah, see you,” said Sophia. On a silly impulse, she blew him a kiss as she closed the door; despite everything, he broke out laughing. The connection they had formed wouldn’t be broken so easily.

As the limo pulled away from the curb, she watched Ryan as he waved before turning and heading back into the hotel. She had a lot to process, a lot to think about, and more than a few new worries. What would she tell her mother? Still, though...she was a woman now. She’d made love to a wonderful, wonderful man. And she’d come out of it a whole new person. Not bad for a Tuesday afternoon.

Laying back and closing her eyes, she let the car ride pass in a haze of daydreaming.

* * *

“How was she?” asked Mr. Toul, the moment Ryan returned to the suite. His three coworkers were gathered around the same coffee table where he had just romanced a beautiful woman. Not nearly as good a view, he reflected bitterly. A bottle of whiskey was open in front of them; the thought of more alcohol made him feel a little ill, but that was how things were at the Roberts Organization.

“She was great,” he said, nodding. “The pleasure enhancement, the performance boost - it all seemed to be working. Obviously, we didn’t get the ‘before’ picture, so to speak, but I think there’s promise here.” He had always been genuinely interested in the Roberts projects, even as they disgusted him, but now the interest was fading away; he’d seen the effects they’d had on a human life, and even if it had worked out, in some kind of happy accident, that the transformation hadn’t been unwelcome...well, that wouldn’t always be the case if they continued testing. He had to get out, and soon.

“Great!” said Mr. Toul. “Well, you Roberts Institute people can work out the kinks, if there were any - I’m just glad we don’t need any more of those commie Chinese pills! And, of course, this is going to help us develop a stable of pliant actresses with no paper trail as their new gender - perfect for cutting payouts. Ultimate Catfight season seven is going to be the cheapest major-network reality show ever made! Aren’t you excited? You seem down!”

“Of course,” said Ryan. “I’m just kinda wiped, is all.”

Mr. Toul laughed. “Of course! I remember when I was a young man, having sex with hotties left and right. It was exhausting! Why don’t you sit down and have a little whiskey?”

Ryan sat down in a free chair and lay back as the other three talked about other things. His glass of whiskey sat in front of him, untouched. He really was tired; whatever Sophia had done to him was going to take a day or two to recover from.

Looking out the window, he watched the sun begin to go down over the Seattle skyline. Though he had never seen the city before, he felt a strange new sense of duty to it, and to every city like it, all over the world, where innocent people would be pulled into lives of what amounted to slavery by Roberts products, unless, unless…

Unless he did something. He wasn’t a brave person, or a smart person, or even a very kind person, but he knew what was right. He didn’t have a lot of power, but he did have the contact information for the Associated Press - he’d had it saved in his phone for months now - and he knew what he had to do.

Soon, the world would know. And then...then everything would change for the better. Wouldn’t it?
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