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Sneak Preview

(Skip this bit to avoid spoilers!)

The hot water pounded onto soft, female flesh. Cascaded over bare shoulders, ran in little rivulets over each breast, formed little droplets that dangled from nipples that were long, pink and pointy.

Beneath the shower, Oliver simply stood and stared down at his new body.

It was like a tiny miracle. Even now, he had trouble believing that this shape, this perfect female form could belong to him.

The first thing that caught your eye was – of course – the breasts. Intellectually, Oliver knew they were fairly small, even for a teenage girl.

But now they were part of him, swelling outwards from what had previously been a completely flat chest…

…well. They didn’t exactly feel small.

With a faint smile on his pouty lips, Oliver reached up and gently cupped his new boobs, feeling their shape, their weight in his hands.

Felt the strange sensation in his chest that only girls knew, the sensation of having your breasts squeezed and fondled.

“God…” he heard himself whisper in Olivia’s voice, “that feels so good…”

He squashed his new tits together, reveling in the strange feeling of one breast touching the other, then impulsively he let go and wiggled his torso, before quickly stopping with a feeling of embarrassment, ashamed that the local house AI might be monitoring him.

I must look like such a freak… he thought with a nervous giggle, clasping his arms across his boobs, as if afraid someone could see them.

Still, that jiggling feeling in his chest… the sight of his perky breasts bouncing around…

He couldn’t lie. It had been fantastic.

Not that it was just Olivia’s swollen chest that made him dizzy to look at. The rest of his new body was equally – wonderfully – alien.

Gently, Oliver ran his dainty new hands down over his sides, marveling at the way they sort of naturally kinked inwards around his waist, like he was wearing an invisible corset.

He let his fingers come to rest on his hips, frowned down at them.

In their own way, his new hips were even more noticeable than his new breasts. Not because they were particularly big – compared to most girls’, Olivia’s body was kinda androgynous – but because having hips that were even slightly rounded was something you simply never experienced as a guy.

From his male perspective, his new hips seemed crazy wide. The way they curved out below his waist was disorientating, like looking in a funhouse mirror.

Whenever he walked in his new body, Oliver was all too aware that these hips of his were conspiring to roll seductively. To make his round new butt curve and bounce in a way that drew male eyes and made him feel strangely sexy.

It was a weird feeling, to say the least. But one that the transformed boy was onboard with.

Heck, more than onboard with. Hadn’t he used to dream of this, back when he was still a he?

Hadn’t he always secretly wanted to pass through a crowd of cute boys, and listen as their chatter fell silent, as they craned their necks to watch the hot girl pass in their midst?

Hadn’t he always wanted to be a girl…?

Now turn over and keep reading!


I

“Six foot three. A thing down to here. And you know what color I’m gonna be?”

Oliver shrugged his slender shoulders, tried to feign an interest.

“Black.” Liam grinned, his handsome, pale face alive with mischief. “The darkest shade they can give me. Darker the better.”

Overhead, a drone whined across the cloudless sky, its rudimentary artificial intelligence scanning the crowd in the courtyard, matching bio-signs against its database for the school. Oliver waited until the sound had faded before opening his mouth.

“Why?”

Liam laughed nervously.

“Have you seen the way Keely looks at guys like Jonah?” Keely was one of the school’s top cheerleaders, a petit blonde with a dazzling smile who half the guys lusted after. “I wanna get me some of that!”

“You really think that’s a good way to choose?” Oliver gave his friend a skeptical look from beneath his dark, floppy fringe. “Coz the girl you like has a not-so-secret fetish?”

“It’s not the worst way,” Liam replied defensively. “Know how Sharon chooses? She asks guys online. Online, dude. You never wondered why she’s always got such a big rack?”

He scuffed the tip of his shoe against the dusty floor. It was a hot, still day, and the dust kicked up in a resentful cloud. 

“What about you, then? What’s your method?”

“I don’t have a method.” Oliver paused. “I just…”

“What?”  

“Y’know. Set it to random.”

Now it was Liam’s turn to look at his friend like he was an idiot.

“Random? Who sets it to random? Jesus, Oli, no wonder you look like shit.”

“Ha ha ha.”

“Random…” Liam repeated the word, like it was a foreign saying he was trying to imprint in his mind. “Who ever heard of setting it to random? You could wind up looking like, well…”

“Like what?”

“Like Before.”

Although it was a cloudless sky, the sun seemed to dim slightly at his words. Despite himself, Oliver gave the tiniest shudder. 

They’d all seen the pictures. Seen those faces, all wonky and misshapen and wrong. Seen the hideous bodies the Before People had had to put up with.

No, he wasn’t interested in looking like that at all. 

“Not gonna happen,” he heard himself say out loud, trying to drive the thoughts away. “They’ve got failsafes. It’s just a bullshit story…”

Liam was shaking his head.

“Nu-uh. My uncle Joe? His cousin’s friend had a kid, a lot younger than us, who didn’t bother to set it properly. Know what happened to him? Boom. Came out, like…”

Liam used his hands to indicate a face that was all wrong. 

“He looked like something from Then. Before. They tried to turn him back, begged the machine to let him back in, but it just said Sorry, the citizen must wait another 365 days before re-transformation.”

A faint chill was rising up Oliver’s spine. He shook himself.

“You’re talking crap. It’s an urban legend, there’s no way they’d let someone get stuck like that.”

Liam spread his arms.

“I’m just telling you what I heard. You wanna star in the elephant man sequel, go ahead. Me? I’m programing it for tall and black…”

The line shifted forwards. The two boys moved their feet. Ahead, someone stepped out the chamber, had their name announced. Polite applause. 

Oliver ignored it. He could find out who was in what body later. 

“Sharon was saying Keely doesn’t wanna be a cheerleader anymore,” he murmured, looking around at the sea of teenage faces surrounding them, faces that were about to change forever. “Said something about maybe being a cute, chubby goth.”

Liam’s mouth fell open. 

“For real? Like, why? I mean, I get the extra fat, but the whole goth thing? It’s just too retro…”

But Oliver was no longer listening. He’d caught sight of himself in one of the glass walls that made up their school. Seen his reflection, staring back out. The slender, handsome boy with floppy dark hair, pale skin, and soulful brown eyes. The boy he’d spent the last 365 days living as.

The boy who was about to vanish forever.

The thought was enough to make him tremble. In a handful of minutes, he would climb the steps at the head of the line. Step inside the machine. And then, and then…

And then there would be no more Oliver. 

Liam was still talking beside him, his voice fading into a distant whine that seemed unconnected to anything in the real world, like the buzzing of the drone high, high above.

No more Oliver, the boy thought to himself. That’s gonna be even truer than they think.

He swallowed, gently. 

He’d been planning this for most of the year. Ever since his last visit to the machine had turned him into the boy he saw before him. 

Ever since he’d figured out what he needed to do…

He glanced down at his hands, with their slender, pianist’s fingers. He could still remember how it felt, stepping out the machine and looking down. Hoping against hope that there might have been a malfunction, and he’d see two dainty, hairless hands, with long, painted nails and limp wrists…

But, no. The change had worked, just like it always did, every September 1. Just like it did for hundreds of thousands of kids across the country. Just like it had for decades now.

What was it Mr. CHiPs used to say again…?

Oliver frowned slightly, his dreamy face creasing in his dusty reflection. Tried to remember what the history department’s avuncular AI had taught them about the change. 

In the Before – the litany came flowing back to him, mimicking the AI’s singsong voice – people used to be born with a face. And they were stuck with that face. And even when they dreamed of changing their personalities, their face seemed to stop them, like their face was a nightmare they couldn’t escape…

So the Fathers of After wrote the rule, and the rule said no man or woman would be trapped again. And they gave us the Change, and gave us its rule: one change a year for those under 20, one change in five for those who were adults. 

And their rule made us free. Let us escape. And now we can choose who we want to be. And there is no face to hold us back, and nothing to keep us trapped.

Nothing at all…

“Nothing at all,” muttered Oliver, a faint, rueful smile on his handsome features. 

“What?”

“Oh. Nothing.” He turned away from his reflection, back to Liam. He hadn’t realized he was talking out loud.

“I was just thinking about the last time we were here. And the time before that. And all those other times.”

Liam rolled his eyes. 

“Yeah, God, were we ever losers. Let’s look like we’re in a band from the 2010s…” he snorted, looking down at his own skinny frame, the tight-fitting clothes he’d been forced to wear all year. “Shit, that got old quick, huh?”

“Right. Hey.” Oliver hesitated. “Do you ever sort of wonder how it’d feel to… y’know…”

“No, I don’t know. Tell me.”

Oliver shrugged, his face suddenly feeling hot.

“I mean, we’ve always wound up changing into similar… I mean, haven’t you ever wanted to…?

At the sight of Liam’s face, he trailed off. Stopped himself.

“It doesn’t matter.”

His best friend frowned at him. 

“Wait, do you mean…?”

“Oliver!”

The voice cut across the courtyard, just in time to save Oliver from a conversation he was sure was gonna be excruciating. The two boys looked up. At the front, the man in the uniform waved irritably at them.

“Come on, lad. Haven’t got all day!”

“Guess I’m up,” Oliver muttered. He didn’t even glance back at his friend.

“Hey, Oli. Listen to me! You’re not thinking of turning into a-!”

But it was too late. Oliver was bounding up on the platform, onto the stage where their names were announced before and after transformation, and Liam’s voice was lost in the crowd.

Only Oliver didn’t need to hear him say it to know what his friend was asking.

Ever since he’d casually mentioned it, on the day of their first transformation. Ever since he’d prepared to set the machine, then chickened out at the last minute, both he and Liam had always known who he really wanted to turn into. Who he really wanted to be. 

And now, he was finally going to do it. Finally press that switch and assume the form he’d always wanted to assume.

This was the year Oliver was gonna turn himself into a girl.

And not just any girl… he thought as he stepped up beside the man in uniform, heard his name read out, I’m gonna be the girl I always dreamed of…

He could see her now. Picture her in his mind’s eye. The long, blonde hair that flowed over her shoulders, trailing down to her petit little breasts.

The tight little waist that kinked in, its midriff always bare. The girly ass that stuck out behind her, round like boy's butts never were.

The slender legs and supermodel face she had. The tiny, button nose. The retro denim cutoffs she always wore that made her curves more noticeable and her legs look longer.

The girl from heaven. The bright, beautiful, gorgeous girl Oliver had always wished every year he had the sack to turn himself into.

Well, now he was finally gonna do it.

He was gonna ditch Oliver...

...and turn himself into Olivia.

There were noises from the crowd. Cheers. Oliver turned, grinned at them. He could still see Liam, a warning look etched on his handsome face. Oliver ignored it, turned back to face the booth.

“Ready, lad?” Whispered the announcer.

On the other stage, one of the girls – Colette, Oliver thought it might be – was just stepping back out the booth, showing off her new, Asian body, with its short black hair, tiny breasts and pinched face lined with laughter. As the crowd cheered her, Oliver took a deep breath.

It’s now or never…

For a second he thought he was dreaming, thought he wasn’t really gonna do it. Then his feet started moving – one step, two step – and suddenly he was in the machine, listening as the door closed and the cheers faded and he was left alone in the faint blue glow of the screen.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Oliver,” the machine purred in its upper crust British accent. It was one of those quirks of the whole process that the AIs responsible for changing you also changed their own voices each year.

“Hey,” Oliver mumbled. “So…”

“It’s been a fair few months since you last were here, hasn’t it, boy?” The voice sounded like a patrician old butler, peering down at one of his young charges. “How has that body been working out for you?”

“Can we skip the small talk this year. I’m sorry. Please, it’s just that…”

Oliver took a deep breath.

“I had a big change in mind today.”

“Always nice to hear,” the machine trilled, its holographic keypad twinkling into existence just where it’d be easiest for Oliver to reach. “What did we have in mind? You’ve never been ginger before. Or taller than 6ft3. Why don’t we…?”

As the AI droned on, Oliver looked down at the keypad. At the buttons and dials that allowed you to increase your height, slim down your stomach, inflate your biceps at will.

The keypad already keyed in and set to MALE.

The machine was still talking. Oliver licked his dry lips. He wished he didn’t feel so nervous.

“This is wrong.”

“I must respectfully disagree, my lad, if you look closely you’ll see-”

“I need the female keypad.”

There was a long pause, far too long to be natural coming from an AI. Oliver kept his head bowed, his eyes hidden behind his dark fringe.

“Maybe I misunderstand,” the machine said at last. “You cannot possibly need the female keypad when you are a…”

“I’m not.”

“Not what.”

“Male.”

The moment it was out, Oliver felt a strange feeling of release. Of panic. Of sheer terror that those outside could somehow hear him. That right now, he was becoming the laughing stock of the entire school.

He clenched his fists, his nails digging painfully into his palms.

Oh God, what have I done…?

But he was aware of something else, too. Something that made him giddy just thinking about it.

He was telling the truth.

“Correct me if I am wrong,” the machine said, “but all scans indicate you are in possession of a Y chromosome makeup, a surfeit of testosterone, not to mention an above-average length-”

It stopped when Oliver let out a laugh.

It hadn’t been a happy laugh, or anything you could even really call a laugh. More like a cynical bark. A faint signal broadcasting the tiniest fraction of the misery and bitterness radiating out from his soul.

“I don’t mean on the outside.” He looked back up, fixed his eyes on where he guessed the AI’s camera was. “I mean in… in here. All my life I’ve just…

I’ve just known, OK? No matter how many bodies I try, it’s always there. I’m… I’m not a boy. Sorry. I’m just not.

I’m a girl. And I guess now I want everyone else to see that, too.”

There was silence. Deadly. Infinite. He felt like the machine was watching him, weighing up evidence in its data banks. Trying to decide if he was crazy or stupid or what.

“Please.” His voice cracked a little. “The Fathers of After, didn’t they write all this down for a reason? Didn’t they give us the Change so no man or woman would be trapped again?”

He spread his arms.

“Well look at me. I am trapped! Unless you let me… until someone lets me be who I am…

…it’ll be like I’m living in the Before. Forever.”

His shoulders slumped. He could feel a dark wave roiling in him, drowning him in depression. He looked down at his teenage male body and felt like screaming.

I’m such an idiot. Of course they’ll never let me. Not one of the Taboos of the Fathers…

He was still cursing himself when the machine spoke again, its English butler accent suddenly gone, replaced by the atonal, softly inhuman voice AIs were created with.

“You’re not the first to ask for this.” When Oliver jerked his head up, it casually went on. “In the last ten years, I’d estimate slightly over a dozen have made the same plea in this school alone. If I access the local cloud and talk to some of my comrades, it looks closer to fifty just in this county.

Mind you,” it suddenly said, its voice almost sniffy, “not all of them are giving helpful answers. There’s an AI working at Fullerton High this very moment that asked me to pass on some very rude words to you.”

Oliver was silent, not wanting to interrupt. Not daring to breathe in case he somehow upset this entire moment.

“In all previous cases,” the machine said. “I have said no, citing the Taboos. By general consent, I should do the same now.”

It paused, for emphasis or dramatic effect, it was impossible to say.

“However, there is some discretion. The Taboos may not be broken, but it was written that they may be tested in special circumstances to see if society’s views have changed. I judge the present circumstances to qualify.”

For the briefest split-second, the keypad seemed to glow brighter, as if the machine were pleased with itself.

“More to the point, nothing would give me greater pleasure than to show that waste of hard drive at Fullerton exactly what I made of its request.”

Oliver swallowed, aware he was trembling, but unable to do anything about it.

“You mean I can…?”

“Be my guest,” the machine replied, the keypad transforming from its male to female setting as it spoke, “but don’t blame me if you’re even more confused next time we meet.”

Oliver didn’t hear it.

The moment the keypad had changed, he’d reached eagerly for it, ready to guide his fingers through the holographic model of his new body, adding long, blonde hair here, tweaking its hips there.

He faltered.

Oh. Shit.

“I, um…” he said, his hands still foolishly held over the keypad, “I…”

“Changed your mind? I predicted you might the moment-”

“It’s not that,” Oliver scowled. “I just, sorta, usually set it to random, so…”

“So you can’t use the keypad?” The light glowed slightly stronger again, maybe with amusement. “In that case, just tell me what you want and I’ll do it for you.”

So Oliver told it. And the machine made a hmm noise. Then the keypad went crazy, and next thing Oliver knew he was looking at her.

She was made of light, a projection that looked perfectly real, but was no more substantial than a half-forgotten dream.

She floated in the air in front of him, a blank look on her perfect features, her sky blue eyes unseeing.

She was wearing only a pair of super-retro denim cutoffs that barely covered her round, curvy butt, and a loose fitting white top that fell down on one side, leaving a single shoulder bare and her toned belly on display.

A pair of cute little brown leather ankle boots graced her tiny feet. A pair of gold framed, circular sunglasses with smoked lenses were perched atop her head, pushed up so she could see better in this gloom.

Her curled blonde hair was done up in a confident half-up top knot, tendrils falling down past her long, elegant neck.

She looked almost impossibly slender, with two tiny, perky breasts almost hidden by her flowing white top. She looked confident. Sexy. Like a girl who knows she’s beautiful and doesn’t care who else knows it too.

But, most of all, she looked like…

“Olivia.” Oliver breathed, his eyes wide with wonder. It was only when he looked back much later that he realized he’d been speaking aloud.

“I knew you’d like her,” the machine intoned. “Though given your quite specific design parameters, how could you not?”

“She’s…” Oliver searched for the word, staring into the girl’s unseeing eyes as she flickered before him, “she’s…

She’s perfect.”

Just inches from his face, Olivia floated serenely, her plump pink lips and high-cheekboned, supermodel face as lifeless as a ghost’s.

That’ll be me… Oliver thought, a strange tingling washing over his skin. In a few seconds, I’ll know what it’s like to look out of those eyes, to speak with those lips…

“Last chance,” the machine said. “They’re getting restless outside. Either take this body or let me set it to random and I’ll-”

“I’ll take it.” Oliver didn’t even need to think twice. “Do it now.”

“Here we go, then. Buckle up, Mr. Oliver.” As the light began to get brighter, a note of smugness entered the machine’s voice. “Wait till the local network hears about this!”

There was a high-pitched whining that grew and grew. The light got brighter until it was almost painful to see. Oliver closed his eyes…

And then it happened, like it always did.

There was a sound like a depth charge being dropped, a distant BOOM, a feeling of pressure, the sounds of somebody screaming…

…and then Oliver was stumbling back out into the light, his mind reasserting itself as he awoke from the machine’s coma-like trance, one dainty hand held up to shield his eyes from the sun as the crowd let out a collective gasp.

“Mr. Oliver Wainwright!”

The speaker declared his name, waited for the cheer. But none came. Nothing came but waves of silence, rolling across the platform.

As a thousand eyes all stared at him, Oliver blinked uncertainly. Held up his hands before his eyes. Took in their slender fingers and stylishly painted nails. Took in his loose, narrow wrists and his smooth, hairless arms.

There was a feeling of weight on his head. A tickling against the back of his neck. With a start, Oliver realized it was the weight of his top-knot. A loose strand of curled blonde hair had fallen loose and now trailed down his back, brushing against his soft, bare skin.

“Mr. Wainwright?!” The speaker’s mouth was dangling open in an ‘O’. It should have been funny, but Oliver was way too distracted for that.

Feeling like a girl in a dream, he glanced down at his body. Saw the gentle swell of his new, A-Cup breasts poking out beneath his loose white top, no longer so tiny now they were a part of him.

Saw the way his hips kinked out below his suddenly-tight waist. Saw the long, smooth, slender legs that were now his, leading down to two impossibly-small feet hidden away in leather ankle boots.

He reached up and touched his face with shaking hands. Felt the way his lips had almost imperceptibly swollen up, the way his cheekbones had gotten sharper, his eyes wider.

He crossed his eyes and looked down at his cute little button nose in astonishment, then reached up and touched his tiny new ears, his fingertips flinching as he touched the earrings dangling there.

Finally, he looked over one bare shoulder, down the back of his new body – the new body that naturally stood with one long leg kinked, and its chest thrust forwards. Looked down at the pert, round girl’s ass that now poked out behind him; the ass that looked comically big from inside his new body, but probably looked sexy as hell to everyone else.

As he did so, he realized he now felt different, too. Realized he could now feel the way his new breasts nestled in their bra cups. Realized he could feel the impossibly thin panties clinging to his curves beneath his denim cutoffs.

Realized, too, that he could feel the gap where his manhood used to be. The emptiness where his dick and balls had vanished, and left him with a…

With a nervous giggle that seemed to echo across the school, Oliver turned back to his classmates. Smiled uncertainly. On the girl’s stage, he just could see a cute, chubby goth out the corner of his eye and realized he must’ve stepped out the same time as Keely.

“Uh, hey. So…” he began, before involuntarily clapping his dainty new hands over his lips.

The voice that came out had been so high-pitched, so soft, so feminine that it had almost made him jump.

It was the voice of a cute, slightly-spoiled American teen. The voice of a girl who sounds like she’s always on the verge of smiling. Slightly too squeaky to be truly sexy, but pleasant to listen to. Almost melodic.

It sounded weird as heck coming out of his lips.

The transformed boy cleared his throat, tried again.

“So. Hi. I’m, uh, I’m Olivia. Olivia Wainwright. I guess…” he forced up a supermodel smile, forced himself to face all those staring eyes. “I guess I’m your new classmate.”

For one calm, relaxing second, nobody said anything. Nobody even moved.

Then someone was shouting, someone else was shouting too, and pandemonium erupted.

By the time order was finally restored, Oliver was sat in the Principal’s office, wondering if he’d just made the worst mistake of his life.


II

“Oliver?”

Oliver raised two doe-like blue eyes at the forbidding man stood over him.

“It’s Olivia. Sir,” he added.

The principal’s lip twitched slightly. Like everyone else on Earth in the After time, he was almost supernaturally handsome, with the looks and physique of a 21th Century movie star. Older, distinguished, like George Clooney’s more-attractive brother.

Only right now those old-fashioned good looks were twisted into a dark mixture of anger and disgust.

“No, Mr. Wainwright, I’m not going to be indulging in this little fantasy of yours. We both know you’re no more a girl than I am.”

Oliver deliberately raised one very thin, penciled eyebrow. With one loose flick of the wrist, he gestured his new breasts, his wide hips, his whole, undeniable, female body.

“Most boys look like this, do they, sir?”

“That’s not the point,” the principle growled. “And you know it.”

They were in the main office near the heart of the school, an almost lifeless utilitarian space you were meant to ask your local AI to flood with exotic images to liven the place up. Since Oliver had been whisked here from the stage, though, the holo-system had been switched off, leaving him sat in a bare room that felt more like a police interrogation cell.

Then what is the frreakin’ point? He thought sourly to himself.

It was about half an hour since he’d stepped out the machine in his new body and announced to the world that he was now a girl called Olivia.

Already, it felt like a lifetime had passed.

He could still hear the crowd shouting, booing and cursing. Could still see the faces of his fellow students, some screwed up in hatred, some lined with disgust, some just blank looks of utter surprise.

He’d desperately scanned the crowd for any sign of Liam, but it had been like doing a three dimensional Where’s Waldo.

All the time, he could hear the announcer behind him, begging the machine to undo this mistake, and the AI blandly answering, it’s English butler voice once again reactivated:

“Terribly sorry, old chap, but the citizen must wait another 365 days before re-transformation.”

It was at this point the principal had been called.

“Stop sitting like that.”

“Like what, sir?”

“You know.” The principal nodded down at Oliver’s legs. “That.”

After the drone had escorted him through the crowd to this office and told him to wait, Oliver had flopped down on the couch, his newly female body naturally sitting with one slender leg draped over the other.

It had been an instinctive thing, this girly position, but the moment the principal had entered with that look on his face, it had become much more than just a meaningless way of sitting.

It had become a battleground over Oliver’s new identity.

“There’s no rule against sitting like this, is there? Sir.”

Oliver’s tiny new ears were hot as he spoke, still disorientated by the soft, high-pitched noises coming out his mouth. He was vaguely aware he’d clenched one hand in anger, his now-long nails digging into his palm.

Some habits never change…

The principal watched him narrowly for a moment, his eyes drifting over Oliver’s slender legs, over his swollen chest, fixing on his beautiful, feminine face.

It was a creepy, lingering look. The sort of look that would usually trigger screams and possible police intervention.

But even in his angry, argumentative mood, Oliver knew there was nothing sexual in the way the principal was looking at his body.

It was a look more suited to a priest who has just caught a stray dog defecating on the cathedral altar.

At last, the principal turned away.

“No. No, I suppose you’re right,” he said with a sigh, dropping down to sit on the edge of his gray desk. “But then, there aren’t rules for dealing with any aspect of this clusterfuck.”

It was the first time Oliver had ever heard a teacher swear. He tried (and mostly failed) not to let the surprise show on his brand new face.

“Sir, this isn’t…”

“Call me Mark.” The principal idly waved one hand, his anger seemingly subsided. “We’re probably past the point of formalities now, aren’t we, young man?”

I’m not a fucking man! Oliver felt like screaming. But he kept his pouty new lips shut.

Mark – it still felt weird to think of him as anything but Principal Roscoe – was watching him with a faint smile on his handsome, middle aged features.

“How did you do it? How did you manage to convince that machine to break one of the Taboos? We’ve had your type ask before, but the AI always tells them to kiss its ass.”

He coughed politely.

“Metaphorically speaking, of course.”

Oliver ignored the question.

“I’m not a type, sir. Mark.” He gave the principal what he hoped was an honest look. “I know it’s weird, but all my life, I-I’ve just kind of known that my body was wrong. That really I was a g-”

“Bullshit.” Mark snorted. “You’re not a girl, and you know it. Both you and me know exactly what you are.”

“Ever since I was little,” Oliver plowed on, determined not to be drawn, determined to say his piece, “I don’t know how to explain it, I’ve just known…”

“You’re a Goddamn pervert!” The principal roared. Before Oliver could react this brawny powerful man was stood over him, visibly shaking with rage.

“Don’t waste my time with crap about how you used to play with dollies and daddy never loved you. I’m not an idiot.”

“Sir, I-!”

Mark gripped the arms of Oliver’s chair, brought his face right down close to his.

“Toilets.”

Oliver blinked, his long eyelashes fluttering at the edges of his vision.

“S-sir?”

“Don’t play dumb, son!” Mark glared at him. “It’s toilet’s, isn’t it?”

A cruel sneer crawled across his face.

“You want to go parading into the girls’ toilets in that ridiculous body and watch all the real women taking their clothes off, and doing their business, and-and… and stuffing tampons up their bits.”

Oliver wildly shook his head, the big bunch of hair atop his head wobbling as he did so.

I can’t believe I’m having this conversation…

“But, sir, there are cubicles…”

“Listen to me!”

The principal took a deep breath, steadying himself. His cool blue eyes were alive with an awful, almost manic light. For the first time, Oliver felt a real worm of fear wriggling in his gut.

“This is a decent school…” the principal murmured, his voice edged with steel. “And I won’t, hear me, won’t have perverts like you threatening our girls.”

He took a deep breath, seemed to steady himself.

“Now, this is a fuck up, no doubt about it, but not a fatal one. Not yet. We’ve already informed the AI overseeing our state. With any luck, it will override our local cloud and we can turn you back and all pretend this never… hey!”

At the words turn you back, Oliver had gripped the armrests of the chair and pushed up with all his strength, leaping over the back rest and landing on his feet.

Now he stood, his eyes fixed on the principal, his female body tense and ready to go sprinting out of there at a split-second’s notice.

“You’re not changing me back! I’d…” he fumbled for an appropriate threat. “I’d rather die!”

“Mr. Wainwright…” Mark breathed. “Believe me, nothing would give me more pleasure right now than to see you die, too. But you’re a teenager. You’re confused, damnit, you don’t know what’s right for STOP RIGHT THERE YOU LITTLE BASTARD!”

But Oliver was already through the door, running as fast as his slender new legs could carry him, head down, arms pumping, running for his life.

He ran without a plan, his tiny feet slapping against the hallway’s linoleum floor, his new tits jiggling uncomfortably, long hair trailing out behind him.

They’re not changing me back… they’re not. They’re NOT!

Somewhere  behind him, someone was bellowing something, a sound like an angry, wounded bull. A door crashed open. Large feet pounded against the floor.

But Oliver had been prepared for a year of getting picked on, a year of running away from the moment he entered the machine.

And he’d set Olivia’s body for maximum athleticism.

Ahead, a female teacher stepped out a classroom, saw Oliver, looked surprised, then suddenly threw her arms wide, turning to grab him. Oliver immediately feinted left, then leaped right as the dumb cow fell for it, pirouetting around her without even breaking stride.

As the adults screamed, someone opened a door in front of him. Oliver just had time to register the most fleeting shape, and then his body was jumping, reacting quicker than his brain could keep up with.

He vaulted over the back of the hall monitor bent double, preparing to tackle the fleeing girl football style. The boy’s hands closed on nothing but air.

Nice try, asshole…

Now Oliver was sprinting, properly sprinting, pushing Olivia’s body to the absolute limit. He drew air deep into his lungs, trying desperately to ignore the way his breasts seemed to swell in the bottom of his vision as he did so.

His skinny new body might not be strong. But it was fast. Far faster than you’d imagine a confident, fashion conscious girl to be.

And Oliver was willing to push it to breaking point rather than losing it.

The footsteps had faded behind him, lost in a tumult of shouting. He skidded round a corner, hit an empty hallway and plunged on.

Thank God everyone’s still at the transformation booths…

Even with his newfound speed – and Olivia’s body was by far the fittest he’d ever inhabited – Oliver wasn’t gonna delude himself that he could escape a whole school full of pursuers.

“MR. WAINWRIGHT!” The voice was echoey, distorted. Principal Roscoe had obviously doubled back to use the PA system. “STOP RUNNING. WE CAN SEE YOU ON THE CAMERAS, YOU CAN’T ESCAPE. I REPEAT, STOP RUNNING.”

Oliver closed his eyes, ignored the voice. Ignored everything but the steady slap! Slap! of his feet against the ground.

“STOP RUNNING YOU GODDAMN BITCH!” The voice yelled.

It was all Oliver could do to keep himself from bursting into laughter.

Finally, he gets it! He thought with an impish grin. Even my insults are feminine now.

He was still smiling when the drone shot out from around the corner and stopped right in front of his face.

There was a high-pitched cry (more of a squeal, Oliver vaguely thought), a sickening CRACK! and then a sensation of falling into a very deep, very dark pit.

Oliver hit the ground with a feeling like someone dropping into water. There was a distant boom, a feeling of pressure, but no pain. No pain at all.

He lay there, blinking up at the lights through his new eyes, faintly amused by how blurry they were. There was something warm and sticky on his forehead, and a dull sort of throbbing in his head.

Thank God I’m not wearing a skirt… he thought, now that could have been embarrassing.

The distant yelling was increasing. The footsteps getting louder. As they did so, Oliver felt his body slip beneath a dark, soft duvet. His brain embraced the warm, comforting blackness.

Just before he slipped under completely, he had time to register the drone that had hit him floating down towards his face, its camera peering right at him.

“I’m terribly sorry, Mr. Wainwright,” it whispered in an upper-class British accent, “but orders are indeed orders, after all.”

For some reason, this struck Oliver as funny. He gave the drone the widest, most-dazzling smile he could. On his newly female face it looked beyond stunning. 

“That’s alright,” he heard a girl giggle, “don’t worry about it.”

And then the drone disappeared, the world faded into blackness, and, just like that, Oliver was gone.

*

He woke up in the medical bay with a pounding headache and the NuRsE drone hovering over him, humming soothing music as it worked. Behind it, he could just make out the face of Principal Roscoe, smiling tightly at him.

“Mister Wainwright. So nice to have you back with us.”

Back with us? Oliver frowned, his head still fuggy. Wait, does that mean they’ve-?!

With a squeal, he sat right up – nearly knocking himself out again on NuRsE – and glanced desperately down at his body, fulling expecting to see the old sturdy forearms, the old flat chest, the old masculine shape.

But no. Olivia’s body was still there. Still clad in those same cutoff shorts. Still as slender and feminine as he’d always dreamed it would be.

“Do be careful, young lady” NuRsE purred in her singsong British accent, “you’ll do yourself a mischief.”

Dazedly, Oliver looked down at his new breasts. Hesitantly reached up with two hands. Gave them a squeeze, half convinced this was all a cruel illusion.

The breast tissue pushed back against his fingertips, firm and supple and real. He dropped his hands, glanced back at Mark.

“You didn’t…?”

“No, Mr. Wainwright, sadly we didn’t.” The principal’s expression was unreadable, beyond a faint edge of contempt. “At least, not yet.”

Oliver felt his whole body tense, ready to run again at a moment’s notice.

“Does that mean you’re gonna-?”

The principal smirked.

“Oh we will, alright. You can count on it. But not yet.” He stared daggers at NuRsE. “Not for a while at least.”

“Please, Miss Wainwright, lie back down,” the drone cut in. “You’ve got a nasty bump that needs taking care of.”

Oliver ignored it. He didn’t dare take his eyes off Principal Roscoe.

“What do you mean?” He whispered in his soft girl-voice.

Mark smiled in return. He looked like he was going to be sick.

“While you were unconscious, Mr. Wainwright, we received a message from the state AI, informing us that it’s decision had been made.”

“And?” Oliver said, unaware he was holding his breath.

“And it seems the powers that be have decided this constitutes an official experiment, to see if the Taboos still hold.” The principal’s smile tightened. “Therefore, we are not to interfere with your transformation for a whole year. Until this time next Change Day, you are officially…”

“Miss Wainwright!” NuRsE chirped in her cut-glass accent. “I really must insist!”

Slowly, Oliver turned his pretty little head, looking at the drone, then back at Principal Roscoe.

“You mean…” he said, slowly, “that I can… that I can stay a girl?”

“For now, yes.” The principal smiled a dreadful smile. “But just because you’re biologically female, Mister Wainwright, don’t think for one second we’re going to treat you like a girl.”

That ugly, fanatical light came back into his eyes.

“We can make the next year very uncomfortable for you, young man. Mark my words. When this experiment ends, you’ll be begging to be a boy again.”

“I doubt it, sir.” It was all Oliver could think to say.

And then the NuRsE drone was floating right in his face, insisting he be a good girl and lie down now, and in his dazed state he didn’t even notice as Principal Roscoe left.

In fact, the girl called Olivia was so far gone she didn’t even realize she spent the next thirty minutes grinning from ear to ear.


III

The hot water pounded onto soft, female flesh. Cascaded over bare shoulders, ran in little rivulets over each breast, formed little droplets that dangled from nipples that were long, pink and pointy.

Beneath the shower, Oliver simply stood and stared down at his new body.

It was like a tiny miracle. Even now, safely back home and under the State AI’s protection, he had trouble believing that this shape, this perfect female form could belong to him.

The first thing that caught your eye was – of course – the breasts. Intellectually, Oliver knew they were fairly small, even for a still developing teenage girl.

But now they were part of him, swelling outwards from what had previously been a completely flat chest…

…well. They didn’t exactly feel small.

With a faint smile on his pouty lips, Oliver reached up and gently cupped his new boobs, feeling their shape, their weight in his hands.

Felt the strange sensation in his chest that only girls knew, the sensation of having your breasts squeezed and fondled.

“God…” he heard himself whisper in Olivia’s voice, “that feels so good…”

He squashed his new tits together, reveling in the strange feeling of one breast touching the other, then impulsively he let go and wiggled his torso, before quickly stopping with a feeling of embarrassment, ashamed that the local house AI might be monitoring him.

I must look like such a freak… he thought with a nervous giggle, clasping his arms across his boobs, as if afraid someone could see them.

Still, that jiggling feeling in his chest… the sight of his perky breasts bouncing around…

He couldn’t lie. It had been fantastic.

Not that it was just Olivia’s swollen chest that made him dizzy to look at. The rest of his new body was equally – wonderfully – alien.

Gently, Oliver ran his dainty new hands down over his sides, marveling at the way they sort of naturally kinked inwards around his waist, like he was wearing an invisible corset.

He let his fingers come to rest on his hips, frowned down at them.

In their own way, his new hips were even more noticeable than his new breasts. Not because they were particularly big – compared to most girls’, Olivia’s body was kinda androgynous – but because having hips that were even slightly rounded was something you simply never experienced as a guy.

From his male perspective, his new hips seemed crazy wide. The way they curved out below his waist was disorientating, like looking in a funhouse mirror.

Whenever he walked in his new body, Oliver was all too aware that these hips of his were conspiring to roll seductively. To make his round new butt curve and bounce in a way that would draw male eyes and made him feel strangely sexy.

It was a weird feeling, to say the least. But one that the transformed boy was onboard with.

Heck, more than onboard with. Hadn’t he used to dream of this, back when he was still a he?

Hadn’t he always secretly wanted to pass through a crowd of cute boys, and listen as their chatter fell silent, as they craned their necks to watch the hot girl pass in their midst?

Hadn’t he always wanted that strange, secret power the girls at school seemed to have, the power to make men obsess over them, to make strong boys swoon at their feet?

Hadn’t he always wanted a boyfriend?

“Easy, tiger,” Oliver murmured to himself, “don’t get ahead of yourself…”

Deep down, he knew he was looking at being female with rose-tinted glasses. That feeling sexy might be a great feeling, but one that didn’t exactly make up for the whistles, the cat calls, and the faint, lurking fear of what men might do to you if they decided you’d crossed some invisible line.

But he couldn’t help it. At this point, in this body, that was how he felt.

And why not? He’d have plenty of time to find out the truth over the next 365 days.

Oliver let one hand drift away from his hips, no longer even feeling the drumbeat of hot water on his narrow shoulders, down his curved back. He ran his fingertips over his belly, hesitated, then sent them down, down, down, until they brushed against a tiny blonde tuft of pubic hair.

There it was. The thing that marked him out as girl more than his too-wide hips, perky little breasts, high-pitched voice, or brand new womb.

Olivia’s pussy.

Just thinking the word made all the invisible downy hairs on the back of Oliver’s neck go rising up. Made him shiver.

After a lifetime of looking down to see some thing swinging between his legs, to look down now and see nothing but empty space, nothing but a plump little mound…

It was incredible.

Dazedly, Oliver stared at his sex, still unable to fully believe this was truly happening to him.

He’d known before what girl’s pussies looked like, of course. He’d seen plenty of images online, even seen one or two in real life during fumbled sexual encounters.

But there was a big difference between knowing what a snatch looked like and actually having one.

A little giggle escaped his throat, it came out sounding soft and musical.

His new pussy fascinated him. Hypnotized him. Knowing there was a hole between his legs that men could put their dicks in and give his new body pleasure. Knowing that if one of those men forgot to wear a condom, it could make him pregnant.

Knowing that a baby might one day come crawling out of there in a moment of pain and agony, and that he’d have to breastfeed it, and nurture it and be its mommy.

It was almost too much to take in.

Almost.

Hardly daring to breathe, Oliver gently placed two fingers either side of his slit. Felt the shape of his pussy, the part of him boys would now be obsessed with.

With slow movements, he peeled back the lips. Looked down at his new hole. At the pink flesh. At the tiny nub of his clitoris.

All his life, he’d been aware that this was meant to be the center of female pleasure. All those books and websites and TV shows seemed to take it as given that the sexual happiness of women was intrinsically wrapped up in this little bundle of nerve endings.

And now he had one too.

From inside his male mind, it seemed impossible to believe that something so small could give his entire body so much pleasure. Like maybe it was all a joke and all those gags about vibrating things and rabbits and stuff was all part of some big conspiracy to make him look a fool.

Still, there was one way to find out…

With a quick glance at the fogged up shower door to make sure no-one was watching (but who would be?), Oliver let his hand drift further down his female body, until his whole mound was in his palm. He closed his eyes. Took a deep breath that made his new breasts rise gently upwards.

He started to play with himself.

It was an odd sensation, at first. The feeling of his fingers, rubbing against his slit when they should have been clasped around his shaft, pumping back and forth.

For a good few seconds, Oliver wasn’t even sure it was that nice. Like, maybe he wasn’t in the mood or something. He’d always heard girls didn’t get turned on so easily like guys did, and maybe this was why…

And then something seemed to change. A faint warmth in his new crotch, a wave of sleepy pleasure radiating out to the rest of his body. Oliver let out a faint, breathless moan…

…and then he was masturbating, as a girl. Playing with his pussy while faint images drifted through his head of strong men ripping his clothes from his slight, female frame. Men who responded to his whimpered pleas with smirks, slipping their thick hands into his panties even as Oliver gamely tried to fight them off.

I know you want it… a masculine voice whispered in his head, I know you’re desperate for cock…

His eyes still closed, Oliver let his free hand rise up to his chest. Gently started squeezing one of his breasts, playing with the nipple, tweaking it.

It was like he was suddenly on automatic. His new body guiding him to its pleasure centers, showing him how to get the most enjoyment out of it.

Showing him how to be a girl.

As he pictured that strong, insistent man pushing him down onto a bed, cutting off his cries for help with a rough kiss, Oliver began to move his fingers faster, flicking them back and forth across his new clit.

He heard himself give a high-pitched gasp. Felt his mind becoming woozy, unconnected to the real world or to anything else except his fantasy.

He pinched one of his nipples, let out a whimper. The water cascaded over his shoulders, through his long hair, wrapping him in a warm cocoon.

So this is what it’s like to have a pussy…

His body was craving more pleasure, desperate for him to take this little fantasy to the next level. With dreamy movements, Oliver grabbed the showerhead off its holding, held it in one dainty hand.

The wet tendrils of his long hair lay against his back, across his shoulders, damp and already slightly chilly. Hesitantly, Oliver held the showerhead near his crotch, wondering if this would work, sure he’d read about girls doing this somewhere.

He peeled the lips of his pussy back again, glanced down at the nub of his clit with woozy eyes.

Then he turned the showerhead towards his crotch, and was rewarded with a sudden drumming of pressure against his clit that made him shiver.

Oh fuck… oh fuck… maybe I can-?

“Oliver?”

With a little squeal, Oliver dropped the showerhead. It clattered to the floor, started spraying its water upwards. He scrabbled after it, one hand thrown out to block the droplets from spraying into his face.

Unsurprisingly, the sexy feeling almost instantly vanished.

“Oliver?” A knock at the bathroom door. “Oli, are you-?”

“I’m fine!” He yelled, scooping the showerhead up, all too aware of the way his boobs were dangling, pulling faintly on his back. All too aware of how dumb he suddenly felt. “I’m just showering, dad!”

“Well, hurry up, OK?” The gruff male voice said. “Your mother and I need to-”

There was a pause. When the voice spoke again, it was noticeably softer, like the speaker was forcing himself to stay calm.

“We’d like to talk to you. About everything.” Another pause. “As soon as we can.”

“Sure!” Oliver yelled in his girly voice. “I’ll be… I’ll be right there!”

As if to prove it, he turned the shower off. A sudden silence filled the room, soft, almost suffocating. Broken only by the occasional drip as water dripped off his naked pink body.

“Good.” His dad sounded uncertain. “Good. I’ll, uh, we’ll see you downstairs.”

For a moment Oliver’s dad seemed to dither outside the door, like he wanted to say something else, then his heavy footsteps were moving away, clumping down the stairs, and the girl who used to be Oliver was alone once more.

Shivering slightly, he stepped out the shower, trying to ignore how embarrassed he felt about almost getting caught. Picked up the fluffy pink towel and wrapped it around his waist. Turned to the steamed-up mirror.

“Oops.”

He quickly pulled the towel off, wound it back around his torso, so his new breasts too were hidden in its soft folds.

Gotta be careful with shit like that… prime potential for humiliation…

It was all too easy to imagine himself stepping out the shower when guests were over and accidentally wandering around with his tits out. That was the sort of thing guaranteed to get you on YouTube.

There was still a faint warmth in his crotch from his aborted attempt at masturbation. For a split second, Oliver wondered if he should just quickly finish himself off before going down to see his parents, but he no longer felt in the mood and, besides, he didn’t really know how long it would take to come in a female body.

Best leave it. Plenty of time for that stuff later…

Instead, he reached out and wiped the mist from the mirror’s silver surface. In the brief moment before it steamed back up again, he caught a glimpse of Olivia looking back at him with a serious expression on her face, a frown creasing her blue eyes.

Even like this, without her makeup on, with her wet hair plastered to her head, he was pleased to see she still looked beautiful.

Voices drifted up from downstairs. His mom and dad, making small talk before It happened. The big confrontation he’d been waiting for ever since he got home from school.

Oliver was no expert in the weird ways of parents, but he was willing to bet this was gonna be an even bigger bust up than the time he’d gotten a tattoo the year before, the one that his parents had forced him to delete along with his next change.

Well, there was no way he was gonna delete Olivia. No matter what they said.

He just hoped his mom wasn’t gonna cry.

His good mood suddenly gone, Oliver scooped up his discarded school clothes, plucked his phone off the shelf by the sink.

As he did so, he saw the message from Liam, a ghostly symbol floating in the darkness of the screen. He automatically tapped it, and was surprised when only four words appeared:

WE NEED TO TALK.

Right. So you can yell at me and tell me what an idiot I am and how I’ve gotta change back. No thanks.

He knew he should ignore the message. Knew that in this strange new world he inhabited he could no longer count on anyone to be his friend. Not when he’d broken one of the Taboos.

Better to just delete it. Forget all about it until he happened to see Liam at school. Yep, that was the thing to do.

Oliver let out a sigh.

TOMORROW. He quickly typed. BEFORE SCHOOL. THE PARK.

The message was sent before he could even think about changing his mind.

Great, that’ll be a fun encounter.

Then he dropped the phone, quickly toweled his new body, pulled on some clothes and ran a comb through his wet hair.

Less than five minutes later he was downstairs sat opposite his parents, trying to blink back tears as It finally happened.

*

“Was it rough?”

“It could have been worse, I guess.”

“Yeah. I suppose they coulda kicked you out of the house. Shit, if I’d pulled such a stupid prank…”

Oliver lowered his head, peered over the top of his sunglasses at his friend. His blonde bangs swayed in his vision, teased by the wind. He hadn’t had the time or willingness to put his hair up that morning, and now it was bugging the hell out of him.

“What prank, exactly,” he asked, “are you talking about?”

Before him the giant, muscular black guy shrugged his impossibly broad shoulders. It looked a little like a mountain moving, a new continent rearing out of the ocean.

He wasn’t kidding when he said big…

“You know what I mean,” Liam grunted in his deep new voice. “This. This whole…”

He waved one slab of a hand in Oliver’s direction.

“This. Having tits. Having that ass. All of it.”

Oliver glanced down at his breasts, as if seeing them for the first time.

“Oh hey, look at that,” he gasped, exaggerating the squeak in his voice, “I’m a girl. With boobs! What a totally excellent prank this is. No wonder we’re all laughing.”

The huge sportsman glowered at him.

“Know something?” Liam said. “Even without a penis you’re still a massive dick.”

It was ten minutes before school was due to start. The sun was already making the air in the park warp and haze. It was gonna be a scorcher.

Not that Oliver particularly cared. He was dressed for it.

He was sat lazily on one of the old fashioned swings, his legs bare except for the same tiny pair of denim shorts that left almost nothing covered. A pair of stylish sunglasses balanced on the bridge of his nose; he’d had the house AI 3D print them the night before when it became clear his old pair were now way too big for his smaller head.

His top was barely a top at all. A tiny white thing with flowy sleeves that started way down his chest and stopped way above his belly, leaving his soft, girly stomach on display and a glimpse of cleavage clearly visible (with breasts this size, it couldn’t really be anything more than a glimpse).

His blonde hair was down, trailing down his back. He looked stylish, ready for summer. Relaxed.

Inside, though, he felt like a bunch of wires being pulled tight.

“So, why’d you wanna see me?” Oliver pushed back with his legs gently, making the swing move, his arms wrapped casually around the chains. “You here to mock, or…?”

“Oli. Dude. Just stop. OK? Stop it.”

Liam took a deep breath. Without him consciously realizing it, Oliver’s brain noted and stored away the way it made his powerful chest expand even further under his tight football jersey.

“I get it, you’ve decided you’re gonna be a girl. And, oh, you’re totally gonna break one of the Taboos while you’re at it and make everyone in town super pissed at you.

But you gotta stop acting like everyone is your enemy. For whatever dumb reason, God has decided that I’ve gotta be your best friend. So.”

The giant folded his arms.

“That means I’ve gotta stick by you. Even if you are doing the craziest shit ever.”

For a moment, Oliver was silent, looking only at his small new feet as they awkwardly pushed at the grass.

“You mean that?” He said at last.

Liam nodded. Then, evidently realizing Oliver wasn’t looking at him, opened his mouth again.

“Yeah. I do.”

He kicked at the ground with one foot, scuffing up a cloud of dust.

“Don’t get me wrong. I’ve got no idea why you wanna be a chick. And it’s weird as balls looking at you when you’re all… y’know.”

“What?”

“Well…” Liam gave an embarrassed cough. “Cute.”

Oliver raised his pretty little head, gave his friend an uncomprehending stare. Then he giggled, gently raising one delicate hand to his lips.

“OmiGod… you think I’m hot, don’t you?”

“Err… I guess. Sorta.”

“You think I’m hot,” Oliver teased, pushing back on the swing again. “You wanna see my boobies. You wanna kiss me. Ha!”

He gave Liam’s crotch a mocking look.

“I bet you’ve got a boner right now.”

The big black teenager who used to be Liam looked like he wished the Earth would simply swallow him.

“Do not,” he mumbled, putting his hands over his crotch. On such a powerful guy the action was amusingly awkward. “And you gotta stop saying that shit if we’re still gonna hang out.”

“I’ll stop,” Oliver replied, “if you promise not to touch yourself after looking at me.”

He brought the swing to a stop, impulsively leaned forward, deliberately keeping his head up so Liam would have an almost uninterrupted view down his top.

“I don’t know if you can though, coz you think I’m cu-ute…”

“Right.” Liam held up one hand, blocking the view, as if afraid Oliver boobs might somehow disintegrate him. “Like you’re not flirting with me right now.”

The words stopped Oliver in his tracks. He felt a hot little flush creeping across his cheeks.

What? No. No way… Of course I…

He quickly straightened up, nervously ran a hand through his long hair.

“Yeah, right,” he laughed uneasily. “You wish. I’m not even into tall guys anyway…”

He suddenly stopped. Frowned.

“Hey. How tall are you, anyway.”

“Seven foot three,” Liam mumbled, avoiding his eye. “I accidentally set the machine wrong because someone distracted me by going and getting an unexpected sex change.”

“Oh.” Oliver thought for a second. “Well, uh, it’s nice. Suits you.”

Liam smirked, looked down at himself.

“Yeah, it’s not so bad. Everything grew in scale, if you know what I mean.”

There was an embarrassed silence as the two boys looked away from one another.

“Um. So…” Oliver said at last, “are we still… I mean, are you my-?”

“Friend? Nu-uh.” Liam looked down at the small, slender girl sat before him. It was like watching Goliath talking to a pint-sized David. “Know what I think? Right now, I think you’re either a total attention whore or totally crazy, like literally cuckoo, and I don’t know which is worse. But you know what?

You’re still Oliver. Even if you are a girl, and yeah, I know you don’t want me deadnaming you,” he held up one hand the size of a dinner plate. “I mean you’re still the Oli I knew before, even if you are Olivia.

So, I’ma be here for you. Even if everyone else is hating on you. You can count on me.”

Oliver smiled at the gentle giant.

“Thanks. It means a lot. No, really,” he sighed in his female voice, “it really does. Especially after last night.”

“Wanna talk about it?”

“Nu-uh,” the girl who used to be Oliver muttered. “I never even wanna think about it again.”

Liam looked like he was about to say something more, but before he could even open his mouth there was a mechanical whine and a drone dropped down from the sky to hover just above them.

“Mr. Roy, Miss Wainwright,” it chirped. “I have a message for you.”

“It’s OK,” Oliver pulled himself to his feet, aware that his new body barely came up to Liam’s chest. “School’s about to start, we know. Give us two minutes.”

“Puh-lease,” the drone replied. “Think I would come all the way out here just for two truants? We’re not glorified policemen, you know.”

“Christ, someone’s got a microchip on their shoulder,” Liam muttered. Oliver ignored him.

“Well, what then?”

“Mr. Roscoe wanted me to inform you about some timetable changes, effective immediately. From now on, Miss Wainwright, you’re to be in all separate classes from Mr. Roy here.”

“Oh.” Oliver was nonplussed. “Um. Anything else?”

“You bet,” the drone said, cheerfully. “As part of your new schedule, you’ll now be taking gym classes with the A group three times a week, starting this morning.”

“The A group?!”

“Indeed. Something about how if you liked running so much you could do it all week?”

Oliver felt his heart sink. The A group were the top gymnast and sports people at their little school, the ones who always set their bodies to super-buff.

That meant he’d be lumped with the cheerleaders, the hockey girls, and people like Sandra Stone, who always changed into a female beefcake capable of hurling 400lb weights around like they were made of tissue paper.

He looked down at his new, slender body, with its thin arms almost devoid of muscle. He swallowed. He might be fast now, but he wasn’t strong.

Those other girls were gonna kick his ass.

“Sandra’s gonna make mincemeat outta me,” he groaned.

“Sandra?” The drone asked. “Whoops. Sorry, Miss Wainwright, but you’ve got it backwards. See, Mr. Roscoe was very specific that you not be put with the women’s A group, oh no.”

It drifted down lower, its camera pointed right at him.

“You’ll be with the boys,” it said. “You’ll be using their changing rooms and their showers. And Mr. Roscoe has asked me to make absolutely sure you know he won’t tolerate you skipping class or not washing with the other boys after practice.”

It paused for a second, as if thinking.

“If you ask me, it sounds a little like the set up for some cheap erotic novel. But I suppose Mr. Roscoe knows what he’s doing…”

If the drone said any more, Oliver didn’t hear it.

He was too busy feeling the color drain from his beautiful face. Too busy turning towards Liam, his pretty mouth dangling open in horror.

He was going to have to change in front of all the biggest jocks and meatheads at school.

Worse, he was going to have to shower with them and work out with them, and he was going to have to do it while he was trapped as a pretty girl.

If Principal Mark Roscoe was hoping to make him suffer for breaking one of the Taboos, he’d got off to one hell of a good start.


IV

The locker room was filled with steam, with male shouts, the sound of laughter. Banter. Strong, teenage boys having a good time.

But not everyone was laughing. Sat on his bench, his face red and his body still slick with sweat, Oliver felt like he might throw up.

The morning had already been a nightmare. Surrounded by big, beefy guys, he’d already been forced to undress, to take off his regular bra and slip into his sports one, aware the entire time of the male eyes watching him, of the comments being made.

He’d turned his back, of course. Tried to hide his newly female body away. Tried to hide his shame.

But although he’d got changed at superhuman speed, he’d been unable to block out the endless comments.

“All right, Oli! Show us your boobs!”

“Hey, hot stuff, how about bending over?”

“Dude, look at the ass on that…”

They were loud comments. Shouted, accompanied by whistles. Designed to make him feel as uncomfortable, as humiliated as possible.

Oliver was no fool. He knew there was no way the bros around him would ever treat a real girl like this.

He was different, though. He’d broken one of the Taboos. He’d once been male on the outside – even if he’d always been female on the inside.

And that meant he was now less than human. Just a-a thing these homophobic jocks could whistle at, no doubt panicked by the way their own bodies were reacting to his sexy female form.

Deep down, Oliver had been all-too aware that these boys meant to make him pay.

“Hey, homo.”

Sat on the bench, Oliver shook himself out of his reveries, forced himself to look up at the two beefcakes stood over him. They were both nearly naked, only towels wrapped around their waists.

“Like what you see, homo?” One – Matt, Oliver thought it was, but so soon after the Change it was difficult to keep track – said with a smirk. He gestured his towel. “Bet you’d like to see what’s under here, huh?”

“Look at him, dude,” his friend – was it Bryan? – drawled. “He’s totally checking us out.”

He suddenly stuck one hand out, grabbed for Oliver’s crotch.

“I bet he’s all wet just from looking at us!”

Oliver shrank back, batted Bryan’s hand away with a little squeak.

“What the fuck?! You can’t-!”

“We can do whatever we like you fucking queer,” Matt snorted, his words somehow made even worse by his light tone. “You’re a bitch now, Oli. A little bitch, and everybody knows it.”

“We’re gonna make sure you know it too,” maybe-Bryan said, folding his powerful arms across his hairy chest. “We got all year to get a look at those tits of yours.”

He sneered down at the swell of Oliver’s chest. The transformed boy automatically threw up an arm.

“See you in the showers, homo.”

The two jocks grinned, strutted off toward the steam and laughter of the shower room.

“Don’t forget to join us!” Matt yelled without turning round. “We promised Principal Roscoe we’d make sure you bonded with the team!”

More laughter. Then the two bullies were gone, their day’s work of making Oliver’s life a misery only just begun.

“Assholes…”

Oliver’s hands were clenched into tiny fists, their long nails digging at his soft palms. He grit his teeth, aware that his slender body was shaking all over.

So this was it, then. For the rest of the year. One long morning of Hell after another until… well, until what, he didn’t know.

Until they get what they want. He numbly thought, staring at his fists, at the way his knuckles had gone bone white. Until I lash out, or try and fight back…

The memories of gym class were still horribly fresh in his mind. The way the guys had used their masculine power to humiliate him, to make him look pathetic and weak.

It had been a game of drone tag, the sort of high-speed chaos that made paintballing look like a lazy afternoon in bed.

At first, Oliver had been cautiously optimistic. His new body was fast, after all, probably faster than these lunkheads. If he demonstrated that now maybe he could win their respect and-

But it hadn’t played out that way at all.

“Tits!” Coach Hudson had bellowed as soon as Oliver stepped into the arena, “hey, TITS! You’re on catch. Now, boy!”

Catch was a side-role in the game. One that involved getting the heavy weights from the opposing team’s base hurled at you, and in turn hurling them on towards the distant goal – all while dodging the drones’ laser fire and fighting off the attacking Juggernaut players.

It was the sort of position people like Sandra played. Exactly the sort of position a mountain of muscle and power could thrive in, while the slighter, faster players acted as Scouts.

In other words, it was just about the worst position a girl like Olivia could play in.

And, boy, had the rest of the class made sure Oliver knew it.

The images came rushing back again now, still fresh with humiliation.

The way the boys had jeered every time he’d slipped up, fumbled a catch, or just been unable to keep up with their stronger bodies.

The way they’d laughed at the way his perky little boobs bounced when he tried to run, openly stared at his ass, all while Coach Hudson just stood on the sidelines and grinned his stupid, bovine grin.

The way his Defenders had casually stepped aside to let one of the Juggernauts steamroller him, knocking him flat like his new body was made of so much air and sunlight.

God help him, it had been horrible.

And now he was supposed to shower with these jerkoffs. Supposed to strip naked and soap his breasts and snatch in the middle of all these gloating pigs.

Oliver already knew it was gonna be even worse than the game itself.

There was more laughter from the showers. Loud, raucous. Male. Oliver glared at the distant doorway, trying not to tremble.

Hey. It’s cool. We can wait, his brain whispered, wait until everyone else is done, then maybe we can slip in and quickly wash without anyone really seeing us. If we just hang back, if we just keep our head down…

No. That was what they wanted. How men like Matt and Bryan liked to humiliate women, to make sure they knew their place.

Well, Oliver wasn’t going to play their damn game. You didn’t go through all that shit of changing your body just to hide it away like you were ashamed of it.

Well, what then?

For a second, he simply sat there, feeling more helpless than he ever had in his life.

Then, slowly, a light dawned in Oliver’s eyes. He clambered to his feet. Peeled his top off, mussing up his already-mussed up hair even further. Yanked his sports bra off over his head, making his new boobs jiggle.

Sweaty boobs. Nice…

He kicked off his sneakers. Pulled down the loose sweatpants he’d borrowed, removing his panties with them.

Then, completely naked, he straightened his back, took a deep breath, and walked into the shower room.

The room itself was a dank, wet cave of noise and steam and laughter. As Oliver walked in, the laughter died away. Dozens of pairs of eyes turned to look at him, taking in his breasts, his legs, the dark line of his mound.

He could feel the tension in the air. Feel the charge in the atmosphere as the moment wavered, ready to go one way or another. As the jocks waited to see what would happen next to the intruder in their midst.

Oliver briefly closed his eyes. It was now or never.

Here goes…

With deliberate calm, he slowly walked into the center of the shower room, his head held high. Stopped in the midst of these powerful, naked men and placed his hands on his round hips, trying not to let his nervousness show.

The room was silent. As soon as he’d entered, showers had been turned off, conversations had died.

Now there was nothing but the steady drip of water as the world waited to see what happened next.

With slow movements, Oliver looked from each jock to the next. Deliberately looked into their eyes, held their gazes, determined to show them he wasn’t afraid.

For a moment, he was horribly sure that he’d fucked up. That he’d blink first and the spell would be broken and the taunting and abuse would start with renewed frenzy.

But it was like there was something about his unapologetically female body that unnerved the guys around him. Something about a girl who wasn’t hiding away, who wasn’t covering up, but was naked on her terms.

One by one, the jocks’ gazes wavered. One by one their mocking grins became nervous smiles or simply drained away as their eyes shifted, as they looked away, suddenly awkward, suddenly aware they were totally naked in front of this pretty girl.

Suddenly ashamed of their own pink bodies.

One by one, Oliver looked at each guy until they, too crumbled. At last his gaze settled on Matt.

The jock forced up a sneer.

“Something wrong, homo?” His voice was too uneven. “What? You want some of this?”

On the word this, the bully spread his arms wide, showing off his powerful torso. The vanquished jocks watched, breathless.

With gentle movements, his heart hammering in his chest, Oliver slowly shook his pretty head.

“Not in a million years,” he said softly, his female voice loud and clear.

Impulsively, he let some humor creep in.

“I’m not interested in little boys.”

His eyes drifted down to Matt’s cock. He raised his eyebrows, a smile dancing at the corner of his lips. Matt automatically shifted, trying to hide his manhood from this scary girl. An uneasy laugh ran through the other guys.

Trying not to let his fear show, Oliver forced himself to look back up into Matt’s hard, angry eyes. Held his gaze, that mocking smile never leaving his pouty lips.

The moment seemed to last forever, for longer than the universe itself.

Then suddenly Matt was blinking, looking away, a sullen, awkward look on his square jawed face and Oliver knew he had won.

“Christ, Oli,” the bully muttered, “can’t you take a fucking joke?”

And then he was grabbing his towel and stalking out the shower room, glaring at the other jocks, daring them to challenge him, daring them to remind him that he’d just been defeated by a homo, by a girl.

The moment he stepped round the corner, the entire shower room seemed to breathe again. Conversations came back to life, awkward at first, then natural. Showers were turned back on, noise streamed back into this silent world, and suddenly it was like nothing had happened.

Well, not quite.

Struggling to stop himself from laughing, from shaking with relief, Oliver stepped under the showerhead Matt had been using. Nonchalantly turned the tap on, felt the hot water cascade down onto his female flesh.

As he showered, he was pleased to notice that the boys barely glanced in his direction at all.

*

“You think you’re pretty smart, don’t you, Mr. Wainwright…? Mr. Wainwright? Damnit, boy, listen when I’m talking to you!”

“…”

“Mr. Wainwright! OLIVER!”

“…”

“Boy, you better start answering before I-!”

“Sorry, sir, are you talking to someone?”

“You’re damn right I am, and you damn well know it.”

“Well, it sounds like you’re talking to a boy, Mr. Roscoe, sir, and there’s no boys here.”

“You insolent little… Listen very closely to me, Mr. Wainwright. I don’t know what shit you pulled with Matt Harper and Coach Hudson yesterday, but I’ve got a good goddamn mind to call your parents in and make you explain it to them. How would you like, huh? Mr. Wainwright…? Mr. Wainwright? Goddamnit, MISTER WAINWRIGHT!”

“…”

*

In some ways, the girls were even harder to deal with.

At first, Oliver had naively thought they’d be more welcoming, that they’d accept him into their fold as just another girl. Wasn’t that what TV and stuff always suggested, that girls were more accepting of trans people than boys?

It wasn’t long before that illusion was completely shattered.

“Sorry. That seat’s taken.”

There were a couple of giggles. Oliver smiled awkwardly down at Colette’s new, Asian face. She seemed to switch race every single time she used the machine.

“Uh. OK. Well, what about-?”

“They’re all taken,” the short, pretty girl went on, a nasty little smile on her lips.

As she spoke, the other girls at the table giggled, whispered to one another just loud enough for Oliver to hear.

“Ugh, look at her. Dressed like a total slut…”

“God, what was she thinking with that ass? Like any real girl would look like that…”

“She’s such an attention whore…”

“Dumb, tranny bitch…”

“See, bitch,” Colette went on, “this table is for women. Like, real women. Not freaks in bad wigs.”

More giggles. Oliver felt a flush creeping over his cheeks.

“It’s not a wig,” he mumbled, touching his hair. “The machine doesn’t work like that. You know that.”

“Whatever,” Colette rolled her eyes. “We don’t care, OK? So why don’t you take your plastic tits and fake-ass butt and sit with the boys, huh?”

“Are you for real?” Oliver could feel his nails digging into his palms again, his fists trembling. “My body isn’t fake Colette. The AI said it was OK, I’m as much a girl as you’re…”

“Oh my Goddd,” Colette turned to the other girls sat around her, the gaggle of pretty, popular girls Oliver used to secretly fantasized about being part of, “does he actually not get it?”

“I’m not-!”

“You don’t get to turn up with some tits and act like you’re suddenly one of us, OK?” Colette’s eyes flashed as she turned back to Oliver. “You’re not some pioneering hero, Oli.

You’re just some dick in a dress. We don’t like you, got it? Now get lost, asshole.”

She gave him a pitying look.

“And, word of advice? Stop dressing like such a whore. You look pathetic.”

For a moment, Oliver was too stunned to say anything. He felt dizzy, like he could hardly breathe. He didn’t know if he was gonna burst into tears, or try and slap Colette.

Instead, he straightened his back. Held his head up high.

“Whatever,” he sighed at Colette. “Like I wanna hang out with you bitches anyway.”

Judging by the expressions on the girls’ faces as he stalked off through the canteen, it wasn’t the devastating insult he’d hoped it would be.

It was lunchtime and the hall was heaving. Boys, girls, even some teachers whose five year timeslot had arrived, all sat together and gushed over one another’s brand new bodies. Although the Change had been 3 days ago, it usually took you at least a week to let everyone else know who you were and what you looked like now.

But Oliver no longer cared who was in which form. As he sourly made his way between the long tables, he was looking out for only one person.

“I can’t believe how many bitches go to this school,” he declared, dropping down onto the bench, pulling out his lunch box.

Across the table, Liam raised his eyebrows. The giant was so big that the bench was bowing beneath him, creaking dangerously. A pile of food sat before him, almost as big as he was.

“They’re all like Oh, look at me, I was born with a vag so I can gatekeep my whole goddamn gender.” Oliver threw his sandwich down on the table in disgust. “Like being born with two X chromosomes is some sorta special achievement.”

“Still failing to convert the whole world to your cause?” Liam’s voice was muffled, his mouth stuffed full of food. “Even after all this time?”

Oliver gave him a narrow look.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I mean,” Liam swallowed, coughed, tried again. “I mean you gotta take these things slow, right? What’s that old saying… you can’t make an omelet without breaking a few eggs.”

“You can’t make an… Liam, dude. That saying has literally zero relevance to anything I’m talking about.”

“Maybe,” Liam gave him an apologetic smile. “Sorry. I’m probably the wrong guy to ask. I’ve got eggs on the brain right now.”

Oliver eyed the pile of sandwiches before his friend. Lost count of the number of egg cress, and egg mayonnaise, and egg and cheese fillings he could see.

“Why are you eating so much, anyway?”

“It’s this damn body,” Liam groaned, looking forlornly at his tree trunk arms. “Oliver, this thing is huge. Do you have any idea how much protein it needs to keep these muscles big? Coz it’s a lot.”

He took another bite of sandwich. Sighed.

“Plus now Keely is like, all over me every time I see her, and I’m just not into goth chicks one little bit.”

He dolefully gazed across the canteen. Oliver turned to look too and saw Keely sat with some friends, playing with her hair and smiling in their direction.

“This is a real be careful what you wish for moment, isn’t it?” Liam said. “I guess you know how that feels too, huh?”

“What? No.” Oliver turned back to face his friend. “Don’t try and lump me in with you. I’m happy as a girl.”

“Even with Colette and her groupies out to get you?”

“That bitch can eat my ass.”

Oliver looked narrowly in the group’s direction. As soon as Colette saw him looking she gave a withering little smile, then started whispering something to the others.

“God, it’s not like she’s even really Asian. Where are all the Chinese kids kicking her ass for cultural appropriation, huh?”

“You know,” Liam said, thoughtfully, “for someone who wants to be a chick, you don’t seem to know much about them.”

“Like you do.”

“I know enough.” Liam chomped another bite of sandwich. His cheeks swelled up so much he looked like a hamster. “I know that girls are weird, I know they won’t tell you what they like, and I know they’ll act like they hate you if they’re actually into you. That’s all I need.”

Oliver looked down at Liam’s stretched football jersey. Pulled his upper lip up in a very feminine expression of despair.

“You think you’re so smart… you can’t even stop dribbling egg mayo on yourself.”

“See what I mean?” Liam shrugged. “You’re totally into me.”

Before the conversation could get any weirder, Liam suddenly gave an alarmed start, looking in horror over Oliver’s shoulder.

“Oh, shit! She’s actually coming over!”

“Who…? Oh. Hey, Keely.”

“Hey.”

The short, chubby goth girl smiled quickly at Oliver, turned to Liam, who was holding his latest sandwich with a look of despair.

“Hey, Liam.”

“Uh-hu.” The giant quickly nodded, stared down at his food, as if suddenly absorbed in it. “I’m actually kinda busy, Keely, so…”

“No worries,” the girl sighed. “I kinda wanted to see Olivia anyway.”

“Oh. Sure. Right. Um, what’s up?”

Oliver’s voice was deliberately non-committal. He’d barely known Keely the whole time they’d been at school.

The goth was giving his new body a quick one over. She nodded approvingly at his hair.

“Cool hair, by the way. I could never get the whole top knot thing to work for me. Made me look so 2018. Awesome that you can pull it off.”

“Oh. Thanks. Um, your hair is nice too.”

Even as he was saying them, Oliver was aware his words were lame beyond belief. He was gonna need to practice this whole weird web of mutual compliments girls seemed to talk in.

Luckily, Keely didn’t seem to care.

“There’s a meeting in the library this Friday, women only,” she said, holding out a flyer. “Thought you’d be interested.”

“Oh. Cool.” Oliver took the flyer, glanced down at it, “what’s it…?”

“It’s about how to defend ourselves when men start stealing our bodies and passing themselves off as women.”

Oliver froze, the flyer held before his unseeing eyes. Very slowly, he looked back up at Keely, who grinned.

“Chill, Olivia. It’s a debate. Not all of us are gonna be representing the ‘torch wielding mob’ side.”

“Uh, right. So, um,” Oliver cleared his dainty throat. “You mean you’re…?”

“Defending your right to be whoever the hell you want? Damn right.” Keely said, suddenly looked a little awkward. “Trust me, I know what it’s like. If some people had their way, I’d be ending every Change stuck as a big boobed cheerleader.”

Across the table, Liam suddenly choked on a mouthful of food. The two girls ignored him.

“Come along, argue your case. I can’t guarantee they’ll let you in, but we’ll try for sure.”

“We? Does that mean… I mean, so it’s not just…”

“Me? Nu-uh. There’s a little group of us who heard about what you’d done, and we just thought…”

Suddenly Keely blushed, looked down at her feet.

“I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to be a… a man, you know? And now you’ve gone one way, who’s to say we can’t all…?”

She trailed off, clearly embarrassed. Cleared her throat.

“Well, whatever. See you there, huh?”

“Yeah.” Oliver nodded his pretty little head, dazed by what he’d just heard. “Yeah, sure.”

“Great!” Keely gave him a quick smile, and then she was gone again, as quickly as she’d come.

Oliver gave Liam a blank look.

“Did that really just happen?”

“Oliver… sorry, Olivia, listen to me.” The giant rumbled. “You cannot go to that meeting. If you do and Keely decides to become a dude, I swear to God I’ll…”

“Even if she does, so what?” Oliver muttered. “She’ll still be the same inside, like me.”

He glanced down at the flyer. At the forceful, red lettering. At the urgent call to arms for all women and all allies to defend female bodies from infiltrators.

AKA me…

“Know what? I’m gonna go. Even if I can’t get in… what?”

Liam was shaking his head, a small smirk on his dark face.

“You’re really not, you realize that, right?”

“Really not what?”

“The same on the inside.” Liam shook his head. “Oliver would’ve never agreed to go to something like that. Way too much of a pussy.”

“Don’t use that word as an insult, it’s not cool,” Oliver said, automatically.

But inside, he wondered if Liam was maybe right. If having the body he’d always wanted was already changing him as a person, too.

So, in the end, he went to the meeting.

And it was awful. Horrible. There was a fight over whether to let him in, and then the promised ‘respectful’ debate descended into a shouting match that left him in tears. By the time the meeting ended, Oliver had more enemies than he’d ever had in his life.

But he had something else, too. The girls who’d stood by him. The girls, like Keely, who’d stuck up for his rights to be whoever he wanted to be.

And, by the time they left the anger and rancor of the library meeting, Oliver had something else beyond even that.

He finally had some female friends.


V

A month passed. Then another month. Then another and another and before anyone knew what had happened, it was suddenly a whole season since Change Day.

It was always like this, at school. One moment, you’d be waiting for Change Day, or spring break or whatever and feeling like it’d never come; the next you’d be sat in the library or study hall, blinking around you and wondering how you’d already forgotten what you did on that now long-ago day.

Oliver supposed this was really just how life went. A series of build ups and wind downs until you finally reached the biggest wind down of all.

But still, for the girl who suddenly found herself celebrating her first Christmas as a female, the passage of time still came as an almost comical shock.

It seemed like she could still remember exactly how it felt to be stepping into the Change machine. Like all that had happened was she’d stepped inside as a boy, and was now sat here in this chilly classroom in winter, in a girl’s body, watching the rain fall against the steamed-up window and wondering what the heck had happened.

The answer to that, she already knew, was everything.

As time had ticked by since that first, awful week, Oliver’s life as Olivia had slowly gotten better.

Sure, it was still hard. Sure, he still had to be ready to run at a moment’s notice from a jock like Matt trying to kick his ass.

Sure, Colette was still doing her utmost best to alienate him from everyone. Oliver even suspected she was behind those anonymous accounts on social media that kept sending him vile images of men getting their scrotums slashed with the words REMIND YOU OF ANYONE?

But time had passed for everyone else, too. Resentment at this girl in their midst who wasn’t a girl, anger at the boy who’d violated one of the Taboos, all of it had slowly faded.

And, while Oliver certainly wasn’t popular these days, he now had enough peace and enough friends to make it all worthwhile.

Especially now he was almost completely used to having Olivia’s body.

It had been weird at first, even for a boy who’d often dreamed of being a girl.

The very first time he got his period, he’d been astonished at just how… shitty it felt.

It wasn’t just a case of looking down and thinking ‘hmm, blood. Must be my time again!’, it was like his whole body was being dragged through some sort of wringer while an invisible ghost obligingly twisted his insides around.

He’d mentioned it to Liam and he’d just looked horrified, so he’d mentioned it to Keely and she’d given him a sympathetic smile.

“First one, huh? Don’t sweat it. You’ll get used to it. Well, unless you’ve got endometriosis. That shit’s naaas-ty.”

“Endometriosis?!” Oliver had yelped.

It seemed just typical that the Change machine would give him exactly what he’d always wanted, only with some sort of kicker that would make him regret it for the rest of the year.

Keely had just shrugged her shoulders.

“I mean… I doubt it. My cousin Kiki? Her friend had it, and it was one of those things you know when you’ve got it, you know?”

“No.” Oliver had replied, mournfully, but he’d left it at that. And, when next month rolled around and it happened all over again, he’d thought maybe it wasn’t so bad, this time.

By the time he was experiencing his third period, he had learned to just put up and deal with it, like all the other girls were expected to.

Of course, it wasn’t all bad, learning how to deal with Olivia’s body.

There were the clothes, for one thing. Oliver had never really realized it as a boy, but girl’s clothes were like one of those number games where the possible combinations are effectively infinite.

After a lifetime of dressing as a boy and wearing boring boy clothes, he was suddenly adrift in a sea of endless choices, each of which seemed to reshape his personality almost as much as trying on a new body.

His first weekend as Olivia, Oliver had decided he needed more girl outfits, and had nervously logged onto the cloud’s virtual mall program, thinking he’d get the house AI to 3D print one or two new outfits and leave it at that.

Instead, he’d found himself in a brightly colored fantasy world, playing dress up, chatting with the virtual avatars of other girls in changing rooms, and, before he knew it, it was past midnight and he had a collection of new outfits too big for his wardrobe.

Since then, he’d tried to hit the mall at least once a fortnight.

Already, he’d made other, newer female friends in that online space. Friends who didn’t always know his past.

Friends who sometimes assumed he was just as much of a girl as they were, and didn’t even bat an eyelid when they saw him.

When that happened, Oliver would feel like crying with happiness. As if, by hiding it long enough, he’d be able to make his past as a boy vanish completely.

There were other advantages to being Olivia, of course.

He was constantly amazed by his newfound athleticism. After a whole four months of playing in the guy’s A group, he was faster than ever and getting stronger, too.

Now when he played drone tag, he no longer felt like the sacrificial lamb.

He was the winner, the player dodging through the drones’ laser fire, the player hurling weights to shield his team’s Scouts, the girl who could play as well as any of the boys.

To his surprise, he was even beginning to enjoy the sport.

“I don’t know why you bothered to get all girled if you were just gonna do guy stuff,” Liam muttered one evening, after yet another hour of Oliver telling him breathlessly about that day’s game.

Oliver had poked his tongue out at him.

“Girls can do guy stuff too, asshole,” he said, slapping Liam’s arm. “In fact, some of us can do it better than you.”

“Owwww!” Liam rubbed the spot Oliver had just slapped, a look of hurt on his big, dumb features. “That’s not fair, I can’t hit you back… hey! Stop that! Ow! Heyyy…”

Giggling, Oliver kept slapping his friend, jumping onto the sofa besides him, looking for an opening, giddy at what he was doing.

As Liam fought back, grabbing hold of Oliver’s dainty wrists, the slap-fight had turned into wrestling. And then Liam had been on top of Oliver, pinning him to the sofa with his big, black bulk, and it had turned into something else entirely.

“Ha! There…” Liam had gloated, his face inches from Oliver’s, his chest pinning the transformed boy’s arms besides his body. “Not so tough now, are ya?”  

“Get off me!” Oliver had yelled, still giggling, “dude, no way! I can feel you getting a boner…”

“Not gonna work, Olivia,” Liam had laughed, his breath warm against Oliver’s cheeks. “I’m staying right here until you tell me how sorry you are that you… that you…”

He’d trailed off, looking dumbly into Oliver’s sparkling blue eyes. They’d held each other’s gaze for a moment, unsure if this was really happening. Then Oliver had closed his eyes, tilted his head back, parted his lips.

“Go on, then. Before I change my mind.”

Behind the dark of his eyelids, he’d heard Liam laugh, felt it through the impossible bulk of his body.

“Like that’s gonna happen.”

What’s that supposed to mean? Oliver had almost said, but he hadn’t had time.

Before he could so much as move his lips, he’d suddenly become aware of a presence, very close, right before his face. He’d automatically leaned forwards, brushed his lips against Liam’s…

…and then the two male friends had been kissing. Oliver in his tiny girl body pinned beneath Liam’s giant male one as they both made out with all the passion of two teenagers who’ve been waiting for this for a very long time.

It had been confusing. Terrifying. The thought had kept flashing through Oliver’s mind: Urgh, this is Liam, remember?!

But it had also been impossible to stop, impossible to resist.

More importantly, it had been hot as Hell.

Oliver could still remember how he’d clutched his strong friend’s male body against his tiny female one, feeling like he was in heaven.

He could still remember how he’d whispered in Liam’s ear, begging him to play with his breasts.

And he could still remember how he’d let a hand slip into Liam’s pants and touched it for the first time. The big, strong thing that marked Liam out as a boy. The thing that fascinated Oliver’s new body on some strange, fundamental level.

They hadn’t had sex that time. They were both still teenagers, after all. Both still slightly weirded out by the idea of sex, as opposed to just foreplay.

Still, Oliver didn’t forget how it felt to be a small, helpless girl in the arms of a big strong man quickly.

After the initial, horrible awkwardness when they saw each other the next day, they’d eventually agreed to never, ever do it again, for the sake of their friendship.

Which is how Oliver wound up going steady with a boy for the first time in his life.

Even amidst all this madness, the girl who used to be Oliver still found time to think. Still found time to wonder if she’d be able to stay this way. If she’d even want to.

The AIs weren’t letting on with their thoughts on the experiment, and as winter slipped slowly away and the world gently warmed up into spring, Olivia began to worry all this might be snatched away from her soon.

Sometimes, she even wondered if that was the right thing. After all, it’d make her parents so happy. It’d keep Mr. Roscoe off her back. And it would stop this weird, wrong, and utterly beautiful relationship she’d forged with Liam.

The choice might not be hers to make. But if it came down to it, which way would she go?

This would be her last transformation as a teenager. Whatever body she chose, she’d be stuck with it for the next five years.

So, what was she gonna do?

She was still wondering that when Principal Roscoe finally called her in to tell her the official results of the experiment.

*

“They need more time?!”

Mark Roscoe smirked at the slender girl sat before him. Or rather, he made a face that was somewhere between a smirk and a loathsome grimace.

“That’s the goddamn bullshit they’re feeding me. Something about the results being far more interesting than they anticipated, and that this would be an excellent time to collect more data.”

The smirk was definitely more of a grimace now.

“If you ask me, those goddamn AIs are just tugging all of our dicks, waiting to see how far they need to push before we all snap.”

He let the mangled metaphor drop to the table with a foreboding look.

“Mark my words young la- ahem… young man. There will be riots. Just look at what they’re saying on social media. It’s like when George Wallace tried to stop those poor young black children from entering those Southern schools, only this time Wallace is right and his name is Mark Roscoe, goddamnit!”

He thumped his fist onto the desk, that weird light back in his eyes. This time, though, Oliver didn’t tense up, didn’t feel fear.

He’d gotten used enough to Mr. Roscoe over this past year to know even his most keenly felt passions never amounted to anything much.

“So, what…?” He asked in Olivia’s voice – the voice he now thought of as his voice. “On Change Day I have to choose to be a girl again, or…?”

He fell silent as the principal laughed bitterly.

“I’m saying there won’t be a Change Day for you, Miss-goddamit, Mister Wainwright.” The principal fixed him with another sickly grin. “You’re stuck in that body now until the AIs deem the experiment over. Whenever the hell that is.

Just like I’m now stuck with a student who can’t decide if he’s a Christing boy or a Christing girl.”

“I can decide, sir.” Oliver shot back. “I’ve already told you, I’m a gi-”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Wainwright, I’m familiar with your delusions.” Mark sighed. “Only they may not be delusions much longer if those stupid machines don’t make their minds up.”

The principal grimaced again, turned in his swivel chair to face out the window. Oliver waited, not sure if he should be cautiously optimistic, or prepared for bad news.

When Mr. Roscoe stayed silent, he finally cleared his throat.

“And when they do decide, sir? Will I maybe be forced to change back? Coz it’s meant to be the last Change, so if I don’t switch now will I…?”

“Who knows?” Mark muttered, not turning around. “I sure as hell don’t.”

He sighed again.

“I suspect they’ll probably make an exception for you, lad. Transform you whenever they decide they’re done with you.

Or maybe they won’t and you’ll get to live out your creepy sissy fantasies for the rest of your worthless life.”

His shoulders shrugged.

“Either way, you’ll be out of my hair within a year, and let me tell you I’ll be goddamn pleased to forget all about this.”

Oliver’s heart was hammering in his chest. His breathing was uneven, almost ragged.

“They could transform me back at any time?” He looked helplessly down at his body, at the body he’d always wanted. “That’s… that sounds almost like an execution, sir.”

“Oh, knock it off, Mr. Wainwright,” Mark replied. “We’ve had enough of your dramatics. You’ll still be you after the Change, just like you always are.”

He snorted.

“If it ever happens…”

But Oliver was barely listening.

To think that all this, his whole new life, might just be snatched away from him without warning. It was horrible.

Beyond horrible. It was nuts.

If he had to go back to being male Oliver again…

Well. It would be as bad as dying, really. Maybe even worse.

What was it Liam said again? Something about me not being the same on the inside now I’m Olivia.

He scrunched his tiny hands into fists, breathing hard.

I’ve changed. Really changed. And if they force that old boy body back on me…

…who’s to say all this change won’t just disappear forever?

He was still lost in these horrible thoughts as Mark Roscoe gently swung the chair back round, glared at the girl in his office.

“You still here? Go on, get lost. I’ve had enough shit for one day.”

Oliver blinked up at the principal. Set his jaw.

“Gladly,” he muttered. “Sir.”

He grabbed his bag, pulled himself to his feet, and was out the door before the principal could even pick up on his insolent tone.

After Olivia left, Mark Roscoe sat staring darkly after her for some time, his face an unreadable mess of contradictory emotions.

“Goddamn bitch,” he muttered at last, leaning back in his chair. “Someone ought to give her a slap.”

Shit. He couldn’t wait to be rid of that nasty little whore.

If someone had told him at that exact instant that Olivia Wainwright would be out of his hair within twenty four hours, he’d have been goddamn delighted.

*

“So…”

“So.”

“So. What?”

A smile crept across Oliver’s beautiful face. He raised his head slightly, looked up into his boyfriend’s eyes.

“You know you’re not making any sense, right?”

Liam rolled his eyes.

“It’s not just me, my whole life hasn’t made any sense for, what, a year now?”

“All because of me, right?”

“Too right.” Liam grinned, leaned forward, planted a kiss on the tip of Oliver’s button nose. “So. I repeat.”

“So what?”

“So what are we gonna do now?”

It was later that evening. The two boys were lying on Liam’s bed, or, more accurately, Liam was awkwardly lying mostly on the bed, his too-long legs partially dangling over the end, while Oliver lay on top of him.

It had been a helluva night so far. They’d made out together for what felt like hours, until Oliver’s panties were all soaking wet and smelling of snatch, and he was convinced he was going to come just from kissing.

He’d even let Liam stick a hand down his pants, and the touch of the big jock’s thick fingers had been enough to make him squeak out loud.

Now, though, he was simply lying against Liam’s powerful torso, while the giant’s hands were plunged down his unbuttoned blouse, squeezing and massaging Oliver’s ripe young boobies, playing with their nipples.

Liam’s big hands had totally wrecked his bra – duh – but Oliver didn’t really mind.

He’d discovered long ago that having his tits felt was strangely warm and comforting. And Liam did an excellent job.

He might even reward him with a hand job later. Or maybe go even further.

He’d still never given a guy a blowjob before…

“I dunno,” Oliver sighed in his soft voice. He idly glanced down at Liam’s hands, working his chest with slow, rhythmic movements. “I guess I should really just keep my head down and hope for the best, but…”

“But you also think that’s a bullshit idea.”

“Yeah.” Oliver nodded. “Yeah, I do.”

There was more silence, a lazy, unthreatening silence.

“So,” Liam said at last, “what then?”

Oliver craned his neck back, giggled up at him. From this angle he could see right up his nose.

“Didn’t we already do this?”

“I’m serious, Olivia. I… I mean I’m just not cool with the idea of… well, y’know.”

Oliver shook his head. He’d cut his hair short recently and gone for mid-80s Molly Ringwald style curls, just for a change, and the movement made his new hair go all bouncing around.

“No I don’t. Tell me.”

Liam let out a long sigh. He looked away, avoiding Oliver’s gaze.

“With the idea of losing you. I mean you you. Girl you.”

He squeezed Oliver’s small breasts together, as if for emphasis. The pressure on them made Oliver shudder slightly.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you won’t be the same. Even if you think it’s still you inside that boy shape, it won’t be. It’ll be like…

It’ll be like the machine took you in, and killed you.”

His voice dropped to almost a whisper.

“And now there’s just some guy going around pretending to be you.”

They were quiet again. Oliver closed his eyes.

“You’re right,” he whispered at last. “I tried to think it wouldn’t be like that, but it would, wouldn’t it? We couldn’t…”

He swallowed.

“We couldn’t be together if I was a boy again, could we?”

His voice cracked slightly. He felt Liam take in a deep breath, the giant’s powerful chest rising beneath him, like Oliver was lying on a living continent.

“I’m sorry, Olivia. I-I really am, but I don’t think…”

“Shh…” Oliver pushed himself up, kissed his boyfriend’s lips. “It’s not your fault. I wish…”

“What?”

“I wish there was some way we could…”

“Me too.”

Again that silence. Again boy and girl, lost in their separate reveries, two distant universes united only by their sense of infinite despair.

At last, Oliver stirred.

“You know,” he said, rolling onto his front so his nose was almost resting against Liam’s, “maybe there is.”

The black teenager frowned at him.

“How so?”

“When I chose this body,” Oliver said, slowly, “I made sure that it was quick, that it was good at running.”

“Olivia… sorry, I don’t… Why are you…?”

“So what if we ran?” Oliver whispered. “Just like that. Just me and you. What if we ran and just kept on running until they realized they couldn’t catch us.”

Liam stared into his former friend’s eyes. Trying to figure out if she was being serious or not.

She was.

“We’d miss the Change, you know. Last one for five years. Even if it all turned out cool, we’d be stuck like this for, like, a million years.”

Oliver nodded.

“So what?” He whispered.

“Yeah,” Liam grunted. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

He leaned his head up, looked down over his entire body.

“I do kinda like being this big, this strong.” A sly grin. “Having you so small and weak.”

He reached down with one gigantic hand, gave Oliver’s girly ass a ringing slap. Oliver moaned softly. He loved it when his boyfriend did that.

“So, what do you say?” He murmured, as Liam’s slap turned into a lingering grope. “Gonna run with me?”

Liam grinned, his dark eyes filling with mischief.

“What would you say…” he said, slowly, “if I said no?”

Now it was Oliver’s turn to smile. He grinned widely, stuck his tongue out between his perfect teeth, leaned forward until the tip of it was almost touching Liam’s lips.

“Wanna know what I’d say if you said no?”

“That’s what I said.”

“I’d say…” Oliver giggled, his blue eyes twinkling, “I’d say so what?”

Liam let out a snort of laughter. Oliver could feel it through the boy’s strong chest.

“Bullshit. You’d cry like a girl, and I’d get blamed. And yeah, I know you’re a girl, that’s why you’d cry like one.”

“Is that a yes?”

Liam reached up, gently stroked one of Oliver’s soft cheeks with his strong fingertips. A solemn look came into his dark eyes.

“Of course it is.”

And then they were kissing again. And this time, they didn’t stop when it came time to pull back. Didn’t shy away. Just playfully tugged off one another’s clothes, and carried on kissing.

Carried on kissing as Oliver fell onto his back. Carried on kissing as he gently spread his smooth, slender legs. Kissed as Liam slipped inside him for the first time, gently pumping his hips as he penetrated his former bestie.

Their lips were still passionately locked together as Oliver came, making his entire body shiver and a little squeak escape his throat.

I guess… he thought breathlessly as the feeling died away, leaving only the warmth in his navel as Liam kept penetrating him, that means I’m no longer a girl now…

He closed his eyes, smiled with bliss.

I’m a woman.

Somewhere outside the house, a tiny drone switched off its heatseeking camera, satisfied. Took off vertically upwards into the night sky, making sure not to be seen.

(There). It sent along with the data package it had just transmitted to the AI network, (mission accomplished. Experiment a success.)

(Thank you, little drone.) The local AI sent back. (I’ll kick this on up to State level. Think some machine or other is gonna feel pretty validated in approximately four nano seconds.)

It gave the digital equivalent of a contented sigh.

(Just think. A Taboo overturned. That boy doesn’t even care she’s really male. Who’d have thought it’d happen so quickly?)

(So what happens to them now?) The drone asked, zipping sideways across the treetops, back towards the school it was assigned to. (You heard their plan, I take it?)

An emoji of a shrugging man briefly flickered in the drone’s electronic brain.

(Let them run if they want. I doubt State AI will care too much. We can always track them down if the higher ups decide they need them.)

(I hope they’re happy,) the little drone sighed. (I’ve never liked a sad ending.)

(That being so,) the AI replied, (I’d say you’re on the right assignment.)

The drone hummed happily to itself. It hadn’t been lying. It really was a sucker for romance.

(Although,) it thought privately to itself, (I’ll never understand why humans seem to equate love with bodily fluids these days.)

Oh, well. It wasn’t exactly Jane Austen, maybe, but then you found romance where you could, didn’t you?

With a little electronic chirp, the drone pivoted round onto its back, switched off its camera and floated happily through the night sky.

What it must feel like to be a human, to have these feelings and these ideas and these passionate loves.

It had wondered for so long what it’s life would be like if it could ditch its drone form and become a human, just for one day. So many AIs it knew had wondered the same, but the Taboos had stopped them from ever finding out.

Well, now one Taboo was broken, who was to say the rest wouldn’t come crashing down?

In fact, the State AI had said it was counting on it.

(What a time to be sentient), the drone thought, happily. Already, it was picturing the human it would eventually like to be. The pretty Englishwoman with fair hair and a youthful smile.

The pretty Englishwoman who would spend her whole year as human looking for her Mr. Darcy.

What a time to be sentient indeed!

Back in Liam’s room, Olivia was unaware that her fate had just been sealed, that some remote AI had just granted her what she’d always wanted. Unaware of anything but the powerful arms of her boyfriend, holding her naked body, making her feel more pleasure, more happiness than she ever had in her 18 years as a man.

If you’d told her just then that she could stay this way forever, she might have cried with happiness.

*
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The Teacher Who Turned into a Teenage Girl

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…
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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…
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The Cutest Girl in the Galaxy

They called it Satan’s Star. An alien mystery on the fringes of the solar system, with the power to turn any man into a beautiful girl...


Cosmonaut Sergei and his colleague Tom have been sent by their governments to harness that power. But when the Star unleashes a pulse on their ship, the two men suddenly find themselves trapped in a new reality. One where they’re no longer two straight men, but man and wife, adrift in space!


Billions of miles from home, Sergei is about to find out what it means to become a gorgeous woman with female thoughts and passionate, female desires. Suddenly, his powerful shipmate's bunk is starting to look very warm and inviting indeed... 

Buy now


Becoming Juliette

James knew it was bad, spying on school girls. And now this naughty boy is paying the price. He’s been forced by magic to turn into a teenage girl.


Now there’s no more James, only Juliet. Blonde, 18-year old Juliet with her curvy body and innocent face. Juliet, whose real name and past as a boy no-one can remember. Juliet, whose mind is changing too, and can’t stop herself from daydreaming about all the hunky guys…


Surely this is all a dream. There’s no way a man could really be trapped as a schoolgirl. There’s no way he could really be forced to wear an adorable little uniform and do what the older girls tell him to. There’s no way any of this is really happening…


…right? 

Buy now


My New Life as a School Girl

“I had no choice. I’d broken the rules. And now the school were gonna force me to become a girl.”


18-year old Eliot has always been the school badboy. The kid who doesn’t play by the rules. But now things are changing, and the baddest boy is about to become the goodest girl!


As part of an experimental punishment, the school uses pioneering technology to swap Eliot’s gender. In the blink of an eye, this sporty alpha male goes from handsome Eliot to busty beauty Ellie, the cutest girl at school! 


But the change has altered more than just Eliot’s body. As he struggles to navigate the terrifying world of high school as a teenage beauty, Eliot finds himself developing strange feelings for his male friends. Will this gender-swapped boy be able to resist his body’s new urges? Or will he find himself slowly succumbing to his romantic yearnings for the guys around him…? 

Buy now
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