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M&R Corp looms above you like a Japanese movie
monster. You step out of the taxi and pay the driver
with the last few bills you have to your name.  This
job couldn’t have come at a better time.
You check to make sure you have all of your papers.
The job offer stated that you needed to bring with
you all your ID; birth certificate, passport, and
everything else. You fill your lungs with the cold
air. You feel more organized and confident than
you’ve ever been.
The revolving door opens into an expansive lobby.
The morning sun shines through the front window,
silhouetting the M&R logo on the floor at your feet.
The hair on the back of your neck stands up. Is it a
premonition of things to come?
Reception is at the far side of the lobby. A pretty
secretary sits behind the desk. The place is bustling.
A herd of well-dressed businessmen brush past you
into an elevator. You’re beginning to get excited.
This job could really be a door opener.
You step up to the
reception desk. The
secretary glances at
you, then continues
with her work. You
use the opportunity
to ogle her obvious
attributes.
The girl is insanely
cute, emphasized by
the “office tease”
outfit her chest is
bursting out of. Her white blouse is stretched across
a perfect pair of breasts with the top button missing,
leaving you with an eyeful of cleavage—so deep
that you worry about falling in.
You look up to see that the girl is smiling at you.
You feel the blush on your face.

“Hi, I’m Nikki. How may I help you?”
Her voice is musical, a sing-song tease. Your blush
deepens. “I’m Lance Lidstrom. I’m supposed to
check in this morning.”
“Oh, you’re the new secre—” She giggles. “I mean,
salesperson. Just a sec.”
She stands up and you see the tight black skirt that
wraps around her thighs just above her knees. She
leans over and you catch a glimpse of her long, lean
legs and the stockings that sheath them in nylon.
“Here you go, sweetie.” She plops a stack of papers
in front of you.
“Uh, thanks,” you stammer, still eying her cleavage.
Finally, you drag your eyes up to hers and find that
she’s staring at you as if trying to tell you something
with only her eyes.
Without warning, she leans across the desk. Her
arms on the desk compress her cleavage and you
suppress a gasp as your eyes find them again.
“Read it carefully,” she says. Her voice is soft, her
breath sweet and warm. Does this girl even realize
how erotic she sounds?
“I will.” The words barely make it out of your
throat. All you can think of is that feast of cleavage,
that glimpse of her leg, the scent of her breath.
You refocus and smile. “Thanks.”
You pick up the papers and move to a nearby chair.
Ignoring her advice, you flip to the last page of the
contract and sign your name with a flourish. Any
job with eye candy like her must be good.
Nikki smiles as you hand her the contract, but her
mouth holds a trace of sadness. “Welcome to the
team,” she says. “I called Miss Payne. She’ll meet
you at the elevator. I’d hurry if I were you. She
really doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”
As you turn to go she says, “Good luck, sweetie.”
And then, under her breath, adds, “You’ll need it.”

*
The woman standing
by the elevator does
not look happy.
“Who the hell are
you?” she barks.
She’s beautiful, like
the receptionist, but
her attitude is
anything but friendly.
You hold out your
hand, but she ignores
it. Her hair is pulled back, her makeup understated.
Her suit screams efficiency, the skirt reaching her
calves to match her low-heeled black boots.
Your hand drops. “Lance Lidstrom,” you say
hesitantly. “I’m here for the job.”
Her stare makes you look away. This is a woman
you’d never dream of approaching socially, for fear
of losing some vital body part in the process.
“You’re not what I expected,” Miss Payne growls.
“Hardly office girl material.”
You laugh, uncomfortably, but she doesn’t. You
start to speak but she cuts you off with a wave of
her hand. “Where’s your contract?”
Before you can answer, she yanks it from your
hand. She flips to the signature at the back and eyes
you humorlessly. The smile that follows is thin and
unpleasant. She tucks the contract under her arm.
“You’ll do. Let’s get you where you need to be.”
She waves her ID card at the elevator control. The
doors open. She ushers you inside and presses the
button for the ninth floor. The car rockets upward.
The butterflies in your stomach test their wings.
The room she leads you to is a dismal pink, with a
few chairs, a coffee table and several rows of
lockers. The table is covered in magazines like
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Cosmo, Vogue and Modern Hairstyles. The door to
the lady’s bathroom is in the corner, with no men’s
room in sight.
“This is the changing area. If you’re going to work
here, I insist that you first sample what we have to
offer. How else will you be able to help the public?”
You nod. Her thin smile returns. “Before we
continue, I must warn you about something. We
have a lot of very pretty girls working for us—
you’re about to meet some of them. Can you
guarantee that you won’t embarrass yourself—and
everyone else, including me—by having any, shall
we say, strong physical reactions to the girls?”
You smile nervously. “Uh, sure. Of course.”
Miss Payne frowns. “I see. So you’re gay.”
“Oh, no!” you exclaim, feeling your blush return.
“Then you can’t be sure, can you?” She cuts off
your reply with her hand. “Don’t bother denying it.
I’m familiar with the male psyche.”
You feel like she’s mad at you for being a guy.
“However, I have a solution.” Miss Payne opens a
locker near the door and holds up a pair of latex
briefs. The sight of flesh-toned garment sends a
shiver up your spine.
“What’s that?” you ask.
“It’s a way of keeping your impulses under control.
You’ll wear it every day, until you show me that
you can be trusted.” She stares at me. “Well? I
haven’t got all day. Drop your pants!”
You stand there frozen. “Is this is a joke?”
“No joke,” she says grimly. “You will put this on.”
She steps toward you. You notice how tall she is.
Suddenly, she grabs your jaw. You try to speak
through forcibly puckered cheeks, but she leans into
your face, her voice low and menacing.
“We have a contract with your signature. It says that
you will comply with company regulations or suffer
immediate dismissal. That comes with a substantial

noncompliance penalty for wasting our time. Got a
thousand dollars to spare? I didn’t think so.”
She holds up the control garment. “Guess what? All
male employees are required to wear this during
their trial period. So you’d better get those pants off
now.” She pushes you away.
You lose your balance and almost fall over.
Humiliated, you sit to remove your shoes, socks and
then your pants. You stand up, your hands covering
your privates.
“Those too,” Miss Payne snaps.
Your boxers join the pile of clothing on the floor.
She hands you the fleshy garment and the color
drains out of your face as you begin to put it on. It
feels like a half-girdle but it has a smooth sleeve in
the front for your equipment.
With practiced ease, she squirts pink liquid onto
your member and stuffs it into the sleeve. She
ratchets it back and forth, guiding it deeper into its
new home. She yanks the garment into place around
your hips. You feel the sleeve tighten, pulling your
equipment down and back between your legs.
It’s not painful, just horribly constricting.
You wonder how you got yourself into this mess,
but Miss Payne’s manicured hand resting on your
throat stifles all thought of protest.
You look down and see that it appears that you have
no male equipment at all. Then, horrified, you
notice that the front of the garment has a neat little
tuft of hair where your member should be. To the
untrained eye, you appear to be physically female.
“Yours is the open locker over there,” Miss Payne
says. “Put your clothes in it. There’s a robe inside.
Put it on and meet me outside.”
You pile your clothes in the open locker and pull
out a white satin robe with “Laura” embroidered
over the breast. She expects you to wear this?
Unwilling to stand there naked, you get moving.

Feeling foolish, you put on the robe. The
translucent material falls to mid-thigh. You tie it
closed with a thin pink string. The robe has short
sleeves and a low-cut front, but it makes you feel
more modest.
When you step into the hall, Miss Payne laughs out
loud. “C’mon, Laura,” she says mockingly.

*
You find yourself in
a small room with a
large table in the
middle. A gorgeous
redhead rises from
her desk and smiles
at you. You blush.
“Hi there, I’m Penny.
Welcome to M&R.
All ready to go?”
Miss Payne winks at
you and leaves.
The redhead leads you to the table. “Take your robe
off and lie down. I’ll get Samantha.”
You drop the garment on the floor. Wearing nothing
but the flesh-colored control brief leaves you
feeling exposed and embarrassed. You lie face
down with your head resting in a notch in the table.
A pair of shapely legs strolls into view.
“Welcome to the team, Laura,” a musical voice
says. “I’m Samantha. I’ll be giving you a full-body
massage. Trust me, you’ll enjoy it.”
From what you can see, the girl is hardly wearing
any clothes at all. Huge breasts are bursting out of
her bikini and tight blue shorts hug her figure. Long
raven hair trails into view when she bends over and
your gaze falls briefly into her cleavage.
You feel a throbbing inside your control garment
and you wonder if Miss Payne didn’t have the right
idea after all.
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Cool liquid pours onto your skin and soft hands
knead your muscles. The liquid tingles as she works
it into your pores to the threshold of discomfort, but
Samantha’s assets distract you from worrying. Her
hands cover every inch of your body.
She tells you to flip over. You’re grateful for the
cover the control brief provides, but humiliated by
the way it makes you look female. Samantha
ignores your embarrassment and continues the
massage down your torso and legs, skipping only
the part covered the brief.
After an eternity that nearly puts you to sleep, she
withdraws her hands. Everywhere, from your
cheeks to your toes, your skin tingles painfully.
Samantha says, “Brace yourself.” But before you
can open your mouth to ask why, you’re hit with a
blast of water that might have come from a fire
hose. The cold is so intense you almost black out.
For a moment you can’t breathe, but then it’s over
and you’re lying on the table in a shivering heap.
Samantha pats you dry and you notice that your
skin feels unusually sensitive to the soft towel. You
open your eyes and sit up. The first thing you notice
is that your legs are completely hairless. So are your
arms. Then you realize that your entire body from
the neck down doesn’t have a scrap of hair left. The
only exception is the tuft of hair between your legs.
“What did you do to me?” you ask.
“It’s M&R’s special defoliation lotion. All-natural
ingredients and human pheromones. Very popular.”
She continues to pat you dry. Your skin is so
sensitive you can feel every fiber in the towel.
“Wait till you see the reaction you get from the
opposite sex. Those pheromones are lethal.”
With that, Samantha leaves the room.
You scramble back into your satin robe, feeling
even more naked than before. The material caresses
your sensitive skin and you shiver.

Penny returns to lead you to another room. You are
intensely of your body, as the robe’s soft embrace
makes every step excruciatingly pleasant.

*
Your destination is an in-house salon with a chair
straight from a dentist’s office. You’re reluctant to
sit down but Penny insists. Before leaving she
firmly straps your hands and feet to the chair.
Four people enter the room. Three of them head for
the shelves that line the room and begin pulling out
supplies. The fourth stops in front of you,  holding a
tray. “Hi, I’m Naomi. Welcome to the team.” Her
voice is so perky it makes you feel nauseous.
“We need to whiten your teeth,” she says, squeezing
a tube into a plastic mouthpiece.
You feel your lips pried open. “Coffee drinker, huh?
And soft drinks too, I bet. The teeth know.”
You grunt, but she ignores you.
“Doesn’t matter,” Naomi continues breezily. “In a
little while your teeth will be as white as snow.”
She pauses. “I should warn you. It’s important that
you don’t move your mouth while the mold is in
place. The solution is kind of poisonous. One girl
swallowed some and couldn’t keep her food down
for a whole week.”
Before you can react she shoves the mouthpiece
into place. Your teeth snap into the grooves, and the
hinge locks your jaw wide open. A tube suctions off
excess saliva.
“Back in thirty,” she says cheerfully.
An effeminate man steps in front of you, his gloved
hands resting on his hips. “Well, you’re going to be
a bit of work. Not to worry, we’ll fix you up.”
The chair slides back until your head is parallel to
the floor. The man—“Maurice,” according to his
name tag—steps behind you carrying a shower
nozzle. He touches your hair and you feel water hit
the back of your head.

The other two people in the room are girls. One of
them kneels at your feet and begins working on
your nails with an Emory board. The other girl rolls
a cart beside you and sits down on a stool.
“You need to pick a hair color,” Maurice says. “You
got four choices: Brilliant Blonde #2, Havana
Brown #5, Campfire Red #6, or Deep Space #9.
That’s black, in case you were wondering.”
He continues rinsing the shampoo out of your hair.
“What, no strong feelings either way?” He laughs.
“Okay, I’ll pick for you.” He pops into sight to
study your face. “You look like an ‘autumn’ to me.”
You blink in confusion. He wants to dye your hair?
Maurice wraps a towel around your hair. “Not to
worry,” he chuckles. “I’ll add some nice highlights.
Nothing worse than a dull brunette.”
He applies foul-smelling liquid to the back of your
head. It’s too late to turn back, even if you could.
“This won’t take long. Your hair is pretty short, but
the extensions will fix that. They take a lot longer,
of course. No pun intended.”
The girl working on your toes begins sanding the
bottom of your foot, which tickles. The other girl
smiles down on you condescendingly.
“Your eyebrows are out of control,” she says with a
frown. Tweezers appear inches from your nose and
she attacks your brows. Tears well up in your eyes
and roll down your cheeks. It seems to take forever
as hair after hair is painfully ripped away.
Behind you, another strong liquid is being applied
to your hair—probably the Havana Brown dye.
The first girl leaves your feet and inspects your
hand. “God, your nails are just awful,” she says,
chewing her gum. “I’m gonna give you some nice
acrylics. Quarter-inch should do the trick. We don’t
want you to look like a tart, do we?”
It finally hits you—they’re giving you a makeover!
As a woman! A loud moan escapes your throat.
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You struggle and the straps bite deeply into your
wrists. One girl holds your fingers flat and applies
glue to the nails. The second one plucks at your
other eyebrow. Your heart sinks as you realize how
much hair she must have removed already.

You feel Maurice pulling on your hair, adding the
extensions that will give you a whole new hairstyle.
You wonder how easy they’ll come off, when you
finally get out of here.
“What do ya think for nail color?” one girl asks.
“Naughty Red or School Girl Pink?”
“She ain’t no schoolgirl,” Maurice says.
“Red it is.” She presses hard on your fingertips to
apply the fake nails. Each one she adds makes your
hand feel that much more feminine.
Your brows are done. You feel a surge of relief as
the tweezers disappear. But the girl picks up a jar of
foundation makeup and you realize that she’s only
just begun transforming your face.
She spreads color across your cheeks and works it
outward to the sides, down your neck and up into
your hairline. You grunt to object, but no one takes
any notice. Your face is powdered, then blushed and
blended. Your lips are outlined and painted to match
your fingernails. Your eyes are lined and shadowed.
Your lashes are volumized with black mascara.
“All done, Laura,” the girl says. “The makeup is
another wonderful M&R product. It’s waterproof

and it’ll last for at least a month, maybe two. It’s a
real time-saver. You’ll love it.”
You stare at her in shock, your eyes wide, your long
lashes fluttering. A whole month?
You feel a prick in one ear, and a burning. Your eyes
water and you one of the girls say, “Only studs for
now.” A stem of metal pierces your earlobe. “Later
on,” she says, “you can trade ‘em in for a nice pair
of gold hoops. Or something dangly.”
Your other ear receives the same treatment.
The girls finish adding acrylic nails to your other
hand. They paint your toenails the same color. Then
they pack up their equipment and leave.
Maurice finishes lengthening your hair. You feel the
chair rise until you’re sitting upright. He blow-dries
your hair on low heat, combing and brushing at the
same time, until your hair flows evenly down your
back in broad waves that feel entirely natural.
“I do good work, do I not?” he says with a smile.
He sprays your hair and fluffs it with a brush to
enhance its volume. Long brunette tresses tickle the

sides of your face and the back of your neck. Their
scent overwhelms every breath you take.
Naomi returns to pull the dental mold from your
mouth. You rinse and spit into the little sink beside
the chair, but your hair keeps getting in the way.
“You turned out nicely. Miss Payne will be very
pleased.” She giggled. “Trust me, that’s a good
thing.” She unwraps the straps that bind your hands
and feet. She and Maurice leave the room.
You stand up slowly, wincing as your now-sensitive
feet touch the rough floor. You shiver and pull your
satin robe tighter around you.
You’re all alone. You’ve been physically assaulted
and feminized. You need to see what they’ve done
to you and there’s a mirror on the back of the door.
Stepping delicately, you over and find yourself face
to face with a beautiful woman. You stare at her in
astonishment. Her eyes dart back and forth as she
studies you back.
Her pretty face
tilts to the side,
as if puzzled.
You feel her hair
caress your own
cheek, softly.
Your eyes drop.
It can’t be true,
but she’s YOU.
But the woman
in the mirror is
so gorgeous, and
blatantly female.
You just can’t be
her, and yet she mimics every move you make.
Perfect red lips. High, blushing cheekbones. And
her white robe barely hides her skinny figure, like
an anorexic model just before the big shoot.

*
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Penny leads you back to the locker room and leaves
you there. You feel miserable, but there’s nothing
you can do. This stuff isn’t coming off.
You sit down and pick up a copy of Vogue from the
table. You stare at the cover, at a picture of a model
with long dark hair. You probably look a lot like her
now, you think. You drop the magazine.
How could this happen, you think. How could they
turn you into a woman so easily?
The door opens. “My, my, you did turn out nicely,”
a sardonic voice says. You already know who it is.
You turn your head,
but you can’t see past
your hair.
Miss Payne laughs.
“Penny was right.
You look like M&R
material already.”
She stops in front of
you. Unable to meet
her gaze, you stare at
her feet, one of them
tap-tapping a stiletto
heel impatiently. Finally, she pulls you to your feet.
She looms over you like a raven-haired Amazon of
the office world.
Her hand touches your cheek appraisingly. “You’re
quite the pretty little thing. I do love the hair—it’s
so feminine. And those lips—they were made for
lipstick. You’ve been denying them their pleasure
all these years, haven’t you? Naughty boy.”
You glare at her, fear and fury burning in your eyes.
SHE did this to you. “I look like a damn woman,”
you gasp. “Why?” Your voice is hoarse.
Miss Payne looks you up and down, inspecting you
like a piece of meat. “A woman? Not yet, sweetie.
But soon.” She smiles grimly. “Be patient. When
I’m done you’ll fit in perfectly around here.”

“I don’t want to fit in,” you say. “I want to leave.”
“You ungrateful little—” Sharp fingernails close
around your windpipe. “Have you forgotten the
contract you signed? You are mine. You will do
exactly as I say, or you’ll lose a lot more than you
already have.”
You can’t speak. You can barely breathe.
“So far, the treatment is reversible,” she says softly.
“Don’t make me do something that’s not.”
She releases your throat. “Besides, a make-over like
this is very expensive. For you, it’s on the house.
Most women would kill for that.”
You open your mouth to speak, to deny—
“Don’t say it.” She touches your lips. “You will be,
when I’m done—Laura.”
“That’s not my name…” you whisper.
Miss Payne moves like lightning, slamming you
hard into the nearest locker. Her face hovers inches
from yours. “Don’t you ever correct me,” she rasps.
She squeezes your upper arms, forcing you against
the locker. “What name is on your robe?”
“Laura…” you say quietly.
“That’s right.” Her mouth is so close, you can feel
her breath tickling your ear. “And what name is on
your locker?” You can barely hear her.
You struggle, but she has you pinned. The woman is
stronger than you and is able to hold you without
exerting herself. Pain shoots down both of your
arms. “Laura!” you gasp. Your hands feel numb.
“Right again.” The pressure on your arms eases.
“Now for the big test. Tell me your name.”
You take a deep breath. “Lance—”
“Wrong answer!” She slams your head into the
locker. The room starts to spin. “Try again!” she
yells. “What’s your name?”
You clench your teeth against the pain radiating
through your body. You think about telling her what
she wants to hear. What do you care?

“Laura,” you mutter reluctantly. It’s only a word.
“Good girl.” Miss Payne releases her death grip on
your arms. She slides your robe off your shoulders
and it falls to the floor. You’re naked.
Her hands encircle your back and press your body
into hers. She gently kneads your smooth skin; you
get goose bumps. What is she doing?
“You like this, don’t you?”
Her hands strike like cobras, one pressing into the
small of your back, the other sliding under the soft
hair that flows across your back. She grips your
head and forces your lips onto hers.
It’s the hardest, most sensuous kiss you’ve ever had.
When it ends, her lips touch your ear. “Tell me your
name again,” she whispers.
You can’t resist the pleasure of her touch, all over
your body. “Laura,” you whisper back.
She turns your head toward hers and kisses you
again, for a long time.
“Now get dressed,” Miss Payne says firmly. She sits
down, crosses her legs and watches you carefully.
You hurry over to your locker, the one labelled
“Laura”. Soft tresses droop across your face and
tickle your shoulders. Your thighs brush past one
another and you’re amazed at how smooth your
skin feels. Every move you make emphasizes the
changes that have been forced upon you.
You fumble with the latch, quietly ruing the length
of your fingernails. Finally you get it open.
Maybe now you can get your clothes back and get
out of here. Sure, there’s a woman’s head atop your
male body, but time and a haircut can fix that.
But your old clothes are gone. You glance over at
Miss Payne. She smiles back grimly.
Your heart sinks. Your boy clothes may be gone, but
your girl clothes are all here: your skirt and blouse,
your lingerie, your high-heeled shoes.
Miss Payne appears behind you. “First things first.”
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She backs you up to a nearby locker. She presses
two large cups against your bare chest, holds them
there for more than ten seconds, then lets go. They
cling to your chest, like suction cups, then, horribly,
they begin to change—as if they’re alive.
“Another amazing M&R product,” she says, turning
you around. “Made for girls just like you.”
The cups are growing, and changing color. They’re
no longer just plain pink, now they look like skin—
your skin. You notice that each cup is tipped by a
darker circle that surrounds a small bump. You stare
down in horror: they’re breasts, with nipples!
“Expandable gel,” Miss Payne says. “They do look
real, don’t they?” She reaches into your locker to
pick up a black brassiere. She pushes your arms
through the transparent straps, then pulls the bra up
and around your back. She seats your new breasts in
the cups and closes the clasp.

“You’re a C-cup, Laura.” She points at your chest.
“Remember that—a woman should know her size.”
You stare at your newfound bust in shock. Your
cleavage looks totally natural, like any woman’s.
You can’t help yourself—you have to touch them.
They feel so real, bouncing there gently as you
stroke them from below. You feel their pull on your
skin, as if they’ve already merged with your body.
And you can’t see any join line at all…

Miss Payne grins. “Any girl who can put on a show
like is gonna be very popular with the guys.”
Your hands drop to your sides, a thrill of fear
surging through you. You stand up straight, but that
just makes your chest stick out further.
She slaps you playfully. “I get it! You’ve got a great
rack. Don’t tell me you never noticed.”
You can’t remember ever being more embarrassed.
Miss Payne tells you to lift your feet. On autopilot,
you obey, and a stiff garment slides over your hips
and settles in around your waist. “Some girls don’t
need the extra help,” she says, “but you do.”
She yanks on the cords that tighten the half-girdle.
You feel the breath forced from your body as she
pulls and pulls. You almost fall over, but you grab at
the locker. “Can’t—breathe—” you gasp.
“Just…a bit…more,” she says, leaning on the cords.
You fight to stay on your feet. Spots dance in front
of your eyes. The room spins. But finally, she stops.
Your hot breath
comes in sips.
Fingertips trace
the curvature of
your waist, the
sudden flare of
your hips.
“Much better.
Now you’ve got
some serious shape in that figure.”
You feel like you’ve been cut in half.
“It’ll do for now,” she says, “but I want another inch
off you next week, so watch what you eat.”
You stagger to a chair. The girdle forces you to sit
straight. “Can’t—wear this—for very—long.”
“You’ll get used to it.”
Miss Payne hands you a pair of satin panties that
match what you’re already wearing. You slide them
up your legs, shivering at the feel of satin on skin

that lacks even a single hair. Long hair falls across
your face as you stand to pull the panties into place
around your hips. You feel relieved to cover up your
bare crotch, even though the satin clings to your
female genitals like a second layer of skin.
“You’re a knockout,” she says. “Any guy would kill
to get into those panties.”
You hang your head in shame. She's right—your
figure is one any woman would be proud of. A real
man could never have a figure like that.
“Catch.” Miss Payne tosses you a plastic egg with
sheer stencilled on the side. You pull out a pair of
translucent silk stockings.
“The first pair is free. The second pair is very, very
expensive. I’d be careful if I were you.”
You stare at the wispy material, unsure of what to
do. You unroll one of them, your long nails already
threatening to them damage.
“Bunch them up—carefully! Then roll them up
your legs.” She shakes her head.
You work one stocking up your stretched-out leg,
then switch legs and do the same. Several times you
try and fail to join the stockings to the straps that
dangle from your girdle. Finally, Miss Payne shows
you how the clasp works.
You stand up and stare at the sleek, sexy legs that
stick out of your panties. They could belong to a
stunning young actress, but they’re all yours.
Miss Payne looms over you. “On your feet.”
You rise and she presses her body into yours. You
find your back against the wall.
“You’re almost too pretty,” she says, her face inches
away. “Maybe you’ve done this before? Maybe you
grew up with girls—or as a girl?”
Mutely, you shake your head.
Her hand touches your breast and then trickles
down until it slides between your legs. “Maybe that
sausage in your cache isn’t real after all.”
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Her fingers probe your crotch. “I’ll just have to see
for myself.” Her breasts press against yours.
You arch your back; you can’t help it.
“You like this,” she says. It isn’t a question.
Her fingers move faster between your legs. Your
thighs instinctively clamp around her hand.
“Tell the truth.” Her lips taste your earlobe. “Being
a woman isn’t so bad, is it?”
Your whole body tingles. All you can do is nod.
“You like what I’ve done to you?”
It trickles past your painted lips: “Yes…”
Her fingers dig in and you mount her hand. Your
muscles lock, your head jerks up and you feel your
hair swirl across your shoulders like summer rain.
“Tell me your name,” she whispers.
You’re so close to nirvana, you can feel it in every
molecule of your body. “Laura!” you gasp, hoping
it will keep her fingers moving.
“Very good.” She steps back. “Now get dressed. I
haven’t got all day.” She points to your locker.
You sag against the wall, your release denied. Even
a condemned man deserves a last meal, but your
manhood will receive no favors from Miss Payne.
You shuffle over to your locker, your stockinged
feet slippery on the tiles.
“You must learn, grasshopper,” she says scornfully.
“The man always finishes first and then falls asleep.
The woman is left to seek her own bliss.”
The only bliss available to you is hanging in your
locker. Your blouse and skirt are both ebony, one in
silk, the other in velvet with a silk lining. They
remind you of your mother in her younger days.
You slip the blouse over your head, twisting your
arms into the three-quarter sleeves and wriggling it
into place over your breasts. You stretch your neck,
flare your thick hair out from under the collar, and
reach back to do up the zipper.

You step into the skirt and work it up over your
hips. It’s a tight fit, but it perfectly matches your
cinched-in waist. The zipper closes smoothly.
You wrap a gold fabric belt around your waist,
where it rides gently atop your hips. The hem of the
skirt hobbles your legs just above the knee.
That leaves only the shoes: a pair of black pumps
with pointy toes, three-inch heels and ankle straps.
You cram your feet into the tight interiors, your toes
compressed into the tips. Your hair dangles in front
of you, getting in the way as you try and fail to bend
far enough to do up the straps.
Miss Payne gets there first. The straps end in a clasp
shaped like a tiny padlock. The strap snaps into
place with a click. She extracts a miniature key.

“If you’re a good girl,” she says, “you’ll get this
back at the end of the day.” She nods approvingly.
“You’re one of us now, Laura.”

*
You return to the lobby. It’s midday, the sun is
shining through the windows that face the street,
and nothing is stopping you from walking right out
the front door. But you’re not sure you want to.
You pass by reception, where Nikki is helping a long
line of men waiting to sign contracts.
“Hi, Laura,” she calls, “welcome to the team!”
Your skirt binds your silken legs as you stroll by in
high heels, slowing you to a voluptuous, hip-rolling
strut. You smile. You know they’re all watching.
You toss your head. Brunette hair falls around your
face in waves. Your hands flutter at your sides. You
move with the grace and delicacy of a woman.
Miss Payne guides you into an assembly hall full of
women. You walk up the isle together, like a bride to
the alter, but you’re not nervous. No one knows who
you are. No one known you were ever a man.
You mount the stage. A young woman approaches,
shoves flowers into your arms and a glittering tiara
into your hair. She turns you around to face the
crowd. You hear their approval.
“Men are obsolete!” Miss Payne shouts, her words
booming from speakers throughout the hall and far
beyond. “The future is female!”
She turns to you. “Laura Lidstrom, formerly Lance,
you’ve been forcibly feminized and turned into a
woman you might once have desired. Tell the world
who you are. Show the men of Earth their fate.”
You face the TV cameras that are broadcasting your
face to the world. “I’m Laura,” you say. The name
slips off your tongue so easily now. It feels right.
“Don’t be afraid. This is the best thing that ever
happened to me. It’ll be the same for you.”
You touch your hair. You are female.  
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