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Okay, I shouldn’t have taunted the guy. In my own defense, I was a newly minted

grad student, assigned to Professor Moreau’s lab only the day before, and I had no

idea who he was—or that he dabbled in cosmetology when he wasn’t busy

designing artificial retroviruses for editing the dna of any organism he chose,

including human beings. But three hours of listening to the dude drone on about

the earth-shaking benefits to mankind of his work, followed by cleaning nearly

every instrument in his lab, brought me to the point of throwing in the towel. At

the end of the day I told him where he could stick his research grant.

Big mistake. He said there was more than one way to skin a cat, or for me to assist

him in his work. He promptly dragged me into an exam room and strapped me to

an obstetric table—did I mention the professor is six-two and freakishly strong?

Over the next day or so he gave me a series of injections designed to replace the

Y-chromosome in every cell of my body with a slightly tweaked version of my

own X-chromosome. In other words, he intended to turn me into the woman I

would’ve been had I been born female. I couldn’t help wondering what my mother

would say about that. She always did want a daughter.
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Between injections, Moreau treated my skin with a variety of creams of his own

devising. They would, he said, remove unwanted facial and body hair, soften and

exfoliate the skin, moisturize, and generally render the surface of my body utterly

feminine in both appearance and texture. He also rinsed my scalp in a chemical

solution that could make him a fortune if he took it to market; its purpose was to

make my hair grow. Alas, it only worked in conjunction with the injections, but

even so I’m pretty sure there’d be people lining up for it. The effects started slow,

but in the end it worked as intended.

Towards morning, he gave my slowly feminizing face a makeover—foundation,

blusher, lipstick, mascara, eye shadow, the whole nine yards. Where he got those

particular skills he never did bother to explain. Every so often he’d help me into

the bathroom—I was weak as a kitten by this time—and then strong-arm me back

to the table once I’d done my business.

Eventually, though, he left me alone. The injections were complete, my face was

fully female, and the rest of my body needed only time to catch up. I think he went

home for awhile, probably to rest up and get something to eat. Me, I wasn’t the

least bit hungry, and ‘rest’ was literally all I could do. I lay strapped to the table,

legs in the air, drifting in and out of sleep while my body ‘ripened’ (his word, not

mine). My chest grew a decent pair of breasts, my sex shrank and somehow

sought to invert itself—what once was ‘out’ became ‘in’—and as advertised my

hair grew long and thick. I must have dropped some muscle mass as well, because

I definitely lost weight, my tummy shrank and my limbs got all willowy.

Don’t get me wrong: I certainly didn’t look unhealthy. Far from it! My legs were

lean and shapely, my figure could be described as ‘hourglassy’—the kind most

women would kill to possess—and overall I was starting to look incredibly sexy.

When he got back, the professor took me into the bathroom, put me in the tub and

gave me a thorough wash. He even gave my hair the full salon treatment: wash,

rinse, conditioner, ‘product’ and a gentle blow-dry on low heat.

“You’re turning out very nicely, Simone,” he said. “The gender switch formula I

used on you is version twenty-three. I finally got the kinks worked out.”

I asked him what happened with the first twenty-two versions. He laughed. “Don’t

worry your pretty little head about that. Let’s just say the university has some very

confused animals over in the vivarium. You’re my first human subject.”

Was that a good thing? Should I be flattered? It didn’t matter; I was too busy

freaking out at the sight of my female body to worry about it. He’d given me some

skimpy lingerie to wear while I lounged around on the couch in his office. I didn’t

have the strength to do much else, although hunger was starting to gnaw at my

innards. After awhile, Moreau brought me a sandwich and some grapes.
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“We’re going places, you and I.” He was relaxing with his feet up on his desk.

“Washington, London, Paris… the finest universities and research institutes on the

planet will fall all over themselves to offer me a lucrative research position, full

government grant, tenure, my own staff of researchers and cooperative students,

and all the other perks that come with the territory. And you, my dear, will be right

there with me—proof positive that my brilliant new techniques truly do work!”
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I coughed, and when I spoke I noticed my voice had changed. It was now high and

breathy—exactly what men love to hear whispering praise for their love-making

prowess. In that voice, and still in a weakened state, my anger failed to come

through. “Why—why the heck should I go along with this?”

He smiled. “I’m disappointed in you, Simone. The transformation shouldn’t have

affected your intellect.” He sighed. “Think about it: Simon no longer exists. Your

dna and even your fingerprints have changed. The police, should someone be

foolish enough to call them, would find that you have a familial relationship with

the missing man, but—how strange—there’s no official record of him ever having

a sister. You’d be a suspect in his disappearance, not me.”

I had to admit, he had the angles covered. “Okay, what are you offering?”

“It’s simple: through me, you get a whole new legal identity. You’ll be Simon’s

twin sister Simone, with precisely the same education and work experience. I have

contacts in government who can make that happen. My grant money will take care

of the rest. I’m sure some extra cash—enough to pay off their mortgage and set

them up for retirement—will convince your parents to look the other way. After

all, they aren’t losing their child, they’re simply swapping a son for a daughter.”

I knew how Mom would react to that. Dad might be a bit disappointed, but money

talks. Anyway, I’d never really measured up to the kind of son he wanted.

~

My transformation didn’t end there. Moreau moved me into the spare room in his

own home, and gave me clothing that belonged to his late wife. While his lawyer

was working on my new identity, he brought in a tutor to show me how to be a

woman. Louise was an older lady in her sixties, and she had some dated ideas of

how a woman should dress and conduct herself. Over a period of months I learned

how to do my own makeup, how to style my hair, and how to clothe myself

stylishly. Her lessons in feminine deportment slowly sank into my mind, aided by

long sessions in the professor’s new AutoMesmerizer.

By the end of it, I half believed I really had been female my entire life. But half

believing something isn’t the same as knowing. Simon’s memories were still my

memories, even though I now thought of myself as a woman.

When my name-change came through, and with it the documentation to identify

me as Simone, Moreau brought me into the department as his assistant. He was

busy finalizing the paper he was writing about his gender-switch formula and the

test he’d run that proved it—in other words, me—and I helped him finish the

paper. He was also gracious enough to put my name on it as the second author.

There was only one problem.
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Everywhere we went, people saw me as a

woman—and a beautiful, desirable woman

at that. When the professor introduced me

as his assistant, no problem. But when he

told them I was the very person he had

transformed from male to female, they

looked at him like he had a screw loose.

None of the male scientists he spoke to

could believe this sexy girl could ever

have been male. They were attracted to

me, of course, and on some level they

wanted to think they had a chance with

me. As for the females, none of them

could accept that an ordinary man could

magically turn into a girl who was far

sexier and therefore better than them.

By this time I had begun dating men. In

particular, I’d caught the eye of a junior

researcher in another department. Once

we got serious, I accepted his offer to

move in with him. Living with Moreau

was a bit creepy. To his credit he never

made a move on me, but I could tell he

wanted to. He stared at me all the time.

Ultimately, Moreau cared more about

his research. And there the news was

not good. Ironically, he’d done such a

good job of feminizing me that no one

believed I’d ever been male. It was as

though he hadn’t tested his formula at

all, so he received no invitations to tour

the capitals of Europe, and no offers of

tenure or lucrative government grants.

I left his employ when Moreau began

sniffing around for another gullible grad

student to transform, this time intending

to document the process from the start.

His work no longer interested me. In a

few months I am to become a mother. 


