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Sneak Preview

(Skip this part if you want to avoid spoilers!)

That was as far as Pete got. At his colleague’s words, Simon frowned at him.

“Pete? What… what are you talking about? I am a teacher…”

At that moment, something seemed to click in Simon’s mind. A strange switch was flicked, and he suddenly became horribly aware of several things at once.

The first was how much smaller he was. Even sat down like this, he could tell that he no longer felt like a tall, 6ft2 man, but like someone maybe ten inches shorter.

His body, too seemed to take up less space. While he’d never been fat like some teachers, or big from hitting the gym like Pete, he’d not exactly been a stick insect.

Now, though, he felt tiny next to Pete, like his body could tell the other teacher was impossibly more bulky than he was, without even looking to compare.

“Sofia…?” Pete frowned. “Sofia, are you…?”

There were other things, too. A slight weight on his head and a tickling on the back of his neck from where his very long, very dark hair now fell past his shoulder blades in a waterfall. A weird, faint feeling on his teeth, like something was stuck to them, like…

With a start, Simon realized he was wearing braces.

What the-?!

Barely had he begun to form the thought when he suddenly became aware how chilly his legs were, and realized it was because he was now wearing a pale pink summer dress that stopped above his knees. He automatically reached up to touch his body and felt the fabric of the dark blue cardigan he’d worn over it.

With a frantic feeling, Simon held his hands out in front of him and saw how small they were, with their slender fingers; dainty wrists leading to skinny, hairless arms; long fingernails painted a goth-y midnight blue.

Oh God… Oh God no!

“Sofia? OK, give her space everyone, I think she needs to…”

His mind whirling, Simon grabbed hold of his face. Felt the soft, smooth skin of his suddenly hairless cheeks. The cheekbones that were already sharper than any man’s had a right to be. Ran his fingertips in fright down to his neck and felt how long it was, how slender.

Please!

Then his trembling new hands touched his narrow shoulders, and the whole world seemed to go spinning away into madness.

There, under the fabric of his cardigan and light dress, he could feel the raised bump of two straps, nestled snugly over his shoulders, holding his brand new bra in place…

Now turn over and start reading!


I

It was a bright spring day when Simon’s life changed forever.

He was walking between classes when it happened, a knot in his stomach that contrasted with the bright sunlight outside and the vibrant pink of the newly-bloomed cherry blossoms that surrounded their school.

It had been a bad day so far. Yet another one, his brain unhelpfully reminded him, quietly tallying up all the days that had been awful lately, or sad, or lonely, or just plain boring.

Ever since Katy…

Without him even having to think about it, Simon’s legs swung round, taking him off the main hall that flowed through the school’s center like a pulsing artery, and down towards the science blocks. He kept his head bowed as he went, his mop of thinning blond hair partially shielding his eyes.

No, he didn’t want to make eye contact with anyone right now. Not when he was feeling like this.

All around him, students milled. Kids, far, far younger than he was. Teens, all filled with the hopes and dreams and anxieties and the never-ending horrors of puberty.

Look at them, he thought as he passed them, they’re all just so… fresh. Even the loners and the losers. Not carefree, but… unbowed, I guess. Like they’ve still got hope.

He gave a small, internal sigh.

Poor bastards. Just wait till they find out what’s coming.

He smiled distractedly at a group of girls in his literature class, trying not to let his thoughts show on his face. Stopped to gently reprimand a gang of 16-year old boys who were taking turns to come bursting out the doors of the study room, trying, not very seriously, to hit passersby. Then he abruptly turned and stepped through the doorway into the science block’s cramped teacher’s room.

“Hey, Simon.” Catlin barely looked up from her battered copy of New Scientist. “Some weather, huh?”

“Tell me about it.” Simon gently eased the door closed behind him, shutting out the wave of passing students. “The radio said it’s gonna hit 78 by lunch.”

To his surprise, Catlin snorted.

“What?”

“Listen to you, old man,” the redheaded lab tech smirked, finally looking up from her magazine, “still using the radio like it’s 1928. Did you hear that while riding your velocipede to the apothecary to get some…?”

A look of panic suddenly crossed her narrow face.

“Oh shit, I suddenly can’t think of a single goddamn old fashioned thing!”

“Liniment?” Simon leaned back against one narrow table, upsetting some textbooks as he did so. “Heroin? My grandpa used to say his grandpa could buy it over the counter as a kid.”

The teacher’s room was a long, narrow thing wedged between two classrooms almost like an afterthought. Bookshelves built into the walls groaned either side of them. Behind Catlin a single desk was wedged in, now lost under Catlin’s vintage collection of science magazines.

It was funny, Simon thought, how when you were a kid, you assumed your teachers had it so easy.

It was only when you grew up and took a job teaching literature that you saw the cramped offices, underequipped staffroom and heart-attack inducing timetables and realized how dumb your teenage-self had been.

Catlin was looking at him closely, peering through her blocky glasses in that intense way of hers that made Simon squirm. Even though they were about the same age, he still sometimes felt weirdly like she could be his older sister.

Or his mom.

“Another bad one?” She said at last with a sigh. “Jesus, Simon, those kids must be…”

“Nah, it’s not their fault.” Simon replied. “Jacobean theatre bores literature professors. When you’re fourteen…”

He picked up a sharpened pencil, began cleaning the underside of his fingernails, unaware Catlin was fighting to keep the sympathetic expression on her face. She’d never told him how much his nervous habit grossed her out.

“It’s me. This place. The workload. I don’t know. I’m just finding it so hard to, y’know, Dead Poets Society my classes right now.”

“Urgh.” Catlin rolled her eyes. “You know, that film has been responsible for more assholes thinking they could teach than maybe anything else in the history of ever.”

“Maybe. But it also showed kids we could be inspiring.”

“I seriously doubt any of our student body has seen a film older than Titanic,” Catlin muttered.

She paused. Then, with hesitation in her voice:

“So, were you, uh, looking for…?”

“Katy?” Simon suddenly found himself very absorbed in cleaning his nails. He could feel his cheeks starting to burn.

Christ, you’re 35 years old! Don’t start blushing like some teenage girl!

“Yeah, I mean, sure.” He heard himself say. “Has she…?”

“She left about ten minutes ago. She’s got a free class next, so…”

Catlin suddenly shifted uncomfortably.

“Look, Simon, I didn’t want to tell you this, but she’s kind of… well, her and Pete, they’ve…”

“They’ve what?” Simon asked, his voice flat.

“Oh Christ, man, you figure it out!”

Catlin shook her head, exasperated.

“I know this isn’t what you want to hear, but they’ve been, well… You know how it is. They used to, before you, and I guess...”

“Yeah,” Simon said, thickly, “yeah, I guess you’re right.”

He could feel the tip of the pencil, pressed against his nail. See it, a faded gray dot, jammed against the underside.

His breathing was suddenly hard. Part of him wondered what would happen if he just kept pushing. Kept pressing with the pencil until it broke through and ripped the nail and-

He dropped the pencil onto the wooden table. Forced up a strained smile for Catlin.

“Sorry she forced you to be the bearer of bad news.” An awkward pause. “I guess I’d better…”

“Simon.” Catlin’s voice was gentle. “Look, I know it sucks. But we’re the grownups here, remember? At least, we’re sorta meant to be.”

Then why do I feel like some angry, mixed-up kid…? Simon wondered.

Outwardly, he kept his mouth shut.

“So don’t go freaking out over this whole thing and ruining your classes, huh?” A sympathetic smile. “And don’t act like you can’t come down here without looking for Kate, OK. We can still shoot the shit.”

Simon nodded, that strained smile still on his face, the face that was finally beginning to show the lines and strain of impending middle age.

Ten years I wasted. Ten years… I’m never gonna find someone like her again…

“Sure.” He said out loud. “Thanks Catlin. But I’ve really gotta…”

He slid off the desk, fumbled the textbooks back into place. Nodded at Catlin’s New Scientist – anything to avoid having to see that mixture of pity and exasperation in her face.

“Good read? What issue…?”

“May 1998. Just reading the old articles on genetic manipulation and seeing how far short we’ve fallen. Simon, man, are you sure-?”

“Cool.” Simon gave his friend a bright smile. “See you lunch, maybe?”

And, before Catlin could reply, he was gone.

He walked through the thinning crowd of students with his head down, already late to his own class and feeling like he was walking through a thick, black fog.

Each step he took seemed like the heartbeat of some great, dying beast – a behemoth lost in the mist, its plaintive cries audible only to him. He felt like he could hear Katy’s voice out there, somewhere, talking to him, whispering, like she always used to.

How could I be so dumb…? How come I didn’t see…? I’m like these kids. Stupid and emotionally blind…

The hall had vanished. Now he walked alone through his memories, no longer seeing the school around him. No longer seeing anything but those icy blue eyes, that strange, crooked smile. Hearing only her laughter, her voice.

He was so lost in his private world of pain and grief that he didn’t even notice it happening.

There was the sound of laughter. A distant, youthful male voice saying someone’s coming… NOW! The crash of a body hitting a door and forcing it open at speed…

And then Simon’s whole world went white with pain.

For a moment, he was dimly aware he’d hit something. That the study room door had swung open and cracked into his forehead and now his whole body was swaying. Thought he saw a blurred teenage boy’s face changing from mocking triumph to horror as he realized he hadn’t hit a fellow student but a teacher…

That was all he saw.

With a distant feeling of release, Simon felt his knees give out. Felt his body fold backwards. Saw the ceiling rush up above him and suddenly get very far away.

There was a sensation of pain that somehow didn’t hurt, radiating out from the back of his head, engulfing him, making the whole world dimmer. A boy’s voice, shouting. Everything went dark.

At least I can relax now… Simon thought as the world faded away.

And then he was gone.

If he’d known it was the last thought he’d ever think as a man, he might have even felt some sadness

*

“Is she still breathing?”

“Oh my God, what happened…?!”

“Stay back, give her some space!”

The distant voices were like invisible hands, reaching deep into the dark pool of Simon’s mind, pulling him towards the surface. He whimpered faintly, tried to shake them off.

He couldn’t remember why, but some part of him wanted to stay down here, away from the daylight, forever.

“I think she’s coming round…”

It was no use. Like he was rising out of a Sunday morning slumber, Simon could feel himself reluctantly drifting towards consciousness, towards that bright, depressing plane we call reality.

No… he tried to whimper. No, don’t make me…

“She’s trying to talk!”

Then, another voice. An adult voice, loaded with authority. Nearer to him, whispering right in his ear.

“Sofia! Sofia, wake up!”

Who…? Simon just had time to think. Then his body automatically opened its eyes.

A large, male face loomed over him, the tip of its nose inches from his face. It looked vaguely familiar. Around it, other faces floated in the brightness of the hall – kids’ faces, students – watching him with a mixture of concern and bovine fascination.

“Wha…?” Simon managed to slur.

His voice came out somehow wrong. Higher pitched than he was used to hearing, almost childlike. He mentally kicked himself, convinced the surrounding kids would laugh at their teacher’s squeaky voice, but no-one reacted at all.

That hit must’ve been harder than I thought…

It was coming back now. The hallway. The angry, bitter thoughts, roiling in him. The door. Some kid must’ve…

He realized he was lying flat on his back. With a gentle groan he pulled himself up slightly, brushed his long, dark hair out of his eyes with one dainty hand.

“Are you OK?” The male face asked, leaning back, a serious look of concern on its features.

Simon frowned at it, wondering where he knew it from, then felt his heart skip a beat as his brain slowly started working again.

Pete. Oh shit, of all the people who might see me like this, it had to be…

“Pete?” He said, struggling to form the words. His head was starting to throb. “I’m fine, I just…”

I just can’t stop talking in this weird way… He wanted to say, but his mouth wouldn’t form the words.

“Sir.” A young girl’s voice was saying high above him. “Sir. She just called you Pe-!”

“Yes, I know.” Pete cut her off. “It’s fine, Chloe.”

He placed one hand on Simon’s shoulder. To Simon’s surprise, it felt almost impossibly big, impossibly heavy, like a huge slab of meat.

Has he been working out? He doesn’t look any different…

Sat up now, he could see the crowd of students gathered around him, teenage faces that seemed to be on bodies much taller than he remembered them being. Between a forest of legs, he could just about see the boy who’d hit him with the door – Brendon, he thought his name was – hanging back against the wall, his face pale, his eyes red with hastily brushed away tears.

Simon forced up a weak smile.

“Brendon.” He said, his strange, squeaky voice quivering slightly. “Brendon, it’s OK. I promise you won’t be in any trouble.”

My voice… what the hell is wrong with my voice?!

There was a nervous laugh from the circle of kids. Pete shifted awkwardly.

“That’s… that’s for the teachers to decide, Sofia,” he said, gently. “Now, can you stand? Are you-?”

That was as far as he got. At his colleague (and love rival’s) words, Simon frowned at him.

“Pete? What… what are you talking about? I am a teach-”

At that moment, something seemed to click in Simon’s mind. A strange switch was flicked, and he suddenly became horribly aware of several things at once.

The first was how much smaller he suddenly was. Even sat down on the floor like this, he could tell that he no longer felt like a tall, 6ft2 man, but like someone maybe ten inches shorter.

His body, too seemed to take up less space. While he’d never been fat like some teachers, or big from hitting the gym like Pete, he’d not exactly been a stick insect.

Now, though, he felt tiny next to Pete, like his body could tell the other teacher was impossibly more bulky than he was, without even looking to compare.

“Sofia…? Sofia, are you…?”

There were other things, too. A slight weight on his head and a tickling on the back of his neck from where his very long, very dark hair now fell past his shoulder blades in a waterfall. A weird, faint feeling on his teeth, like something was stuck to them, like…

With a start, Simon realized he was wearing braces.

What the-?!

Barely had he begun to form the thought when he suddenly became aware how chilly his legs were, and realized it was because he was now wearing a pale pink patterned summer dress that stopped above his knees. He automatically reached up to touch his body and felt the fabric of the dark blue cardigan he’d worn over it.

With a frantic feeling, Simon held his hands out in front of him and saw how small they were, with their slender fingers; dainty wrists leading to skinny, hairless arms; close-cropped fingernails painted a goth-y midnight blue.

Oh God… Oh God no!

“Sofia? OK, give her space guys, I think she needs to…”

His mind whirling, Simon grabbed hold of his face. Felt the soft, smooth skin of his suddenly hairless cheeks. The cheekbones that were already sharper than any man’s had a right to be. Ran his fingertips in fright down to his neck and felt how long it was, how slender.

Please!

Then his trembling new hands touched his narrow shoulders, and the whole world seemed to go spinning away into madness.

There, under the fabric of his cardigan and light dress, he could feel the raised bump of two straps, nestled snugly over his shoulders, holding his bra in place.

Which means…

Trembling all over, trying not to scream, Simon slowly lowered his head, looked down at his own body. Took in its slender, hairless legs, its swollen hips, already beginning to push outwards as puberty took its course, its narrowing waist.

Took in the gentle swell of his two budding breasts, finally past the training bra stage and starting to show, to show the woman he was only a few short years away from becoming.

For a moment, Simon simply stared in uncomprehending terror at his strange new body, at the body of the teenage girl he was now trapped as. At the 15-year old body of Sofia.

For a moment, he simply stared.

It was only when that moment had passed that he started to scream.


II

Less than twenty minutes later, Simon stood before the mirror in the backroom of the nurse’s office wondering if he was going mad.

The little washroom, a tiny space for dressing plasters and checking wounds, was empty. The sink was a pale pink porcelain that matched Simon’s new dress (pink for a girl, his brain thought, numbly). In the mirror, the plaster the nurse had stuck over the ugly red welt on his forehead caught the light, reflected back, as if trying to draw attention to itself.

But none of these things were what occupied Simon’s mind. What dominated his vision, making him feel sick and on the verge of tears.

There, looking back from the mirror’s surface, her face only inches from his…

…was a teenage girl.

She was pretty, in a young way, with these piercing blue eyes and sharp cheekbones that stood out even against the slightly-overdone concealer and other giveaways of self-conscious youth.

Her lips were pink, her skin very pale. Her long, weirdly-straight dark hair framed her features perfectly, making her look faintly Goth-like, a look that carried on over into her dark nail polish and heavy black boots.

If you were expecting a gloomy, Marilyn Manson obsessed teen, though (Simon wasn’t entirely sure kids still listened to Manson, but now didn’t seem the time to worry about it), that crumbled the minute you looked at her clothes.

The girl in the mirror wore a thin, retro pink summer dress beneath a dark cardigan hung lazily over her shoulders that looked like it was trying to blend into her hair. The vibe it gave off was of a girl who should be carrying armfuls of books, determinedly locking herself away from the world to read them.

She looked like a pretty bookworm. The sort of girl who might actually pay attention in Simon’s dullest classes. Mature for her age, dreaming of getting away from her small town and going to college, even at a time when most of her friends were dreaming of boys and becoming YouTube celebrities.

In short, she was young. Quirky. With hints of promise. The sort of 15-year old girl you might be happy to have as your daughter.

And.

She.

Was.

Him.

At the thought, Simon felt a whimper escape his throat. In the mirror, the girl’s lips parted slightly, the light glinting off her braces. He heard the high-pitched noise – so much squeakier, so immature compared with his normal man-voice – and shuddered.

No. This couldn’t be happening. It was a dream. A ridiculous, absurd nightmare.

Grown men didn’t just bang their heads and wake up as teenage schoolgirls. It just didn’t happen!

Except…

Except Simon already knew it wasn’t a dream. In the same way that all of us may sometimes confuse dreams for real life, but never confuse waking life for its mischievous brother.

He knew all too well that this was as real as anything that had ever happened to him.

“Dear God…” he whispered, watching mesmerized as pretty, geeky young Sofia moved her lips in time with his, “what the hell is happening…?”

If God was listening, he wasn’t in the mood to give any answers.

Like a girl in a trance, Simon stepped back from the mirror, not breaking eye contact with Sofia’s reflection. Turned, looked down at the strange shape of his new body, unable to believe it was really his.

But there was no denying it.

He could feel, without even trying to, the uncomfortable underwire of his new bra, holding up his still-developing breasts, breasts that would soon grow bigger as he entered into womanhood.

He could feel the-the space between his legs where his penis should have been.

And he could feel the way his body now automatically curved, gently thrusting his chest forward and his ass out; one wrist dangling loose, his legs slightly-kinked. Already subconsciously standing in imitation of the way his teenage brain saw grown women hold themselves in movies and on TV.

What we’d call a feminine gait, he thought, numbly.

Somewhere, in that body, hormones were going wild. Eggs that could be fertilized were starting to develop. A womb capable of housing babies was finding its final shape. Estrogen was coursing through its veins…

He pushed the thought away. He couldn’t even start thinking about that right now.

Couldn’t even start considering the fact he was now trapped as a teenage girl.

He’d tried to tell them, of course. First Pete, as he gently escorted this crazy student down to the nurse’s office. Then the nurse himself, as he checked Simon’s eyes, looking for signs of concussion.

This isn’t me! He’d wailed, hating how high his new voice went when he was distressed. I’m not supposed to be a student! Pete, please…

But of course they’d ignored him. Well, not exactly. They’d exchanged worried looks and started talking about temporary amnesia, in the same way Simon would have talked if a student of his suddenly started insisting she was a grown up trapped in the wrong body.

So he’d finally quietened down. Stopped protesting. Weakly smiled and said it was all coming back now and that hit must’ve scrambled his brain and he really was Sofia and so on.

By then, only a short ten minutes after his hit and sudden, unexpected transformation into a cute teen girl, he’d already realized that the worst possible thing to do would be to get sent to the hospital. Or the lunatic asylum.

No. If he wanted to find out what had happened – and he still had a hard time thinking it really had happened – something told him he’d need to be here, in school.

Just as he was thinking these confused, disjointed thoughts there was a gentle tapping at the door.

“Sofia?” The nurse’s voice, muffled through the plywood. “Is everything OK? If you’re feeling sleepy, don’t…”

“I’m fine!” Simon yelled. In the mirror, Sofia yelled with him, her blue eyes shiny with worry. “Two minutes.”

The nurse said something, but Simon was already running the taps, splashing some water onto his youthful face, desperately trying to figure out what happened next.

He was trapped as schoolgirl. Worse, the sort of schoolgirl who might get bullied. Even worse, the sort of schoolgirl who might have boys who fancied her!

Dear God, not that… please not that!

He turned the taps off, looked miserably into Sofia’s reflected face, a face that looked like it was almost on the verge of tears.

“We’ve got to get back to normal.” The teenage girl in the mirror whispered.

When Simon nodded in agreement, he was depressed to see she nodded in perfect time with him.

*

The hall was empty, the students in their classes.

Well, empty except for one hurried-looking girl.

Simon walked with his head down, the hall pass the nurse had written out for him clutched in one small hand, trying desperately ignore the strange signals his new body was sending him.

It wasn’t easy.

Every time he took a step, his flowing black hair moved, swishing back and forth lightly, tickling at his cheeks.

(I should tie it in a ponytail, he thought, but somehow the idea of doing something so utterly girly made him feel even weirder).

Every time his slender new legs moved, he was acutely aware of the freedom they had. Of how it felt to be walking with a dress on, instead of a pair of slacks.

Every time he sped up even slightly, he felt a weird little movement in his new chest. A sort of… jiggling, as his teenage breasts bounced slightly in his bra.

It was an accumulation of things. A concentration of a million tiny cues you don’t notice when you’re in a body that’s your own, but when it’s someone else’s body are loud enough and noticeable enough to make you feel like you’re going mad.

Mad… Simon weakly thought as his heavy new boots (why did Sofia wear such stupid shoes?!) beat out a rhythm against the hallway floor. Maybe I am mad…

Maybe my past life is all a dream, and I always was a teenage girl?

Somehow, it didn’t seem like a particularly helpful thought.

Before he left him in the nurse’s office, Pete had told him not to worry about his next class.

“Take it easy and relax in the library, OK?” He’d said, “or even call up your mom and have her take you home. You’ve had a nasty shock, Sofia.”

And he’d smiled weakly and nodded, like a scared girl putting on a brave face.

But now he was out of the nurse’s office, back out in the school, he had no intention of either relaxing in the library or trying to go home (assuming his home hadn’t vanished along with his body).

Nu-uh. He had somewhere else in mind.

Abruptly, Simon swung round, his smooth, slender teenage legs taking him off the main hall, towards the science blocks. No sooner had he turned the corner than he saw it.

There. There it was. The source of all his trouble.

The door to the study room.

Slowly, Simon walked up to it, his heart hammering in his chest.

It looked just like any other school room door: wooden with a blurred window set in the upper-half, the words STUDY ROOM stenciled onto it in black letters.

Still, Simon thought he could feel a strange feeling radiating off it. Almost like the door was infused with magic.

Right, here we are. What now…?

Hesitantly, Simon held up one dainty hand – still unable to really believe this small, girly hand was his – and gently touched the door.

He half expected a blast of light as some unexplainable magic knocked him off his feet. But nothing happened. He stood there with his hand awkwardly pressed against the door until he started to feel slightly stupid.

Should I…?

He quickly looked up and down the hall, his dark hair swishing around him as he did so. There was no-one else around.

The door opened with a faint creak Simon could swear he’d never heard before. He held it angled towards him, its wooden frame lined up perfectly with his button nose.

“It was a hit that did it last time…” he breathed, Sofia’s voice coming out his pink lips all ragged and shallow. “So maybe that means…?”

He took a deep breath. Gripped the door tight. Closed his eyes.

Right. Here goes…

He leaned his head right back…

“What are you up to, young lady?”

…and span around with a girly squeak of fear as the horribly familiar voice cut through the quiet hallway.

Oh shit… please, not her!

There, standing just outside a classroom door, her arms folded over her white lab coat – the same coat he’d slipped from her shoulders so many time as he kissed her – was…

“Katy!”

The blonde science teacher frowned, one penciled eyebrow rising up her face, a face Simon used to find impossibly cute, impossibly youthful looking.

Now, though, he was shocked to realize it didn’t look young at all through Sofia’s eyes, but old, in the same way that everyone over about 20 looks old to a 15-year old girl.

Nor did it look cute. In fact, it almost looked…

Scary, Simon thought with an invisible shudder. 

“That’s a bit familiar, Sofia.” Kate was still looking him up and down, as if searching for some kind of dress code violation she could also hit him with. “Miss from now on. If you don’t mind.”

“S-sorry, Ka- miss.” Simon managed to squeak. “I was… I mean I…”

He suddenly thrust out the hand still clutching his hall pass. It was all he could think to do.

“I’ve got a pass!”

He immediately felt very stupid.

Jesus Christ! This is Katy, remember? The woman you spent ten years with. Stop acting like she’s a-a…

A teacher.

But even as those thoughts formed, Simon knew they were laughable.

Katy was a teacher. And he was a teenage girl now.

Whether his brain accepted it or not, their dynamic in this new, crazy world was miles away from being equal.

“That’s great, Sofia,” Kate gave him a smile – not the crooked smile that had so long haunted Simon’s dreams, but a bland, professional smile, “but I doubt it includes permission to knock yourself out for the second time today.”

“No miss,” Simon muttered.

To his shock, he found himself looking down at his shoes as he spoke, the tip of one foot playing against the ground, just like any naughty girl being told off.

God, I’m starting to act like a teen now…

“Right.” Katy was speaking briskly, in a voice Simon had never heard her use before, “in that case, I think maybe you’d better head to class, don’t you? Who are you meant to be with now?”

“Mister…” Simon started, then suddenly stopped, his pink lips dangling open. He realized he didn’t have a clue what Sofia was meant to be doing.

He was just wondering if he should say Pete’s name and leave it at that, when a thought struck him. A wild, crazy thought that he immediately had to know the answer to.

Calmly, Simon raised his innocent blue eyes. Looked right at Katy.

“Pritchard,” he said, softly. “Mister Simon Pritchard.”

Whatever reaction he’d been expecting, it wasn’t the one that happened.

At the sound of his old name, he saw Katy’s shoulders stiffen. Saw the color drain from her face. She blinked, her old demeanor broken, before her expression quickly closed off again.

“Why did you…?”

Katy quickly shook her head, her ponytail bobbing behind her head.

(the same pretty little head I used to kiss goodnight, not thinking it’d ever end…)

“No more jokes, Miss Nightingale,” she snapped at Simon, “get to class now.”

She paused for a moment. Simon was startled to see her cheeks had flushed a rosy pink.

“And if I ever hear you mention that name again…”

She didn’t finish. She didn’t need to. The classroom door slammed angrily shut, leaving Simon all alone in the hall.

What the hell was that about?

For a moment, the transformed teacher just stood there, staring at the spot where his former lover had just been, his mind whirling.

I guess that means the old me didn’t just vanish completely, then…

He wondered if he should chase after Katy. If he should go crashing into that classroom and kick up a fuss until she told him exactly what had happened, exactly where his old body was.

But there was something in his new, female form. A powerful urge not to disobey a teacher. A good girl’s need to do as she was told and not be a rebel.

He knew he should try and fight it.

Abruptly, Simon turned and headed back toward the main corridor, back towards the heart of the school. This time, he didn’t even noticed the way his long, black hair swished, or the way the spring air caressed his bare legs beneath his dress, or the way his new breasts wobbled in his bra.

Whatever was happening today, it looked like it was even stranger than he could have possibly imagined.

*

The next hour passed in a dreamlike blur.

After his meeting with Katy, Simon went down to the school’s front desk and politely asked the overweight, matronly woman which class he was meant to be in.

He’d only intended to get an idea of what Sofia’s timetable might be, but after hearing that it was Spanish with Mr. Rodriguez, he’d found himself making his way there, almost against his will. Knocking on the door, apologizing for being late with an awkward, girly smile.

And so he’d found himself, aged 35, sat in a classroom with twenty five other teenagers, trying to recite Spanish verbs while privately trying not freak out about how screwed up this all was.

The biggest issue burning in his mind was Katy.

She could still remember his male form. At the same time, she could also remember this dorky teen girl called Sofia, whose life had been magically forced on him.

Worryingly, though, he wasn’t sure he could still remember her as clearly as he should have.

As he’d sat at his desk, idly playing with a strand of long hair (unaware he was even doing so), Simon tried to picture his old girlfriend as she’d looked when they were still going out.

There were still parts of it, locked away in his newly teenage brain. Images, like faded photographs in some old family album.

The white tank tops Katy wore to bed with those retro pajama bottoms. The way she often stayed up to read on her Kindle as he fell asleep beside her.

But when he tried to get a closer look, to see the details in these pictures, he found to his horror that they faded away.

The way Katy’s hair looked all mussed in the mornings… the smell of her skin… what it felt like to make love to her… all of it was gone.

In their place were vague guesses, fired more by Sofia’s immature imagination than anything else.

Come on… Simon thought at one point, trying to ignore the class going on around him. This is Katy. We went out with her for ten damn years! Concentrate.

He tried to picture her naked. Tried to picture the love of his life slowly stripping down, removing her bra, inviting him to bed with a hungry look, moaning that she was desperate for his-

Guh-ross!

The image exploded into a million pieces as a shudder passed through Simon’s slender new form. In shock, he realized that his newly female brain was disgusted at the thought of seeing Katy naked.

Urgh. Old, naked teacher. No thanks… I’m not a dy-

He stopped himself before he could think the word. The wrong, wrong word with all its horrible implications.

What’s happening to me…? His brain whispered in misery and fear. How can I already be forgetting…?

But of course, there was no answer.

As the class wore on, he turned his mind away from Katy. As his fellow teens struggled to properly conjugate their querers and their llegars, Simon found himself discovering some unexpected, unpleasant, things about his new life.

The first was that his suspicions had been correct: Sofia was a bit of a loser. Although he’d chosen a seat between two other ordinary-looking girls, neither of them was paying him the slightest bit of attention.

Annoyingly, Simon thought he knew why.

Look at them… they’re too popular. Future cheerleaders or something. Not vintage-wearing dorks like…

Like me.

At the same time, the part of him that was still an adult was struggling to understand the gulf between them.

As far as he could tell, the redhead on his right, and the Barbie-doll to his left were no prettier than he was in his new body. Had he seen the two of them chatting with Sofia in the hall while he was still a teacher, he wouldn’t have thought anything about it.

And yet… and yet…

And yet, his new body was strangely aware of tiny social cues his adult self was blind to.

The way Barbie’s makeup was done just so expertly, like she was too good for this place. The way redhead – who wasn’t all that anyway, in Simon’s humble opinion – had given his vintage dress a look as he came in, like it was the most tragic item of clothing anyone had ever worn in the history of ever.

Somehow, despite only existing in this body for an hour at most, Simon had been judged and slotted into the school’s social hierarchy with almost clinical cruelty.

Just as he was thinking these thoughts, Barbie turned and wrinkled her upper lip at him, her face suddenly a mask of disgust and Simon realized, with a flush of embarrassment, that he’d been staring at her.

“Ugh. What?” The future cheerleader hissed at him. “See something you like, dyke?”

Simon felt his cheeks flush red.

“Nothing. I was…” he fumbled for the words. “I was just…”

With a jolt of shame, he realized he was actually intimidated by this teenage girl. He, a teacher, scared of a 15-year old who was probably a mess of insecurities beneath that polished exterior. It was ridiculous! Laughable. So dumb he should be laughing right now.

“You were totally staring at me.” Barbie was looking at him like he was a piece of excrement on the tip of one of her expensive-looking shoes. “Stop being such a creepy little bitch, yeah, or I’ll tell the whole school what a massive lesbo you are.”

Not that! The female part of Simon’s brain screamed.

“Sorry, OK?! I didn’t mean to…”

But Barbie was already turning away with a sneer and a toss of her perfect hair. Turning to one of the girls on the other side of her and whispering something. Simon felt his tiny new ears go red as he bowed his head, hiding behind his dark bangs.

Great. Now everyone in school’s gonna think I’m even more of a loser!

Somehow, knowing that high school was just a stage of life and didn’t really matter wasn’t helping contain his embarrassment, his feeling that he wanted to vanish into the earth.

He nervously picked up a pencil, started picking underneath his suddenly long nails. He stared in misery and confusion at his delicate new hands, at the underdeveloped, very female body they were attached to.

What’s happening to me…? The thought was a wail of despair. I’m even starting to think like a teenage girl…

The class wore on. As Simon desperately tried to look anywhere but at Barbie and her friends, he noticed a second disturbing thing.

While the other girls unanimously seemed to regard him as somewhere between tragic and distasteful, the same wasn’t true of the boys.

Of the fifteen or so guys in the classroom, at least five of them – the slightly dorkier ones – seemed incapable of taking their eyes off him.

At first, Simon thought he was imagining it. Thought his newly teenage brain was playing tricks on him.

But by the time he’d been sat in the classroom for twenty minutes, he knew he was mistaken.

Some of the boys around him seriously had the hots for his girl-body.

Every time Mr. Rodriguez called on him to answer a question (Rick, his name is Rick, the male part of his brain said, furiously, stop thinking of him as a teacher!), a dozen eyes would turn and linger on his cute, pale face as he spoke, making him feel all hot and uncomfortable.

Every time, he leaned back, accidentally pushing his developing chest forward, a handful of guys would sneak little looks at the swell of his breasts.

And when he was forced to go up to the board and write a quick sentence in Spanish, he was horribly aware that one of the kids at the front – a tubby, bespectacled boy called Ben that Simon had taught last year – was letting his eyes crawl over the outline of Sofia’s ass.

It was bizarre. Like someone had thrown a spotlight on the changing parts of his teenage body, the parts that highlighted how very female he now was.

The first few times it happened, he was weirdly flattered. After half and hour, he was starting to get creeped out.

By the time he’d been in the lesson for forty five minutes, his mind was a sea of confusion.

Is this what it’s like? He found himself thinking as Ben turned around to stare at him before quickly blushing and looking away. In our school? I always thought we’d done a good job with those talks on consent and personal space.

In one part of his mind – the adult, male part – he was aware that Ben and the other staring boys were adolescents, going through something they couldn’t control, and that they probably just needed someone to have a gentle word with them.

In the other part of his new brain, though – the part that was more-identifiably Sofia – he couldn’t help but feel uneasy every time a boy looked at him that way.

It felt like his skin was crawling under their gaze. Like he was being made to feel dirty and alien, just by dint of being female.

Look at you, they seemed to be saying, we might all be kids, but you’re just a girl. A dorky girl at that. You should be grateful we’re even bothering to pay attention to a loser like you.

It was like he suddenly existed just for guys’ enjoyment. Just to be judged, the better parts of his girl-body catalogued, and then dismissed with a laugh.

It was awful.

If I ever get back to normal, Simon thought at one point, forcibly pulling his cardigan closed over the gentle swell of his breasts as Ben snuck another peek, I’m having some serious words with the students about consent and not being creepy little shits.

Yet the worst part was, he could hardly talk. Even as the teenage boys overtly creeped on him, he was all too aware that his new body was doing some creeping of its own.

No matter how hard he tried, he was finding it semi-impossible not to stare at Rick Rodriguez.

Mr. Rodriguez (Rick! His brain hastily corrected itself) was someone he’d never really talked to as an adult. They were in different departments and had different interests.

All the same, Simon had always been vaguely aware that the Spanish teacher, with his broad shoulders, gym-fresh biceps, square jaw, dark eyes and easy smile, had been attractive. Catlin had told him so plenty of times after she’d had a couple.

Now, though, trapped in the body of a hormonal teenage girl…

… it was like a light had come on and Simon could see for the very first time.

As Rick turned around from the board and fixed Simon with an encouraging smile, he felt his teenage heart flutter.

Every time the teacher called out “Sofia!” in his deep, masculine voice, Simon felt his pink new lips go dry.

Every time the teacher reached up at the board, the hard muscles visibly moving beneath his thin, blue shirt, Simon had to quickly look away, desperately trying to keep himself from blushing a bright crimson.

It was horrible. Awful! Humiliating.

To be trapped as a teenage girl, with teenage girl urges and a teenage girl teacher-crush. To suddenly be looking at Rick Rodriguez not as a colleague or even a teacher, but as someone his body was developing weird, romantic feelings for…

It was wrong!

I’ve got to stop this, Simon thought, blushing furiously as Rick called on him to answer again, even as he couldn’t stop a starry-eyed smile from breaking over his teenage face, this is seriously unhealthy.

But he was simultaneously aware that there was nothing he could do about it.

It was natural for a fifteen year old girl to have a crush on a male teacher. As natural as the sun rising or gravity stopping them all from spinning off into space.

He’d had female students before who clearly had feelings for him. And, provided they didn’t start acting out, you just let them get on with it, making sure not to encourage it in any way. They usually got over you quickly enough.

Now he was the fawning teen girl, though, it didn’t feel natural or just like a phase at all.

It felt like his whole mind, his whole universe was suddenly revolving around this grown-up, married man.

And it was all he could do to keep his body from swooning every time the handsome teacher caught his eye.

So that’s why I came to his class, Simon thought – not a little bitterly – as he felt his eyes helplessly drift over Rick’s broad, powerful shoulders. Sofia’s obviously been head over heels for him for a long time.

Which means I’m obsessed with him, too…

Discovering that he wasn’t just trapped as a girl, but as a hormonal straight girl with a serious thing for male authority figures was almost enough to make him start screaming all over again.

Still, he was almost glad that the target of his girl-body’s affections was someone like Rick. Someone who wouldn’t reciprocate. Someone who wouldn’t look back.

Someone far too old to even register Sofia as attractive.

At long last the final bell went, releasing Simon from his wonderful prison. As he slipped out the classroom at the back of a wave of teenagers, his exercise book clutched against his chest, he shuddered to imagine what it would be like if his new body had a crush on a fellow student.

Urgh. No way. Even if he was stuck like this forever, that would just be wrong.

There was no way in Hell he would ever let his adult brain do anything remotely sexual while in a teenager’s body.

Maybe if I’m stuck this way till I turn 18, he thought, sourly, I can let Sofia indulge her straight side a little. Until then…

He made himself stop. What was he thinking?

There was no way he was gonna just deal with puberty all over again and get back to adulthood the long way. Especially not when “adulthood” now meant “womanhood” and periods and boyfriends and – if he was very unlucky – motherhood.

Nu-uh. He was getting back to his grown up male body. Today.

He didn’t care what crazy shit he had to do to make it happen.

He was just drifting along the hallway, lost in these weird thoughts, when his cell vibrated.

His first thought was that it was probably Catlin.

As he fished the pink-cased smartphone out his cardigan pocket (weirdly girly for Sofia, he thought), he was so sure it was gonna be his friend in the science department that he was already thinking up some sarcastic little joke he could amuse her with.

It was only when he saw the totally unfamiliar name on the totally unfamiliar screen that he realized he was about to get pulled even further into Sofia’s teenage life.

It was a WhatsApp group message, sent by somebody called Abi. As Simon swirled the unlock pattern on the screen – surprised to see it was still the same as his old cell – he saw it was part of a bigger chat between three other people, all teenage girls like him.

HEY BITCHES, Abi’s message read, WE LUNCHING OR WHAT?

At the top of the group, a little round circle with a young girl’s face in peered out at him. A slightly overweight girl with dark red hair and a sarcastic smile.

Simon felt a shiver pass up his spine.

Sofia’s friends…

Before he could think what to do, the cell buzzed in his hand as another message appeared.

DUNNO ABS, it read. YOU’RE GETTING WAY TOO CLINGY.

It was sent from a girl called Karen.

(Karen Whitehall? Simon wondered vaguely. Isn’t she friends with that sort of crowd?)

Before he could check the picture, though, another message had buzzed in.

HA. Abi wrote back. CAN’T HELP IT. YOU’RE JUST SOOOO FIT KAREN. IMA MARRY YOU AND HAVE GAY BABIES.

Another buzz.

GAYBIES? Karen. SUCH A TEMPTING OFFER.

Buzz.

HAHA. Abi. SOFIA AND EL ARE GONNA READ THIS AND WONDER WHAT THE FUCK IS HAPPENING.

Buzz. A new name, this time.

THERE IS ACTUALLY NOTHING YOU GUYS COULD DO, El wrote, THAT COULD POSSIBLY FREAK ME OUT ANY MORE THAN YOU ALREADY DO.

HAHA. BITCH. Abi sent, followed by a love heart.

YOU’RE SUCH A HOMOPHOBE EL, Karen sent. WHAT’VE YOU GOT AGAINST GAYBIES?

It was surreal. As Simon watched the conversation unfold, a prickling sense of unease began to tiptoe over his skin.

He was peeking into someone else’s life. Into the private heart of this friendship group Sofia was apparently a part of. All the secrets of these teenage girls, all their laughter and their lives, was suddenly open to him in a way it never, ever would be while he was still a teacher.

He felt like a voyeur. Like a hacker who has snuck into someone’s Facebook and is now rifling through their photos.

And yet, that wasn’t all he felt.

A strangely-large part of him wanted nothing more than to join in with this conversation and forget all about becoming a man again.

Friends… crushes… he thought uneasily, it’s like Sofia’s life is starting to take over. Like the old part of me is getting swept aside…

He was just dithering over whether to reply or not when his cell buzzed again.

SOFIA. El’s message read. HELP ME OUT. THESE TWO ARE IMPOSSIBLE.

LOVE YOU REALLY, Abi quickly replied.

YEAH SOF, Karen chimed in. STOP BEING A SPECTATOR AND TELL EL SHE’S WRONG.

Shit, of course, they can tell I’m monitoring the group…

For a split-second, Simon nearly did reply. Nearly sent his dainty new fingers zipping across the screen, spelling out some amusing reply that would confirm he was part of this friendship group.

There was a grumpy bzzt! as the cell switched off. Its screen went dark. He dropped it back in his cardigan pocket.

No. He wasn’t here to start his life afresh as a teen girl, with teen girl friends and teen girl thoughts and feelings.

He didn’t know why he was here, why this magic had affected him. Why he’d suddenly lost his gender, his job, his identity and woken up in a world where he had always been a fifteen year old girl.

He had to find out. He couldn’t just accept something as screwy as this. Couldn’t just get used to having these breasts and this long dark hair and this cute young face and these braces and this bizarre life. Couldn’t get used to wearing dresses and giving attractive boys glances in the hall.

And that meant he was gonna need some help.

“Catlin,” he whispered aloud in his soft, high-pitched new voice.

If any of the passing students wondered why a fifteen year old girl was saying a science department tech’s name to herself like that, they didn’t let it show.


III

“What do you mean you’ve never heard of her?”

The middle-aged male lab tech leaned back around from the laptop he was hunched over, frowned, his bushy eyebrows knitting tight together.

“Who did you say you were, again, little Miss…?”

Simon had to bite down on the inside of one cheek to stop himself from screaming with frustration.

Little miss?! Who the hell does he think he is?

“Sofia.” He said out loud, trying his best to sound calm. “Sofia Nightingale. I’m a student. I’ve got a big project coming up, and I need to ask Catlin – sorry, Miss Byrne, if she can…”

“That’s your problem, right there,” the hairy lab tech said. “There’s no Catlin, no “Miss Byrne” in this whole department. Never has been, least not since I started in… what? 2014?”

His eyes drifted up to the plaster on Simon’s forehead.

“You sure you’re feeling OK, Miss Nightingale?”

They were in the little, narrow office between classes Simon had so often met Catlin in, the cramped one lined with endless shelves.

But where, before, the little desk at the back had been piled high with old science magazines, it was now a neat, almost featureless space dominated by a single laptop.

Of Catlin’s collection of vintage New Scientists, there was no sign.

“I’m fine.” Simon said, hating the way his teen girl voice lacked any edge, any authority that might make this idiot stop being such a patronizing dick. “I just really need to find Miss Byrne.”

The lab tech shrugged, his lined face unconcerned. As Simon watched him, he realized he wasn’t sure if the guy was actually middle aged or just looked unidentifiably old from his teenage perspective.

Perhaps he’s even younger than I was as a man…

“Then I suggest you start with the missing person’s bureau. Or maybe the bureau of made-up people.”

He turned back to his laptop.

“OK, little missy. Off you pop. I’ve got stuff to do.”

For a moment, Simon just stared at him, amazed. Then he softly cleared his throat.

“Thank you for all your help, sir,” he said, putting on the sweetest, sugar and spice voice that his new body was capable of. “No really. You’ve been great.”

He turned towards the door.

“You total dick.”

“HEY!”

But Simon was already running, his youthful body taking him down the corridor and into the main hall almost before the lab tech reached the door.

Finally, he thought as he ran, desperately trying to ignore the way the hem of his dress fluttered out behind him, the way his breasts jiggled painfully, some use for being young again.

Followed by:

I just wish I’d worn a sports bra.

Behind him, he heard the lab tech shout something, but it was lost under the din of students on their lunch break. He kept on running, his head slightly bowed, unaware that he was running like a girl, his arms held up, wrists bent, instead of pumping away in fists.

A couple of other teens smirked as he whisked past, or made vaguely cruel comments, but Simon ignored them.

He was too busy wondering what the hell he was gonna do now.

Somehow, Catlin had vanished. Whatever strange and horrible magic had turned him into pretty little Sofia had also scrubbed his closest friend from history. Or, at least, from the history of this school.

That meant there was no-one left he could turn to.

Maybe she’s just working at a different school… he thought as he ran, maybe we could go to her house and meet her there? C’mon, think. Where does she live? Where…?

He was still thinking these thoughts as he skidded round the corner and nearly knocked the trio of girls flying.

“Shit!”

“Whoa! What the-?”

“Jeeezus Sof, maybe try looking next time!”

“Sorry!” Simon squeaked. “I was just… I needed to…”

He blinked at the teenage girls.

“Hey, aren’t you…?”

“What? Shitting our pants in terror at your high speed freak out?” Abi rolled her eyes. A smart little smirk crossed her lips.

Sofia’s friends…

“She knew you were coming, Abs,” the slender brown haired one (so it was Karen Whitehall, Simon thought) with dark skin teased. “Couldn’t wait to jump your bones.”

Abi raised one eyebrow.

“Gaybies all round, huh? Aren’t I lucky?”

Before Simon could even think of responding, the short skinny blonde – so slight and small she looked like the slightest breeze could break her in two – rolled her eyes at him.

“Help me out, Sof. They’ve been like this all lunch.”

“It’s chill, we’re just vibing,” Abi declared. She turned her perma-sarcastic smirk onto Simon. “Where were you, bitch? One minute we’re making plans, next you’re observing radio silence.”

“I… I turned my phone off,” Simon mumbled. “Y’know, just because…”

He trailed off, suddenly unable to think of a single thing to say.

This is surreal… I’m a fully-grown man. How the hell am I meant to relate to a bunch of teenage girls?

“…just because,” he finished, lamely.

“Well, I hope it was worth it Unabomber, coz you missed just, like, the bestest lunch ever.” Abi grinned at the other girls. “Right, bitches?”

“Hmm?” Karen looked briefly surprised, then nodded. “Oh. Yeah. I mean it was just… good, y’know?”

Abi nodded.

“El?”

The small girl shook her head.

“Whatever.”

Simon frowned at the trio.

“Hey…” He said in Sofia’s voice, “are you… are you guys shitting with me?”

There was the briefest pause, then Abi snorted with laughter.

“Of course we’re shitting with you!” She practically yelled, grabbing Simon by his shoulders. It was all sorts of weird to realize that this chubby teenage girl was clearly now stronger than him.

Beside her, El let out a tiny sigh.

“Standard,” she muttered.

“It’s just because we missed the piss out of you,” Karen sighed. Abi let go of Simon and frowned at her.

“How, exactly, do you miss the piss out of something?”

Karen shrugged. With her sharp face and slender frame, she looked like a supermodel or something. It was all Simon could do not to feel like he was measuring his new body up against hers.

I never realized Karen Whitehall was giving so many other girls insecurities…

“Who knows? It felt like the right thing to say at the time.”

Simon was just opening his mouth to say something – whether to join in with this teenage banter or just to make an excuse to get away, he wasn’t sure – when an angry, hairy face popped round the corner and glared into the corridor.

“There you are, missy!” The lab tech growled. “Now you better apologize right now, or-!”

“RUN!” Yelled Simon.

They ran.

As the lab tech bellowed behind them, the four girls sprinted down the hall with little squeals, shrieks of laughter, and – in Karen’s case – a wailed cry that this was so not her look!

By the time they all skidded to a halt, out of breath, youthful faces shining, verging on hysterics, Simon was amazed to find he was laughing.

*

Later.

They sat outside, lounging against the hard wood tables of the outdoor eating area, soaking up the first rays of white hot sun the year had so far given them.

Simon had taken his cardigan off when it got too warm, and was now leaning back clad only in his pretty pink dress, his eyes closed as the sunlight warmed his pale, female face.

He was surprised with how content he felt.

There was something about being here, in this sunlight, with these girls, in this body, that just made him feel… safe.

Like, he knew he should be freaking out right now. Should be frantically searching for a way to get back to his old body, to his old life.

To find Catlin. To find whatever screwed up mechanism had caused his impossible change.

He knew all this. But…

But why bother when it was so much more relaxing to just sit here and chill?

Beside him on the bench, he heard Abi make a crude joke. Karen and El laughed, and he heard himself laugh along with them. As you did with friends.

Deep down, he knew it was all a trick. Part of his transformation, making him feel this special closeness with his three new besties, as though he’d known them for years.

(Closer than I ever actually felt to anyone at school…)

He knew this, and he didn’t care. Just like he knew he should be grossed out by the fact he was wearing a dress, a dress that flowed around his smooth bare legs, that tucked in at his waist, naturally exaggerating his developing boobs and his gently swollen hips.

He knew he should hate this dress. Should find the fact he was forced by magic to wear it to be terrible and emasculating and humiliating.

And yet, he didn’t. Instead, he enjoyed the way it allowed the gentle spring breeze in, to cool him down. Enjoyed the feel of its hem, swishing around his legs.

Enjoyed even the way it made his girl-body look, making him feel pretty. Cute.

Do we really want to be cute? A voice inside him murmured. We’re not a girl, remember? We’re a-

He cut the voice off with a deft shake of his pretty head. Behind him, he could feel the ponytail he’d newly-tied bob with the movement.

He hadn’t had a chance to look in a mirror yet, but going from the reflection he saw as he’d passed a set of glass doors, the new ponytail was doing wonders for him.

It made him look older, somehow. More mature. Sexier.

Wait till Mr. Rodriguez sees this, he’d thought happily to himself, before quickly squashing the thought back down as his cheeks threatened to turn rosy again.

He really didn’t want to have to explain his secret teacher crush to his new friends.

“So, Sofia…” Karen’s lazy voice cut through Simon’s thoughts, “we’re all wondering…”

There was a pause. A little giggle, maybe from Abi. Gently, Simon opened one eye, turned it in Karen’s direction.

“What?”

He saw Karen give a sly little glance over at the other girls.

“Steffi’s party, y’know. Did you…?”

More giggles. Simon turned his head, frowned at his new teenage friend.

“Karen,” he said, deliberately slow, “what the fuck are you trying to say?”

El snorted with laughter. Karen grinned and arched one perfect eyebrow at him.

“Ed. Mr. Rodriguez’s son?”

Simon blinked. Sat up. Stared at his smiling besties.

“I don’t know what you…”

Rick Rodriguez doesn’t have a son… he was about to say, when suddenly a memory surfaced like a bubble in his mind. Rising up from the depths of his subconscious; an alien invader, yet one that felt very much a part of him.

It was dark out here on the street. Away from the party. She could still hear the distant thump of bass as someone span some dubstep.

She was chilly, gooseflesh unfolding across her bare arms. Why had she come out here, into the dark, into the cold? Why had she…?

And then she saw the boy and remembered.

Ah, yes. That’s what we were doing…

He was holding her hand, a faintly timid look on his half-hidden face, partially lost in the shadows. Trying to appear cool, relaxed, but sweating it. Nervous.

Even in this darkness, though, she could tell he was cute.

-C’mon, Sof, he was whispering in his teen voice, just a quick kiss. Just one…

-I can’t, she heard herself say, her voice like a distant echo in this memory, I’m sorry, Eddie, but I really…

She felt his grip tighten on her wrist. Thought for a moment about how much stronger than her this boy was. About what she would do if he tried to kiss her forcefully...

The moment passed. She felt his fingers go limp.

-Just tell me, the boy whispered, his voice hopeless. Just tell me why…

And he sounded so miserable that she couldn’t help herself. She gently reached up, touched his cheek. Looked deep into his dark eyes and wasn’t surprised to see tears there.

-Because we’re too young, she said. Right now, I just can’t… I can’t explain why, but I can’t. Maybe…

She gave him a sweet, sad smile.

-Maybe when you’re older.

Like your dad, she wanted to add, but didn’t. Even in her teenage brain, she knew that was never going to happen, no matter how much she might like it to.

But Ed, on the other hand. Strong, manly Ed who was going to grow up to be so powerful and handsome and so like his father…

…but not like this. Not when her body was still so young.

-How long? Ed asked, looking down at his feet, his words like smoke in the darkness.

And she felt like crying, but she knew it had to be this way.

-Too long, she said back. So many years. Not till…

-…not till we’re both 18, Ed. Not till we’re grownups.

She expected him to turn away. Or yell at her. Or burst into tears. They were both still so young, after all. Anything might happen.

To her surprise, this teenage boy took a deep breath. Looked her right in the eye.

-I’ll wait for you, he said, simply. I promise.

And she was so surprised she threw her arms around him and hugged him so tight, her slender female body so light against his developing male one.

-Thank you, she whispered in his ear, thank you so much…

And she impulsively gave him a kiss on the cheek, and then she stepped back and the two of them were smiling at each other.

He held out his hand.

-C’mon. He said. What’s say we go back to the party?

She smiled, took his hand in hers. Fell in beside him.

-If only my mom could see me, she heard herself laugh. She’d think I was so grown up.

And, as one, they started back towards the distant lights of the house, back towards the bass, towards the-

The bubble popped. Simon blinked, then realized he was still sat on the same wooden bench in the sun, his girlfriends waiting for him to go on.

What was that…? He thought, uneasily, that wasn’t my memory, but it didn’t feel like Sofia’s, either. It felt like…

It felt like our memory, he realized. The two of us, combined into one body.

Dear God, does that mean I’ve always been trapped like this? That the magic is rewriting history?

He delicately cleared his throat.

“Nothing,” he said in his soft voice. “We just… held hands a bit. Talked. It-it was good.”

He half expected his new friends to burst out laughing. Instead, they nodded, seemed to be taking it in.

At last, Abi spoke.

“Know something Sof?” She said with a rueful smile, “I admire you so much sometimes. That whole ‘not before I’m 18 thing?’ Yeah, it’s weird, but it’s also, I dunno…”

She seemed to think for a minute, searching for the word.

“Mature, I guess. Like you really know what you want.”

Simon was so surprised at this non-sarcastic reply that he couldn’t help it. He burst out laughing. A light, musical sound that sounded so natural coming from his girl mouth.

“Heyyy…” Abi frowned. “Hey, c’mon Sof, don’t make me feel like a…”

“Nonononono…” Simon waved one tiny hand urgently, tried to stop his giggles, “no it’s not bad, I was just-I was just thinking…”

He smiled at each of the girls in turn.

“Have I ever told you guys how awesome you are?”

At his words, Karen smiled. El looked quietly pleased with herself. And Abi…

Abi let out an aww sound, and pulled him straight into the longest, nicest, most-beautiful hug Simon had ever had from a girl.

“You’re a weirdo, Sof,” he heard his new bestie breathe in his ear, “a friggin’ weirdo. But you know what? I love you. I really do.”

Simon closed his eyes, a smile on his teenage face.

“Me too, Abs. Me too.”

He felt like something was swelling up inside his brain. A realization. Like a lightbulb going on.

This was it. He’d been given another chance. Another chance to do his teenage years right.

The magic that had once seemed so cruel had given him three friends who would never judge him, never turn on him. It had given him a boy who would wait for him until they were old enough for romance not to be wrong.

It had given him a face that was pretty. A body that would flower into womanhood. A crush that wasn’t creepy, and an excuse for not acting on his body’s newfound desire for boys until he was 18.

It was… Hell, it was perfect. Like the magic had somehow known how to give him everything he never knew he wanted, but secretly needed.

If only we knew what had happened to Catlin…

At long last, Simon pulled out of his hug with Abi. Smiled at his new friend and was suddenly amazed to find he was on the verge of tears.

“You guys…” he said in his soft, quavering voice, “you guys are seriously just the…”

That was as far as he got.

As he was speaking, he saw Abi’s teenage face crease into a frown. Karen let out a long sigh of air, while El suddenly looked frightened.

Simon slowly shook his pretty little head.

“What?”

He turned around to look behind him…

…and felt a sinking sensation in his stomach.

About ten feet away, a very familiar, very hairy man was glowering at him, arms folded. Just in front of him stood Pete, a resigned look on his adult face.

“Well, we’re screwed,” he faintly heard Karen sigh.

Awkwardly, Simon got to his feet. Faced the adults.

“P-Pete…?” He managed to get out.

The older man shook his head.

“Sofia…” he said, his voice gentle and masculine all at once. “I’m sorry, but…

…it’s time for you to go home.”

*

“I promise you’re not in any trouble. We all saw you take that hit earlier, it’s a miracle you’re not in the hospital…”

They walked along the school’s central hall, towards the distant exit doors, Pete moving with all the power and purpose of a grown male, Simon being pulled along in his wake.

To Simon’s surprise, he was looking at Pete differently now they were no longer rivals. Appreciating for the first time how reassuringly strong his colleague was, how masculine. How good with kids and teens.

What do you know? Maybe he really is a great teacher, after all…

“I talked to the nurse, and he agreed that the important thing was for you to get home and get some rest. We couldn’t get hold of your father, but you mom was at home today and said she could come in…”

The words washed over Simon, who let them come, just another part of this crazy day he was having.

Father… mom… Jesus, I’ve got parents now…

It was no surprise, really, to learn that a girl as young as Sofia would still be living with her parents. Still, Simon couldn’t help but wonder what that really meant for him.

Am I gonna have two whole new people I’ve gotta act like I’ve known and loved for fifteen years? Or will it just be my real parents, only with their minds all scrubbed and convinced this is the way things always were?

He wasn’t really sure which would be worse.

Up ahead, the big glass doors leading to the outside world were swinging open, as someone pushed their way in, a look of worry on their distant features. Beside Simon, Pete raised a hand in greeting.

“There she is,” he muttered, “right on cue.”

He gave Simon a friendly smile.

“I’ll have a word with Danny – our lab tech guy – convince him to drop all this, that you were injured. He might not seem it, but he really is a decent guy…”

But his words were in vain. Simon wasn’t listening to any of them.

He was too busy staring at the woman who’d just walked in the building.

She was in her late thirties, with a motherly look about her that sent strangely reassuring waves of warmth sweeping through Simon’s teenage body. Her hair was red, unlike her daughter’s, and she wore a big pair of blocky black glasses.

Her clothes were kind of old fashioned. Nerdy. You could see where Sofia got her dress sense from. But that wasn’t all. There was something else about her, something very familiar…

Of course… Simon thought, numbly, as Pete called out “Hello there, Mrs. Nightingale…”, she’s married now. Her name has changed…

Yet she’s still clearly the same old-

“Catlin.” Catlin smiled distractedly at Pete, “please, call me Catlin.”

She turned her familiar face towards Simon, her soft eyes crinkling with concern.

“And how’s my trooper? Still kicking butt even with your brain hanging out, huh?”

For a long moment, Simon didn’t say a word. Just stared in shock at this latest twist, at this latest change the magic had wrought in his life.

Then he felt his pink lips begin to move. Heard the croaking in his throat as he forced out the single word:

“Mom?”

It was all too much.

With a little whimper, Simon threw his slender arms around Catlin and buried his face against her shoulder, aware that he was crying, big, girly tears running down his cheeks, but unable to stop himself.

As Catlin hugged him tightly back, holding him as protectively as any mother would her vulnerable baby, he heard her whisper in his ear.

“Wow, you haven’t hugged me like this since you were a kid, Sof. What’s up?”

But Simon couldn’t tell her. Even without his tears he’d never have been able to say what he’d felt when he finally saw his new mommy, when he finally realized he was now Catlin’s daughter.

The way he’d felt like he was finally home.


IV

“Hey, mom, can I ask you something?”

“I keep telling you, honey, if you wanna know about the birds and the bees, I’ve got a great vintage Nature journal on ornithology and apiology as a combined discipline.”

Simon let out a long groan, pulled a face, sticking his tongue out. He wasn’t aware of it, but the expression was so cute it would’ve made most boys his age feel strangely hot and bothered.

“Mom, you’re literally the funniest person alive.”

“Aww, c’mon piglet, I’m only joking…”

Piglet?! That better not be my family nickname…

Outwardly, Simon reset his soft, feminine face to neutral mode.

“So. There’s something I’ve been wondering. Remember the day I…?”

He waved one dainty hand at his forehead.

“Nearly gave yourself whiplash?” Laughter. “How could I forget? It was only last month.”

They were sat in the kitchen of their new, suburban family home. Or, more accurately, Catlin was sitting while Simon leaned against the fridge. The sunlight was filtering in through the windows, casting a little sunbeam across his girl-face, making him feel all warm and pleasant.

It was a feeling he’d had almost nonstop for four whole weeks.

Look at me, he thought, smiling distractedly down at his teenage, female body, encased in only a pair of tiny denim shorts and a flowing white top with dark writing on the front (a quote from a Maya Angelou book he’d recently read). I’m even starting to naturally hold myself like a fifteen year old girl…

He tried to concentrate on the matter at hand.

“Well, I heard something that day. A name. Miss, umm… well, she’s called Katy and she works in the science blocks, only we’re not supposed to call her that…”

Catlin raised her eyebrows at her daughter.

“Uh hu…”

“Anyway,” Simon quickly went on, not wanting to get off topic (always a danger with his new mom. As a man, he could talk to Catlin for ages. As her daughter, it was like they could talk about things till the end of the world).

“Anyway… she mentioned a name to me. An old teacher, I think. Someone who used to work there.”

He fixed his piercing blue eyes on his new mom. Took an invisible breath.

“Simon Pritchard.”

He waited to see if Catlin would react. When she didn’t, he went on.

“So, I was just kinda wondering who he was, and if, y’know, there was anything about him…”

“Simon Pritchard, hmm?” Catlin seemed to think. “I think I remember him, from that open day they held while you were still in elementary school.”

She frowned.

“Did you come to that?”

Simon quickly shook his head.

Truth be told, he had no idea if Sofia had been along, but he could have found out. As time was passing, he was starting to notice his old, male memories fading.

At the same time, memories which clearly belonged to Sofia – trying on his first training bra, his first period, the first time he met Abi when they were both 8 – were starting to become stronger in his mind.

With a little digging, he was finding that it was weirdly easy to recall things about Sofia’s life, from playing with dollies as a little girl to that time he and Abi and Karen had shared a joint with those older kids at the bus stop and he’d felt nauseous but tried not to show it.

However, he didn’t think it was worth digging through his female brain right now for the answer to Catlin’s question.

“Well, it’s not important if you did,” his new mom sighed. “But, yes, I think I saw him there. He seemed…”

She paused for a moment.

“It’s hard to say. It was almost like he was… off, somehow. Like there was all this sadness, threatening to come squashing down on him. I remember thinking – God, this is a horrible thing to say – I remember thinking…

…that he was someone who had something so wrong with him he couldn’t be fixed.”

There was a tightness in Simon’s chest. His lips were suddenly dry. He swallowed.

“Anything else? After that.”

“After that…” Catlin frowned again, “let me think. Oh, right, that’s it…”

She gave Simon a frank look.

“He disappeared one day. Just… vanished. Gone. Totally gone.”

“Like magic.” Simon’s soft voice came out sounding strangled. Catlin didn’t seem to notice.

“Exactly, like magic. Oh, there was a big fuss, that Katy woman got all upset, even though she was apparently cheating on him…”

Catlin suddenly buried her head in her hands.

“Ugh, what am I doing?! I’m being such a bitch… please, pretend you didn’t hear that, OK? I don’t want you thinking your mom is a…”

“Did anything happen after that?”

“Huh? Oh. Yes, yeah, it did.”

Catlin seemed to concentrate.

“What was it? Oh yes…

They found a note, after a long, long search. Just some scrap of paper or something. And you know what he’d written on it?”

Simon shook his head, his dark ponytail swishing behind him. Ever since that fateful day he became Sofia, he’d taken to wearing his hair like that.

“He put that he was happy now. That he’d gone to a better place, and that we should never look for him.” Catlin said, slowly. “He said he was sorry it had to be this way, but there was something that had to change. A different person he wanted to be.

And the only way he could be her was by disappearing.”

“And that was it?” Simon asked, hardly daring to breathe.

His mom shrugged.

“Yup. Far as I know. Course, it didn’t really solve anything, but at least it was memorable.”

Simon nodded, a thoughtful expression on his teenage face.

Catlin smiled at her daughter. She could be so serious sometimes.

“Any particular reason you wanted to know?”

“Huh? Oh, nothing. Just curious…”

Suddenly, the girl’s expression cleared.

“Hey, I just remembered I’ma supposed to go hang with Karen and Abi. El’s got school stuff, but we thought maybe we could meet her after and all-”

“Whatever,” Catlin gave a wave of her hand. “You don’t need to tell me, piglet. You’re a smart girl, always have been. I trust you not to go sticking heroin up your butthole or whatever it is kids do.”

“MO-OM! That’s so gross…”

“Not as gross as this…”

Catlin got to her feet, went to her daughter, and gave her a big, wet kiss on the cheek. To her surprise, Sofia didn’t react, didn’t try and brush it away.

She’s growing up… Catlin thought with a faint, internal sigh, shame. They’re so much harder to tease when they get older…

“I love you honey,” she murmured. “You have fun, OK?”

“Love you too, mom,” Sofia said automatically. She headed for the door. Then stopped, seemed to hesitate. Turned back.

“No, really, mom. I really do love you,” she whispered, her eyes shining. “And I just want you to know I…”

She seemed to hesitate, as if thinking about something. At last, her expression cleared.

“I really am happy here. This is a much better place and I guess-”

A light, tinkling laugh.

“I guess I finally am the person I really wanted to be.”

Catlin blinked.

“Sofia? Piglet, what are you…?”

“Gotta go, mom! Tell dad I love him too!”

And then her darling teenage girl was out the door, out into the sunlight, out into the carefree embrace of her adolescence – a painful, beautiful, wonderful period that would feel like it lasted a lifetime.

As Catlin watched her daughter practically skipping across the lawn, grabbing her bike, and then heading off for town, she felt a swell of pride in her chest, a happiness beyond anything she’d ever felt before.

“Well done, Simon,” she whispered. “Seriously, man. Well done for finding the courage to be Sofia…”

Then she blinked, a look of confusion on her motherly features.

Did I just say something? She wondered as she turned back to her discarded vintage copy of New Scientist. Something about that Simon Pritchard guy again…?

Oh well. She sighed as she sat down, opened the article she’d been reading on parallel universes from 2002. If it was important, it’ll come back to me…

Outside, on the road leading out from their little suburb, the handful of people out enjoying the sunshine turned to watch the pretty, happy, carefree teen girl go cycling past, her youthful face split into the biggest grin.

None of them realized it but, at that precise moment, Sofia Nightingale was the happiest girl in the world.

The End

*

Like what you’ve read? Join my mailing list! Everyone who signs up gets a free TG story not available anywhere else.

Alternatively, keep reading for some kinky bonus content…


Sneak Preview:

They Turned Me Into a School Girl

Jack slowly lowered his hands from his long, blonde hair, his mind reeling. Stepped back, put his hands on his too-wide hips, stared his new girl-body in the mirror.

It was as bad as it had seemed back in the old classroom. Likely, even worse.

Jasmine, the girl he’d been turned into, didn’t just have a beautiful face and a big rack. She had a dynamite body, too.

Her legs were long and slender and tastefully bronzed, a heavenly pair of legs that invited male eyes to slide up them, until they reached the hem of her little cheerleader skirt, so loose and easy for any strong man to flick aside and get at the goodies within.

If he turned on his side, Jack could see the swell of her perfect, peach-like bum, barely covered by the blue fabric of his skirt. It curved out behind him, just as his chest now swelled forwards, giving him a sinuous, seductive shape that he knew from experience the average male brain was hardwired to find attractive.

Jasmine’s waist was tight, her sides kinked in above her round hips. Her yellow cheerleader top – their school’s logo emblazoned across the front – was slightly too small, leaving a slip of flat, toned stomach on display whenever Jack raised his arms.

Long, blonde hair flowed down her back, its little curls and kinks full of the sort of bounce and shine you only usually see in modelling catalogues. Add in her pert breasts and that gorgeous face and, well…

…incredible as it was, Jack had to admit that he was probably now the hottest girl at school…

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Sneak Preview:

Mall of Change

“Well?” Jay was asking. “What do you think?”

Roy was barely listening. He was too busy staring at the strange new way his body curved. At the strange new way he was dressed.

To his horror, he suddenly realized that he could feel the invisible straps of a beginner’s bra, hoisted over his slender shoulders. Its clasp closed behind his narrow new back.

Feel his brand new breasts hanging from his chest, gently nestled in their cups. Feel the thin pair of girly panties he was now wearing, a tiny piece of fabric that let his legs move with unnatural ease.

He gave a visible shudder.

No… this can’t be true, it can’t be happening…

There’s no way I can be a girl!

“I know what you’re thinking. And you’re not just a girl,” Jay said, her voice amused. “You’re a-”

She suddenly broke off, frowned.

“No, that’s not right. What’s the golden rule again? Show, not tell… A-ha!”

She clicked her fingers. There was a weight in Roy’s palm. He glanced down and saw he was now holding a new iPhone in a girly pink casing.

“Now, why don’t you be a good little girl, and take a selfie?” Jay’s eyes sparkled. “See what you’ve become?”

There wasn’t any point in fighting it.

With a feeling like he was about to start screaming and never stop, Roy swiped the unlock on his new phone, trembling at the sight of his glossy new nails, at the way the phone looked stupid big in his tiny new hands.

He pressed the camera app, set it for a selfie, and hesitantly held it up before his cute new face. Closed his eyes. Took a deep breath.

No… no please don’t make me…

Then he opened his eyes. And looked.

What he saw was nearly enough to make him faint.

From the depths of the phone, looking back at him, was the girl of Roy’s nightmares.

She was tall for a girl her age, maybe 5ft6, with a slender frame, and arms and legs that were long and willowy.

She had blonde hair that tumbled over her shoulders, framing a soft face with wide, innocent blue eyes, pouty lips, and a little button nose.

There were braces on her teeth, traces of teenage baby fat around her cheeks, the strange sort of softness girls get when they’re not quite adults yet.

Her makeup was inexpertly done, more obvious than it would have been on an older girl. Her body had not yet finished growing and swelling and changing. Her breasts were small, underdeveloped. Her legs and arms not quite proportioned right for her growing frame.

“No…” Roy whimpered, his new voice soft, the young girl in the camera moving her lips in time with his, “dear God, please no…”

Jay was right.

The witch hadn’t just turned him into a girl.

She’d turned him into a teen girl. Into a young, shy, developing girl, still unsure of herself and her place in this big, wide world.

A girl still far from adulthood, a girl still at school, a girl who still thought hanging out at the mall was the coolest thing you could possibly do.

As he trembled, looking at the wide-eyed, scared young girl looking back at him, Roy heard Jay give a great, big hearty laugh.

“Roy,” his tormentor giggled, “meet Rachel…

…the teen girl you’ll be for the rest of your life!”

Continue reading at Amazon.com…


Also by Lisa Change
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The School Boy Who Turned into a Girl

18-year old jock Geoff seems to have it all. A reputation as a powerful athlete. The eye of beautiful girls. But appearances can be deceptive…


Deep down, Geoff knows something is wrong. Knows his male body doesn’t feel right. Knows his attraction to his best friend Louis and his muscular gym teacher is something that has to be kept secret, hidden away.


Until now.


One day, an unexpected change turns Geoff’s life on its head. After an accident, this muscular jock wakes up to find himself magically turned into a beautiful girl! Suddenly, Geoff is living the life he always wanted to live… as the cutest girl at school!


But there are storm clouds brewing. Even as Geoff embarks on a taboo whirlwind romance, there are signs that his newfound bliss may be shattered. More changes are on the horizon, and Geoff will have to fight to keep his gorgeous new body from changing again. Will this former-male find love and acceptance as a girl? Or is he doomed to watch as his dream life as a girl is cruelly snatched away? 

Buy now


Trapped as a Girl

(five tales of gender transformation)

College kid Dorian has a secret. By day, he's a handsome, straight boy with a loving girlfriend. By night, he dreams of living the life he always wanted: as a gorgeous girl with the whole of London at her feet! But what will happen when his dreams come true...?


Cursed by a magic painting, Dorian suddenly finds himself leading a double life as blonde bombshell Darina, the cutest girl in England! Pretty, popular, and married to a hunk of a man, Dorian must now decide if his sparkly new transgender dream life is worth giving up everything in his old male life for... forever. 


In the longest tale in her new collection The Gender Transformation of Dorian Gray Lisa Change – author of The School Boy Who Turned into a Girl – invites you into a parallel London where boys can magically turn into beautiful girls, and unexpected romance is only one transformation away! The rest of the collection includes: 

The Perfect Punishment

He Became Her Hucow

Turned into Her Breasts

The Stripper Curse

Includes author introductions and insights into each story!

Buy now


Turned into a Cowgirl

City boy Lloyd has always dreamed of heading out west and starting a new life in that rugged, manly world. And now his dream has come true. There’s just one problem. He isn’t a 'he' anymore…


One morning, Lloyd wakes up to find himself transformed into a busty, dark-haired beauty named Nancy. Magically dressed in leather boots, a tiny denim jacket and a cute little cowboy hat, this wannabee cowboy must suddenly learn to deal with life as the cutest cowgirl in the West!


But the spell has changed more than just Lloyd’s body. Suddenly married to a muscular, protective hunk of a cowboy, Lloyd must fight his new body’s urges to play the part of the perfect little wifey… or risk becoming the love of this powerful, rugged man’s life!


Have Lloyd’s dreams really come true? Or is this the beginning of a nightmare…? 

Buy now


About the Author

Lisa Change specializes in stories of gender transformation. Her favorite books feature strong men losing their masculinity and becoming weak and submissive women. Among other kinky interests, she's obsessed by forced male pregnancy, feminization, gender swap servitude, men turned into maids, sexual orientation reversal, bimbofication and magical age regression.

If you've ever wondered what it would be like to feel your masculinity slipping away as you slowly transform into a beautiful, obedient woman, these books are for you...

To see hot new releases, read kinky free short stories and keep up to date with news visit Lisa at her blog.
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If you like what you’ve read, why not leave a review? Your recommendations will help others discover the naughtiest gender-swap tales on Amazon.
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