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Professor Yurkle chuckled in that fatherly way he had.

“Do forgive me, my boy, but to see one’s life work

come to fruition in the blink of an eye… it’s simply

overwhelming.” He offered a hand to help me down

from the platform. “To clear up any lingering doubts

you may have, allow me to state for the record that

you have indeed been transformed into a woman.”

I gazed down at myself; at what I was now wearing.

A short fur stole, possibly angora but hopefully not

real fur; a set of thick bracelets; a pair of open-toe

high heels; a knee-length dress in matte gold with a

faded paisley pattern, and under that what felt like a

brassiere and panties. Thick blonde hair trailed over

one shoulder. Clearly, the professor wasn’t kidding.

“Eeep…” My voice emerged as a girlish squeak that

sounded an awful lot like my ditzy younger sister. “I

don’t understand. You did this to me on purpose?”

He smiled. “Of course. That was the sole purpose of

the experiment. I’ve been working on this biological

transmutation machine for over thirty years. It began

as my graduate thesis project, but the research didn’t

quite pan out in time for that. I had to shoehorn in the

development of this machine here and there amongst

other, more aboveboard projects. But now it’s done.”

I looked up with doe eyes. “But why? And why me?”

“The short answer: I’ve always had a thing for blonde

girls. I never saw much action in that regard, when I

was your age, and I’ve always regretted it.” He shook

his head. “As for the rest… it’s very simple. You had

the right height and build for the target female body.

The machine can move things around and transmute

flesh—it has to, to accomplish what it needs to do—

but it can’t create matter out of nothing. It can’t destroy it either. Basically, it’s just

a heck of a lot easier if the subject is roughly the same size and shape as the target.

In that respect, you were perfect.” He laughed. “I’m afraid it wasn’t your sterling

academic record that got you this job. It was your figure. Utterly sexist, I know.”
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Yurkle steered me toward a wall mirror mounted next to the specimen chamber.

Panic exploded in my mind. I wasn’t me anymore, and from what I could feel of

the space between my legs—I wasn’t even male anymore. How could anybody

possibly deal with such a huge change, especially when it happened so suddenly?

If I wasn’t Lawrence Drayna anymore, who the hell was I?

The professor noticed my angst; he helped me to a seat at the little table next to the

miniature cyclotron, where we’d shared a bottle of cheap liqueur barely an hour

before, toasting I knew not what. He poured me a cup of tea. “Allow me to

anticipate your next query,” he said, gazing down at me. “I cannot turn you back

into the man you once were. It’s not that I refuse to do so, it simply cannot be

done. The transmutation process is one-way, and from what I’ve learned working

with animal subjects, re-entering the machine could be fatal. I’m afraid you are

indeed going to be female for the rest of your life.”

My breath came in gasps. This could not be happening. “But—what about my—

my family? My friends?” I looked up, pleading. “I have a girlfriend.”

He waved a hand. “I thought of that. I’ve been in contact with a lawyer friend of

mine; he’s arranged for a new identity. The papers are in my office, including birth

certificate, driver’s license and the like. Your new name is Laura. In a day or two

we’ll sit down with your parents and explain the situation.” He pursed his lips.

“An accident in the lab, I suppose. I’ll offer suitable compensation. I’m sure your

family will understand, but as for this girlfriend—” He frowned. “—that’s over

with. Perhaps you can be—what’s the term these days? Besties?”

I tried the tea, but my hands were shaking. Then his words began to sink in. “Wait

a minute. You have a ‘thing’ for blondes? Is that why you turned me into a girl?

To snag yourself a pretty little wife?”

Yurkle grinned. “You see right through me, my dear.”

“But… you’re literally old enough to be my father. Older, in fact.”

“That is an issue, isn’t it? Fortunately, it’s one I’ve already dealt with.” He went to

the control panel and touched the screen. The picture of me—the female me, that

is—disappeared, replaced by a set of icons. Most depicted various animals, but I

did notice a smaller version of me among them. He tapped a different icon. The

photo of a young man appeared. My mouth fell open. He was so handsome!

Yurkle eyed me with a sly smile. “Like what you see? In a few minutes, this young

fellow will be me. I programmed an intense attraction to his physique into your

mind, along with a suitable change in sexual orientation. I believe you’ll find that

the new Andreas Yurkle is and will be everything you ever dreamed of in a man,

and then some. Trust me, we’re going to be very happy together.”
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My mouth was watering at the thought, but I resisted. “I still don’t get it. If you

wanted a girlfriend, why didn’t you at least start with a real girl? Wouldn’t that be

easier than doing all this to a guy?” I ran a hand through my long hair.

He looked sheepish. “You’ve got me there. I am straight, but I must confess: it’s a

huge turn-on to see you sitting there as a woman, while knowing that you used to

be a man—and that you still are, in terms of your memories.”

That shocked me. Who knew the professor was so kinky? Seeing him around

campus, he’d always seemed like such an old-fashioned guy, really straight-laced.

They say those are the ones you have to watch out for, but you can’t go through

life assuming that all nerds are closet psychopaths. It’s just a saying!

Yurkle pressed a button on the control panel, then moved to the all-glass specimen

chamber. He stepped inside and the door closed behind him. He turned to face me,

no longer bothering to hide a self-satisfied smile.

That did it. The man he was about to turn into was gorgeous, no doubt about that,

but I simply could not bear the thought of old man Yurkle being inside him. I leapt

up, raced to the console and hit the ESC button on the keyboard. The folder of

icons reappeared. I touched one, then another, but nothing happened. Okay, so not

an animal. The next button was a keeper.

I looked up. Yurkle was shouting at me through the chamber’s glass, but it was too

thick. Nothing could get through. He might have been screaming No! Stop! Don’t

do this!—but I’m no lip reader. The machine did its thing and the door opened.

A young woman stepped down from the platform, glaring at me. “Well, that’s just

great,” she cried. “See what you did? You ruined everything!”

I looked her over. Short fur stole, possibly angora; thick bracelets; open-toe high

heels; gold dress in a lovely paisley pattern; thick blonde hair draped over one

shoulder. She definitely looked familiar. “Better call your lawyer friend,” I told

her. “Looks like we’re gonna be twin sisters from now on.” I pursed my lips,

looking her over. “I think your name should be… Polly.”

“Never mind that.” She traipsed over to the console. A few taps brought back the

picture of that wonderful young man. “We need to find us a couple of young guys,

or gals, to turn into him. Twin brothers, one for each of us. Or would you rather go

through life pining for someone who doesn’t even exist? Not this girl!”

I felt a tickle in my belly, and in my loins, far too intense to ignore. Polly must feel

it too. She was right: we had do to this. My lips twisted into a sly smile. I knew of

a certain girl who had recently lost her boyfriend. Maybe she had a bestie.  �


