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~1~ 

Tumbling Down 

 
The late autumn air cut through Logan Turner’s jersey like a 

blade as he lined up for what would become the last play of his 
life as he knew it.  

Twenty-two thousand fans packed Westlake Stadium, their 
voices creating a wall of sound that vibrated through his chest. 
Under the blazing Friday night lights, Logan felt 
invincible—six-foot-two of sculpted muscle and precision-honed 
instincts, the kind of wide receiver that NFL scouts drove 
hundreds of miles to watch. 

He’d already broken the school record tonight. Fourteen 
touchdown catches in a single season, each one adding another 
layer to the legend he was building. His highlight reel played like 
poetry in motion—impossible one-handed grabs, acrobatic 
catches in double coverage, routes run with such precision that 
defensive backs looked foolish trying to match his cuts. The 
athletic department had made him the face of their recruitment 
materials. ESPN had featured him in their “Rising Stars” segment. 
His future seemed not just bright but incandescent. 
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“Turner! Eyes up!” The quarterback’s voice cut through the 
crowd noise during the huddle. “They’re gonna come after you 
hard. You ready?” 

Logan grinned, that cocky smile that had become his 
trademark. “When am I not ready?” 

The confidence wasn’t empty bravado. It was built on three 
years of dominance, of making the impossible look routine. Logan 
Turner caught everything—passes thrown behind him, balls 
tipped by defenders, even the prayers heaved up when plays 
broke down. His hands were magnetic, his body an instrument 
fine-tuned for athletic perfection. 

As the team broke huddle, Logan jogged to his position, the 
familiar ritual of football flowing through him like muscle 
memory. The crowd noise faded to background static. The field 
narrowed to just him, the defender across from him, and the 
space between them that he would soon exploit. This was his 
domain, his kingdom, his identity distilled to its purest form. 

The play call was simple: a crossing route designed to pick up 
the first down they needed to seal the victory. Logan had run it 
hundreds of times. In practice, it was automatic. In games, it was 
poetry. 

At the snap, Logan exploded off the line of scrimmage, his 
cleats biting into the turf as he drove toward the linebacker 
assigned to cover him. The defender was good—a senior who’d 
made All-Conference the year before—but Logan had 
embarrassed better players. Three steps downfield, Logan planted 
his outside foot and cut across the formation, creating the 
separation that had made him legendary. 

The ball was already in the air, a perfect spiral threading 
between two defenders. Logan’s hands were up, fingers spread, 
ready to secure another routine catch that would add to his 
mythology. In that suspended moment, with the ball rotating 
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toward him and the crowd rising in anticipation, Logan Turner 
was exactly who he was meant to be. 

He never saw the safety coming. 
The hit arrived from his blind side like a freight train 

derailing—two hundred and ten pounds of muscle and 
momentum traveling at full speed, helmet leading, aimed with 
devastating precision at the small of Logan’s back. The impact 
drove his spine into compression, vertebrae crushing against each 
other with a sound like breaking kindling that somehow carried 
over the crowd noise. 

In that microsecond of contact, Logan’s world exploded into 
white-hot agony that seemed to originate from his very core and 
radiate outward like shockwaves. Time stretched and warped as 
he felt his body fold at impossible angles, his legs suddenly 
disconnected from any conscious control. The football bounced 
harmlessly away, forgotten, as twenty-two thousand people fell 
silent so quickly that the absence of sound became its own 
deafening presence. 

Logan hit the artificial turf face-first, his hands clawing at the 
synthetic grass as electricity shot down his legs and up into his 
skull in waves of nauseating pain. He tried to push himself up, 
tried to spring back to his feet the way he had thousands of times 
before, but his legs wouldn’t respond. Nothing below his waist 
responded. Panic crashed over him in suffocating waves as the 
terrible truth began to dawn—this wasn’t just pain, this was 
absence. A void where sensation should have been. 

“Don’t move.” The team doctor’s voice seemed to come from 
very far away, filtered through layers of shock and disbelief. 
“Logan, can you hear me? Don’t try to move anything.” 

“I can’t...” Logan’s voice cracked, the words barely escaping 
his throat. “I can’t feel my legs. I can’t feel anything.” 
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The stadium lights blazed down on him like interrogation 
lamps as the medical team surrounded him with urgent 
efficiency, their whispered consultations confirming what 
Logan’s body already knew with terrifying clarity. Somewhere in 
that collision of helmet against spine, in the physics of impact 
and the fragility of human anatomy, everything had changed 
irrevocably. 

As they carefully strapped him to a backboard, Logan caught 
sight of the scoreboard through his peripheral vision. Third 
quarter, Westlake leading by fourteen. The kind of comfortable 
margin that usually meant he could coast through the final 
period, maybe add another touchdown to his statistics if the 
opportunity presented itself. Instead, he was being loaded into an 
ambulance while his teammates watched in stunned, helpless 
silence. 

 
The diagnosis was catastrophic: three fractured vertebrae, 

severe nerve compression, and extensive soft tissue damage 
requiring surgical intervention. Logan heard only fragments of 
the doctor’s diagnosis through the fog of medication and 
disbelief—words like “compression” and “paralysis” and 
“permanent” that seemed to echo endlessly in the sterile hospital 
room. 

As a junior who had been methodically building an 
impressive highlight reel for NFL scouts, watching his draft stock 
rise with each spectacular catch, Logan’s future collapsed 
overnight like a house of cards in a hurricane. The surgery would 
stabilize the vertebrae, but the compression damage to the spinal 
cord meant that football—the sport that had defined every aspect 
of his identity since childhood—was no longer a possibility. They 
would focus on preserving what function they could, on helping 
him adapt to a new reality that felt impossible to accept. 
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The first weeks after surgery passed in a blur of prescription 
painkillers and fitful sleep punctuated by visits from people who 
didn’t know what to say. His teammates stopped by initially, 
filling the hospital room with awkward small talk about the 
season continuing without him, but their discomfort was 
palpable. Logan had become a reminder of how quickly 
everything could disappear, a cautionary tale they’d rather not 
confront too directly. 

By the time spring semester began, Logan was hobbling 
around campus with a back brace, the titanium rods in his spine a 
constant reminder of everything he’d lost. He watched his former 
teammates in off-season conditioning while he struggled through 
basic rehabilitation exercises that left him exhausted and 
frustrated. The explosive athleticism that had once felt like 
breathing now seemed as foreign as flight. 

 
“We need to discuss your scholarship situation,” Coach Davis 

said during a meeting in early February, his expression grim as he 
closed his office door with the finality of a coffin lid. The 
conversation Logan had been dreading for months was finally 
happening. 

Logan shifted uncomfortably in his seat, the back brace rigid 
beneath his Westlake hoodie—one of the few pieces of athletic 
gear he could still wear without feeling like a fraud. “The doctors 
say I could be moving normally again by summer.” 

“Moving normally isn’t playing, Logan.” Coach Davis slid a 
document across the desk with obvious reluctance, the paper 
landing between them like a death certificate. “The medical staff 
believes you’re unlikely to return to competitive form by next 
season. Hell, they’re not sure you’ll ever return to competitive 
form.” 
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Logan felt his entire world shatter. “You’re cutting me?” he 
sputtered. Without his athletic scholarship, he couldn’t afford to 
continue his education. The degree in sports management that 
had seemed like natural preparation for a post-NFL career was 
now financially impossible. 

“There has to be something you can do,” Logan pleaded, 
hating how his voice cracked with desperation. “I’ve given 
everything to this program for three years. Everything.” 

“I wish there was,” Coach Davis replied, and the genuine 
regret in his voice made it somehow worse. “I fought for you, 
Logan. I really did. But that roster spot needs to go to someone 
who can contribute next season. All I can offer is to make some 
calls to smaller programs that might take a chance on you after 
rehabilitation, but...” 

The unfinished sentence hung between them like a death 
knell. Logan Turner—the player coaches would have moved 
mountains to recruit just months ago—had become a liability, 
damaged goods that needed to be quietly discarded. 

 
The remainder of the semester became a downward spiral 

with its own terrible momentum. Logan’s grades plummeted as 
depression settled over him like fog, thick and suffocating. He 
stopped attending classes altogether, missing assignments and 
failing midterms with the methodical precision of someone 
determined to destroy whatever remained of his future. His 
academic advisor placed him on academic probation, but Logan 
was too consumed by bitterness and self-pity to care about 
warnings and ultimatums. 

He withdrew from team activities entirely, no longer able to 
bear watching his former position being filled during spring 
practices. The sight of another receiver running his routes, 
catching passes in the spots that had once been his territory, felt 
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like watching someone else live his life. Physical therapy sessions 
became exercises in frustration as his back refused to heal at the 
rate he desperately needed, each small improvement feeling 
insignificant against the magnitude of what he’d lost. 

By Spring Break, Logan was failing nearly all his courses, his 
GPA dropping well below the threshold required even for 
academic probation. The university had no choice but to dismiss 
him, the decision delivered with cold, bureaucratic efficiency. The 
official letter arrived without ceremony—effective immediately, 
Logan Turner was no longer a student at Westlake University. 

With nowhere to go and no future to speak of, Logan spent 
what should have been the end of his junior year in a haze of 
bitterness and resentment. He watched from his depressing 
off-campus apartment as his former teammates posted training 
videos on social media, their feeds filled with motivational quotes 
about championship aspirations while he struggled just to stand 
without grimacing in pain. 

The eviction notice arrived on a Tuesday in April. Logan 
stared at the official document through eyes blurred with 
exhaustion and something dangerously close to tears. Thirty days 
to vacate. The part-time job at the campus bookstore—one of the 
few places that would hire someone whose only qualification was 
“former football star dropout“—barely covered groceries, let 
alone rent. His credit cards were maxed out, his bank account 
overdrawn, and the handful of friends who hadn’t quietly 
distanced themselves after his fall from grace had stopped 
returning his calls weeks ago. 

That night, Logan sat on the floor of his nearly empty 
apartment, surrounded by the detritus of his former life. Trophies 
he couldn’t bring himself to throw away but could no longer bear 
to look at. Team photos where his smile looked foreign, like it 
belonged to someone else entirely. A framed Sports Illustrated 
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article about “Rising Stars” that now read like an obituary. His 
phone buzzed with another call from a debt collector, and he let it 
go to voicemail with all the others. Outside, he could hear 
students laughing as they walked back from bars he could no 
longer afford, living the college experience that had been ripped 
away from him.  

The realization hit him with devastating clarity: he had 
become invisible, a ghost haunting the edges of a world that had 
once revolved around him. In thirty days, he would be homeless, 
with no family to turn to and no prospects beyond 
minimum-wage jobs that would barely keep him fed. The 
thought made his stomach turn with shame so profound it felt 
like drowning. 

 
That’s when the unusual email arrived: “Gupta Injury 

Rehabilitation Lab Initiative.” 
Logan almost deleted it as spam—his inbox had become a 

graveyard of false hopes and miracle cures that preyed on 
desperate athletes. But something about this message’s clinical 
tone caught his attention. Unlike the obviously fraudulent offers 
that cluttered his email, this seemed professional, almost 
academic in its approach. The sender, Dr. Gupta, claimed to 
represent a specialized program that helped injured athletes 
secure new athletic scholarships through what she called 
“alternative pathways.” 

Her proposal was deliberately vague but tantalizingly 
promising—a summer-long “physical repatterning program” 
that would prepare him for “placement in a high-demand athletic 
position.” The language was clinical and precise, suggesting 
serious medical intervention rather than the snake oil that 
usually filled such offers. 
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With nothing to lose and nowhere left to fall, Logan replied to 
the email and scheduled a consultation at Dr. Gupta’s private 
clinic on the outskirts of town. If it turned out to be another dead 
end, at least he could say he’d tried everything. 

The facility that housed the Gupta Injury Rehabilitation Lab 
Initiative was sleek and ultramodern, more resembling a 
high-tech research laboratory than a rehabilitation center. The 
building’s glass facade reflected the afternoon sky, while the 
interior visible through floor-to-ceiling windows suggested 
sophisticated equipment and pristine conditions that spoke of 
serious funding and cutting-edge technology. 

Instead of the expected weight machines, resistance 
equipment, and therapy pools typical of sports medicine facilities, 
Logan was surprised to see mostly sterile examination rooms 
containing bizarre and futuristic-looking devices he couldn’t 
begin to identify. Large workout studios were filled with 
contraptions that resembled medieval torture devices more than 
rehabilitation equipment, their purpose completely unclear to his 
untrained eye. 

Sitting in the lobby awaiting his appointment, Logan leafed 
through a glossy brochure that promised “proprietary 
methodology that transcends conventional physical therapy 
paradigms through neurological repatterning rather than 
muscular reconditioning.” The language was so dense with 
technical jargon that he could barely parse its meaning. 

“Who even talks like that?” Logan thought to himself, 
wondering if the dense jargon was just pretentious marketing 
speak designed to impress desperate people like him. 

He was about to find out, as Dr. Gupta herself emerged from 
the inner corridors to greet him. She was intimidating in 
person—tall and commanding, impeccably dressed, with 
calculating eyes that seemed to measure his every movement. But 
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she had a tendency to speak in the same clinical technobabble 
that filled the brochure, as if she were translating her thoughts 
from some higher language into terms she hoped he might 
understand. 

 
“Mr. Turner,” she said, escorting him into her office with 

professional detachment. “Your vertebral trauma has effectively 
terminated your viability as a collegiate wide receiver.” 

The blunt assessment stung, even though he’d been living 
with this reality for months. Hearing it stated so clinically, so 
definitively, made it feel fresh and devastating all over again. 

“However,” Dr. Gupta continued, settling behind her desk, 
“your fundamental neuromotor indicators remain exceptional, 
particularly in areas that could be repurposed for alternative 
biomechanical applications through targeted myofascial 
reconfiguration protocols.” 

“What kind of... applications?” Logan asked, already lost in 
her labyrinthine terminology. 

“That depends on your commitment level,” Dr. Gupta replied, 
her expression revealing nothing. “I would recommend you fur 
most successful placement pathway. It requires complete 
dedication to a comprehensive physical reconfiguration program 
and absolute confidentiality regarding our proprietary 
neurokinesthetic methodologies.” 

“That sounds… good? I think? Wait. Reconfiguration?” Logan 
questioned, but Dr. Gupta’s explanation did nothing to clear up 
his confusion. 

“Athletes are designed for specific functional parameters,” Dr. 
Gupta explained with clinical detachment. “Your physiological 
matrix was optimal for linear acceleration, vertical displacement 
capabilities, and hand-eye coordination sequencing. Our program 
would restructure those parameters for different athletic 
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applications—ones that don’t require the upper body strength 
your injury has compromised.” 

The opportunity for a second chance at an athletic 
scholarship was too tempting to refuse, even if he couldn’t fully 
understand what she was proposing.  

 
Three days later, Logan found himself signing a contract he 

barely understood, the document filled with phrases like 
“voluntary physiological reformation,” “hormonal calibration 
protocols,” “proprioceptive neural remapping,” and 
“identity-neutral optimization pathways.” Each page contained 
dense paragraphs of legal and scientific jargon that made his head 
swim with confusion. 

“I should really ask a lawyer what all this means,” Logan 
thought as his eyes scanned over the incomprehensible text. But 
the weight of his failure—being kicked out of school, losing his 
scholarship, watching his NFL dreams evaporate like morning 
mist—had crushed any hesitation he might have felt. “What do I 
have to lose anyway?” 

He scrawled his signature on the final page without asking a 
single question, agreeing to undergo what Dr. Gupta called an 
“intensive physiological redevelopment program” in exchange for 
housing, three meals a day, and guaranteed athletic scholarship 
placement. The promises were vague but the desperation was 
real, and that combination proved more powerful than caution. 

 
“The program will last approximately five months,” Dr. Gupta 

explained as she prepared the first of what would be many 
injections, the needle gleaming under the harsh fluorescent 
lights. “You’ll experience significant physical adaptations 
designed to optimize and recalibrate you for your new athletic 
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pathway through calculated biochemical restructuring of your 
somatic profile.” 

“What pathway?” Logan asked, wincing as the needle entered 
his arm with a sharp pinch that seemed to carry the weight of 
commitment. 

“We’ll determine that based on your neuroadaptive 
responsiveness at the appropriate chronological intervention 
point,” she replied in her characteristic word salad. “Complete 
compliance and confidentiality are required. The program’s 
success depends on allowing the transformations to progress 
without psychological resistance to the morphological 
transitions.” 

“What does that even mean?” Logan wondered, but Dr. 
Gupta had already moved on to a new round of technobabble, and 
the question died on his lips like so many others. He was 
committed now, for better or worse, to a process he didn’t 
understand but desperately needed to believe in. 

The treatments began immediately at Dr. Gupta’s residential 
facility—a compound where Logan was given a private suite that 
seemed luxurious except for one glaring omission: there were no 
mirrors anywhere. His closet contained what Dr. Gupta termed 
“performance attire designed to enhance your kinesthetic 
repatterning sessions“—specialized compression wear that 
seemed oddly form-fitting and slightly stretchy, with a distinctly 
gender-neutral quality that struck him as unusual. 

His diet consisted entirely of smoothies containing what Dr. 
Gupta said were “proprietary metabolic modulators and 
chromosomal expression catalysts.” They tasted better than they 
sounded—fruity and sweet with an almost addictive 
quality—but they always left him feeling slightly queasy and 
with a lingering hunger for real food. 
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By the end of April, Logan noticed his injured back had 
improved dramatically, though in unexpected ways that left him 
confused and slightly unsettled. Rather than rebuilding his 
explosive power and returning him to his former athletic 
capabilities, the treatments seemed to be enhancing his flexibility 
and range of motion instead. His muscular 6’2” frame had begun 
to shed mass, particularly in his shoulders and upper body, the 
bulk that had once made him intimidating on the football field 
gradually melting away despite his continued protests. 

“Your body is responding exceptionally well to the initial 
phase of cytomorphological intervention,” Dr. Gupta noted 
during his weekly assessment, her tone suggesting deep 
satisfaction with his progress. “The muscle redistribution is 
proceeding according to predetermined subcutaneous density 
parameters.” 

“I’m losing too much mass,” Logan protested, noticing how 
his once-powerful build was becoming increasingly lean and 
streamlined. “Whatever sport you’re training me for, I’ll need 
muscle to compete effectively.” 

“You’re not experiencing degradation of functional tensile 
capacity,” Dr. Gupta corrected with the patience of someone 
explaining simple concepts to a child. “We’re recalibrating your 
muscle-to-weight ratio for different performance metrics through 
targeted endocrine supplementation. Trust the biochemical 
reconstitution process.” 

The daily regimen was exhausting in ways Logan hadn’t 
anticipated. Each morning began with specialized stretching 
routines that pushed his flexibility far beyond anything he’d 
experienced in football training, followed by unusual exercises 
that emphasized coordination and grace rather than power and 
aggression. Afternoon sessions focused on what Dr. Gupta called 
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“kinesthetic repatterning“—movements that felt more like dance 
than athletic training. 

These sessions were particularly strange and unsettling. 
Electrodes were attached to various points on his body—his 
temples, the base of his skull, along his spine, and at major 
muscle groups—creating a web of wires that made him feel like a 
laboratory experiment. As he performed the precise movements 
Dr. Gupta demanded, the electrodes delivered subtle pulses that 
seemed to guide his body into positions he would never have 
attempted naturally, as if the electricity was teaching his muscles 
to move in entirely new patterns. 

As weeks passed, Logan noticed a strange shift in his sense of 
balance and coordination. Movements that would have been 
awkward or impossible before came more naturally. He walked  
with a more fluid gait, shifting his weight in unfamiliar 
patterns—it all felt strangely natural, as if his center of gravity 
had somehow relocated within his body to a completely different 
position. 

Sometimes during these sessions, Logan would experience 
brief fugue states that left him deeply unsettled—moments 
where his body seemed to lose connection with his conscious 
mind as it went through the motions on autopilot, performing 
complex sequences he had no memory of learning. It was as if 
someone else was operating his body while his consciousness 
took a temporary leave of absence. 

“The neural pathway reconfiguration is establishing new 
motor control templates,” Dr. Gupta explained when he 
mentioned these disturbing episodes. “Your cerebral cortex is 
developing enhanced proprioceptive connections through 
targeted bioelectrical stimulation of your motor neurons.” 

Logan nodded as though he understood, though the 
explanation meant absolutely nothing to him. The technical 
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jargon was becoming as familiar as a foreign language he could 
recognize but never quite translate. 

 
While heading to a treatment session one afternoon in May, 

Logan passed an attractive blonde athlete in the hallway. She 
wore short spandex shorts and an Easton University Volleyball 
t-shirt, her athletic build suggesting serious competitive 
experience. As she passed, Logan turned to check her out—she 
was the first woman his age he’d seen in weeks—and noticed 
BLACKWOOD-RAMIREZ printed in bold letters on her duffel bag. 

The unusual hyphenated name immediately tugged at his 
memory—Travis Blackwood-Ramirez had been a standout 
Westlake basketball player whose promising career had ended 
after a devastating knee injury three years ago. Travis had 
disappeared from campus after that setback, his athletic future 
seemingly shattered just like Logan’s had been. Before Logan 
could ask her if she was any relation, a nurse stepped into the 
hallway. 

“Alicia Blackwood-Ramirez? We’re ready for your evaluation.” 
Logan briefly wondered what had become of Travis as he 

continued down the hallway, but like so many thoughts these 
days, it was quickly swept away by the rigorous schedule Dr. 
Gupta maintained for him. By the time he reached his next 
treatment room, the strange encounter had already faded from 
his mind. 

By the end of the month, Logan’s physical changes were 
becoming increasingly difficult to ignore or rationalize away. His 
body had transformed from football-powerful to dancer-lean, his 
movements had become noticeably more fluid and graceful, and 
his posture had altered in ways he couldn’t quite define but 
definitely couldn’t miss. Most unsettling was the subtle softening 
of his features—his muscular physique becoming less defined, his 
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skin texture smoother and more delicate, as if masculinity itself 
was being gradually erased from his appearance. 

 
While getting dressed one morning, Logan noticed that his 

provided workout clothes, which had fit perfectly at the 
beginning of the program, now hung differently on his 
transformed frame—looser in some areas where muscle mass had 
disappeared, more snug in others where his body seemed to be 
developing in entirely new directions. When he mentioned this 
observation to Dr. Gupta during an assessment, she merely noted 
it as “expected morphological adaptation to the treatment 
protocols” and continued with her measurements as if his 
concerns were completely irrelevant. 

“The secondary optimization protocols involving dermal 
elasticity enhancement and skeletal recalibration are proceeding 
with optimal efficiency,” Dr. Gupta noted, documenting the 
changes with clinical detachment. “Your physical parameters are 
adapting well to the targeted biochemical reconfiguration of your 
phenotypical expression.” 

When Logan returned to his room that evening, all his clothes 
had been replaced with new sizes.. 

When Logan expressed concern about these unexpected and 
increasingly dramatic changes, Dr. Gupta remained evasive and 
dismissive. “Athletic optimization often manifests unintended 
androgynous characteristics during transitional hormonal 
rebalancing phases. Many elite athletes develop similar 
morphological adaptations as part of cross-training physiological 
responses to altered biochemical profiles.” 

“Androgynous?” Logan thought with growing alarm, but he 
was too deep into the program to challenge her now. The 
alternative—returning to his empty life and his destroyed 
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future—seemed even worse than whatever was happening to his 
body. 

 
June brought more dramatic transformations that could no 

longer be dismissed as temporary side effects. Logan’s dark 
brown hair grew at an accelerated rate, now reaching his earlobes 
with a texture that seemed increasingly fine and soft. Even more 
disturbing, the treatments had expanded to include “follicular 
enhancement” that gradually lightened his hair color to a lighter 
brown with subtle reddish highlights that caught the light in 
distinctly feminine ways. 

“The pigmentation adjustment is a standard component of 
the chemoreceptive protocol for optimal visual identification 
within your target athletic demographic,” Dr. Gupta explained 
when Logan questioned these changes. “Each aspect of your 
physical reconfiguration serves a specific purpose for your athletic 
placement through calculated morphological alignment with 
established performance archetypes.” 

What alarmed him most were the changes to his body 
shape—his waist narrowing dramatically while his hips seemed 
to develop a subtle curve that created an undeniably feminine 
silhouette. His chest had developed a strange softness that Dr. 
Gupta dismissed as “temporary adipose redistribution resulting 
from targeted hormonal balancing interventions.” His voice 
occasionally cracked into higher registers during what she called 
“vocal recalibration exercises utilizing laryngeal neuroplasticity 
techniques.” 

Around this time, Logan also began to notice small, puzzling 
details that suggested the staff was treating him differently than 
when he’d first arrived. The way team members sometimes 
paused when addressing him, as if carefully selecting their words, 
or the way they would occasionally study his face with curious 
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expressions when they thought he wasn’t looking. But the 
relentless schedule of Dr. Gupta’s demanding regimen never gave 
his thoughts time to linger on anything for too long. 

By week ten, Logan barely recognized his reflection in the 
polished surfaces he occasionally caught glimpses of throughout 
the facility. The muscular college football player had been 
transformed into a slender, almost androgynous figure with 
softened features and shoulder-length hair that now featured 
distinct auburn tones. His height had seemingly decreased by at 
least an inch, though Dr. Gupta insisted this was merely “postural 
reconfiguration resulting from spinal recompression therapy.” 

“Your physical adaptation is progressing with ideal 
biomarker responsiveness,” Dr. Gupta stated during his weekly 
assessment, her satisfaction with his transformation evident in 
her tone. “We’re approaching the preliminary placement 
evaluation phase for determining your optimal competitive 
categorization.” 

“What does that mean?” Logan asked, increasingly concerned 
about the direction of these changes and his complete lack of 
input in the process. “I still don’t know what sport I’m being 
trained for.” 

“You’ll be evaluated for placement potential based on your 
newly established physiological parameters next week,” Dr. 
Gupta replied with maddening vagueness. “Your reconfigured 
biomechanical capabilities will determine your optimal athletic 
categorization within available scholarship matrices.” 

 
The evaluation day arrived with Logan in a state of anxious 

anticipation mixed with growing dread. Dr. Gupta provided him 
with what she called “assessment attire”—athletic wear that 
included compression shorts and a fitted tank top bearing the 
logo of Dr. Gupta’s lab. The clothing somehow both concealed 
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and adapted to his transformed physique, neither emphasizing 
nor completely hiding the androgynous changes to his body that 
had accumulated over months of treatment. 

“Remember, this is merely an evaluation of your 
neurophysiological adaptation potential,” Dr. Gupta instructed as 
a car drove them to what she called a “specialized athletic 
facility” across town. “Perform exactly as you’ve been 
programmed during our kinesthetic sessions, allowing your 
recalibrated motor pathways to execute without conscious 
interference.” 

The word “programmed” struck Logan as odd and somewhat 
ominous, but before he could question it, they had arrived at their 
destination. 

The facility turned out to be a large gymnasium with 
spring-loaded floors and mirrored walls. As they entered, Logan 
caught sight of his reflection for the first time in months and felt 
his breath catch—the person staring back was almost 
unrecognizable, slender and androgynous with softened features 
and auburn-tinted hair. But before he could process the full 
extent of the changes, a sharp-eyed woman in professional 
athletic wear approached them, clipboard in hand and an 
expression that suggested she was accustomed to evaluating 
athletes with clinical precision.  

“Dr. Gupta, is this your candidate?” 
“Yes, Coach Winters. This is L. Turner, the prospect I 

mentioned whose neuromotor configuration is ideal for your 
specific performance requirements.” 

L. Turner. Logan noticed the use of just his initial but had no 
chance to correct it as Coach Winters immediately began her 
assessment. 

“Let’s see what you’ve got,” she said briskly, her eyes 
cataloging his transformed physique with professional interest. 
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“Start with the basic tumbling sequence Dr. Gupta has been 
working on with you.” 

Tumbling sequence? Logan didn’t know any tumbling 
sequence.  

But then to his shock and bewilderment, Logan’s body 
responded automatically—executing a perfect round-off that 
transitioned seamlessly into a back handspring, then another, 
before finishing with a back tuck that he had no conscious 
memory of learning.  

“I don’t know how to do this,” Logan thought in panic as his 
body continued to move through the routine with effortless 
fluidity, executing elements that should have been impossible for 
someone without years of training. 

The entire tumbling pass flowed through him like muscle 
memory, his transformed frame moving through the air with 
breathtaking grace and precision, each element connecting with 
textbook form. Somehow, the months of “kinesthetic 
reprogramming” had trained his body to perform this complex 
gymnastics sequence without his awareness or consent. 

For the next hour, Coach Winters put him through a series of 
evaluations—jumps, flexibility tests, and basic stunt positions 
that his body performed with surprising proficiency. Logan’s 
transformed physique executed each element with the kind of 
skill that suggested extensive training, as if these movements had 
been literally programmed into his muscle memory while he 
wasn’t paying attention. 

Throughout the evaluation, Coach Winters addressed him as 
“Elle,” apparently misinterpreting the “L” initial Dr. Gupta had 
used to introduce him. Too focused on the surreal experience of 
his body having knowledge he’d never learned, Logan couldn’t 
find the mental space to correct the obvious error. 
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“Excellent foundation,” Coach Winters approved at the 
conclusion, making notes on her clipboard with evident 
satisfaction. “With focused training, she could be ready for the 
squad by fall semester. The scholarship transfer can be processed 
immediately.” 

She.  
The pronoun hit Logan like a physical blow, harder than the 

tackle that had ended his football career. He looked to Dr. Gupta, 
who maintained her professional demeanor without correcting 
the obvious misunderstanding, her expression suggesting this 
development was neither unexpected nor unwelcome. 

“As promised, her athletic profile aligns perfectly with your 
program requirements,” Dr. Gupta said calmly, taking Logan’s 
apparent gender reassignment in stride. “The transfer 
documentation can be finalized this week following completion 
of identity protocol integration.” 

After Coach Winters stepped away to make a phone call, 
Logan confronted Dr. Gupta in a harsh whisper, his world 
spinning out of control. 

“She thinks I’m a girl named Elle? What the hell is happening 
here?” 

“A simple misunderstanding that works to our advantage 
within the parameters of gender-flexible athletic placement 
opportunities,” Dr. Gupta replied coolly, her tone suggesting she 
found his distress somewhat amusing. “Coach Winters is the 
head coach for one of the country’s ultra elite cheer 
programs—the most direct pathway to collegiate scholarships in 
this region for individuals with your new physiological 
configuration.” 

“Cheerleading?” Logan hissed in disbelief, the word feeling 
like poison on his tongue. “You’ve been preparing me for 
cheerleading?” 
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“I’ve been optimizing your athletic potential for available 
scholarship opportunities through targeted phenotypical 
recalibration,” Dr. Gupta corrected with maddening precision. 
“Your spinal injury eliminated traditional male-centric sports 
pathways. The cheer track offers guaranteed placement with your 
particular physical parameters after complete biostructural 
realignment.” 

“But she thinks I’m a girl!” 
“An assumption that simplifies the placement process 

considerably through gender-presentation alignment with 
expected demographic profiles,” Dr. Gupta stated 
matter-of-factly. “Your current physical presentation is 
sufficiently androgynous to support the misconception 
temporarily. Further optimization will be beneficial. Hormonal 
rebalancing will ensure complete integration through calibrated 
chromosomal expression modulation.” 

The implications of “further optimization” sent a chill 
through Logan as Coach Winters returned with what appeared to 
be registration forms and a smile that suggested his future had 
just been decided without his input. 

“Elle will need to complete these enrollment documents for 
Westridge Academy,” she said, handing the papers to Dr. Gupta. 
“Our senior-year transfer program requires immediate processing 
for fall semester scholarship consideration.” 

“Westridge Academy?” Logan repeated in confusion, his voice 
cracking slightly. “That’s a high school!” 

“A prestigious preparatory academy with direct collegiate 
scholarship feeders and optimal placement demographics for 
your reconfigured performance profile,” Dr. Gupta corrected 
smoothly, as if this distinction somehow made the situation more 
reasonable. “Their cheerleading program places 100% of senior 
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students in university athletic scholarships through established 
recruitment pathways.” 

The truth dawned on Logan with sickening clarity—Dr. 
Gupta hadn’t been preparing him for a different collegiate sport 
or even a return to his former level of competition. She had been 
systematically transforming him to pass as a female high school 
student for placement on an elite cheerleading squad, reducing 
him from a college junior to a high school student in the process. 

“This can’t be happening,” Logan thought, his mind racing 
frantically as the full scope of his situation became clear. 

As Coach Winters excused herself to take another call, Logan 
stared at Dr. Gupta in horror, his voice barely above a whisper. 
“This is insane. I can’t pretend to be a high school girl!” 

“You’ve already undergone sufficient physiological 
reconfiguration to render the distinction increasingly academic 
through targeted hormonal intervention,” Dr. Gupta replied 
coldly, her mask of professional courtesy finally slipping to reveal 
something far more calculating underneath. “Your biochemical 
repatterning has only begun. The placement process requires 
complete morphological alignment, which will advance 
considerably over the next phase of chromosomal expression 
modulation.” 

“I never agreed to this!” 
“Review your contractual obligations,” Dr. Gupta countered, 

pulling out her tablet to display the document he’d signed 
months ago in desperation. “You authorized comprehensive 
physical optimization for guaranteed scholarship placement 
through neurocellular reprogramming and biochemical 
restructuring. The methodology was left to professional 
determination of the Gupta Injury Rehabilitation Lab Initiative. 
You are contractually required to take whatever steps we at GIRLI 
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think are best for your athletic reconfiguration. Your only other 
option is to leave the program immediately.” 

“GIRLI?!?” Logan thought, the acronym on his tank 
top—which he’d assumed was just another athletic 
logo—suddenly making sense with devastating clarity. The 
realization that he’d been unknowingly branded with their 
program name felt like the final insult, a symbol of how 
completely he’d been manipulated and controlled.  

 
He suddenly found himself at an impossible crossroads, 

trapped between equally unacceptable alternatives. After months 
of Dr. Gupta’s treatments, his body had been transformed into an 
androgynous state that already raised questions about his former 
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identity. His education was over, his football career destroyed, 
and his future nonexistent outside of this bizarre opportunity. 

Coach Winters returned with an enthusiastic smile that 
seemed to signal his sealed fate. “Good news! The scholarship 
committee has pre-approved Elle’s placement based on your 
recommendation, Dr. Gupta. We can begin summer training next 
week following completion of her biometric registration.” 

As Logan stood frozen in the middle of the gymnasium, Coach 
Winters continued outlining the program details—uniform 
requirements, summer training schedule, housing 
arrangements—all directed at “Elle Turner,” the new transfer 
student joining Westridge Academy’s elite cheerleading program. 

The person who had arrived at the GIRLI clinic as Logan 
Turner, injured college football player with dreams of athletic 
redemption, now stood at the precipice of an unimaginable 
transformation—one that had only just begun, but had already 
progressed too far to easily reverse. The future stretching before 
him bore no resemblance to anything he had ever imagined for 
himself, and yet it remained his only path forward in a world that 
no longer had room for who he used to be. 
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~2~ 

Cheer Pressure 

 
The following week passed in a haze of psychological 

whiplash—moments of crystalline clarity where the full horror of 
his situation hit him like a physical blow, followed by stretches of 
numb acceptance where Logan simply existed in the strange 
limbo Dr. Gupta had created for him. After the initial shock of 
learning GIRLI’s true intentions wore off, he found himself facing 
an impossible choice: continue with the “optimization” process 
for a guaranteed educational pathway, or walk away with no 
scholarship, an increasingly androgynous appearance that would 
raise uncomfortable questions wherever he went, and absolutely 
no future worth contemplating. 

The weight of that decision settled over him like a suffocating 
blanket, making even simple tasks feel monumental. Each 
morning, he would wake in his mirrorless suite and spend long 
minutes staring at the ceiling, trying to reconcile the person he 
had been with whatever he was becoming. The physical changes 
were accelerating now—he could feel it in the way his clothes 
hung differently, in the strange lightness of his movements, in the 
way his own voice sometimes sounded foreign to his ears. 
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“You are only at the foundational stage of the GIRLI protocol,” 
Dr. Gupta explained during their first post-tryout session, her 
clinical detachment more pronounced than ever. The sterile white 
walls of her office seemed to close in around Logan as she spoke, 
each word carrying the weight of his diminishing options. “The 
summer training program will advance your physiological 
benchmarks while developing the necessary skills for your 
placement.” 

Logan sat in the uncomfortable chair across from her desk, 
hyperaware of how his transformed body felt different in the 
space—smaller, more delicate, taking up less room than he was 
accustomed to. The person who had stormed into coaches’ offices 
demanding playing time felt like a stranger from another lifetime. 

“You deliberately misled me about this entire program,” 
Logan said, his voice carrying less conviction than he’d intended. 
Even his anger felt muted now, filtered through whatever 
biochemical changes were affecting his body. 

“I presented a pathway to athletic scholarship restoration,” 
Dr. Gupta corrected with the patience of someone explaining 
simple concepts to a child. “The specific method was left 
undefined in the GIRLI agreement to allow optimal placement 
based on your physical response to the initial treatments.” 

She slid a folder across her desk with clinical detachment. 
Logan opened it to find enrollment documents for Westridge 
Academy listing “Elle Catherine Turner” as a transfer student 
entering senior year with a cheerleading scholarship—an identity 
so complete and detailed that Logan wondered how long Dr. 
Gupta had been planning this particular transformation. 

“Your official documentation has been processed with this 
identity,” Dr. Gupta stated, her tone suggesting this was merely 
administrative housekeeping rather than the complete erasure of 
his legal existence. “GIRLI has extensive connections with 
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administrative systems. All records have been adjusted 
accordingly.” 

“This is insane,” Logan whispered, leafing through 
paperwork that created an entirely fictional identity. Birth 
certificate, academic transcripts, medical records—every 
document bore the name “Elle Catherine Turner” in official 
typeface that made her existence seem unquestionably real. “I 
can’t just become a high school girl named Elle.” 

“You’ve already begun the process,” Dr. Gupta replied 
matter-of-factly, gesturing toward his transformed appearance 
with clinical detachment. “Your current bodily attributes support 
the initial assimilation. The GIRLI protocol will complete the 
adaptations essential for full placement.” 

The phrase “complete the adaptations” echoed in Logan’s 
mind with ominous implications. How much more “adapting” 
could there possibly be? Despite every instinct screaming at him 
to walk away, Logan couldn’t bring himself to do it. His situation 
was brutally clear—no scholarship, no degree, no future worth 
the name. At least this path, however bizarre and terrifying, led 
somewhere that resembled the life he’d once planned for himself. 

“It’s just one year,” he reasoned with himself, studying the 
Elle Turner documents with growing resignation. “How hard can 
repeating senior year of high school really be? Even as an 
awkward tomboy cheerleader.” 

The logic seemed sound on its surface—if science could 
transform him this way, surely it could transform him back. He 
figured he could maintain a low profile, get through the year, 
secure the promised scholarship, and then find some specialist 
who could reverse the process. One strange year in exchange for 
four years of college and a pathway back to normalcy seemed like 
an acceptable trade, especially when the alternative was complete 
failure. 
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Besides, his body had already undergone such significant 
changes that walking away now would mean abandoning his 
only chance at education without even seeing what opportunities 
the program might create. Better to endure one bizarre year as 
“Elle,” he decided, than to surrender his future entirely to pride 
and fear. 

And with that reluctant acceptance, tinged with a 
desperation he refused to fully acknowledge, Logan signed the 
final paperwork that would officially enroll “Elle Catherine 
Turner” at Westridge Academy. 

 
Summer training began the following Monday at Westridge 

Academy’s athletic complex, a sprawling facility that spoke of 
serious money and institutional commitment to competitive 
excellence. Logan arrived wearing the outfit Dr. Gupta had 
provided—fitted black compression leggings that clung to his 
increasingly lean frame, a loose white T-shirt knotted to show off 
what was becoming a genuinely toned midriff, and gleaming 
white athletic shoes in a women’s size that somehow fit his 
gradually shrinking feet perfectly. 

His hair, now reaching his shoulders with increasingly 
noticeable auburn highlights that caught the morning sunlight, 
was pulled back in a simple ponytail secured with a plain black 
elastic. A GIRLI staffer had helped him apply what Dr. Gupta 
called “adaptation fundamentals”—tinted moisturizer that 
evened his complexion and subtly covered the faint freckles 
beginning to appear across his nose, clear lip balm that made his 
increasingly full lips appear naturally pink, and a subtle swipe of 
mascara that emphasized his relentlessly thickening eyelashes. 

“These cosmetic elements are standard for athletic 
performance,” Dr. Gupta had explained while he attempted to 
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mimic the application techniques with clumsy fingers. “All 
Westridge cheerleaders maintain these presentation standards.” 

The Westridge training facility was impressive by any 
measure—state-of-the-art equipment, spring-loaded practice 
floors that felt like trampolines under his feet, and mirrored walls 
that reflected his transformed appearance from every angle. The 
sight was still jarring each time he caught a glimpse—his once 
powerful 6’2” frame now appeared barely 5’11”, his muscular 
build replaced by a lean, flexible physique with subtly softened 
contours that suggested femininity rather than masculine 
strength. 

The psychological impact of seeing himself in motion was 
almost worse than static reflection. Where Logan Turner had 
moved with the controlled aggression of a linebacker, this new 
version of himself flowed with an unconscious grace that felt both 
natural and deeply unsettling. His center of gravity had shifted, 
his stride had shortened, and his entire kinesthetic relationship 
with space had been fundamentally altered in ways that went far 
beyond simple physical modification. 

Coach Winters greeted him with professional enthusiasm, 
her sharp eyes cataloging every aspect of his appearance and 
demeanor with the practiced assessment of someone accustomed 
to evaluating potential. She was clearly a woman who had built 
her reputation on producing winners, and her attention felt like 
being examined under a microscope. 

“Welcome to Westridge Elite! Dr. Gupta mentioned you’re 
new to formal cheer training but have extensive dance and 
gymnastics background,” she said, consulting notes on her 
clipboard while studying his transformed physique with 
analytical interest. 

Logan nodded mutely, letting Dr. Gupta’s fabricated 
backstory stand without correction. The reality—that his body 
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had been systematically reprogrammed through some 
combination of biochemical manipulation and electronic neural 
conditioning to automatically perform these move- 
ments—seemed too bizarre to explain even if he’d been capable 
of articulating it. 

 
The first day of training was both exhausting and revelatory 

in ways Logan hadn’t anticipated. He discovered his transformed 
body could execute complex movements he had never 
consciously learned—tumbling passes that seemed to emerge 
from muscle memory implanted during the GIRLI “kinesthetic 
reprogramming,” flexibility positions that would have been 
impossible with his former build, and choreographed sequences 
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that felt hauntingly familiar despite being completely foreign to 
his conscious experience. 

Each practice revealed new ways in which his body had been 
altered to suit this unfamiliar role—his reduced height and 
weight making it easier for him to maneuver, his increased 
flexibility allowing for positions that would have been 
anatomically impossible months earlier, his altered balance 
creating a natural grace that suited cheerleading with disturbing 
perfection.  

“Elle has remarkable natural ability,” Coach Winters 
commented to Dr. Gupta, who observed the training sessions 
from the sidelines with the detached interest of a scientist 
monitoring a laboratory experiment. “Her tumbling sequence 
execution is nearly at collegiate level already.” 

The use of female pronouns no longer shocked Logan as 
much as it had initially, though each instance still sent a small jolt 
through his sense of self. After hours of being addressed as “Elle” 
by Coach Winters and the assistant coaches, the name was 
beginning to register as a reference to himself—a disturbing 
development that suggested the training might be affecting more 
than just his physical capabilities. The psychological boundaries 
between Logan and Elle were becoming increasingly porous, and 
he wasn’t sure if that was intentional or simply an inevitable 
consequence of sustained performance. 

 
After the session, Dr. Gupta accompanied him to what she 

called his “transient habitation module”—a small apartment 
near campus that would serve as his transition space until 
dormitory move-in day arrived. The space was sparsely furnished 
but contained everything “Elle” would need for the summer 
training period, from appropriate clothing to toiletries that 
reinforced his developing feminine identity. 
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“This is merely your summer accommodation,” Dr. Gupta 
explained. “As a transfer student, you’ll be assigned to on-campus 
housing with a roommate before the academic year begins. Your 
complete integration requires immersive socialization within the 
authentic student environment.” 

The implication—that Logan would be sharing living 
quarters with an actual teenage girl who would expect “Elle” to 
be exactly like her—sent a wave of panic through him. 

“A roommate will expect me to be a real girl,” Logan 
protested, his voice carrying the higher pitch that emerged 
automatically now during moments of stress. “There’s no way I 
can maintain this... this charade 24 hours a day in a shared room.” 

“By the time dormitory placement occurs, your realignment 
will have advanced sufficiently to support continuous 
physiological convergence,” Dr. Gupta replied matter-of-factly, as 
if discussing minor scheduling adjustments rather than the 
complete reconstruction of his identity. “The socialization 
protocols will establish appropriate behavioral patterns through 
neural recalibration. You’ve been assigned to room with Alexis 
Bennett, the team captain, who will serve as your primary 
integration model.” 

“The cheer captain?!?” Logan’s panic intensified. “She’ll know 
something’s wrong immediately!” 

“Your cohabitation was deliberately arranged through 
administrative channels,” Dr. Gupta continued with the relentless 
logic that characterized all her explanations. “Alexis specifically 
requested to room with the new transfer student to facilitate 
team cohesion. Her observation of your development will 
accelerate your social adaptation while providing cover for any 
transitional irregularities.” 
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The closet in the temporary apartment was organized with 
meticulous precision that spoke of Dr. Gupta’s obsessive 
attention to detail. One section contained basic athletic wear that 
struck a careful balance between coverage and femininity: several 
pairs of full-length compression leggings in black and navy and 
loose-fitting moisture-wicking t-shirts that were similar to what 
he was currently wearing. 

“Well, at least I’ll be covered and comfortable,” Logan 
thought to himself, examining the relatively modest training 
clothes with relief. 

Far less comfortable-looking were the specialized 
undergarments Dr. Gupta insisted were essential for “anatomical 
anomaly management.” This included several bizarre 
“compression harnesses” that looked more like medical devices 
than clothing—complex arrangements of straps and panels 
designed to fit tightly over Logan’s chest while pulling his 
shoulders back into a more feminine posture. There was also a 
stack of compression briefs with reinforced panels designed for 
what Dr. Gupta clinically termed “maintaining physiological 
discretion through strategic compression and redistribution.” 
Several packages of adhesive silicone enhancements labeled 
“contour augmentation modules” completed the arsenal of 
deception. 

“Your current biological configuration requires consistent 
management to prevent detrimental revelations,” Dr. Gupta 
explained, adjusting one of the packages with casual 
nonchalance. “These specialized garments utilize targeted 
compression technology to ensure complete morphological 
concealment while the silicone augmentation provides the 
necessary visual parameters for authentic integration. These 
systems maintain the illusion through biomimetic simulation 
techniques.” 
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Tucked to one side of the closet, partially hidden behind the 
everyday workout clothes, Logan spotted three plastic-wrapped 
packages bearing the Westridge Academy logo. He pulled one out, 
his stomach dropping as he realized what he was holding: 
complete Westridge cheerleading practice uniforms, each sealed 
in clear plastic that revealed glimpses of royal blue spandex with 
white trim that seemed impossibly revealing and undeniably 
feminine. 

Logan quickly shoved the packaged uniforms back into the 
corner of the closet, determined that they would stay there 
indefinitely if he had any say in the matter. The thought of 
actually wearing such garments felt like crossing a line he wasn’t 
prepared to contemplate, let alone cross. 

Logan’s panic reached its peak when he spotted what was 
hanging at the far end of the closet—three garment bags bearing 
the Westridge Academy logo in embossed gold lettering. One bag 
was partially unzipped, revealing what could only be described as 
a nightmare made manifest: a pleated royal blue and white plaid 
skirt that appeared impossibly short, a crisp white button-up 
blouse with feminine tailoring, navy knee socks, and a fitted 
blazer with the school crest emblazoned on the breast pocket. 

“Your academic attire,” Dr. Gupta confirmed, noticing his 
horrified expression with what might have been amusement. “All 
students are required to wear the standard Westridge Academy 
uniform and maintain appropriate dress code compliance during 
school hours.” 

The bathroom was meticulously organized with products 
arranged in precise order: facial cleansers, toners, and 
moisturizers lined up by application sequence; hair care items 
including volumizing shampoo, conditioner, and styling products 
specifically designed for his increasingly long and lustrous locks; 
and makeup organized into two distinct categories that Dr. Gupta 
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had helpfully labeled “daily basics” (tinted moisturizer, brow gel, 
mascara, tinted lip balm) and “performance enhancement” 
(foundation, concealer, powder, blush, eyeshadow palettes, 
eyeliner, and lipstick in various shades). 

Looking in the mirror, Logan finally confronted the reality of 
his transformation with fresh eyes. Shoulder-length hair with 
increasingly auburn highlights framed a face that had softened 
noticeably over the past months, body proportions that had 
shifted toward an androgynous middle ground, and movements 
that had been literally reprogrammed through Dr. Gupta’s 
treatments to flow with unconscious grace. 

The person staring back was neither fully Logan nor truly 
“Elle,” but something in between—a transitional state that Dr. 
Gupta clearly intended to push further toward the feminine 
identity she had created. The sight was simultaneously 
fascinating and terrifying, like watching a stranger wearing his 
face. 

 
As the days passed, Logan found himself increasingly 

troubled by questions about his changing identity that went far 
beyond physical appearance. One night after a particularly 
grueling day of workouts and unsettling treatment protocols that 
left him feeling disconnected from his own body, Logan sat alone 
in his apartment, idly swiping through the tablet Dr. Gupta had 
provided for what she called his “femininity acclimation and 
socialization parameters research.” 

In reality, the device was loaded with teenage fashion 
magazines, makeup tutorials, and articles with titles like “10 
Ways to Know He’s Into You” and “Summer Styles That Make A 
Statement.” The content was vapid and mind-numbing, yet 
Logan found himself absorbing the information with disturbing 
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ease, as if his brain was naturally receptive to concerns about 
fashion coordination and romantic advice. 

Bored of the mindless content and increasingly disturbed by 
how readily he was processing it, Logan’s thoughts drifted back to 
the blonde volleyball player he’d seen in the hallway of the GIRLI 
facility weeks ago. The name Blackwood-Ramirez was too 
unusual to be a coincidence, especially now that he understood 
what Dr. Gupta was capable of doing to transform people. 

On impulse, he closed the beauty app and opened the tablet’s 
browser. He searched for “Travis Blackwood-Ramirez basketball 
injury,” hoping to find some trace of what had happened to the 
player who had vanished from Westlake’s campus three years 
ago. 

To his surprise, the search yielded almost nothing—just a few 
archived game statistics and a single mention in an article about 
“promising collegiate careers cut short by injury.” There were no 
follow-up stories about rehabilitation, no social media accounts, 
nothing to indicate what had happened to Travis after his 
disappearance from the basketball program. It was as if he had 
simply ceased to exist. 

Logan tried another search: “Alicia Blackwood-Ramirez 
volleyball Easton University.” This produced immediate results 
that made his blood run cold—a player profile showing the 
blonde athlete he’d seen in the hallway, team photos from the 
past two seasons, and several articles praising her exceptional 
performance as a sophomore on Easton’s volleyball team. 

He studied the photos closely, looking for any trace of Travis 
in Alicia’s features. At first glance, there was nothing 
obvious—Alicia was tall and athletic, which was expected for a 
volleyball player. The bio listed her at 6’0”—still tall for a woman, 
but significantly shorter than Travis’s former 6’4” frame. 
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Logan scrolled through more photos, noticing that while 

Alicia was certainly feminine in appearance, she maintained the 
powerful athletic build necessary for volleyball. Her shoulders 
were broader than average for a woman, her arms defined with 
muscle that would serve her well on the court. The articles 
praised her powerful spikes and blocks, attributes that would 
have translated well from basketball if the transformation had 
preserved some of her original athletic capabilities. 

As he scrutinized her features more carefully, Logan began to 
notice subtle similarities that sent chills down his 
spine—something about the set of her eyes, the shape of her 
nose, even the way she smiled in team photos. It was Travis, yet 
not Travis—recognizable only if you knew to look for the echoes 
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of his former self, transformed so completely that the connection 
would be invisible to anyone who hadn’t undergone a similar 
metamorphosis. 

Digging deeper, Logan found an article from the Easton 
University student newspaper: “Breakout Volleyball Star 
Blackwood-Ramirez Excels in Pre-Med Program.” The piece 
described how Alicia had graduated with honors from Lakeside 
High and was now maintaining a perfect GPA in the university’s 
competitive pre-med program while being a star athlete. 

“Balancing athletics and academics has always been my 
priority,” Alicia was quoted in the article. “I’m looking forward to 
medical school after graduation and eventually specializing in 
sports medicine.” 

“Maybe it won’t be so bad,” Logan thought, feeling a strange 
blend of horror and hope as he continued reading about Alicia’s 
success. “She’s still tall, still athletic. She’s still competing, getting 
an education, building a career...” 

A dangerous rationalization began forming in his mind, born 
from desperation and the psychological need to find some silver 
lining in his impossible situation. Perhaps this transformation 
wasn’t as catastrophic as it seemed. If Travis had become Alicia 
and was now thriving as both a student and athlete with a clear 
path to becoming a doctor, maybe Logan too could find a 
successful future through this bizarre process. He could complete 
this year at Westridge, get his promised scholarship, go to college, 
and then find a way to reverse the process once he was safely 
away from Dr. Gupta’s influence. 

The tablet screen suddenly went blank, replaced by a message 
that made Logan’s heart skip a beat: “Content access restricted.” 
Seconds later, a text notification appeared on his phone with the 
bluntness that characterized all of Dr. Gupta’s communications: 

“Report to GIRLI Treatment Room 4 tomorrow. 6 AM. -Dr. G” 
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Logan wandered into Treatment Room 4 at 6:30 the next 
morning, grumbling about the ungodly hour. Dr. Gupta was 
waiting with her usual clinical detachment, though he detected a 
hint of irritation in her precisely controlled expression that 
suggested his defiance had been noted and would be addressed. 

“Your unauthorized research activities are in violation of the 
confidentiality clause of your GIRLI contract and have triggered 
an isolation protocol,” she stated coldly. “All electronic access 
privileges have been revoked until further notice.” 

Her eyes narrowed slightly as she tapped something into her 
tablet with sharp, precise movements. “Furthermore, your 
chronological non-compliance this morning reveals neurological 
obstinance incongruent with desired conformity matrices. We 
will be implementing accelerated integration protocols effective 
immediately.” 
 

True to her word, the summer training program took on a 
new intensity that pushed Logan’s transformed body to its limits 
while simultaneously working to break down whatever 
psychological resistance remained. Each morning began with 
specialized treatments at the GIRLI facility—injections Dr. Gupta 
claimed would “enhance physical parameters” but left him 
feeling disconnected from his own body, topical applications that 
continued subtly altering his appearance in ways he couldn’t 
quite track, and “hormonal calibration” that seemed designed to 
advance the feminization process beyond anything he could have 
imagined. 

“Your integration is proceeding suitably,” Dr. Gupta noted 
during one session, documenting changes to his physical 
measurements with the satisfaction of an artist perfecting her 
masterpiece. “Secondary characteristics are developing according 
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to projection, and your skeletal reconfigurations are progressing 
through targeted osseous malleability treatments. The calcium 
matrix restructuring has initiated the predicted vertical reduction 
while maintaining proportional integrity.” 

As usual, Logan had no idea what Dr. Gupta was talking 
about in technical terms, but his “secondary characteristics” 
became increasingly difficult to ignore with each passing day. His 
chest developed a subtle but undeniable softness that made him 
grateful for the support of the GIRLI “compression harness” 
during training. His waist narrowed dramatically while his hips 
developed a more pronounced curve. His facial features continued 
softening, with cheekbones becoming more prominent and his 
jawline less defined, as if masculinity itself was being gradually 
erased from his bone structure. 

Most notably, his hair continued changing at an accelerated 
rate—rapidly growing longer while the auburn tones became 
more pronounced, creating a distinctive reddish shade that 
framed his increasingly feminine features with natural highlights. 
The freckles that had begun as faint specks across his nose 
increased in both number and visibility, creating a scattering of 
delicate spots across his cheeks and the bridge of his nose that Dr. 
Gupta called “phenotypic enhancement to complement 
pigmentation development.” 

 
By early July, Logan had lost another inch in height, bringing 

his once 6’2” frame down to barely 5’10”—a reduction he 
suspected was due to the “skeletal recalibration treatments” that 
involved GIRLI medical staff administering specialized injections 
containing what Dr. Gupta termed “osteogenic modulators and 
calcium matrix restructuring compounds.” The treatments 
required Logan to spend hours in a specialized chamber that 
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emitted low-frequency vibrations that supposedly “facilitated 
targeted bone density alterations.” 

He would emerge from these sessions feeling intense 
soreness, particularly in his spine and limbs, as if his muscles 
were too tight for his bones and his entire skeletal structure was 
being compressed from within. Afterwards, he was required to 
wear a specialized compression garment at night that Dr. Gupta 
called a “skeletal alignment stabilizer.” The device maintained 
pressure on his spine while he slept, supposedly preventing 
re-injury of his back while straightening his posture and 
“gradually reducing vertebral spacing.” 

As Logan’s body continued to change with relentless 
precision, so did his wardrobe—GIRLI staff regularly replaced his 
athletic clothes while he was away at training, gradually 
transforming his entire closet in ways that reflected his evolving 
physique. His loose-fitting shirts were exchanged for more 
revealing options in delicate pastels—fitted racerback tank tops 
that clung to his narrowing waist and cropped compression tees 
that rode up whenever he raised his arms, exposing the toned 
midriff that had developed through months of intensive training. 

His comfortable full-length leggings vanished as well, 
replaced by increasingly abbreviated athletic shorts that revealed 
more of his lithe legs with each wardrobe update. These shorter 
shorts made wearing the GIRLI-provided compression briefs 
absolutely non-negotiable—the specialized undergarments with 
their crushing compression panels became Logan’s only defense 
against a catastrophic revelation during a tumbling run or high 
kick. He absolutely loathed wearing the restrictive garments, 
wincing each time he pulled them on and adjusted himself into 
their punishing confines. The unrelenting pressure constantly 
reminded him of what was being hidden away, compressed and 
redistributed in the name of “anatomical anomaly management.” 
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At the same time, each new version of the dreaded GIRLI 
“compression harnesses” became less substantial in structure 
while gaining additional padded lining across Logan’s chest area. 
One morning, as he adjusted the latest version in front of the 
polished chrome fixture that served as his mirror, the truth hit 
him with startling clarity. The streamlined garment with its 
moisture-wicking fabric, elastic straps, and supportive padding 
was unmistakably a sports bra—just labeled with clinical 
terminology to make it seem like medical equipment rather than 
women’s underwear. 

“I’ve been wearing a bra,” Logan realized with a mixture of 
shock and resignation. Another boundary had been crossed so 
gradually he’d barely noticed it happening, another step in the 
systematic erosion of his masculine identity. 

 
By mid-July, Coach Winters insisted he begin wearing the 

official Westridge Academy practice uniform—a fitted royal blue 
shell top with the school logo that left his midriff exposed, and 
matching spandex shorts that emphasized his increasingly 
feminine lower body. The uniform felt like wearing a costume 
designed for someone else, yet his transformed body filled it with 
disturbing appropriateness. 

 
The first meeting with actual team members came in late July, 

when the three senior cheer captains visited campus to help the 
coaching staff choreograph next year’s routines. Coach Winters 
introduced “Elle” as a transfer student joining the squad for 
senior year. 

“This is Alexis, our team captain,” Coach Winters said, 
indicating a confident blonde with a practiced smile and the kind 
of presence that commanded immediate attention. “And Madison 
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and Tiffany, our co-captains. They’ll help you get up to speed on 
team traditions and social integration.” 

Logan found himself responding with programmed 
politeness, his voice remaining in the higher register that now 
emerged naturally after months of GIRLI “vocal optimization” 
treatments. The behavioral conditioning Dr. Gupta had instilled 
guided his interactions—appropriate eye contact, slight head tilt 
when listening, and subtle feminine gestures that seemed to 
occur without conscious thought or effort. 

 
The contrast between Logan and the returning cheerleaders 

was immediately striking. His appearance was markedly 
understated compared to his new teammates: his brownish 
auburn hair simply pulled back in a basic ponytail secured with a 

44 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 
plain black elastic, his official Westridge Academy practice 
uniform fitting ill-fitting, and his face bearing only the minimal 
“adaptation fundamentals” makeup Dr. Gupta had provided. 

The three captains, meanwhile, wore the same basic uniform 
but had elevated them into personalized showcases of their 
individual styles. Alexis stood out with her custom cheer shoes 
adorned with royal blue ribbons meticulously laced through the 
eyelets, her blonde hair gleaming under the gym lights in a 
perfectly executed high ponytail without a single strand out of 
place, and an aura of confident leadership that made her the 
obvious center of any group. 

Madison’s face was a masterpiece of cosmetic 
artistry—foundation blended flawlessly to create an airbrushed 
perfection, cheekbones sculpted with subtle bronzer, eyes 
enhanced with expertly winged eyeliner that flicked upward at 
precisely the same angle on each side, and lips glossed to a mirror 
shine that caught the light with every expression. 

Tiffany’s dark hair cascaded from her high ponytail in glossy 
spiral curls that maintained perfect volume at the crown, the style 
clearly requiring significant time and expertise to achieve. Unlike 
the others, she wore the skirt version of the practice uniform, 
preferring its flirtatious flair over the practical workout shorts 
everyone else had chosen.  

Every detail of their collective appearance, from their 
synchronized hair bows to their identical white ankle socks 
folded at exactly the same height, communicated years of 
experience in projecting the polished Elite image that Logan was 
only beginning to understand. 

“Where did you transfer from?” Alexis asked after practice, 
her tone friendly but evaluating as she adjusted her royal blue 
athletic shorts that were significantly shorter than the standard 
practice uniform. 
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“Oceanview Prep in Oregon,” Logan replied, reciting the 
backstory Dr. Gupta had created for “Elle.” “My mom relocated 
overseas for work so I had to come to boarding school.” 

“Your tumbling is amazing for someone of your build,” 
Madison commented, the praise combined with passive- 
aggressiveness. “Coach says you trained in gymnastics before 
cheer?” 

Logan nodded, grateful for the fabricated background that 
explained his unusual skill development without requiring him to 
discuss the truth of his artificial programming. “Since I was 
young, but health problems forced me to quit competitive 
gymnastics. This is my first year focused on cheer.” 

The interaction proceeded with surprising smoothness, Dr. 
Gupta’s “socialization programming” seeming to guide his 
responses appropriately without triggering any obvious 
suspicion. The three senior cheerleaders accepted “Elle” without 
apparent reservation, treating him as they would any new female 
teammate who needed to be integrated into their established 
social structure. 

As the captains headed for the exit, Logan caught snippets of 
their conversation—animated discussions about shopping trips, 
pool parties, and bikini selections that made his mind reel with 
the implications. His immediate future would apparently include 
a constant stream of social invitations, and he would need an 
arsenal of excuses to avoid attending. Food poisoning for pool 
parties, family emergencies for sleepovers, allergic reactions to 
spa days—how many times could he claim to be sick before they 
got suspicious? How many excuses could he fabricate before the 
deception became unsustainable? 

Cheerleading, he was quickly realizing, was just the 
beginning. The athletic component was merely the entry point 
into a world of social expectations, personal relationships, and 
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intimate friendships that would test the limits of his ability to 
maintain the illusion Dr. Gupta had so carefully constructed. 

47 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

 

 
 
 

~3~ 

Short Notice 

 
The day after meeting the cheer captains, Logan found 

himself back in Dr. Gupta’s clinical office. He watched as she 
reviewed footage from his interaction with Alexis, Madison, and 
Tiffany on multiple monitors—footage that Logan hadn’t even 
realized was being recorded. 

“Your integration parameters remain significantly outside 
acceptable ranges,” Dr. Gupta stated with the disappointed tone 
of a scientist discussing failed laboratory results. She gestured 
toward the screen where Logan could see himself standing 
awkwardly beside the three polished cheerleaders. 

As Logan watched the footage, he cringed at how clearly he 
stood out from the group. Standing four to five inches taller than 
Alexis and the others despite his recent height reduction, Logan’s 
frame still retained hints of its masculine past—shoulders that 
remained too broad for a typical female cheerleader and a 
physique that lacked the developed curves the three seniors 
displayed with unconscious confidence. 
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Despite months of intensive treatments and careful 
conditioning, the difference was unmistakable. Worse, he could 
see the subtle but telling masculine mannerisms he hadn’t even 
been aware of—the way he stood with his weight shifted, how he 
gestured when speaking with motions that belonged to his 
former self, even the occasional drop in his voice. 

“The physical disparities create unnecessary attention,” Dr. 
Gupta continued, her clinical assessment cutting through his 
self-consciousness like a scalpel. “Your behavioral patterns still 
contain masculine identifiers that could trigger recognition 
anomalies during sustained observation.” 

She closed the video file with a sharp tap and fixed Logan 
with her cold, calculating gaze that always made him feel like a 
specimen under a microscope. “Accelerated integration protocols 
must be implemented immediately. You must pass close 
observation at the full team assembly next week, but your current 
physiological configuration presents unacceptable risk factors for 
program continuity.” 

Logan felt a familiar dread settling in his stomach—the same 
sensation he’d experienced before every previous “enhancement” 
that had systematically stripped away pieces of his former 
identity. He hated the idea of “accelerating” anything related to 
GIRLI’s interventions, but the alternative of being exposed as a 
fraud in front of the entire cheerleading squad was equally 
terrifying. 

“Your height variance creates unnecessary scrutiny,” Dr. 
Gupta noted brusquely. “Expedited anthropometric parameter 
normalization will be implemented immediately through 
enhanced calcium matrix manipulation and increased vertebral 
compression.” 
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The treatments that followed intensified methodically and 
bordered on the sadistic. Dr. Gupta administered what she called 
“enhanced osteogenic modulators” through a series of injections 
that burned like liquid fire as they entered Logan’s spine and 
major joints, the pain so intense it brought tears to his eyes 
despite his attempts to maintain stoic composure. 

“These compounds accelerate the compression process by 
altering bone density at the cellular level,” she explained, 
completely unmoved by Logan’s obvious discomfort. “This 
prototype formulation will achieve the desired results in a 
fraction of the previous timeline.” 

The familiar night-time “skeletal alignment stabilizer” was 
replaced with a more comprehensive compression system that 
felt like medieval torture device disguised as medical equipment. 
The new apparatus maintained constant, crushing pressure on 
Logan’s entire frame while he slept, creating an environment 
where rest became impossible and every position brought fresh 
waves of discomfort. 

“The sustained compression optimizes the restructuring 
compounds while you rest,” Dr. Gupta instructed as she adjusted 
the increasingly tight straps. “A minimum of eight hours nightly 
is necessary to achieve maximum height reduction within the 
accelerated timeline.” 

 
But what Logan now dreaded the most were his frequent 

visits to what Dr. Gupta called the “Somatic Acceleration Pod“—a 
cylindrical chamber that looked like something from a science 
fiction nightmare. The device sealed around his body and filled 
with luminescent gel that glowed with an eerie blue-green light 
while he breathed through a tube that made him feel like a 
laboratory animal being prepared for preservation. 
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As the machine hummed to life with sounds that seemed to 
vibrate through his bones, unsettling pulses synchronized with 
waves of colored light created an intense tingling sensation 
throughout Logan’s body. He could swear he felt his tissues 
shifting and reorganizing in real time, the uncomfortable process 
leaving him exhausted and visibly altered when Dr. Gupta would 
finally extract him from the pod hours later like a butterfly 
emerging from a technological cocoon. 

Each session inside that glowing cylinder triggered a primal 
urge to escape that grew stronger with every treatment. His 
instincts screamed at him to run, to fight, to break free from this 
nightmare that was systematically erasing everything he had ever 
been. But the hard reality remained that he had nowhere to go 
and no life to return to. The small apartment and borrowed 
clothes were all he had left in the world, and even those weren’t 
truly his.  

He was trapped in a limbo between who he used to be and 
whatever future GIRLI was creating for him—with the pod 
serving as his only passage forward, no matter how terrifying the 
journey became. 

 
The accelerated treatments produced dramatic results. 

Within just three weeks, Logan’s height had decreased from 5’10” 
to an astonishing 5’6”—a full eight inches shorter than his 
original 6’2” frame. The dramatic reduction was accompanied by 
proportional changes throughout his body that created a petite 
yet increasingly feminine silhouette that Dr. Gupta declared was 
“approaching acceptable parameters for team integration.” 

The dramatic height reduction affected every aspect of 
Logan’s daily existence in ways he hadn’t anticipated, making 
him feel like the world was expanding around him while he 
shrank into insignificance. His temporary apartment now felt 
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strangely oversized, the furniture appearing too large and the 
ceiling impossibly high, amplifying the hollow emptiness of the 
space and how alone he felt each night inside it. 

Each morning brought fresh reminders of his transformation 
as he found himself instinctively reaching for objects that were 
now slightly too high, his muscle memory still calibrated to his 
former proportions while his new reality required constant 
adjustment. The SUV that transported him to and from training 
each day now required him to climb rather than step into the 
passenger seat, a small humiliation that reminded him daily of 
what he had lost. 

It seemed that GIRLI staff replaced some item of clothing 
from his closet almost every day while he was training at 
Westridge, the systematic wardrobe evolution tracking his 
physical changes. Large practice uniform shells were replaced by 
mediums, then smalls, each size reduction marking another 
milestone in his transformation. The team-issued sneakers 
shrank from women’s size 12 to 10.5, then 9, before settling at an 8 
that somehow fit his steadily diminishing feet perfectly. 

The few Westlake University football t-shirts he’d been 
allowed to keep as sleepwear provided the most stark and painful 
reminder of his transformation. Once properly fitted to his 
athletic frame, they now hung like tents from his diminished 
body, the hems reaching his upper thigh, the sleeves extending 
past his elbows, and the collar constantly slipping off his shoulder 
to reveal the delicate bone structure that had replaced his 
once-powerful build. 
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His body’s silhouette underwent similarly accelerated 

changes during this period. His waist narrowed dramatically 
while his hips developed a more pronounced curve that created 
an unmistakably feminine hourglass shape. His shoulders became 
noticeably less broad as their once-powerful musculature 
redistributed into a more delicate frame. 

His facial features continued their softening process with 
renewed intensity, cheekbones becoming more prominent while 
his jawline grew less defined with each passing day. The changes 
were subtle individually but dramatic in aggregate, creating a face 
that bore only the faintest resemblance to the confident athlete 
who had once commanded attention on football fields across the 
region. 
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“Your physiological metrics are stabilizing appropriately 
within desired parameters,” Dr. Gupta observed one morning, 
recording his measurements with digital calipers that felt cold 
against his skin. “The data suggests your height is leveling off at 
approximately 5’6”. The initial phase of osseous restructuring 
appears to be concluding according to projected timelines.” 

Logan felt a wave of relief wash over him despite the horror of 
what he had already endured. Though the transformation had 
reduced his once-powerful frame by eight inches in total—a loss 
that felt catastrophic and irreversible—the thought that this 
particular aspect of the process might be complete offered a small 
comfort in an ocean of uncertainty. 

“So I won’t shrink any further?” he asked cautiously, not 
daring to hope but desperate for some boundary to the changes 
being imposed upon him. 

“Current projections indicate height stabilization at your 
present parameters,” Dr. Gupta replied, making notes in her 
tablet. “Unless necessary for enhanced probability of institutional 
placement success, your vertical dimensions should remain 
consistent going forward.” 

The qualifier in her statement didn’t register fully with 
Logan, who was too focused on the revelation that some aspect of 
his transformation might finally be reaching completion.  

 
Two days later, Logan’s phone lit up with a group text from 

Alexis to him, Madison, and Tiffany. 
“EMERGENCY STYLE INTERVENTION NEEDED,” the 

message declared. “ust watched elles latest practice footage 
omggg 😭 tumbling = literally amazing but everything else = a 
DISASTER lol no way she can meet squad looking like that sry” 

A barrage of texts followed from all three cheerleaders in 
rapid succession, each message adding another layer of critique 
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and concern that made Logan’s stomach clench with anxiety. The 
collective assessment was clear: while his athletic abilities were 
progressing admirably, his presentation fell far short of the Elite 
squad’s exacting standards for feminine perfection. 

The conversation culminated in Alexis’s final decree, 
delivered with the authority of someone accustomed to having 
her decisions followed without question: “saturday 10am 
SHOPPING DAY 🛍️✨ were coming to u elle no excuses!!! this is 
happening” 
 

That Saturday arrived with the inexorable certainty of an 
execution date, bringing all three senior cheerleaders to Logan’s 
temporary apartment with unnerving enthusiasm. Alexis arrived 
carrying a checklist on her phone that suggested extensive 
planning, Madison brought fashion magazines with pages 
marked by colorful sticky notes, and Tiffany rattled off store 
recommendations from the map of the mall stored in her mind. 

When Logan met them at the door wearing a drab grey 
hoodie and basic leggings with his hair pulled back in the 
simplest possible ponytail, Alexis immediately frowned at his 
appearance. 

“Elle, seriously? This is what you’re wearing?” She shook her 
head disapprovingly, eyes scanning his outfit. “We have, like, so 
much work to do.” 

After a moment of study, she tilted her head with a curious 
expression. “Wait, something’s different about you?” she 
observed, studying Logan. “Weren’t you like, way taller when we 
met you in July?” 

Madison nodded in agreement, her own eyes narrowing. 
“And your shoulders look totally smaller? Your whole frame 
seems super different somehow.” 
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Tiffany approached with her typical directness, examining 
Logan’s face with uncomfortable closeness. “Did you get work 
done? A nose job maybe?” 

Logan felt panic rising, but forced himself to remain calm. He 
knew this was coming, and Dr. Gupta had carefully constructed a 
cover story for just such situations. 

“It’s part of my health condition,” he explained. “I had to quit 
gymnastics because of a rare endocrine disorder that affects my 
growth patterns. The treatments I’m getting at Dr. Gupta’s facility 
involve targeted osseous malleability protocols and cellular 
reconfiguration that can cause rapid physical changes.” 

He continued with more of Dr. Gupta’s incomprehensible 
medical jargon, watching the cheerleaders’ eyes glaze over with 
each technical term he deployed. “The phenotypic optimization 
through hormone modulators creates unavoidable morphological 
adaptations during the recalibration process.” 

Alexis finally held up her hand. “Okay, TMI on the medical 
stuff. As long as you can help us win Nationals, that’s literally all 
that matters.” 

Madison nodded sympathetically. “My cousin has weird 
medical stuff too. It super sucks.” 

Tiffany just shrugged with the casual acceptance of someone 
whose attention had already moved on to more interesting topics. 
“Good excuse for a totally new wardrobe! Now let’s get 
going—the mall’s about to open.” 

Logan exhaled quietly, relieved that his explanation had been 
accepted without further investigation. 

 
The shopping expedition began at Willow Creek Galleria, the 

largest mall in the area, with the three cheerleaders guiding 
Logan through stores he would never have entered in his previous 
life. The girls moved through the boutiques with practiced 
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efficiency and an obvious familiarity with feminine fashion that 
left Logan feeling like an anthropologist observing an alien 
culture. 

They selected items and held them against Logan to assess fit 
and style compatibility before he even reached a changing room, 
their collective expertise in matters of color coordination and 
silhouette optimization both impressive and intimidating.  

“You need to define your personal style,” Tiffany explained 
while arranging potential outfits on a boutique couch with the 
eye of someone curating an art exhibition. “Everyone on Elite has 
their signature look. Mine is bohemian chic, Madison goes for 
preppy classic, and Alexis is polished feminine. With those waves 
and freckles, your natural features would totally work with a 
fresh, romantic vibe.” 

“Fresh and romantic?” Logan repeated uncertainly, having no 
idea what any of that meant. 

“It’s all youthful, airy silhouettes that highlight your delicate 
features?” Madison explained, pulling a blush-colored blouse 
from a nearby rack. “Think soft florals, playful details, and colors 
like sage green, dusty rose, and lavender—but with modern 
touches so it looks age-appropriate rather than like you raided 
your grandmother’s closet.” 

Alexis nodded in agreement, holding up the blouse Madison 
had selected for evaluation. “Your coloring is perfect for this 
aesthetic. And it will, like, de-emphasize your... problem areas.” 

Logan felt a strange disconnect as the girls discussed his body 
with such clinical objectivity. They spoke about features he was 
still getting used to as though they were simply facts to build a 
wardrobe around, not recent and disturbing changes to his 
fundamental identity. 

As Logan moved through the stores with the cheerleaders 
serving as his guides and translators, he found himself in a 
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strange psychological space. Certain feminine mannerisms—the 
way he tilted his head when considering an outfit or how his 
hands naturally gestured when speaking—now emerged without 
conscious effort or deliberate performance. 

Yet he still felt like an actor in an exhausting performance 
most of the time, constantly monitoring his words and censoring 
his natural reactions. Every interaction required vigilance, the 
mental checklist of “what would Elle do?” running constantly in 
the background of his thoughts like background software 
consuming processing power. 

Even when the physical movements came automatically, the 
mental strain of maintaining the facade was overwhelming. One 
slip, one moment of dropped guard, and everything could 
unravel. It didn’t help that Logan found himself increasingly 
confused by the cheerleaders’ fashion vocabulary, which seemed 
to operate according to rules and principles he had never 
encountered.  

“What about this peplum with the knife-pleat midi?” 
Madison suggested, holding up a combination of garments Logan 
couldn’t even identify, let alone provide commentary on. 

“Elle, what do you think?” Alexis asked, turning to Logan 
with an expectant expression. “Would you prefer the 
cold-shoulder or the keyhole neckline?” 

Logan stared at her in complete bewilderment. “I... um... the 
second one?” he ventured uncertainly. 

The three cheerleaders exchanged knowing glances. 
“You, like, have no idea what we’re talking about, do you?” 

Tiffany asked with a hint of amusement in her voice. 
Logan shook his head in defeat. 
“Oh my god, we need to start from like, absolute basics?” 

Madison declared with the enthusiasm of someone who had just 
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discovered an interesting new project. “No wonder you’ve been 
looking so overwhelmed by all this.” 

“First things first,” Alexis said, taking charge of the situation. 
“You need a crash course in fashion terminology or you’ll literally 
never survive as part of this squad.” 

“This is a fit and flare silhouette?” Madison explained, 
holding up a dress with a fitted bodice and flared skirt. “It defines 
your waist and gives movement to the hem, which is perfect for a 
petite frame like yours.” 

“Cold shoulder tops have these cutouts here,” Tiffany 
demonstrated with a lightweight sweater. “They’re flirty without 
being too revealing, and they’ll look literally amazing with your 
collarbones.” 

For the next several minutes, the girls gave Logan a 
comprehensive crash course in the language of feminine fashion. 
They explained the differences between cap sleeves and flutter 
sleeves, boat necks versus sweetheart necklines, and why certain 
fabrics draped better than others. 

“Peplum tops have this little flare at the waist?” Alexis 
demonstrated. “High-waisted bottoms will make your legs look 
longer.” 

“A-line skirts are different from skater skirts because the flare 
is more gradual,” Madison added with the thoroughness of a 
dedicated teacher. “Both would work for you, but skater skirts 
have more movement.” 

Oddly, Logan found himself absorbing the avalanche of 
information with surprising ease, nodding at what he hoped were 
appropriate moments. Pencil skirts, bodycon dresses, shift 
dresses, wrap styles—each term came with its own set of rules 
about body types, occasions, and styling principles that formed a 
complex system of knowledge his mind seemed receptive to. 
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His head spun with unfamiliar terminology as the 
cheerleaders selected an assortment of youthful pieces that 
would establish what they called his “signature aesthetic.” The 
collection grew to include cropped cardigans with pearlescent 
buttons, flirty skater skirts in various colors and patterns, 
off-shoulder tops with delicate embroidery, sundresses with 
ribbon ties and other feminine details, high-waisted shorts that 
emphasized his new proportions, and fitted jeans that 
accentuated curves he was still getting used to possessing. 

 
Once alone in the changing room of their first stop, Logan 

faced the challenge of actually putting on these unfamiliar 
garments. He struggled with a peach-colored minidress that 
featured intricate crisscross straps at the back, the design more 
complex than anything he had ever attempted to wear. 

After several minutes of increasingly frustrated contortion, he 
managed to get the dress on, but the straps were hopelessly 
tangled, forming an awkward zigzag pattern instead of the clean 
X-shaped design they were supposed to create.  

“Everything okay in there?” Madison called through the door, 
her voice carrying a note of concern. 

“I’m fine,” Logan insisted, his pride preventing him from 
admitting he couldn’t manage to dress himself. 

“Elle, seriously, do you need help?” Alexis asked, her tone 
shifting to genuine worry. “You’ve been in there forever.” 

“I can’t figure out these straps,” Logan finally admitted with 
burning embarrassment. “They’re all tangled up.” 

“Oh, those crisscross straps are tricky for everyone,” Alexis 
said sympathetically, her understanding tone making Logan feel 
slightly less incompetent. “Want me to help?” 

Before Logan could protest, Alexis had slipped inside the 
changing room. He froze in panic, unprepared for the sudden 
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intimacy and proximity of having another person in such a 
confined space while he was essentially undressed. 

“Oh, you’ve got these completely twisted around,” Alexis said 
matter-of-factly, immediately moving behind him to assess the 
situation. “Hold still and I’ll fix it.” 

Her fingers worked quickly and efficiently at the tangled 
straps, occasionally brushing against his skin as she untangled 
the mess he had created. Logan stood rigid as a statue, staring at 
his reflection—a petite figure in a feminine dress with another 
girl casually adjusting her clothing, as though this were the most 
normal thing in the world. 

“There. That’s how they’re supposed to look,” Alexis said 
with satisfaction, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Much 
better. Try this one on next—the color is literally going to be 
amazing on you.” 

Alexis handed Logan a vibrant teal halter dress that was 
unlike anything he had tried so far—a stunning jewel-toned 
garment with an open back and a flowy skirt that hit just above 
the knee. The fabric had a subtle shimmer that caught the light. 

“This looks pretty fancy,” Logan said hesitantly. 
“It’s perfect for any major party,” Madison called out from the 

adjacent changing stall. “Everyone needs at least one statement 
piece.” 

Reluctantly, Logan slipped into the teal dress. After the strap 
disaster he’d just experienced, this garment was surprisingly 
simple to put on—the halter design tied behind his neck, and the 
open back eliminated any complicated zippers or fastenings that 
might challenge his limited experience with feminine clothing. 

The material felt cool and silky against his skin, flowing 
around his transformed body. Taking a deep breath to steady his 
nerves, he stepped out of the changing room to face the judgment 
of his self-appointed style consultants. 
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When he looked in the three-way mirror that dominated the 

boutique’s fitting area, even Logan had to admit that the dress 
was undeniably perfect for his transformed appearance. Despite 
his minimal makeup and basic ponytail, he looked genuinely 
stunning—the rich teal color made his auburn hair appear more 
vibrant and his brown eyes warmer and more expressive. 

The cut of the dress emphasized his newly narrow waist 
while creating the illusion of curves where Dr. Gupta’s treatments 
had only begun their work. The open back revealed his shoulder 
blades, now delicate and feminine where once powerful muscles 
had defined his athletic silhouette. The overall effect was both 
elegant and youthful, sophisticated yet age-appropriate. 
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All three cheerleaders fell silent as they took in his 
appearance, their expressions shifting from casual assessment to 
genuine surprise. 

“Oh my god?” Madison breathed, her eyes widening. “Elle, 
you look literally incredible.” 

“Holy crap,” Tiffany blurted with characteristic directness, 
circling around him to examine the effect from every angle. “That 
back detail with your shoulders—it’s totally perfect!” 

Alexis actually clasped her hands together in a gesture of pure 
delight. “This is, like beyond what I was hoping for? The color 
against your skin, the way it frames your collarbones—you’re 
totally going to turn heads in this.” 

Logan stood awkwardly in the center of their attention, 
acutely aware of how exposed his bare shoulders and back felt. 
The dress moved like liquid around his legs when he shifted his 
weight. 

 
As they continued through the mall over the following hours, 

the cheerleaders’ selections grew increasingly coordinated and 
comprehensive. Soon, they had moved beyond basic clothing to 
accessories. Madison selected delicate jewelry—thin chains with 
small, youthful charms like tiny hearts and crescent 
moons—while Tiffany added scrunchies, headbands, and hair 
clips to their growing collection. 

Madison held up a pair of emerald green earrings against 
Logan’s face. “These would look amazing with your coloring,” she 
insisted, then paused. “Wait. Your ears aren’t pierced?” 

Before Logan could mumble an excuse or explanation, Tiffany 
gasped dramatically. “We have to fix that immediately! How can 
you be on the squad without even basic accessories?” 

Logan found himself shoved into a chair at a jewelry kiosk, 
Alexis holding his hand supportively as the technician made 
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small marks on his earlobes with a surgical pen to ensure perfect 
placement. 

“Just a tiny pinch,” the technician promised reassuringly 
before the piercing gun pressed against his ear with a sharp, 
decisive click. 

The sensation was more startling than painful, and within 
minutes, Logan was examining his reflection with small silver 
studs decorating his earlobes like tiny exclamation points 
marking another irrevocable step in his transformation. 

Logan touched one of the studs gently, wincing slightly at the 
tenderness but marveling at how such a small change could make 
such a significant difference in his appearance. The earrings 
somehow made his face look more feminine, more complete, as if 
this had always been missing from his overall presentation. 

“These open up so many options,” Madison said excitedly, 
immediately returning to the jewelry display with renewed 
enthusiasm. “Now we can get you some super cute dangly 
earrings for formal events, and some studs in different colors to 
coordinate with your outfits.” 

 
As they moved on to the next phase of their shopping 

expedition, the cheerleaders steered him toward footwear. Their 
selections followed the same youthful, romantic theme that 
characterized the rest of his new wardrobe—white platform 
sneakers that added height, colorful ballet flats in various shades, 
and strappy sandals that showed off his feet. 

“These platforms are totally trending right now,” Alexis 
explained, holding up a pair of chunky white sneakers with a 
two-inch sole. “They add height but they’re still casual enough 
for everyday wear?” 

Logan slipped them on, finding unexpected comfort in the 
added height that partially compensated for what Dr. Gupta’s 
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treatments had taken away. Standing a couple inches taller, even 
temporarily, felt like reclaiming a small piece of his former self. 

 
With each new store they visited, Logan watched with 

escalating alarm as the pile of purchases grew exponentially 
larger. It wasn’t the cost—GIRLI had provided him with a credit 
card for wardrobe expansion, now that his height had 
stabilized—but the accumulated shopping bags felt like evidence 
of his systematic transformation, each one containing another 
piece of the feminine identity being constructed around him. 

“I don’t think I need this much stuff,” he protested weakly as 
they added yet another shopping bag to his collection, the weight 
of his new wardrobe becoming both literal and metaphorical. 

“You totally do,” Tiffany insisted with the authority of 
someone who had clearly given this matter serious thought. 
“Senior year requires having the right look for every possible 
occasion—class uniforms, weekend casual, football games, 
post-game celebrations, coffee dates, mall hangouts, team 
bonding activities...” 

“Plus holiday parties, formal dances, spirit week themes, and 
college interviews,” Alexis added, examining a pale blue mini 
dress. “Trust me, you’ll need all of it and probably more before the 
year is over.” 

By the time they’d worked through their comprehensive 
shopping list, Logan had accumulated over thirty complete 
outfits. His new “signature style” had been thoroughly 
established, documented in dozens of photos, and reinforced with 
countless items that now constituted a complete feminine 
wardrobe. 

 
Between stores, they took a break at the Willow Creek 

Galleria’s central courtyard, settling at a table near the fountain 
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while Logan processed the magnitude of what had just occurred. 
As he sipped a diet lemonade—Alexis’s firm insistence after he 
had initially tried to order a chocolate milkshake—he noticed his 
reflection in the mirrored column beside their table. 

The person staring back seemed like a stranger—delicate 
features enhanced by the soft freckles that had developed over 
recent weeks, a softer jawline that no longer suggested masculine 
strength, and hints of curves now visible even beneath his casual 
hoodie.  

By the time they headed toward “Luxe Intimates” in the west 
wing of the mall, Logan’s arms ached from carrying multiple 
shopping bags and his mind swam with fashion terminology he’d 
never needed to understand before. The girls had declared his 
wardrobe nearly complete, with only the final, most intimate 
layer remaining to be addressed. 

“You cannot keep wearing those super basic sports bras,” 
Alexis declared with authority as they approached the boutique’s 
entrance. Logan started to protest but stopped himself—he’d 
already come to terms with the fact that his “compression 
harnesses” were essentially sports bras. 

“You need actual bras that fit properly and create the right 
silhouette,” Alexis continued, gesturing toward a display of lacy 
options. “And cute underwear to match. It’s, like, a confidence 
thing, even if nobody else sees them.” 

Inside the boutique, Logan found himself surrounded by a sea 
of lace, satin, and soft cotton in every conceivable shade and style. 
He stood awkwardly beside a display while Alexis confidently 
sorted through options. 

“You definitely need at least five everyday bras and some cute 
matching sets?” Alexis declared, holding up a pale pink bralette 
for his inspection. “This would look perfect with your coloring.” 

66 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

Madison nodded in agreement. “And you’ll need something 
special for dates eventually. Feeling sexy starts with what’s 
underneath everything else.” 

Logan felt his cheeks flush as he reluctantly accepted the 
growing pile of intimate apparel, the entire situation feeling 
surreal beyond his ability to process. Standing in a women’s 
boutique while three teenage girls selected undergarments for 
him with such casual confidence was perhaps the most 
disorienting experience in a summer filled with impossible 
situations. 

“Go try these on while we find more options,” Alexis directed, 
pointing toward the fitting rooms at the back of the store. 

Resigned to his fate, Logan headed toward the fitting rooms 
with an armful of lacy items, his gaze fixed firmly on the floor to 
avoid eye contact with other shoppers. So focused was he on his 
embarrassment that he nearly collided with an employee 
approaching with a measuring tape. 

“Whoa, offsides, my bad,” Logan said automatically, the 
surprise collision taking his mind off being “Elle” for just long 
enough that one of his reflexive football phrases broke through 
his carefully maintained facade. 

He looked up and felt the floor seem to drop from beneath 
him.  

Standing before him, her name tag reading “Assistant 
Manager,” was Kayla Chen—his ex-girlfriend from Westlake 
University. They’d dated for nearly a year before his injury, and 
she had been one of the few people who had tried to maintain 
contact during the dark period that followed his career-ending 
tackle. She’d been the last person to see him as Logan before 
everything fell apart.  

Kayla stared at Logan with an expression that shifted from 
professional politeness to confused recognition at hearing the 
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familiar phrase Logan had always used whenever he clumsily 
bumped into her on a date. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she 
studied his face, clearly trying to place something that felt 
familiar. 

 
Logan’s terror at the encounter was compounded by a 

disorienting realization: Kayla was now at eye level with him. The 
woman who had once had to look up to meet his gaze, who used 
to fit perfectly under his protective arm during their countless 
dates, was now standing eye-to-eye with his transformed body. 
His height loss had erased the physical dynamic between them 
completely, eliminating one of the most fundamental aspects of 
their former relationship. 
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He used to love how she would playfully complain about neck 
strain when they kissed for too long, her head tilted back to reach 
his lips. Now that cherished memory felt like it belonged to 
someone else entirely, contradicted by the reality of their current 
positioning. The thought of what their physical relationship had 
been like now seemed impossible, as if it had happened to a 
different person in a different lifetime. 

“Sorry... have we met before?” Kayla asked, her voice carrying 
the careful tone of someone trying to solve a puzzle. “You look 
really familiar somehow.” 

Logan’s heart hammered against his ribs as cold panic 
flooded his system, every instinct screaming at him to run before 
she could piece together the impossible truth. Kayla had been 
there through his recovery, visiting him in the hospital after his 
surgery, helping with his physical therapy sessions before she’d 
finally ended things when his depression became too 
overwhelming for their relationship to survive. 

She knew the surgical scar that used to run along his back 
intimately, had listened to his fears about his future during 
countless late-night conversations, had seen him at his most 
vulnerable moments when the painkillers made him weepy and 
philosophical. And now she was looking at him with that small 
frown of concentration she always got when trying to remember 
something, her mind working to solve the mystery of why this 
petite teenager felt so familiar. 

“I... I don’t think so,” Logan stammered, his voice sounding 
alien even to himself. 

Kayla tilted her head, studying him. “Are you sure? Your eyes 
especially... I could swear I know you from somewhere.” 

“Elle’s new to the area?” Alexis intervened, appearing at his 
side. “She’s transferring to Westridge Academy this fall from 
Oregon.” 
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“Oh, Westridge?” Kayla’s puzzled expression cleared slightly. 
“No, that can’t be it then. I don’t really know any high school 
students around here.” She shook her head as if to clear it. “Must 
be one of those weird déjà vu things.” 

She turned her attention to the armful of lingerie Logan was 
clutching. “Anyway, first time shopping for real bras? We 
definitely recommend a proper fitting to ensure you get the right 
size and support.” 

“Elle’s, like, a little shy about all this,” Alexis explained, 
misinterpreting Logan’s frozen terror as awkwardness about 
intimate apparel. 

Kayla’s expression softened with professional warmth. “No 
need to be nervous at all. I help first-timers all the time—it’s 
totally normal.” She held out her hand for the items Logan was 
clutching like a lifeline. “Those are pretty choices, but let’s make 
sure we’re getting the right size first. Come with me to the fitting 
area and we’ll get you properly measured.” 

Logan stood frozen in absolute terror, panic rising. The 
thought of Kayla measuring his transformed body, her hands 
unwittingly touching the person she had once known intimately, 
was too horrifying to contemplate—especially now that some 
part of her clearly recognized something about him that she 
couldn’t quite place. 

“I’m actually not feeling well,” he managed, his voice barely 
audible as his throat constricted with fear. “Maybe another time.” 

Concern crossed Kayla’s face—the same expression of 
worried care she’d worn when she’d nursed him through a bad flu 
during their relationship, the gentle attention that had made him 
fall in love with her in the first place. “No problem. When you’re 
ready, just ask for Kayla.” 

She handed him a business card with her contact 
information. “I’m usually here weekends and Thursdays if you 
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want to come back when you’re feeling better.” She hesitated for a 
moment, her expression growing thoughtful. “Sorry again about 
the confusion earlier. You just remind me of someone who used to 
be very special to me.” 

Logan took the card automatically, terror building as he 
realized how close he’d come to complete discovery. The casual 
mention that he reminded her of someone “special” sent chills 
down his spine—she was talking about him, about Logan, 
without realizing the person she was missing was standing right 
in front of her. 

“No problem,” he whispered, fighting to keep his voice steady. 
As Kayla walked away to help another customer, Logan could 

feel her glancing back at him periodically, that puzzled expression 
still on her face as her subconscious mind continued working on 
the impossible puzzle he represented. 

“Elle? You okay?” Madison asked, placing a concerned hand 
on his shoulder. “You look like you’re about to literally pass out or 
something.” 

“I’m fine,” Logan lied, swallowing hard against the nausea 
threatening to overwhelm him. “Just nervous about all this stuff.” 

Alexis studied him curiously. “Do you know her or 
something? That was super weird.” 

“No,” Logan said firmly, making a decision in that moment. “I 
don’t know her at all.” 

 
When they exited the store twenty minutes later with 

purchases completed thanks to another associate’s help, Logan 
made an unexpected declaration. 

“Let’s do the salon next,” he said with sudden determination. 
“The complete makeover you mentioned earlier. How soon can 
we go?” 
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The cheerleaders exchanged surprised glances, clearly not 
expecting this sudden shift in attitude from someone who had 
been resistant to their suggestions all day. 

“Really?” Tiffany asked with obvious excitement. “I thought 
you were totally against it.” 

Logan looked over his shoulder toward the boutique they’d 
just left, catching a glimpse of Kayla helping another customer 
through the large windows.  

“I’ve changed my mind,” Logan said, his voice hardening 
with. “If I’m going to be on Elite, I need to commit totally and 
completely. I want to look different. Completely different.” 
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~4~ 

One Elle of a Makeover 

 
Logan’s encounter with his ex-girlfriend Kayla had made one 

thing terrifyingly clear: his current appearance still retained 
enough of his original self that someone who knew him well 
could sense something familiar. That wasn’t a risk he could afford 
to take. Even with all the changes GIRLI had made to his body, 
traces of Logan Turner remained—in his mannerisms, in his 
expressions, in some ineffable quality that Kayla had recognized 
despite everything. If he was going to survive the year ahead, 
those final traces needed to be eliminated completely. 

“If I’m going to be on Elite, I need to commit completely,” 
Logan had declared to the cheerleaders. “I want to look different. 
Completely different.” 

“That’s the spirit!” Alexis exclaimed with genuine 
enthusiasm. “You’ll thank us later. The right hair and makeup 
totally make all the difference.” 

Tiffany checked her phone and squealed with excitement. 
“Perfect timing! I just texted Serenade Salon, and they had a 
cancellation. They can take us in an hour if we hurry.” 
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“Serenade is the literal best,” Madison explained as they 
gathered their shopping bags. “All the Elite girls go there. It’s 
expensive, but it will be completely worth it.” 

 
The salon was located in an exclusive shopping district, its 

sleek interior populated by fashionable women undergoing 
various beauty treatments. Logan felt immediately out of place 
despite his increasingly feminine appearance, acutely aware of 
how his basic ponytail, minimal makeup, and frumpy sweats 
contrasted with the polished clients around him. 

“Elle needs the complete transformation package,” Alexis 
informed the salon manager while Logan sat frozen in 
embarrassment. “She’s transferring to Westridge, and we need to 
bring her up to Elite standards.” 

“We can definitely work with this,” the manager responded, 
assessing Logan with professional scrutiny. “She has gorgeous 
bone structure and those freckles are to die for. Let’s start with a 
consultation.” 

What followed was a four-hour beauty marathon that 
systematically feminized every aspect of Logan’s appearance. The 
hairstylist began by attacking his auburn locks. 

“We’ll intensify your beautiful auburn color and add rich 
dimensional highlights that will catch the light,” she explained, 
mixing color formulations. “Your natural wave pattern is ideal for 
the face-framing layers we’ll create, and we’ll add significant 
length and volume to make it truly striking.” 

As the colorist applied the dye, Logan felt the cool, thick 
substance being painted methodically through sections of his 
hair. The chemical smell made his eyes water slightly, but what 
truly unnerved him was watching his familiar brownish-auburn 
shade being painted with a vibrant red solution. It felt to him that 
with each section the colorist covered, another piece of Logan 
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Turner vanished. He sat rigidly in the chair, watching his 
transformation through the mirror with a mixture of fascination 
and growing panic as the stylist worked her way around his head, 
using foils and various brushes. 

“Now we’ll let this process for about 45 minutes,” she 
explained, setting a timer. “You’re going to die when you see how 
great this color looks on you.” 

 
While the color processed, Logan was moved to another 

station where an aesthetician began what she called “structural 
refinement” of his eyebrows. 

“Your natural arch is actually quite exquisite,” she noted, 
examining his brows with magnifying glasses. “We’ll just clean 
up the shape and define them properly.” 

The process was surprisingly painful—waxing followed by 
precise tweezing that brought tears to his eyes. Once the basic 
shape was established, the aesthetician introduced a procedure 
that horrified Logan. 

“Microblading! It will give you perfectly defined brows for 
months,” she explained, preparing a specialized tool. “It’s 
semi-permanent pigmentation that creates the illusion of 
individual hairs in the ideal feminine arch.” 

Logan wanted to object but found himself silenced by Alexis’s 
enthusiastic approval and his own uncertainty about refusing 
treatments that might compromise his cover. The microblading 
procedure involved tiny needles depositing pigment just beneath 
the skin surface, creating delicate hair-like strokes that 
transformed his brows into perfectly shaped arches that 
completely redefined his eyes. 

 
Logan was next subjected to what the salon called a 

“youth-prolonging facial“—an intensive treatment involving 
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exfoliation, extractions, and various serums applied with 
specialized equipment. 

“Your skin is already responding beautifully to whatever 
regimen you’re on,” the aesthetician commented, examining his 
face under bright lights. “We’ll just refine and enhance with 
collagen stimulation and targeted brightening for those adorable 
freckles.” 

 
Just when he thought things couldn’t get worse, a specialist 

in “non-invasive enhancements” arrived for a consultation. 
“We offer subtle tweakments that can refine facial structure 

without surgery,” she explained, examining Logan’s face from 
different angles. “For someone your age, we recommend only the 
most targeted interventions.” 

Before Logan could process what was happening, the 
specialist was marking measurement points on his face and 
preparing injections. 

“Just a touch of fine hyaluronic acid filler to enhance your 
upper lip definition and cheek contours,” she explained, 
preparing a syringe. “And a micro-dose of relaxer for your 
forehead to prevent future tension lines. Nothing that looks 
artificial—just enhancements that bring out your natural 
beauty.” 

The injections were quick but uncomfortable—sharp pinches 
followed by strange pressure sensations as the substances were 
deposited beneath his skin. The specialist worked with skill, using 
tiny amounts distributed in strategic locations that subtly 
feminized his facial structure and left everything feeling swollen 
and wrong. 

“These treatments will blend with your already gorgeous 
features,” she explained. “The results look completely natural but 
will totally enhance your feminine aura. The effects last about six 
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months, so you’ll need maintenance sessions, but they’re quick 
and easy.” 

 
After the timer at the color station went off and his hair had 

been rinsed, the stylist escorted him back to her chair for what 
she called “the dramatic reveal.” Logan stared in shock at the rich 
reddish shade that had replaced his natural color. The enhanced 
tone made his skin appear creamier and his developing freckles 
stand out dramatically. 

“This is just the beginning,” the stylist assured him, gathering 
several packages from a nearby drawer. “You’ll love what it looks 
like after extensions.” 

Logan watched in mute horror as she opened multiple 
packages of human hair that matched his new color perfectly.  

“These are premium quality hand-tied extensions,” she 
explained. “They’ll blend with your natural hair and add both 
length and volume.” 

The process was tedious and uncomfortable. Logan sat with 
his neck cramping as the stylist meticulously attached small 
bundles of hair close to his scalp creating an almost imperceptible 
bond. The weight of the additional hair felt strange and alien 
against his neck and back, leaving him with a constant awareness 
of the foreign material now attached to his head. With each 
added section, he felt the physical burden of his transformation 
becoming increasingly tangible—his head literally heavier with 
the weight of his new look. 

Once all the extensions were in place, the stylist began 
cutting his newly lengthened hair into a long layered style with 
soft face-framing pieces and natural waves that perfectly 
complemented his facial structure. With each snip of the scissors, 
she created movement and dimension that made the extensions 
blend seamlessly with his natural hair. 
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“You’ll need to be careful washing and brushing for the first 
few days,” the stylist instructed as she worked. “No vigorous 
scrubbing or rough handling, and always brush from the ends up, 
never from the root down. Your extensions should last about 
eight weeks before needing maintenance.” 

As the stylist continued her detailed instructions about 
sulfate-free shampoos, weekly conditioning treatments, and 
proper blow-drying techniques, Logan was disturbed to find 
himself absorbing every word with perfect clarity. Just like earlier 
in the day when fashion terminology had inexplicably lodged in 
his brain, these elaborate feminine hair care routines seemed to 
settle into his memory with unnatural ease. His mind eagerly 
soaked up terms like “heat protectant,” “texturizing spray,” and 
“root lift” as if they were football plays he’d been studying for 
years. 

The finished result was stunning—his once shoulder-length 
hair now cascaded in vibrant auburn waves well past his shoulder 
blades, creating a dramatic frame for his increasingly delicate 
features. The stylist used various hot tools to enhance his natural 
waves, creating cascading curves that softened his appearance 
dramatically. Each time he moved his head, he felt the unfamiliar 
weight and movement of the much longer hair, a constant 
physical reminder of how far removed he was becoming from his 
original self. 

 
The final phase involved a makeup artist who provided both 

application and education on techniques far more sophisticated 
than the basic tinted moisturizer and mascara Dr. Gupta had 
given him. 

“For everyday, you want an enhanced natural look that 
appears effortless while highlighting your best features,” she 
explained, applying various products with practiced skill. “We’ll 
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teach you how to create your signature style that works with your 
coloring and features.” 

Again, Logan found himself frightened by how effortlessly he 
absorbed the detailed makeup techniques. As the artist 
demonstrated the proper way to apply primer for longevity and 
foundation that perfectly matched his skin tone, Logan retained 
each step with perfect clarity. 

Logan caught himself leaning forward with interest as the 
artist demonstrated contouring techniques, finding the delicate 
brushwork almost mesmerizing.  

“The secret is blending,” she explained, demonstrating with a 
fluffy brush. “You want to create dimension without visible lines. 
A touch of bronzer here, highlight on the high points, and your 
bone structure will look naturally feminine.” 

Next came eye makeup techniques - how to blend eyeshadow 
into the crease for dimension, tight-line the upper waterline, and 
apply mascara without clumping. “Always curl your lashes first,” 
she advised, demonstrating the technique. “It opens up your eyes 
and makes them appear larger and more expensive.” 

Finally, she addressed lip techniques, showing him how to 
use liner slightly outside his natural lip line. “Your Cupid’s bow 
has beautiful definition, but we’ll enhance it just a bit,” she said, 
carefully outlining then filling in with a nude-pink shade. 
“Overdrawing is an art—too much looks fake, but the right 
technique gives you that perfect feminine fullness.” 

Once, Logan would have been overwhelmed and confused by 
the array of brushes, products, and techniques. But his mind now 
categorized and filed away each piece of information as if it were 
the most natural thing in the world. He didn’t need to concentrate 
or make an effort to remember—the knowledge simply 
integrated itself into his consciousness. 
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By the time the comprehensive makeover was complete, 
Logan barely recognized himself. The person in the mirror was 
unquestionably female—a striking young woman with vibrant 
auburn waves cascading past her shoulders, perfectly shaped 
eyebrows arching above expressive eyes, subtly enhanced facial 
contours that appeared completely natural, and delicately 
freckled skin that glowed with health. The dramatic hair 
transformation alone would have made him unrecognizable, but 
combined with everything else, the disconnect between his 
rapidly fading self-image and this reflection grew more profound 
than ever. 
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“Absolutely stunning,” the salon manager approved as the 
team of specialists presented their finished work. “You look like a 
completely different person.” 

The irony of this comment wasn’t lost on Logan, who stared 
at his reflection with a mixture of horror and fascination. The face 
gazing back from the mirror wasn’t just Logan with longer 
hair—it was an entirely different creature who happened to 
inhabit his transforming body. He was certain he wasn’t going to 
get recognized by someone from his old life again. Maybe ever. 

 
After their final assessment of the transformation, Tiffany 

pulled out her phone and held it up. “We need to document this. 
Elle, you totally have to take a selfie with your new look.” 

“A selfie?” Logan repeated, still disoriented by the stranger in 
the mirror. 

“Yes! This is a moment that needs to be captured,” Madison 
insisted. “Here, use my phone—it has the new camera.” 

Logan hesitated as Madison pressed her phone into his hand. 
He’d never been particularly adept at taking selfies, always 
managing to cut off half his face or capture unflattering angles 
when he’d tried in his previous life. 

Logan raised the phone uncertainly, but then something 
strange happened. Without conscious thought, his body shifted 
into position. His chin tilted down slightly, his head angled to 
catch the salon lighting perfectly. His eyes softened, lips parting 
just enough to appear natural rather than posed. His arm 
extended at precisely the right length, the camera positioned to 
capture his best features while minimizing any masculine angles 
that might remain. 

His finger tapped the screen, capturing a flawless image that 
looked like it belonged in a beauty magazine—the auburn waves 
framing his face perfectly, his expression both confident and 
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approachable, the composition highlighting every element of his 
transformation. 

“Let me see!” Tiffany exclaimed, reaching for the phone. She 
examined the photo with a low whistle. “Okay, seriously? First try 
and it’s perfect? Most girls need like, twenty attempts to get one 
this good.” 

Alexis peered over her shoulder and nodded approvingly. 
“You’re a natural. Tiff, text it to her so she can put it on her Insta. 
A look that good needs to be shared.” 

“I... don’t have social media,” Logan stammered, suddenly 
aware of yet another gap in his fabricated identity. It hadn’t even 
occurred to him that “Elle” would be expected to have an online 
presence. 

“What? How is that possible?” Madison looked genuinely 
shocked. “Every girl has at least Instagram.” 

“My mom is super strict about privacy,” Logan improvised, 
drawing on the fake backstory Dr. Gupta had created. “Because of 
her government work, she doesn’t allow me to have public 
accounts.” 

The explanation seemed to satisfy them, though Tiffany 
shook her head in sympathy. “That’s literally tragic. But you 
should at least keep this photo for yourself. It’s incredible.” 

As the girls continued chattering about filter options and 
lighting, Logan stared at the photo Tiffany had just texted him 
with growing unease. How had he known exactly how to pose? 
The perfect angle, the subtle expression, the flattering 
composition—none of it had required conscious thought. His 
body had simply... done it, as if he’d been taking feminine selfies 
his entire life. 

This wasn’t the first time he’d noticed these automated 
responses. Small gestures and mannerisms had been emerging 
with increasing frequency—the way his hands now moved when 
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he spoke, how his head tilted when listening, even the subtle shift 
in his walk. But this was different—a complex sequence of 
movements he had never learned, executed with practiced 
precision. 

He’d come to terms with the GIRLI “kinesthetic 
reprogramming” that had taught him his tumbling skills, 
rationalizing it as a necessary evil to learn the cheer techniques 
needed to achieve success in a sport he had no background in. But 
this was something different. These weren’t entirely new skills, 
but altered behaviors that were modifying how Logan would have 
otherwise acted in certain situations. 

It was as if someone else was occasionally taking control of 
his body, a feminine presence that existed just beneath the 
surface of his consciousness, ready to emerge whenever “Elle” 
was required. 

 
As Logan stepped out of the salon, his newly styled auburn 

waves catching the afternoon sunlight, he felt like a completely 
different person. Which was precisely the point. But the shopping 
and salon marathon had been exhausting, both physically and 
emotionally, and by the time the girls had dropped him off at his 
apartment, all he wanted to do was collapse. 

 
The next day, Logan arrived at the GIRLI facility for his 

scheduled evaluation. He’d spent nearly an hour that morning 
getting ready, following the salon specialists’ instructions with 
surprising ease. Despite knowing exactly which products to use 
and how to apply them, the prescribed routine still took 
forever—a meticulous process of styling his new extensions, 
applying the correct makeup techniques, and ensuring everything 
looked natural. 
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Logan’s face still felt unnervingly different after the salon 
treatments. His skin tingled from the aggressive exfoliation, his 
eyebrows ached dully from the microblading, and the peculiar 
pressure sensations from the injections lingered beneath the 
surface. When he spoke, he could feel a subtle resistance in his 
upper lip, the slight fullness catching his attention with every 
word. His face no longer felt like his own—not just in appearance 
but in the physical sensations that now accompanied every 
expression. 

Following the cheerleaders’ advice about his “signature 
style,” he’d chosen a sage green sundress with a delicate floral 
pattern, paired with a cropped cream cardigan that softened his 
shoulders and arms. He’d found a pair of GIRLI “contour 
augmentation module” silicone inserts in his closet that perfectly 
filled his new A cup bras, their gentle weight against his chest 
distracting and foreign. He slipped simple sandals that showed 
off his new pedicure onto his feet, inserted small silver stud 
earrings through his aching earlobes, and tentatively left his 
apartment. 

 
Dr. Gupta looked up from her tablet as he entered her office, 

her eyes widening slightly—the most emotional reaction he’d 
ever seen from her. 

“Your appearance has achieved remarkable feminine 
refinement through these strategic enhancements,” she stated. “It 
is reassuring that you have expended your supplemental 
aesthetic stipend to substantially elevate your adaptation 
potential beyond initial projections.” 

“Thanks... I think,” Logan replied uncertainly, taking his 
usual seat across from her desk. “You’re saying I look nice? And 
you’re not mad that GIRLI had to pay for a makeover and all these 
new clothes?” 
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“Affirmative,” Dr. Gupta replied without a hint of 
self-consciousness about her bizarre communication style. “I 
would estimate your assimilation trajectory has accelerated by 
approximately 17.3% based on these modifications.” 

 
Logan shifted uncomfortably in his seat, still not accustomed 

to the way the sundress arranged itself around his legs. The light 
fabric seemed to have a mind of its own, settling against his 
thighs and occasionally catching air currents that threatened to 
lift the hem. It required a constant, low-level awareness that his 
cargo shorts had never demanded—a subconscious monitoring of 
how he sat, crossed his legs, and adjusted his posture. 

“Something happened yesterday that I wanted to ask you 
about. At the salon, when we were taking pictures, I 
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automatically knew how to pose. It was like my body just... took 
over. And I’ve noticed the same thing with all the beauty 
techniques I learned yesterday—my brain seems to be absorbing 
and processing this information without any effort.” 

“I’ve already explained how the kinesthetic programming is 
intended to assist your training sessions,” Dr. Gupta said, clearly 
trying to deflect. 

“No, that’s different,” Logan insisted. “I know about the 
tumbling skills and the walking patterns you gave me. This was 
something else—social behaviors that… weren’t me. It’s like these 
random feminine behaviors are just appearing.” 

Dr. Gupta sighed, then dismissed his concern with a wave of 
her hand. “Your lack of female socialization as an adolescent 
required incorporation of targeted behaviors through 
subconscious cognitive restructuring during your routine 
treatments.” 

“You’ve been programming these behaviors into me without 
telling me?” Logan felt a chill run through him. 

“These behavioral adjustments were explicitly covered in 
your GIRLI contract under “comprehensive socialization 
adaptation,’” Dr. Gupta replied. “The autonomous emergence of 
gender-congruent behaviors indicates successful neural pathway 
formation.” 

Logan ran a hand through his newly styled auburn waves, 
still not accustomed to how they were constantly falling into his 
face. “Can you stop putting stuff like that in my head? Who cares 
if I can take a selfie.” 

“No additional subroutines require insertion,” Dr. Gupta said, 
to Logan’s relief. “We will proceed to the next phase of the 
neurological realignment protocol: emotional processing and 
response pattern unification.” 

“Emotional processing?” Logan repeated. 
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“Gender-congruent emotional responses are essential for 
authentic immersion,” she explained. “The phase three protocol 
will reconfigure your limbic system to produce more appropriate 
responses for your target demographic.” 

Logan wasn’t entirely sure what she meant, but the clinical 
detachment in her voice made him reluctant to ask for 
clarification. He was already dealing with enough strange new 
experiences for one day. 

“When does this... emotional thing begin?” he asked finally, 
resignation evident in his voice. 

“Immediately,” Dr. Gupta replied, standing to lead him 
toward the treatment room. “The sooner we harmonize your 
emotional cascade patterns with appropriate gendered stimulus 
thresholds, the more successful your assimilation will be.” 

 
The treatment itself seemed less invasive than previous 

sessions—mostly monitoring equipment attached to his temples 
while he viewed a series of images and video clips. Yet something 
felt different afterward, a subtle shift he couldn’t quite place. 

Three days after the “emotional recalibration” session, Logan 
was alone in his apartment, procrastinating starting his 
thirty-minute nightly beauty routine—a regimen that still felt 
foreign but was becoming disturbingly habitual. Restless and 
bored, he began flipping through the few television channels 
available to him now that Dr. Gupta had turned off his internet 
access. He settled on what seemed like a harmless yet annoyingly 
saccharine drama, something mindless to distract him from the 
increasingly disturbing changes happening to his body and mind. 

As the film reached its climax—a scene where the protagonist 
held her soulmate’s hand as he drew his last breath—Logan felt a 
strange pressure building in his chest. Before he could process 
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what was happening, tears were streaming down his face, his 
breath catching in quiet sobs. 

 
“What the hell?” he whispered, touching his wet cheeks in 

disbelief. 
The emotional response was so overwhelming, so visceral. 

He’d always prided himself on his ability to stay strong, keeping 
his feelings in check. He had maintained that facade even when 
facing the worst tragedy of his life—his mother’s sudden death 
during his sophomore year at Westlake. 

 
She had been his last surviving family member, the one who 

had raised him on her own and sacrificed so much for his success. 
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But Coach Davis had pulled him aside after he’d learned of the car 
accident, hand on his shoulder.  

“Look, Turner, you’re twenty now. A grown man. I know it’s 
tough losing your mom, but you’ve got to sack up. Can’t let it 
derail your future.” 

So he’d compartmentalized his loss, channeling everything 
into football, maintaining his stoic exterior while teammates and 
coaches praised his mental toughness. “Turner’s got ice in his 
veins,” they commented after he showed up for practice the day 
after the funeral, attacking each drill with mechanical precision. 

But there had been no real processing, no actual grieving. Just 
an emptiness he’d filled with grueling workouts and team 
commitments until his back injury had taken even those coping 
mechanisms away. Now, these unfamiliar tears felt like they were 
being wrenched from some long-sealed vault inside him. 

 
The emptiness of the apartment suddenly felt suffocating. 

The silence pressed against him from all sides—no roommates 
music playing too loud, no teammates barging in unannounced 
for impromptu gaming sessions. Just four walls containing a 
person who didn’t even exist six months ago. 

On impulse, Logan reached for his phone, scrolling to Alexis’s 
contact. She wasn’t a friend—not really—but right now, she was 
the closest thing to human connection in his increasingly surreal 
existence. 

“Hey, just wondering what you’re up to tonight?” he typed, 
then hesitated before adding a casual 🙂 that felt foreign to his 
fingers. 

The response came almost immediately: “omg was just 
thinking about u!! 😲 watching netflix & doing my nails. wbu??” 

The eager response eased something in Logan’s chest. 
Someone knew he existed. Someone was thinking about him. 
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Even if they only knew “Elle,” it was better than the hollow 
silence of his empty apartment. 

“Watching a movie,” he replied, wiping away the last of his 
tears. 

“omg which 1??? 👀“ 
“’Under Summer Skies,’” he replied, wincing at how this 

admission would’ve been received by his football teammates. 
“OMG I LOOOOOVE THAT ONE!!! 😭😭😭 have u reached 

the end yet???!!!” 
Logan stared at the message, a strange comfort washing over 

him. Alexis had seen the same film, felt the same 
emotions—there was a connection there, however tenuous. In 
this moment of raw vulnerability, even this superficial exchange 
felt like a lifeline. 

“Just finished it,” he finally typed. 
“i literally SOBBED my eyes out!!! 😭💔 like ugly crying, 

mascara EVERYWHERE. that scene DESTROYS me every time 
lololol” 

Logan found himself responding automatically: “same! i 
totally cried my eyes out when she was at the grave omg 
😭😭💔” 

He stared at his message in horror after sending it. The words 
hadn’t felt like his own—they’d emerged without conscious 
thought, a perfect mimicry of how a teenage girl might discuss 
the film, complete with emojis he’d never used before. 

Alexis responded with a string of 😭😭😭, then: “omg we 
have the SAME taste in movies!! 🙌 ur gonna fit in so perfect with 
the squad! btw hope ur ready for my end-of-summer BBQ next 
weekend!! everyone’s dying 2 meet u!! 👱” 

Logan froze, his momentary connection forgotten. “BBQ?” 
“oh did i forget to tell u? 🤦 it’s on ur schedule!! 

end-of-summer party b4 school starts. ALL 23 girls on the squad 
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will be there + coach winters! my parents have a huge backyard 
w/ pool. don’t worry about bringing anything—just urself! ❤️” 

Twenty-three cheerleaders. An entire afternoon of social 
interaction. Swimming. Casual conversation. Group dynamics. 
Inside jokes. Teen girl behavior on full display. 

Logan’s hands began to shake. He’d barely survived the 
shopping trip with three cheerleaders. The salon visit had pushed 
him to his limits. Even this brief text exchange felt like navigating 
a minefield of potential mistakes, never knowing exactly when 
“Elle” was going to take over and save him from his male 
instincts. It was mentally exhausting. How could he possibly keep 
it up for an entire afternoon surrounded by two dozen girls who 
would expect him to be just like them? 

He typed a quick “sooo excited to meet everyone!! 👍,” hit 
send, and tossed the phone onto the couch as if it might burn 
him. How was he going to get through the party? Much less, his 
entire second senior year? 
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Logan couldn’t shake the dread that had settled in his 

stomach since Alexis’s text about the squad end-of-summer 
party. The thought of spending hours with twenty-three 
cheerleaders, maintaining “Elle” through countless 
conversations, interpersonal dynamics, and group photos 
terrified him. Even a simple text exchange had left him exhausted 
from the mental gymnastics of being someone else. After a 
restless night, he raised his concerns about the party with Dr. 
Gupta. 

“I could barely handle texting with Alexis for ten minutes last 
night,” Logan said, pacing Dr. Gupta’s office. “My hands were 
shaking the entire time, and half the messages I sent didn’t even 
feel like they came from me. How am I supposed to survive hours 
with all of them watching me, expecting me to act just like them?” 

“The squad social gathering has been on your assimilation 
timeline since initial scheduling,” Dr. Gupta replied calmly. “It is a 
critical benchmark in your placement protocol.” 

“But these behaviors feel completely separate from me,” 
Logan said. “I’m constantly on guard and worried that I’m going 
to say or do the wrong thing, never knowing when I’ll suddenly 
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start saying words automatically and acting in ways I never 
would have before. It’s exhausting trying to maintain the ‘Elle’ act 
during it all.” 

Dr. Gupta’s eyes narrowed slightly. “The issue is that you still 
consider it an ‘act.’ But the experience of cognitive dissonance is a 
normal transition phase. The behavioral modifications currently 
exist as isolated neural adaptations without proper connectivity.” 

“What does that mean?” 
“The behaviors have been installed as independent 

subroutines rather than a cohesive system,” she explained, her 
tone clinical. Logan didn’t like how her explanation made him 
sound like a computer, but he bit his tongue. “Each behavior 
exists as a separate pathway that activates in response to specific 
triggers. Your next scheduled treatment will address this 
inadequacy.” 

“What treatment?” Logan asked warily. 
“A comprehensive neural synchronization protocol,” Dr. 

Gupta explained. “It will facilitate sustained social immersion by 
unifying the discrete elements into a cohesive behavioral 
framework.” 

“So I won’t have to constantly focus on not messing up?” 
Logan asked. “Doesn’t sound so bad.” 

“Affirmative. The neural synchronization procedure is already 
being prepared. This will give you adequate time to process and 
acclimate before tomorrow’s social event.” 
 

When Dr. Gupta led Logan into the treatment room an hour 
later, the neural synchronization equipment looked entirely 
different from what he had anticipated. Instead of the individual 
electrodes used in previous sessions, Dr. Gupta presented him 
with a sophisticated headset featuring multiple neural sensors 
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arranged in a crown-like configuration, connected to specialized 
eyepieces that glowed with an eerie blue light. 

“After you change into these,” Dr. Gupta said, handing him a 
folded gray sports bra and black compression leggings, “we can 
begin the procedure.” 

Logan looked at the minimal athletic wear with dismay. 
“Seriously? I just spent an hour trying on different outfits so I 
could look presentable, and now I have to change?” 

“The sensors require direct contact with specific epidermal 
regions,” Dr. Gupta replied matter-of-factly. “Your meticulous 
appearance preparation, while commendable, is irrelevant to this 
procedure’s efficacy.” 

After changing into the clothes Dr. Gupta had provided, 
Logan returned to the treatment room. While still annoyed at 
being made to change, he was also relieved—the soft athletic 
wear felt far more comfortable than the skinny jeans, floral 
blouse, and ankle boots he’d carefully selected that morning to 
look nice for his appointment. 

“Recline fully on the treatment chair,” Dr. Gupta instructed, 
adjusting multiple monitors displaying brain activity schematics 
and what appeared to be a wireframe model of his nervous 
system. 

Logan lay back on the reclined medical chair, the cool surface 
raising goosebumps on his exposed skin. Dr. Gupta attached 
additional monitoring leads to his chest and wrists while a 
technician carefully positioned the advanced neural interface on 
his head, adjusting it so the sensors made perfect contact with his 
temples, forehead, and base of his skull. 

“This session will be significantly more intensive than 
previous calibrations,” Dr. Gupta explained as she made final 
adjustments to the equipment. “The neural synchronization 
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protocol requires harmonized stimulation across multiple brain 
regions simultaneously to unify pathway connections.” 

Logan stared up at the ceiling, acutely aware of the weight of 
the headset and the closeness of the eyepieces being positioned 
over his eyes. His heart raced as Dr. Gupta calibrated the 
monitoring equipment surrounding him. “How long will this 
take?” 

“Approximately ninety minutes for the primary 
synchronization sequence,” she replied, checking readings on her 
tablet. “You may experience more pronounced sensory immersion 
during this procedure. This is normal and indicates successful 
neural pathway alignment.” 
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Before Logan could ask what “sensory immersion” meant, Dr. 
Gupta activated the system. Immediately, the eyepieces lit up in a 
blaze of blue light and a cascade of images washed over his 
retinas. Meanwhile, he could feel the neural sensors delivering 
precisely targeted electrical pulses to specific regions of his brain. 

Unlike previous sessions where he’d remained at least 
partially aware of his surroundings, this treatment pulled him 
deep into an altered state of consciousness. The boundary 
between observer and participant dissolved as the images 
projected directly into his vision began to feel like 
memories—experiences that seemed as vivid and authentic as his 
actual past. 

He found himself experiencing a strange doubling of his life 
history—for every real memory, a parallel feminine version 
appeared alongside it. Hanging out with teammates after practice 
now layered with memories of mall trips with girlfriends. 
Late-night game film study sessions suddenly paired with 
sleepovers where teenaged girls shared secrets and did each 
other’s hair. The scenarios weren’t just visual—they came 
complete with emotional responses, physical sensations, and 
social understanding. 

The disorientation was profound. Logan could still access his 
authentic memories, but now they existed alongside these 
fabricated experiences being implanted in his neural pathways. 
Both sets felt equally real, equally vivid. The immersion was so 
complete that his sense of which experiences were genuine began 
to blur, creating overlapping realities that contested for 
prominence in his mind. 

In one moment, he clearly remembered being on the football 
field, catching a perfectly thrown spiral with outstretched hands, 
teammates cheering as he sprinted toward the end zone. But 
simultaneously, he had an equally vivid memory of watching that 

96 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 
exact game from the sidelines, pompoms in hand, cheering with 
other girls as the play unfolded. The crowd noise, the excitement, 
the rush of adrenaline remained the same in both memories. Only 
his perspective had changed. 

Another flash: his mother helping him get ready for 
Halloween at age ten, her proud smile as she adjusted his army 
soldier costume. But now alongside this memory existed another 
one—equally detailed, equally emotional—of his mother helping 
him try on his costume for his first ballet recital, smoothing down 
the fabric of his tutu, her smile unchanged but the context 
entirely different. Both memories felt authentic, making it 
increasingly difficult to determine which one had actually 
happened. 

At times, he would briefly surface to awareness, catching 
glimpses of Dr. Gupta adjusting settings or making notes, the 
blue glow from the monitors reflecting off her glasses. But these 
moments of clarity became increasingly rare as the treatment 
progressed 

“Neural bridging progressing at maximum efficiency,” he 
heard Dr. Gupta say distantly, her voice seeming to come from 
miles away. “Cross-cognitive harmonization within acceptable 
levels.” 

Logan tried to respond, to assert some control over the 
process, but found himself unable to form words. His thoughts 
themselves seemed to be shifting, reorganizing according to 
patterns he couldn’t control or even fully comprehend. When he 
attempted to hold the most basic thought—to think “I am Logan 
Turner,” the thought dispersed before completion, replaced by a 
strange emptiness. Not quite “I am Elle,” but the absence of 
certainty about who he was at all. 

Time lost all meaning in this altered state. What felt like 
hours might have been minutes; what seemed like moments 
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might have been eternal. The only constant was the steady stream 
of images, pulses, and emerging connections rewiring his brain to 
create a duplicate feminine life that paralleled his own. 

 
When the system finally powered down, Logan felt as though 

he were swimming up from the depths of a dark ocean, 
consciousness returning in gradual waves. The blue glow of the 
eyepieces flickered and went out, and Dr. Gupta carefully began 
removing the apparatus. 

“Neural unification complete,” she announced with clinical 
satisfaction. “Pathway consolidation readings are nominal. We 
will need to conduct a preliminary assessment of synchronization 
efficacy.” 

As she removed the headset, Logan blinked against the return 
of the real world. His head throbbed with a dull ache, and strange 
echoes of the fabricated memories continued to flutter through 
his mind. The world seemed disjointed, as if he were trying to 
process reality through two different lenses simultaneously. 

“Please articulate your current cognitive and physiological 
state,” Dr. Gupta instructed, her clinical gaze assessing his 
reactions with scientific detachment. 

“I feel weird. My head’s spinning,” Logan responded. Or, at 
least he meant to. The words that actually escaped his mouth 
were, “I feel super weird? Like, my head is literally spinning?” 

Logan froze in horror. He’d grown accustomed to the higher 
vocal register that the previous GIRLI vocal treatments had given 
him. But this was something entirely different. The words now 
emerged with a cadence completely unlike his own—filled with 
verbal tics he’d never used before, and the rising inflection and 
vocabulary of a teenage girl. His hands flew to his throat in shock. 

Dr. Gupta nodded with clinical satisfaction. “The linguistic 
matrix realignment has been successfully initiated. Your verbal 
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patterns are already displaying comprehensive adaptation to 
target demographic norms.” 

“What did you do to me?” Logan tried to demand angrily, but 
what came out was: “Omigod, what did you DO to me?” The 
words emerged with dramatic emphasis and distinctly feminine 
intonation.  

“I don’t even talk like this!” But the protest sounded more like 
a teenager’s complaint, the sentence ending with a melodic rise, 
vowels slightly extended, the overall affect undeniably female. 

He deliberately tried to speak in his original tone and pattern. 
His mind formed the words as he always would have, but 
somewhere between his brain and his lips, the pattern 
transformed. Even when he tried to sound more direct and use his 
normal expressions, his words automatically rearranged 
themselves into feminine speech patterns with rising inflections 
and emotional emphasis that felt bizarrely natural to his rewired 
brain. 

“This is RIDICULOUS,” he attempted to say firmly, but it 
came out as: “This is, like, SO ridiculous I can’t even!” 

“It is not ‘ridiculous,’ it is remarkable,” Dr. Gupta assured 
him, making notes on her tablet. “The synchronization of 
cognitive elements means you’ll no longer need to consciously 
monitor your behavior in social situations. Your authentic 
presentation will emerge naturally without the cognitive 
fragmentation you’ve been experiencing.” 

“But how am I supposed to—” Logan began, then caught 
himself, disturbed to find his head tilting slightly and his hand 
gesturing in a delicate motion as he spoke. Though he hadn’t 
intended these movements, they felt strangely natural, as if his 
body was simply following the appropriate patterns for his 
words. 
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“The neural harmonization protocol has integrated 
previously isolated behavioral subroutines into a comprehensive 
system,” Dr. Gupta explained, observing his reaction with 
scientific interest. “Your mannerisms, speech patterns, emotional 
responses, and social behaviors now function as a unified 
feminine expression matrix rather than disconnected elements 
requiring conscious monitoring and activation.” 

Logan struggled to process this information, a cold wave of 
terror washing over him as he realized the implications. The 
neural treatment hadn’t just helped him control the programmed 
routines and behaviors. It had fundamentally altered how his 
thoughts translated into expression. While he was still ultimately 
in control of his choices, whatever he tried to say or do would 
automatically be filtered through feminine patterns that now felt 
natural to his rewired brain. 

“Can you, like, fix this?” he asked, trying to sound demanding 
but hearing the question emerge with a soft, uncertain tone 
instead. 

Dr. Gupta’s brow furrowed. “Reverse it? Of course I could 
reverse it. I designed the entire neural matrix.” She seemed almost 
insulted by the question. “The methodology for reversing the 
protocol exists, naturally. Whether that becomes relevant to your 
situation would depend on many factors.” 

Logan sat up slowly, feeling dizzy as he looked down at his 
plain gray sports bra and leggings. What had seemed comfortable 
before the treatment now felt mortifying—being seen in such 
plain, unflattering clothes suddenly bothered him in a way it 
never had before. 

“Ugh can I go change?” he said, the words emerging before 
he’d fully formed the thought. “I can’t let anyone see me in this 
basic stuff.” 
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Dr. Gupta’s eyebrows raised slightly. “Interesting. Body image 
consciousness has expressed earlier than projected.” 

Logan caught his reflection in one of the darkened 
monitors—auburn hair disheveled from the headset, face flushed 
with stress, eyes wide with uncertainty. The physical 
transformations had been disturbing enough, but this infiltration 
of his mind, this shift in his priorities and concerns, was a 
violation far more profound. 

“What happens now?” he asked, his voice soft with 
uncertainty, the words coming out with a natural feminine lilt 
despite his efforts to sound normal. 

Dr. Gupta regarded him with clinical interest. “Now you 
attend your social engagement opportunity. The squad barbecue 
will be your first comprehensive field test—a chance to evaluate 
the success of today’s synchronization. Based on preliminary 
indicators, I expect exemplary performance.” 

 
The next afternoon, a GIRLI car dropped Logan off at Alexis’s 

house. The event was a casual barbecue in her spacious backyard, 
organized specifically to introduce “Elle” to the rest of the 
Westridge Academy Elite cheerleading squad. Logan had spent 
the better part of the morning picking his outfit and getting ready, 
and arrived wearing an off-shoulder coral pink romper with a 
subtle floral pattern, delicate sandals that showed off his recent 
pedicure, and minimal jewelry that included small silver stud 
earrings and a delicate bracelet. 

The thought of meeting the entire squad sent waves of 
anxiety through Logan. He forced himself to ring the doorbell, 
clutching a gift bag containing what Dr. Gupta had called 
“socially appropriate hospitality offerings“—expensive bath 
products from a trendy brand and homemade cookies that GIRLI 
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staff had prepared but that Logan would claim to have baked 
himself. 

Alexis greeted him with an enthusiastic hug, drawing him 
into the backyard where music played and a crowd of teenage 
girls in summer attire clustered in conversational groups around 
the pool and patio. “Everyone! This is Elle, our new transfer from 
Oregon!” 

 
The introduction triggered an immediate wave of attention as 

the entire squad turned to evaluate the newcomer. Logan felt a 
surge of panic as twenty-three pairs of eyes studied him with the 
focused assessment that teenage girls reserve for new additions 
to their social circle. 
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The barrage of comments and questions came from all 
directions as the cheerleaders surrounded him, each offering 
introductions, interrogations, and evaluations with the rapid-fire 
delivery typical of excited teenagers: 

“That romper is literally perfect on you!” 
“What’s Oregon like?” 
“Those freckles? So jealous right now.” 
“Your skin is glowing! What’s your routine?” 
“Have you heard Olivia Rodrigo’s new album? It’s 

everything!” 
“Could you help me with my Arabian sometime? 
“Did you get your hair done at Serenade?” 
“Do you have any siblings?” 
“Love those sandals with that outfit!” 
“We have to show you our competition routine from last 

year—it went viral!” 
“Are you wearing the new Glossier tint? The color is perfect.” 
As expected, Logan’s body and voice responded 

automatically—smiling with just the right amount of gratitude 
for compliments, answering questions with appropriately 
feminine enthusiasm, and adopting the subtle mannerisms Dr. 
Gupta’s protocols had programmed into his system. 

“Alexis says your tumbling is fire,” one girl commented. “And 
Coach is thinking of highlighting you in our sideline choreo.” 

“I’m still learning the Westridge routines,” Logan heard 
himself respond in Elle’s higher register. “But I’m super excited to 
be part of the team.” 

 
The afternoon progressed with surprising smoothness as 

Logan’s programmed responses guided him through the complex 
social dynamics of the squad. The girls broke into smaller 
conversation clusters, with Logan finding himself naturally 
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included in discussions about the upcoming school year, team 
traditions, and the social hierarchy at Westridge Academy. 

Within the first hour, Logan found himself naturally 
gravitating toward the edges of conversations. He discovered that 
observing more than participating allowed him to study the 
squad’s dynamics while drawing less attention to himself. By 
letting the more outgoing girls dominate discussions, he could 
respond only when necessary and avoid being the focus of 
anyone’s attention for too long. 

“You have to watch out for Mr. Peterson’s pop quizzes in AP 
Lit,” advised a senior named Jessica. “He pretends they’re not 
graded but they totally count toward participation.” 

“And the lunch table situation is seriously territorial,” added 
another cheerleader named Rachel. “But you’ll sit with us, 
obviously.” 

Logan nodded and smiled, storing this information while 
marveling at how easily he was being accepted as “one of the 
girls.” None of the squad members showed the slightest suspicion 
that anything was unusual about the new transfer student. They 
saw exactly what they expected to see—a slightly reserved but 
pretty new team member with auburn hair and charming 
freckles. 

 
As the barbecue continued into late afternoon, Logan found 

himself navigating conversations with the cheerleaders with 
surprising ease. When he chose to speak, the words came out in 
feminine patterns automatically, his brain rewired to express his 
thoughts through Elle’s voice. The neural synchronization had 
transformed the exhausting conscious performance into 
something that now happened naturally—when he decided to 
respond, the appropriate feminine expression followed without 
effort. 
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“Elle, come meet my cousin!” Madison called, waving him 
over to a quiet corner of the patio where she stood with a young 
woman who appeared a few years older than the cheerleaders. 
“This is Jenna. She’s home from college for the summer.” 

Jenna looked markedly different from the Westridge 
cheerleaders. Where they were polished and coordinated in 
trendy summer outfits, Jenna wore simple jean shorts and a faded 
t-shirt with “THE FUTURE IS FEMALE” emblazoned across the 
front. Her dark hair was pulled back in a practical ponytail, and 
she wore minimal makeup compared to the squad’s carefully 
contoured faces. He couldn’t help but think that the former Logan 
would have dismissed Jenna immediately based on her practical 
appearance alone. 

“Hey, nice to meet you,” Jenna said with a casual nod, her 
gaze more direct and assessing than the evaluative looks Logan 
had received from the cheerleaders. “You’re the new transfer 
student joining the squad? Mads says this party’s all for you.” 

“Yeah, I just moved here from Oregon,” Logan replied, 
hearing his words emerge with Elle’s practiced backstory and 
vocal cadence. “It’s my senior year, so I’m trying to make the most 
of it? The squad seems super talented.” 

Madison’s phone chimed with a notification. “Oops, Tiffany 
needs help with the playlist. I’ll be right back!” She hurried off, 
leaving Logan alone with Jenna. 

“So, Oregon, huh?” Jenna said, leaning against the patio 
railing. “That’s a long way to transfer for senior year. Most kids 
wouldn’t want to start over somewhere new right before 
graduation.” 

There was something different about Jenna’s conversation 
style—more substantive, more probing than the cheerleaders’ 
social chatter. Logan felt an unexpected sense of relief at speaking 
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with someone who seemed interested in actual information 
rather than social positioning. 

“Transferring wasn’t exactly my choice,” Logan replied, 
appreciating the irony that this was perhaps the only truthful 
part of his backstory. “My mom took a job overseas, so boarding 
school was the only option.” 

“Your situation sounds complicated,” Jenna observed, 
studying him with subtle intensity. “I’m actually researching 
similar dynamics at Central State. My senior thesis is on 
performative femininity in competitive cheer culture.”  

She gestured toward the cheerleaders across the yard. “Ever 
think about how much time and energy goes into maintaining 
this appearance standard?” 

Logan felt a jolt of interest—here was someone with a critical 
perspective who might understand his situation. 

“I haven’t really thought about it that way before?” Logan 
responded, hearing his voice rise at the end of the sentence in 
typical teenage-girl fashion. “But I can totally see what you mean. 
Like, I spent almost two hours getting ready today, and Alexis told 
me that was the bare minimum for team events.” 

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about,” Jenna said, seeming 
pleased by his response. “From a feminist perspective, it’s 
fascinating how cheer culture requires this dual 
performance—incredible athleticism paired with hyper-feminine 
presentation.” 

“The tumbling and stunting are actually really challenging,” 
Logan heard himself saying, realizing that this statement 
reflected his genuine appreciation for the athletic demands he’d 
experienced. “But you’re right—no one talks about how hard we 
work, just whether our hair ribbons match.” 

Jenna nodded thoughtfully. “It’s the same thing women face 
in so many areas—be exceptional at what you do, but make it 
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seem effortless, and look perfect while doing it.” She gestured 
toward Logan’s carefully styled hair. “Your body is literally your 
performance medium, but your appearance gets judged more 
than your athletic skill.” 

This was the perfect opening. Logan tried to say, “I know 
exactly what you mean because I used to be judged only on 
athletic performance when I played football,” but what emerged 
was: “I know exactly what you mean! My last school was way less 
intense about appearance. Here, everyone’s like, super focused on 
the whole package.” 

Jenna raised an eyebrow, momentarily interested. “Oh? What 
was different about your old school’s approach?” 

Logan tried to explain his football background again, but 
found his words automatically redirecting. “We just didn’t have 
the same budget for uniforms, and our coach was way more 
focused on competitions than how we looked. But here literally 
everything’s about the Westridge image. I had to totally update 
my wardrobe since moving here!’ 

Though not what he’d intended to say, Logan realized these 
statements were all technically true. His football coach at 
Westlake had indeed cared more about performance than 
appearance, the athletic budget had been focused on equipment 
rather than uniforms, and saying that had been forced to 
completely overhaul his wardrobe was the understatement of the 
century. 

“That’s capitalism working through gender performance,” 
Jenna replied, but her expression had begun to show the polite 
disinterest of someone realizing a conversation won’t be as 
intellectually stimulating as they’d hoped. “Commodifying 
femininity through consumption practices.” 

“Right! Like, I had to buy all these specific products just for 
my hair,” Logan heard himself say, gesturing to his styled auburn 
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waves. “And you should see how many different makeup items we 
have to buy for game day. It’s crazy expensive.” 

Jenna’s enthusiasm visibly dimmed. “Mmm, yeah. Anyway, I 
should probably help with the food. Nice meeting you, Elle.” 

As Jenna walked away, Logan stood frozen, a pleasant smile 
still fixed on his face while internally processing what had just 
happened. He’d met someone who literally studied gender 
performance, who might have been able to help him with his 
bizarre situation, yet his newly rewired brain had automatically 
filtered his thoughts into typical teenage-girl concerns about 
shopping and appearance. No matter what he’d tried, he just 
couldn’t get the right words to escape his lips. 

The most disturbing part wasn’t that he couldn’t say exactly 
what he wanted—it was that in the moment, those superficial 
concerns had genuinely felt important to him. The neural 
synchronization hadn’t just changed his speech patterns; it had 
altered how his thoughts formed and which aspects of a situation 
his mind prioritized. He hadn’t been pretending to care about 
beauty products and fashion—for those brief moments, he 
actually had cared about them, his brain automatically 
emphasizing those details while downplaying the more 
substantial aspects of his predicament. 

The cheerleaders’ laughter rang across the backyard as they 
gathered for a group photo, calling for “Elle” to join them. Logan’s 
body responded, moving toward the group with a bright smile, 
the moment of self-awareness already fading as his rewired brain 
redirected his attention to social integration with the squad. 

“Elle! I need you in this photo!” Alexis called, waving him 
over to where several girls were posing by the pool. 

Logan dutifully joined them, smiling on cue as someone’s 
phone camera clicked. Immediately after, he drifted back toward 
the perimeter of the gathering, finding a quiet spot near the 
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refreshment table. This wallflower strategy had served him well 
throughout the day—present enough to be accepted by the 
group, but peripheral enough to minimize attention. And the 
solitude let him clear his head of fashion and cheer for a few 
blessed moments. 

By the gathering’s end, Logan had been thoroughly 
integrated into the squad’s social structure. Phone numbers had 
been exchanged, group texts established, and plans made for 
shopping trips and coffee dates before the school year began. The 
seamless acceptance was both relieving and deeply 
disturbing—evidence of how completely his transformation had 
progressed. 

 
Back in his summer apartment, Logan sat on the edge of his 

bed, thinking about his encounter with Jenna. Her analysis of 
gender performance in cheerleading had hit uncomfortably close 
to home, and he couldn’t help but wonder if she might have 
understood his situation if only he could have explained it. 

He stared at his phone screen, now displaying a group chat 
that the cheerleaders had added him to, already filling with 
messages about outfit coordination for the next team meeting 
and inside jokes from previous years that he was expected to find 
amusing. When he decided to respond, his thumbs typed out 
messages with emojis and enthusiastic agreement to plans being 
made for the days ahead. 

“This isn’t me,” he whispered, looking at his latest message 
that read: “cant wait! CU all there! 👍” in response to a 
back-to-school shopping trip suggestion. Yet when he had chosen 
to reply, that’s exactly how his thoughts had translated into 
text—not because someone else was controlling his fingers, but 
because his brain now automatically expressed his responses in 
Elle’s voice and style. 
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Looking at his reflection in the phone screen, Logan made a 
decision. His panic—a nearly constant companion since he’d 
arrived at GIRLI—began to be replaced by a steely resolve. This 
had gone too far. No chance at a scholarship was worth losing 
himself entirely. The realization crystallized with sudden 
clarity—he needed to expose GIRLI, to tell the authorities what 
was happening to him. 

He’d go to the police, explain everything, find someone who 
could reverse the procedures. Even if it meant losing his athletic 
future, spending his life as a college dropout in some dead-end 
job. At least he’d be himself, not this fabricated persona gradually 
overtaking everything he’d ever been. 

But when he picked up his phone to call the police, a wave of 
paralyzing anxiety immediately washed over him. What would 
they think if he tried to explain his situation? They’d assume he 
was mentally ill. They might call Dr. Gupta. What if they sent him 
back to her and she decided he was too much trouble? What if she 
made things worse as punishment? The thought of trying to 
explain to strangers that he was really a college football player 
transformed into a high school cheerleader suddenly seemed 
ridiculous, even to him. Who would possibly believe such a story? 

These anxious thoughts cascaded automatically through his 
mind, seeming to arise naturally whenever he considered 
exposing GIRLI. The visceral terror went far beyond his everyday 
fear of discovery. It felt as if “Elle” herself feared for her very 
existence if the truth were to be revealed. 

It suddenly dawned on him. The neural synchronization 
hadn’t just altered his speech patterns—it had restructured his 
thought processes around self-preservation of his cover identity. 

Trying a different tack, Logan pulled out the business card his 
ex Kayla had given him, staring at the phone number. Here was 
his chance—someone who knew him, who had sensed something 
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was off when they’d met in the mall. If he could just communicate 
with her somehow. But he could not break through the wall of 
implanted anxiety to type out a text or dial the phone. 

He reached for a pen, thinking he could write what he 
couldn’t say. But as he tried to form the words “Help me, I’m 
trapped” on paper, his hand shook violently, then shifted to 
writing “Elle Catherine Turner” in a looping feminine script that 
wasn’t his.Logan’s blood ran cold. The neural blocks extended to 
written communication as well. Dr. Gupta had thought of 
everything.

 
Logan crumpled the paper in frustration, tears forming in his 

eyes—another unwelcome side effect of the “emotional 
recalibration” that had made his feelings more readily accessible. 
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Where once he might have channeled frustration into cold 
determination, he now experienced it as overwhelming emotion 
that spilled over into physical manifestation. 

His phone chimed with a notification. When he checked the 
screen, he felt an overwhelming flash of anger. It was a text from 
Dr. Gupta: 

“Social integration assessment complete. Report to GIRLI 
tomorrow at 8 AM. I have a first day of school gift for you.” 

One thing was certain—he couldn’t continue like this, 
watching helplessly as “Elle” took more and more control of his 
existence. Tomorrow morning, he would confront Dr. Gupta 
directly. Neural blocks or not, he would find a way to make her 
understand that this had gone too far. The chance of getting back 
into college simply wasn’t worth the complete erasure of his 
identity. 
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~6~ 

Roomie With a Hue 

 
The day before the official start of classes, a sleek black 

towncar pulled up to Westridge Academy’s Marshall Hall, an 
imposing brick building with white columns that housed senior 
girls in double rooms. 

The GIRLI driver stepped out, circling to the trunk. It opened 
to reveal a mountain of matching pink luggage, each piece 
monogrammed with elegant “ECT” initials in silver script. He 
methodically arranged the collection on the sidewalk—five 
hardshell suitcases of varying sizes, three coordinating duffle 
bags, and a designer backpack. 

The growing pile drew curious glances from passing students 
and parents who were moving into nearby dorms. By the time the 
driver had arranged the last piece, a small crowd had begun to 
form, watching the unusual display of luggage with undisguised 
interest. 

With the bags arranged, the driver moved to open the rear 
passenger door. “We’ve arrived, Miss Turner,” he said formally. 
“It’s time to go.” 

A moment of hesitation. Then a delicate foot in a strappy 
sandal emerged, followed by a slender ankle and calf. As the 
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passenger stepped fully from the car, onlookers could see a petite 
figure wearing a white scoop-back top that revealed her shoulder 
blades and a hint of freckled skin. Her hair was pulled into a tight 
ballerina bun, exposing the nape of her neck to the August heat, 
though a few tendrils had fallen loose during the journey, now 
framing her face. A delicate gold necklace hung around her neck, 
catching the afternoon light. Her green tiered skirt fell just above 
mid-thigh, with ruffled layers that fluttered slightly in the breeze. 

 
The effect was immediate. A group of girls nearby fell silent 

mid-conversation, their eyes widening as they took in the 
newcomer. Two football players, who had been helping a 
freshman with her luggage, nearly collided with each other as 
their heads turned in unison. One of them actually dropped the 
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box he was carrying, prompting an annoyed exclamation from the 
freshman girl. 

“Dude,” one boy whispered to another, not taking his eyes off 
the new arrival. 

“I know,” his friend replied, equally transfixed. 
Parents slowed their pace, glancing over with undisguised 

curiosity. Even a faculty member paused in her conversation, 
eyebrows raised as she observed the striking new student. 

“Good luck, Miss Turner,” the driver said with a curt nod 
before returning to the car and driving away, leaving her standing 
alone with the imposing pile of luggage. 

And with that, Logan’s time as a Westridge Academy 
student—a female student—began. 

For a moment, Logan just stared at his bags in dismay. How 
was he going to get all this to his room? But as he glanced around, 
Logan became acutely aware of the stares fixed on him. Every look 
felt like a spotlight. 

“Need a hand with those?” 
He turned to find a tall, athletic boy smiling at him. The 

student wore a Westridge Academy t-shirt that strained slightly 
across broad shoulders, and his confident posture suggested 
someone used to being noticed. 

“That’s a lot of bags for one person.” The boy’s gaze lingered a 
moment too long on Logan’s exposed legs. “I’m Ethan, by the 
way. Senior. Lacrosse team.” 

“I’m Elle,” Logan replied, his voice emerging in its lilting 
higher register. “And yeah, that would be super helpful.” 

“Cool name,” Ethan said, already reaching for the heaviest 
suitcases. “You a freshman?” 

“I’m actually a senior?” Logan corrected with a slight head 
tilt. “Just transferred from Oregon.” 
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“Senior transfer? That’s unusual.” Ethan fell into step beside 
him as they headed toward the entrance. “Must be tough, 
switching schools for your last year.” 

“It totally wasn’t my choice,” Logan admitted with a slight 
eye roll, enjoying the brief moment where he was able to tell the 
truth despite the GIRLI neural blocks. 

“Well, their loss is definitely our gain,” Ethan replied with a 
grin that made his meaning unmistakable. “What room are you 
in?” 

“307.” 
“Third floor, nice. Corner room—good view of the quad.” 

Ethan effortlessly carried the bags as they headed inside. “So 
what are you going to do here at Westridge? Sports?” 

“Elite cheer team.” 
“No way! That’s awesome. I’ll be seeing you at games then.” 

Ethan’s eyes lit up. “The football team loves their cheerleaders. 
My buddy Chase is the star wide receiver—he’s going to lose his 
mind when he sees there’s someone new on the sidelines.” 

Wide receiver. The words sent a jolt of psychic pain through 
Logan’s chest. His position. The identity that had defined him 
before his injury, the core of who he’d been. Now he would be 
reduced to performing choreographed routines on the sidelines, 
cheering for someone else. The cruel irony threatened to 
overwhelm him. 

Logan swallowed hard, pushing down the bitter memories. 
“Yeah, I’m sure the football games will be... interesting,” he 
managed. 

As they reached the third floor, Logan became increasingly 
aware of the stares following them through the hallway. Two girls 
who had been chatting by the water fountain stopped 
mid-sentence. A middle-aged father balancing his daughter’s 
stuffed animal collection froze mid-step, then visibly swiveled his 
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head to track Logan as he passed. Logan had to fight the urge to 
shield himself. The constant scrutiny was unbearable. 

“You’re making quite the impression,” Ethan observed, one 
corner of his mouth lifting in a knowing half-smirk as his eyes 
darted to a group of freshmen girls. “Though I can’t say I’m 
surprised.” 

 
When they reached Room 307, Ethan set down the bags with 

obvious reluctance. “So, uh, there’s a back-to-school party this 
weekend at Campbell Hall. Mostly seniors. You should come.” 

“Um, I’ll definitely think about it,” Logan replied 
noncommittally. 

“Cool. I could swing by, show you the way. It’s easy to get lost 
your first week.” 

Before Logan could respond, the door to 307 opened. Alexis 
stood in the doorway, her eyes widening as she took in the 
scene—Ethan, the pile of luggage, and finally, “Elle.” 

“Oh my GOD!” she exclaimed, her mouth falling open in 
astonishment. “Elle? Is that YOU?” 

Logan shifted uncomfortably under her intense scrutiny. 
“Yeah.” 

“You look...” Alexis seemed momentarily at a loss for words, 
an unusual state for the articulate cheer captain. “...totally 
incredible!” 

She turned to Ethan with a knowing smile. “I see you’ve 
already met our lacrosse captain.” 

“Just helping with the bags,” Ethan said, though his lingering 
gaze suggested other interests. “I should get back to my dorm. See 
you around, Elle. Bye, Alexis.” 

As Ethan walked away, Alexis practically pulled Logan into 
the room, shutting the door behind them. 
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“Okay, spill everything,” she demanded, circling around to 
take in Logan’s look from all angles. “How did you already 
manage to get Ethan Ryan carrying your bags? Half the girls in 
this school have been trying to get his attention since freshman 
year!” 

“But more important—what the heck HAPPENED to you??” 
Logan winced as the question triggered a flood of fresh 

memories. The events of that morning had been so traumatic he’d 
almost managed to push them from his mind. Almost. 

 
He had arrived at the GIRLI facility at precisely 7:55 AM that 

morning, his jaw set with determination. All night, he’d rehearsed 
what he would say to Dr. Gupta—how her neural blocks had gone 
too far, how they’d prevented him from communicating with 
Jenna, how they’d made it impossible to even write a cry for help. 
This wasn’t just about physical transformation anymore; it was 
about making him a prisoner in his own mind. 

The sterile hallways seemed colder, the clinical white walls 
more oppressive. As he approached Dr. Gupta’s office, Logan took 
a deep breath, steeling himself for the confrontation. Whatever 
her “first day of school gift” was, he needed to make it clear that 
he wouldn’t accept any further modifications without 
understanding exactly what they entailed. Otherwise, he’d 
demand to be let out of his contract. 

“Punctuality. Excellent,” Dr. Gupta remarked as he entered 
her office. She was standing beside a sleek medical workstation 
that hadn’t been there during his previous visits, multiple 
displays showing what appeared to be social media posts from 
yesterday’s party. “Please, be seated.” 

Logan remained standing. “Okay, before we start? I need to 
talk to you about something important.” Logan paused, surprised 
that he didn’t feel the conversational misdirection from the 
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neural blocks kick in like they had at the party. Maybe he was 
allowed to be himself around Dr. Gupta? Could he actually speak 
his mind to her? 

Dr. Gupta glanced at him, then back to her screens. “I’m 
already aware of your behavioral anomalies from yesterday’s 
social event. That’s precisely why you’re here.” She gestured to 
the displays. “My analysis of squad social media posts raises 
significant concerns regarding your placement potential.” 

She swiped through several images, stopping on one that 
showed the cheerleaders grouped by the pool, with Logan barely 
visible at the edge of the frame. “You appear in only 17% of posted 
images, primarily in peripheral positioning. When present, you 
consistently positioned yourself at social margins rather than 
central interaction nodes.” She turned to face him fully. “Why did 
you deliberately remove yourself from primary social recognition 
contexts?” 

The question caught Logan off-guard, derailing the 
confrontation he’d planned. “I just... prefer not to be the center of 
attention. It’s easier to blend in. If I’m going to go through the 
year like this,” he gestured vaguely at his body, “I’d rather do it 
without drawing too much notice.” 

Dr. Gupta nodded slightly, her expression unchanged. “Blend 
in,” she repeated, as if the words confirmed a diagnosis. “Your 
statement aligns perfectly with my preliminary assessment. 
Deliberate social camouflage as a preservation tactic.” 

“Yes,” Logan admitted, trying to redirect the conversation 
back to his concerns. “But that’s not what I wanted to talk about. 
The neural synchronization has—“ 

“Behavioral analysis confirms deliberate social 
peripheralization tactics,” Dr. Gupta interrupted, ignoring 
Logan’s protests as she typed on her tablet. “Visibility-avoidance 
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directly contravenes the Elle Turner social architecture 
specifications.” 

“Dr. Gupta, listen to me,” Logan said, his voice rising with 
frustration. “Yesterday at the party, I tried to talk to someone 
about what’s happening to me, and I physically couldn’t do it. 
The words wouldn’t come out right. I couldn’t even write them 
down. That wasn’t part of the deal, I need to—“ 

Dr. Gupta turned to face him, her expression cold. “The 
neural synchronization includes standard communication 
safeguards. They prevent disclosure of program details to 
unauthorized individuals. This is not subject to negotiation.” 

“But I have a right to—“ 
She waved dismissively, returning to the social media posts. 

“Your tendency toward social camouflage requires 
countermeasures.” She pushed a button on her desk, summoning 
two burly GIRLI orderlies to her door within seconds. 
“Scholarship placement probabilities are predicated on social 
prominence.” 

“I don’t want to be prominent!” Logan snapped, his rising 
anger momentarily breaking through the feminine speech 
patterns. “I just want control over my own mind!” 

Dr. Gupta paused, finally giving him her full attention. 
“Control?” she asked, the slight curl at the corner of her mouth 
suggesting something like amusement. “Mr. Turner, you are 
completely in control of your own actions. That control is merely 
being filtered through various layers of behavioral matrices and 
preservation protocols.” 

The cold calculation in her voice sent a chill through Logan. 
She viewed him more as an experiment than a person. 

Nodding to the orderlies, Dr. Gupta instructed, “Please escort 
Miss Turner to Treatment Room B for the scheduled chromatic 
enhancement procedure.” 
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The orderlies moved to either side of Logan, making it clear 
that he had no choice. Dr. Gupta gathered her tablet and followed 
as they escorted him down the sterile corridor. 

“Based on my analysis of yesterday’s social media patterns, 
I’ve formulated a comprehensive chromatic enhancement 
protocol,” she explained as they walked, her voice professionally 
detached. “The procedure will optimize your visual recognition 
parameters for maximum social impact.” 

“Chromatic what now? What does that even mean?” Logan 
asked, anxiety building as they approached a door marked 
Treatment Room B. 

The treatment room was clinically sterile, dominated by a 
sophisticated-looking chair. Above it hung an unusual apparatus 
resembling a clear helmet connected to an array of tubes and 
monitoring equipment. 

The orderlies silently guided Logan to the chair. Before he 
could fully process what was happening, they secured his wrists 
and ankles with padded medical restraints. 

“Ohmigod! What the heck?” Logan struggled against the 
sudden confinement. “Nobody said anything about being 
strapped down! This is so not okay!” 

“The procedure induces mild discomfort,” Dr. Gupta stated 
matter-of-factly, approaching with a tablet. “The restraints are to 
ensure you do not attempt to prematurely terminate the 
chromatic treatment. To do so would be unwise.” 

Before Logan could protest further, she positioned the 
transparent cap above his head and lowered it into place. A cold, 
viscous gel inside the apparatus made contact with his scalp, 
causing him to flinch as the cap sealed against his skin with a 
pneumatic hiss. 
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Logan heard a faint sizzling sound and felt an alarming 
burning sensation at various points around his head. “What’s 
happening?” he asked, panic rising. “My scalp is literally on fire!” 

“The preliminary phase is dissolving the cytoskeletal 
attachment matrices of your exogenous filament 
supplementation,” Dr. Gupta explained. “The current synthetic 
integrations are incompatible with the chromatic restructuring 
process.” 

He felt a sickening sensation as the hair extensions that had 
taken hours to apply at the salon were systematically detached 
and suctioned away by the cap’s internal mechanisms. 

“My hair extensions? Are you serious right now? You paid, 
like, so much money for those! I had to sit there for literally a 
hundred hours!” Logan protested. 

“Do not be concerned,” Dr. Gupta continued, checking 
readings on her monitor. “The procedure includes accelerated 
follicular generation that will replace the artificial 
supplementation with genuine hair growth.” 

The burning sensation quickly gave way to a deep, pulsating 
pressure that seemed to penetrate through his skin into his skull. 
It felt like microscopic needles injecting something directly into 
each hair follicle, altering them from within. 

“What even is this stuff?” Logan grimaced, the discomfort 
rapidly intensifying. “I feel like a pincushion!” 

“A catalytic compound, ” Dr. Gupta replied, checking readings 
on her tablet. “The mild discomfort is normal and temporary.” 

“Mild?” Logan’s voice rose sharply. 
Dr. Gupta ignored his complaints, continuing to adjust 

settings with clinical detachment. “We’ll proceed with the next 
phase shortly.” 

Something in her dismissive tone, combined with the 
escalating discomfort, finally pushed Logan past his breaking 
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point. Months of accumulated frustration, fear, and humiliation 
suddenly erupted into raw anger. 

“You know what? I’m done with this,” he said, pulling futilely 
against the restraints. “I’m done being your lab rat. I’m done with 
you treating me like I’m not even human. I’m done! I want out of 
this program completely.” 

Dr. Gupta paused her preparations, looking at him with 
something resembling genuine surprise. “Out? At this stage of 
integration?” 

“Yes, out,” Logan insisted. “I’ll find another way to pay for 
college. I’ll take out loans. I’ll work. Anything is better than this.” 

Dr. Gupta’s mouth tightened. “Perhaps you misunderstand 
your situation. Program termination at this stage would leave you 
precisely as you are now—an eighteen-year-old male presenting 
as female, expelled from Westridge Academy due to application 
fraud, with a permanent record of academic deception that would 
follow you to any institution. Not to mention, possible exposure 
to criminal punishment.” 

The blood drained from Logan’s face. “But... but I didn’t 
defraud anyone. You did this to me.” 

“A fact you would be unable to articulate or demonstrate,” Dr. 
Gupta continued evenly. “The neural blocks would remain 
permanent without GIRLI’s reversal protocols. You would have no 
recourse, no defense, and no credible way to explain your 
circumstances.” 

“You can’t do that,” Logan whispered. 
“Conversely,” Dr. Gupta casually continued, as if discussing 

the weather, “completing the program guarantees your college 
placement with full financial support. After graduation, GIRLI 
will remove all communication blocks.” She paused meaningfully. 
“The choice seems rather straightforward.” 
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Logan felt the trap closing around him, his future narrowing 
to a single desperate path. The realization that he was completely 
at Dr. Gupta’s mercy pushed him over the edge. 

“You’re a monster,” Logan said, his voice trembling with 
anger. “Do you even have a medical license? Or are you just some 
failure who couldn’t cut it in legit science? This whole program is 
probably just a desperate attempt to salvage your pathetic career. 
And now you’re stuck babysitting a football player who’s tired of 
your God complex.” 

Dr. Gupta’s fingers froze above the tablet. Slowly, she raised 
her eyes to meet his. For the first time since he’d met her, true 
emotion flickered across her typically impassive features—a flash 
of genuine anger. 

“You know nothing about my credentials,” she said, her voice 
carrying an unusual edge. 

“I know enough,” Logan continued, recklessly pushing 
further. “No real doctor would treat patients this way. You’re just 
a deranged man-hating quack!” 

Something dangerous flashed in Dr. Gupta’s eyes. Without a 
word, she turned back to her tablet and began rapidly adjusting 
settings, her fingers jabbing at the screen with uncharacteristic 
force. Logan could see the display from his reclined 
position—sliders being pushed to their maximum settings, one 
after another. Repeated warning messages popped up, which she 
dismissed with sharp, aggressive taps. 

“What are you doing?” Logan asked, sudden alarm replacing 
his anger as he watched the warning icons multiply across her 
screen. 

Dr. Gupta didn’t answer. Before Logan could say anything 
else, she reached for a contoured visor. “You will find that 
underestimating me has consequences,” she said quietly. 
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As she fastened the visor to the helmet, Logan caught a final 
glimpse of her tablet screen where it had been placed on a nearby 
counter—all the treatment intensity sliders had been maximized, 
glowing angry red instead of the previous yellow. 

Darkness engulfed him instantly. “Dr. Gupta,” Logan said, his 
anger giving way to concern. “Whatever you’re doing, please—” 

His half-formed protest was cut short as she aggressively 
inserted a molded device into his mouth. It expanded 
immediately, forcing his jaws apart and filling his oral cavity with 
a cold, gelatinous substance that tasted sharply metallic. 

 
In the sudden silence, Logan could hear Dr. Gupta’s 

breathing—initially rapid and angry, then gradually slowing as 
she regained her composure. The sound of her footsteps moved 
away from the chair. 

“Doctor,” came a technician’s hesitant voice, “these settings 
exceed all recommended parameters. The system is displaying 
multiple safety warnings. The subject is at increased risk if we 
proceed.” 

“Override the protocols,” Dr. Gupta replied, her voice once 
again clinically detached but carrying an undercurrent Logan had 
never heard from her before. “Begin the procedure at specified 
intensities.” 

Logan felt small mechanical arms extend from the visor’s 
interior, firmly pulling his eyelids open and locking them in place. 
A soft blue glow filled his vision, gradually intensifying until it 
was almost painfully bright. 

“Maxillofacial alignment and enamel reconstruction will 
proceed simultaneously with chromatic enhancement,” Logan 
heard Dr. Gupta state. “Commence the procedure.” 

A wave of cold inside the helmet suddenly replaced the 
burning, raising goosebumps across Logan’s scalp. He could feel 
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individual strands of hair shifting independently, as though 
thousands of tiny insects were crawling across his head. 

The mouthpiece began to vibrate subtly, sending 
uncomfortable ultrasonic waves through his teeth and jawbone. 
Tiny mechanical components shifted within the gel, applying 
targeted pressure to individual teeth. 

Inside the helmet, Logan could hear superheated solutions 
being dispensed through the cap. Sitting in darkness, he imagined 
that molten metal was flowing through each individual strand of 
hair, from tip to root, seeping into the follicles themselves. 
Meanwhile, a steady pressure built behind his eyes as nozzles 
misted a stinging liquid onto his immobilized irises. 

“Chromatic restructuring proceeding according to 
parameters,” Dr. Gupta’s voice came from somewhere beyond. 
“Primary phase integration at 47% completion. Dental 
reformation at 36%.” 

 
The procedure continued for what felt like an eternity, 

sensations alternating between pressure, warmth, tingling, and 
occasional sharp spikes that made him yelp into the mouthpiece. 
The pulsing light continued its rhythmic pattern while the 
mouthpiece cyclically tightened and released. 

“Transition to secondary phase,” Dr. Gupta announced at 
some point. The pressure shifted, feeling as though each strand of 
hair was being pulled from his head. Inside the visor, the light 
intensified to a searing yellow before abruptly shutting off, 
leaving him in darkness. The mouthpiece released a flood of 
heated solution that seemed to penetrate directly into his teeth, 
radiating through his skull. 

At last, the three-hour procedure was finished. Logan’s head 
tingled, his eyes burned, his jaw ached, and his gums throbbed 
with discomfort that extended into the roots of his teeth. 
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Dr. Gupta removed the visor first, carefully retracting the 
eyelid mechanisms. “Initial discomfort is expected but 
temporary,” she said, applying a cooling gel around his eye 
sockets that provided immediate, blessed relief. “The chromatic 
integration is complete and fully stabilized.” 

She then removed the mouthpiece, which had contracted to 
release his teeth. As it slid free, Logan felt the strange sensation of 
his teeth against his tongue—smoother, differently shaped, and 
somehow more prominent in his mouth. His jaw felt oddly 
aligned, as if the relationship between his upper and lower teeth 
had been subtly but definitively altered. 

Finally, she removed the cap. The sudden exposure to air 
made Logan gasp slightly. His hair felt heavy and unusually 
responsive to even the slightest movement, each strand seeming 
to register against his sensitized scalp. A GIRLI medical assistant 
led Logan to a washing station where she rinsed his hair with a 
series of terrible-smelling chemical solutions. 

“The chromatic enhancement was a complete success, even 
at maximum intensity,” Dr. Gupta said approvingly as her 
assistant wrapped Logan’s head in a towel, concealing whatever 
changes had been made. “Detrimental impact appears nominal.” 

Only after his hair was dried with yet another specialized 
machine did Dr. Gupta finally direct him to a mirror. “You may 
evaluate the enhanced presentation parameters.” 

Logan’s eyes still burned with each blink, the discomfort 
making it difficult to focus as he looked at his reflection. When his 
vision finally cleared, he felt his breath catch in his throat. 
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His hair—which had gradually transitioned from dark brown 

to auburn over the summer—had been altered into a vibrant, 
unmistakable copper that gleamed almost metallically under the 
lights. The rich, dimensional color caught and reflected every ray 
of light, creating a stunning effect that drew the eye instantly. It 
wasn’t just a hair color—it was a statement, a beacon, a visual 
marker that would make him instantly identifiable in any crowd. 

But that was nothing compared to his eyes, which were now a 
striking pale jade green with subtle gold accents that seemed to 
shift and catch the light as he moved. The color was so unusual, 
so distinctive, that it seemed almost supernatural—especially in 
combination with the luminous copper hair and his freckled 
complexion. 
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As his mouth fell open in shock, he discovered yet another 
transformation—his teeth had been completely reconfigured into 
a perfect, dazzling white smile that seemed to glow against his 
lips. The formerly slightly crooked canines and minimal overbite 
that had been distinctly his had been erased, replaced by 
flawlessly aligned, immaculately shaped teeth that looked like 
they belonged in a toothpaste advertisement. 

The combined effect was mesmerizing and completely unlike 
anything he’d ever seen in nature—a deliberately crafted beauty 
that was simultaneously stunning and unreal. 

“The treatment has successfully achieved the desired 
chromatic and structural transformation,” Dr. Gupta stated, 
studying his shocked expression with clinical detachment. “The 
combined effect ensures immediate visual recognition across any 
distance and optimal aesthetic appeal ratings.” 

A sickening realization washed over him as he understood Dr. 
Gupta’s true purpose: this wasn’t just another step in his 
feminization; it was the elimination of any possibility of 
anonymity. With this distinctive copper hair, those unnatural 
green-gold eyes, and that perfect smile, “Elle” would be 
immediately recognizable to everyone at Westridge. There would 
be no blending in, no flying under the radar. He would be visible 
from across campus, impossible to miss or forget. 

“You dyed my hair AND my eyes?!? And how did you do this 
to my teeth?” Logan sputtered. His reconfigured jaw and 
repositioned teeth forced his tongue to connect differently 
against his palate, softening his t’s and d’s, and the altered 
resonance chamber of his mouth stripped his voice of any 
undertones. When combined with his programmed teen speech 
patterns, his intended fury ended up sounding more like flustered 
objection. 
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Dr. Gupta waved her hand dismissively. “Not a dye. These 
processes alter the melanocyte programming at the genetic level 
and are therefore permanent. The follicular pigmentation, iris 
coloration, and dental enamel composition have all been 
restructured at their genetic foundations. No maintenance will be 
required.” 

Logan gaped at the stranger in the mirror, his mouth opening 
and closing but unable to form any words. He realized that this 
final change before classes began was deliberately calculated to 
ensure that “Elle Turner” would be immediately recognizable to 
everyone she encountered. In that moment, all the determination 
to stand up to Dr. Gupta that he entered the facility with this 
morning simply evaporated. 

 
The memory of the morning’s trauma faded as Logan became 

aware of his surroundings again—the dorm room, the pile of 
luggage, and Alexis standing directly in front of him, waving her 
hand in front of his face. 

“Hello? Earth to Elle?” he heard, Alexis’s concerned voice 
pulling him fully back to the present. “I said, what happened to 
you? You totally zoned out there.” 

Logan shifted uncomfortably under her intense scrutiny, 
letting his long hair out of the uncomfortable bun GIRLI staff had 
styled it in. “Dr. Gupta did some treatments today. Medical stuff.” 

“Medical stuff?” Alexis repeated incredulously, looking him 
up and down. “This is... you look… amazing! But so different!” 

For once, the normally articulate cheer captain seemed 
genuinely flustered by what she was seeing. Her expression cycled 
rapidly between shock, fascination, and excitement. 

“Did it hurt?” Alexis reached out as if to touch his hair, before 
thinking better of it. 
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Logan nodded slightly, wincing as the movement sent fresh 
waves of discomfort through his scalp. “It still kind of does.” 

“I’m sorry.” She paused, then broke into an excited smile. 
“But if it makes you feel any better, it was totally worth it. This is 
going to break the internet when I post our first-day pics 
tomorrow. Nobody at Westridge has ever looked this hot before.” 

The word “nobody” made Logan’s stomach clench. That was 
exactly what Dr. Gupta had engineered—a totally unique 
appearance designed to draw attention and be instantly 
memorable. 

 
Room 307 was spacious by dormitory standards—a corner 

unit with large windows, two beds with built-in drawers beneath, 
matching desks, and a shared bathroom. Alexis had already 
claimed the bed near the door, her side of the room already 
transformed with a coordinated bedding set in royal blue and 
white, string lights decorating her headboard, and a collection of 
framed photos arranged on her desk. 

“Well,” she continued, changing the subject while clearly still 
captivated by Logan’s new appearance. “I’m so excited we’re 
roomies! Let me help you with your bags!” 

What followed was an excruciating evening of Logan 
unpacking and arranging “Elle’s” belongings that GIRLI had 
packed for him that morning while he was enduring his 
treatment. While he worked, Alexis talked continuously, sharing 
team gossip and plans for the upcoming school year. 

“We’re going to have the best senior year,” she declared, 
sitting cross-legged on her bed in short sleep shorts and a tank 
top. “And don’t worry about fitting in with the other girls—you’re 
under my wing, which basically makes you royalty at Westridge.” 

In contrast to Alexis’ comfortable, casual pajamas, Logan 
moved about the room awkwardly in a pale pink satin nightgown 
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GIRLI had packed for him. The delicate straps left his shoulders 
exposed, and the thin material clung to his artificially curved 
figure in ways that made him acutely self-conscious. 

 
He found himself constantly adjusting the hem, trying to 

cover more of his legs while simultaneously keeping the neckline 
from revealing too much. The last vestige of his old 
wardrobe—the oversized Westlake t-shirts he’d slept in all 
summer—had apparently been deemed inappropriate for “Elle’s” 
new life at Westridge. 

As it progressed, the unpacking process only reinforced 
Logan’s sense of displacement. Each item he removed from a 
suitcase revealed the thoroughness of his manufactured 
identity—personalized stationery with “Elle” monogrammed in 
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flowing script, framed photos of “family” members Logan had 
never met (presumably actors hired by GIRLI), and multiple 
monogrammed accessories bearing the initials “ECT.” 

 
As they prepared for bed that evening, his new roommate 

continued to glance at him with barely concealed fascination. 
“Seriously, though.” Alexis paused in the doorway of the 
bathroom. “You’re going to be instantly famous at school. I hope 
you’re ready for all the attention.” 

“I’m not really used to standing out,” Logan admitted 
truthfully, each blink still sending uncomfortable twinges 
through his new eyes. 

Alexis laughed, misinterpreting his discomfort as modesty. 
“Well, get used to it fast. You’re definitely going to be noticed 
now.” 

 
Unpacking complete, Logan sat at his desk by the window, 

pretending to organize his school supplies while Alexis 
FaceTimed with Madison about first-day outfit coordination. The 
trappings of his new identity surrounded him—the uniform 
hanging pressed and ready for the morning, the makeup arranged 
precisely on his designated bathroom shelf, the schedule of 
classes for “Elle Turner” laid out beside a decorated planner 
Tiffany had insisted was essential for “staying organized and cute 
at the same time.” 

The sense of unreality that had sustained him through the 
summer was fading, replaced by the stark reality that tomorrow, 
he would walk into Westridge Academy as a female student—not 
just for a brief evaluation or training session, but for an entire 
school year, while sharing living space with someone who 
expected him to be a teenage girl at all times. The charade was no 
longer theoretical but immediate and encompassing. 
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The logistics of sharing a living space with a teenage girl 24/7 
were more than Logan was prepared to deal with after the day 
he’d had. The first night in the dormitory tested everything Dr. 
Gupta had programmed into Logan’s transformed body and 
mind. From elaborate bathroom maneuvers to keep his 
specialized undergarments hidden, to performing his extensive 
skincare routine under Alexis’s watchful eye, every moment 
required careful navigation. 

The casual intimacy Alexis expected between roommates 
created constant anxiety, yet Logan found himself responding 
with perfect feminine enthusiasm. The disconnect between his 
internal panic and flawless outward performance left him feeling 
profoundly alienated. 

“Don’t forget we’re doing the royal blue headbands 
tomorrow.” Alexis patted her face dry, completing her extensive 
nighttime skincare routine. “All the seniors on Elite are 
coordinating accessories for the first day.” 

Logan nodded, adding the satin headband to his laid-out 
uniform. “Got it. Thanks for reminding me.” 

 
As he settled into his bed that night, listening to Alexis’s 

steady breathing from across the room, Logan stared at the 
ceiling, contemplating the bizarre turn his life had taken. 
Tomorrow would begin his second senior year of high 
school—his first real test of integration with both his teammates 
and the broader Westridge community. 

“Night, Elle,” Alexis called as she turned out her bedside 
lamp. “Ready for tomorrow?” 

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” Logan replied, the feminine voice 
emerging naturally as he settled under his coordinated bedding. 

As he drifted toward sleep, Logan felt an unfamiliar, resigned 
calm settling over him. The copper-haired, jade-eyed beauty in 
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the mirror wasn’t going away. The neural blocks wouldn’t release 
their grip. His confrontation with Dr. Gupta hadn’t just failed—it 
had backfired spectacularly. 

But maybe he’d been fighting the wrong battle all along. 
Direct resistance clearly wouldn’t work—it only gave Dr. Gupta 
more reasons to “fix” him. 

In the quiet darkness of Room 307, a decision crystallized into 
resolve: he needed to navigate this new reality strategically, 
finding whatever opportunities for autonomy remained within 
the system that had trapped him. If Dr. Gupta wanted Elle 
Catherine Turner to be remarkable, he’d make her 
remarkable—but on his own terms. For now, at least, that seemed 
the only path forward. 
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~7~ 

A Class Act 

 
Logan’s eyes fluttered open on his first official day at 

Westridge, his newfound resolve from the night before lingering 
in his mind. If he couldn’t fight the system head-on, he’d have to 
find ways to navigate it strategically—starting with mastering 
the daily rituals of his new reality. 

The morning began with a carefully synchronized bathroom 
routine. Alexis had insisted they set their alarms thirty minutes 
apart to ensure each had adequate preparation time without 
territorial disputes over the mirror or sink. 

Alexis was already applying her makeup when Logan’s alarm 
sounded. She poked her head out of the bathroom doorway, her 
face half-covered in foundation. 

“Rise and shine! You’ll want to look your best today,” Alexis 
said with a warm smile as she returned to her cosmetics. “First 
impressions are everything at Westridge, and I want to make sure 
you start off right.” With a gentle push of her foot, she closed the 
bathroom door. 

The minute he heard the bathroom door latch shut, Logan 
bolted from his bed, seizing the moment of privacy to begin his 
transformation. First came his specialized undergarments— 
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flesh-toned compression briefs that resembled a professional 
dancer’s support garment, with strategic reinforcement panels 
that functioned like invisible scaffolding.  

The military-grade compression fabric gripped his lower 
body with punishing intensity, flattening and redirecting his male 
anatomy. Once wearing them, each movement sent shockwaves 
of discomfort through his body, the garment’s unyielding 
pressure a constant reminder of his forced deception. 

Over this torturous base layer, Logan pulled a pair of pale 
pink satin bikini panties trimmed with delicate lace. The 
gossamer-light fabric featured scalloped edges and an absurdly 
tiny satin bow centered precisely at the waistband—details that 
elevated the garment from mere underwear to a feminine 
talisman. The cool, slippery texture against his skin made his 
stomach clench with visceral revulsion. The contrast between 
these delicate underthings and the utilitarian boxer briefs of his 
former life couldn’t have been more stark or more humiliating. 

Next came the matching pale pink demi-cup bra with 
intricate floral lace overlay. Logan’s fingers worked the 
three-hook closure with disturbing proficiency as he positioned it 
around his chest. Something wasn’t right. The hormones he’d 
unknowingly taken over summer had developed his chest to a 
small A-cup, but this morning, the cups gaped empty against his 
skin. With growing unease, he unclasped the bra and examined 
the tag. 

B cup? Logan thought with mounting horror. GIRLI had 
apparently decided to enhance his bust measurement for his 
official debut, swapping out all his bras without warning. With a 
sigh, he reached for the silicone inserts from his dresser.  

Once augmented, his chest weighed significantly more than 
what he was accustomed to, the additional heft pulling 
downward on his bra straps with each movement. He positioned 
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the inserts precisely within the cups, adjusting until they created 
the illusion of natural cleavage, their subtle weight settling 
against his chest like unwelcome pendulums. 

With his foundation in place, Logan tamed his copper hair 
with argan oil and blow-dried it into soft waves that framed his 
face. After just one round of salon instruction, his hands moved 
with unsettling muscle memory, creating the perfect balance of 
volume and shine that would mark him as unmistakably 
feminine. 

Logan meticulously removed the crisp white Westridge 
uniform blouse from its padded hanger. The Italian cotton poplin 
had a subtle sheen that caught the light, with princess seams that 
gently curved inward at the waist before flaring slightly over the 
hips. The vertical darts at the bustline created accommodation for 
his artificial curves while the slightly puffed cap sleeves softened 
his shoulder line.  

The pearlescent buttons closed right over left—a small detail 
Logan still hadn’t gotten used to.  He fastened each button with 
methodical precision, including the delicate one at his throat, 
seeking whatever minimal armor the additional coverage might 
provide. 

Alexis emerged from the bathroom and immediately assessed 
his presentation with a professional eye. “Oh, sweetie, no one 
wears it like that,” she said, her tone mixing sympathy with 
authority as she approached. 

Before Logan could protest, her nimble fingers unfastened the 
top two buttons of his blouse. “There. Much better. That 
closed-to-the-neck look is strictly for debate team and orchestra. 
You want to fit in with the squad, not look like you’re auditioning 
for the Vienna Boys’ Choir.” 

The navy and white plaid pleated skirt came next. The 
lightweight wool blend featured a satin-lined yoke that sat at the 
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narrowest part of his waist, the box pleats opening below to 
create the illusion of fuller hips. Logan slid it over his lower body 
with barely concealed dismay, securing the hidden side hook and 
expertly manipulating the invisible zipper.  

The fabric whispered against his thighs as he moved, each 
pleat opening and folding with deliberate precision, creating a 
rhythmic swish that marked his every step. When properly 
positioned at his waist, the hem fell to a precisely calculated point 
on his thighs—several inches above his knees, exposing an 
expanse of leg that made him feel naked despite being technically 
clothed. 

He pushed desperately at the waistband, trying to reposition 
the skirt lower on his hips to gain even a fraction of an inch more 
coverage. 

Alexis noticed immediately. “It’s designed to sit at your 
natural waist,” she said, stepping forward to adjust the garment 
back to its proper position. “The pleats won’t hang correctly if you 
wear it on your hips.” 

“It feels obscenely short,” Logan protested, his hands 
hovering protectively near the hem. 

“That’s the whole point,” Alexis said with a laugh, stepping 
back to inspect her adjustment. “Trust me, everyone wears them 
this length. And with legs like yours, you should be showing them 
off.” 

Logan stared at his reflection, mortified by the expansive 
display of his bare legs. His face burned as he imagined walking 
across campus with his legs on display like this. Not to mention, 
sitting at a desk trying not to flash everyone in the class. 

The navy knee socks came next. Logan rolled each one 
carefully up his calf, despising the feeling of the fabric sliding 
against his smooth legs—his hairlessness yet another lasting 
effect of the GIRLI treatments this summer. The dark fabric 
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created stark contrast against his pale skin, drawing the eye 
directly to the exposed section of thigh between sock top and skirt 
hem. 

For the final indignity, Logan slipped his feet into the 
Westridge regulation footwear—glossy black patent leather Mary 
Jane shoes with delicate ankle straps secured by tiny antiqued 
brass buckles. The two-inch block heels were practical, but their 
primary effect was unmistakable—to force his weight forward 
onto the balls of his feet, automatically adjusting his posture into 
an even more feminine stance. Worse, they enhanced the 
deliberately feminine gait that had been programmed into his 
muscle memory—shorter strides, knees closer together, slight hip 
sway. 

Then, accessories. A delicate silver filigree watch with 
mother-of-pearl face encircled his left wrist, its dainty 
proportions emphasizing the new slenderness of his arm. Pearl 
stud earrings pushed through his recently pierced earlobes. A fine 
silver chain with a minimalist pendant rested at the base of his 
throat, drawing attention to his exposed collar area. 

He applied the final cosmetic touches with professional 
skill—a nutrient-rich primer to create a flawless canvas, followed 
by a whisper of illuminating powder across his cheekbones and 
the bridge of his nose to enhance his freckles. A touch of cream 
blush blended seamlessly into his skin, giving him a natural flush. 
His brows, already shaped into perfect arches, needed only a clear 
gel to keep them in place.  

With careful detail, he applied a coat of lengthening mascara 
to emphasize his ethereal eyes. A tinted lip balm made his lips 
appear naturally fuller, completing the “no-makeup makeup” 
look that Logan had learned took incredibly long to apply, just to 
create the illusion of effortless beauty. 
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The royal blue velvet headband—mandated by Alexis as a 
show of squad solidarity among the Elite seniors—was the 
crowning element, perfectly positioned to hold back his vibrant 
copper tresses. The rich, saturated color created dramatic contrast 
against his hair, which cascaded past his shoulders in the 
luminous waves that were guaranteed to make him immediately 
recognizable from across campus. 

“Your hair is seriously going to be the conversation starter of 
the semester,” Alexis commented with borderline envy. “I bet 
you’ll turn heads all day.” 

Logan’s stomach tightened at the thought of being instantly 
identifiable—the exact opposite of his desperate wish to blend 
into the background. “Is it too dramatic? Maybe I should wear it 
up or something,” he suggested, hoping to minimize its impact. 

“Absolutely not,” Alexis insisted, reaching out to arrange a 
perfect tendril to frame his face. “It’s your calling card. The 
football boys won’t know what hit them.” 

“Football boys.” The words hollowed him out from within. 
Just months ago, he had been one of them. Now he was 
positioned as an object for their admiration. The thought made 
bile rise in his throat. 

The navy blue blazer completed the ensemble—a structured 
garment with subtle waist darting that emphasized his 
transformed silhouette. The embroidered “W” crest on the breast 
pocket felt like a brand marking his captivity, the smooth satin 
lining whispering against his blouse as he moved. 

“You look absolutely perfect,” Alexis declared with genuine 
admiration as she gathered her books. “Like you stepped out of 
the Westridge recruitment brochure.” 

Logan stood frozen before the mirror, unable to reconcile the 
image reflected back with his internal sense of self. The uniform, 
with its meticulous design and precise fit, had completed his 
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erasure. The person staring back at him was unquestionably Elle 
Catherine Turner—Westridge Academy senior, elite squad 
cheerleader, and perfect embodiment of privileged female 
adolescence. No trace of Logan remained visible. 

 
“Are you nervous?” Alexis asked, noticing his expression. 

“Don’t worry. You’re with me, which means you’re automatically 
accepted. I’ve got your back.” 

“Thanks,” Logan managed, genuinely appreciating her 
support despite the bizarre circumstances. 

“Ready?” Alexis asked, slinging her monogrammed leather 
backpack over one shoulder with practiced casualness. 

Logan nodded silently, lifting his own backpack—pale pink 
Italian leather with “ECT” embroidered in flowing silver script. 
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The weight of his new identity settled around him as he followed 
Alexis into the hallway, stepping with artificial grace into a world 
where he existed only as someone else’s creation. 

 
As they left the dormitory and joined the stream of students 

heading toward the main academic building, Logan became 
acutely aware of the attention his distinctive appearance was 
drawing. Heads turned as he passed, conversations paused 
mid-sentence, and curious glances followed his progress across 
the campus. 

“Told you,” Alexis whispered triumphantly as they entered 
the main hall. “Everyone’s staring at you. You’re going to be 
Instagram famous by lunch.” 

 
The school day itself was a surreal experience. Logan 

observed with detached horror as “Elle” seamlessly integrated 
into classes—taking notes with an unconsciously feminine tilt to 
his handwriting, responding to teachers in the teen girl cadence 
that now emerged without effort, and navigating social 
interactions with the subtle mannerisms that had become part of 
his muscle memory. 

In English Literature, Logan took his assigned seat near the 
window. Ms. Brenner was discussing The Great Gatsby, a book 
he’d read during his first trip through high school. As she began 
asking students about symbolism in the novel, Logan found his 
attention drifting to the football field visible through the window. 
The groundskeeper was painting fresh yard lines in preparation 
for Friday’s game. 

“Ms. Turner, since you’re new to our class, perhaps you have a 
different perspective on Daisy’s character?” Ms. Brenner’s voice 
pulled him back to the present. 
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Logan turned from the window, the familiar sight of the 
football field causing an ache in his chest. The sensation vanished 
as quickly as it came, replaced by the physical awareness of his 
skirt against his thighs and twenty pairs of eyes watching him 
expectantly. He opened his mouth to respond, finding himself 
distracted by the uncomfortable awareness of how visible he was 
to the entire class. 

“I think she’s, um... she represents how women were valued 
mostly for their appearance back then, right?” he heard himself 
say, pulling together a reasonable answer despite his mental fog. 
“Like, she knows she’s basically decorative to the men in her life?” 

Ms. Brenner nodded, seeming satisfied with the answer, 
though Logan couldn’t help feeling embarrassed by the way he’d 
phrased it—not the content, but the delivery, with verbal 
hesitations and questioning inflections that hadn’t been part of 
his speech patterns before. As Logan, he never would’ve taken 
someone who talked that way seriously—but now his voice 
betrayed him with every word, casting him unwillingly in the role 
of enthusiastic teenage girl. 

 
Between classes, Logan moved through the crowded hallways 

in Alexis’s protective social bubble. The cheer captain’s status 
granted automatic acceptance to her new roommate, with other 
students parting to let their small group pass. The other 
cheerleaders quickly surrounded Logan, creating a buffer of 
feminine chatter and activity that both protected and imprisoned 
him in his new identity. 

With each step through the hallway, Logan felt the whisper of 
the pleated skirt against his thighs, the slight pinch of the Mary 
Janes at his heels, and the unfamiliar weight of the silicone inserts 
pulling at his shoulders. The scent of the other cheerleaders’ 
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perfumes—vanilla, jasmine, and something citrusy—formed an 
invisible cloud around him. 

Two football players leaned against lockers as Logan passed, 
their eyes following his movement with unconcealed interest. 

“Dude, who is that?” the taller one asked, not bothering to 
lower his voice. 

“New girl. Elle something. She’s on elite cheer,” his friend 
replied. “Pretty hot, right?” 

Logan felt his face flush with humiliation. He’d had similar 
conversations countless times, standing in similar hallways, 
assessing female students with a similar casual entitlement. He’d 
never considered how it felt to be on the receiving end of those 
evaluations—to be reduced to nothing more than physical 
attributes, your academic achievements and athletic abilities 
rendered completely invisible beneath the weight of someone 
else’s desire. 

“Just ignore them,” Tiffany said, appearing at Logan’s side 
and linking her arm through his. “Those guys are, like, totally 
beneath your notice anyway. Come on, it’s lunch time and we 
need to grab our table before the freshman try to steal it.” 

 
At lunch, Logan found himself seated at what was clearly the 

premium table in the cafeteria, surrounded by cheerleaders and 
athletes at the apex of Westridge’s social hierarchy. 

“Everyone’s talking about you,” Madison confirmed, sliding 
her tray next to his. “I’ve already had three people ask if you’re a 
model or something.” 

“I told you your hair would make an impact,” Tiffany added, 
adjusting her uniform skirt. “It’s like, your signature thing now.” 

Picking at his salad, Logan nodded silently. Alexis had 
insisted he follow the squad’s pre-season nutrition plan—lean 
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protein, vegetables, and limited carbs, while many of the other 
students had trays loaded with french fries and desserts. 

“It’s weird having people stare at me,” he said, poking at a 
cherry tomato with his fork. 

“Better get used to it,” Alexis said, her tone light but with an 
undercurrent of authority. “This is just day one. Wait until the 
pep rally on Friday—the whole school will be watching you.” 

 
As lunch continued, Logan watched the clock, an idea 

forming. Halfway through the period, he leaned toward Alexis. “I 
just remembered I need to stop by the main office to sign some 
transfer paperwork.” 

“Want me to come with you?” Alexis looked uncertain about 
releasing her new protégé into the wild without supervision. 
“There’s still a lot of campus you haven’t seen.” 

“I can handle it,” Logan replied. “I’ll meet you in Bio.” 
“Well... okay,” Alexis relented, though she looked 

unconvinced. “Text me if you need anything.” 
Once safely out of sight, Logan changed course. Instead of 

heading to the administration building, he made his way to the 
library, feeling a small thrill at this minor deception. The massive 
stone building at the center of campus was nearly empty during 
lunch period. 

The reference section on the third floor promised the quietest, 
most secluded corner. The space was deserted, tucked between 
tall shelves of dusty encyclopedias. Logan sank into a chair and, 
for the first time all day, allowed his posture to slump, his knees 
to splay slightly, his carefully arranged expression to fall. His 
shoulders, which had held a perfect feminine posture all day, 
ached as they relaxed. For these few brief moments, he didn’t 
have to perform for anyone. 
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From his backpack, he pulled out one of the monogrammed 
“ECT” notebooks. Opening to a blank page, he took out a pen and 
tried writing: “My name is Logan Turner.” 

Immediately, his hand jerked involuntarily, the pen skittering 
across the page to write, “My name is Elle Turner.” 

Logan frowned, adjusting his approach. He wrote: “Things I 
miss from Oregon.” His hand moved smoothly this time. 

Under this innocent-seeming heading, he tried: “Playing 
football.” No resistance. 

Then he tried: “GIRLI is forcing me to—” and his hand 
spasmed before he could complete the sentence. 

Logan tapped his pen against the page, thinking. There were 
clearly boundaries to what the neural blocks would permit. He 
turned to a fresh page and wrote: “Fashion inspiration ideas,” a 
heading that seemed harmless enough. 

Beneath it, he carefully wrote: “Copper sunset reminds me of 
who I was before.” To his surprise, the words flowed onto the 
page without resistance. He continued: “Jade mask covers true 
sight. Missing genuine reflection.” 

The metaphorical language seemed to bypass the blocks. It 
wasn’t a direct accusation or explanation—just musings that 
would appear as fashion notes or poetry to anyone else, but held 
deeper meaning for him. 
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For several minutes, Logan experimented with different 

phrasings, discovering where the boundaries lay. Direct 
statements about his situation triggered the blocks, but 
metaphors, allusions, and indirectly coded language didn’t. It was 
a small discovery, but it felt momentous. 

When footsteps approached, Logan smoothly transitioned to 
appearing to take actual class notes, his posture and mannerisms 
sliding seamlessly back into “Elle’s” patterns. The librarian 
passed by without a second glance. 

Logan permitted himself a small smile as he stared at the 
words he’d written. A loophole. A small crack in Dr. Gupta’s 
perfect system. He wasn’t quite sure what he could do with it, but 
the realization gave him a small sliver of hope. Maybe with 
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careful coding, he could maintain a record of his true self that 
would pass any inspection. It wasn’t freedom, but it was 
something they couldn’t take from him. 

When the warning bell rang for the next period, Logan 
gathered his things and headed to class. Glancing once more at 
his innocent-looking notebook, he was convinced that the game 
had changed. 

 
By the end of the day, Logan felt exhausted. Though he no 

longer had to concentrate to maintain his feminine behaviors, the 
disconnect between his intentions and their expression was 
incredibly draining. When he wanted to speak firmly, his voice 
emerged with a questioning lilt. When he meant to walk with 
purpose, his stride transformed into a graceful glide. His thoughts 
remained his own, but every attempt to translate them into 
action emerged altered. 

As the final bell echoed through the hallways, Logan felt a 
momentary relief. He’d survived his first day of classes—the 
constant performance, the unwanted attention, the surreal 
experience of answering to “Elle” without hesitation. But as 
Alexis fell into step beside him, her chatter turning to 
cheerleading practice, that relief evaporated. 

“We need to hurry,” Alexis said, checking her watch. “Coach 
Winters hates when anyone’s late, especially on the first day.” 

The thought of trading one performance for another made 
Logan’s shoulders tense. In the classroom, he could at least hide 
behind a desk. On the practice mat, his transformed body would 
be completely exposed, his every movement scrutinized. 

As he walked back to the dormitory with Alexis, several male 
students called out greetings, their interest in the new girl with 
the distinctive jade eyes obvious in their lingering gazes. 
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“Chase Montgomery totally couldn’t stop staring at you in 
English,” Alexis informed him with a smile. “He’s the star wide 
receiver and basically the hottest senior boy. This is huge.” 

Logan felt a wave of nausea at the thought of attracting 
romantic interest from male students—especially a football 
player in the position he himself had once played at the collegiate 
level. The layers of irony in his situation were becoming 
increasingly disturbing. 

 
Back at their dorm, Alexis gestured toward his royal blue 

practice uniform. “Fifteen minutes to change and get to the field,” 
she said, already pulling off her blazer. 

Official practice began with a rigorous thirty-minute warmup 
sequence followed by precisely timed skill sections. Coach 
Winters ran the team with military precision, her whistle 
punctuating transitions between drills and her critical eye 
missing nothing. The atmosphere was intensely focused—these 
weren’t just cheerleaders but elite athletes whose performances 
were judged at the national level. Despite his discomfort with his 
role, Logan couldn’t help but respect the discipline and 
dedication evident in every aspect of their training. 

“Elle, show me your tumbling sequence,” Coach Winters 
called out. “I want to see that round-off back handspring 
combination.” 

Logan moved to the center of the blue mat, taking a deep 
breath as he positioned himself. The sequence was one he’d 
practiced countless times over the summer, yet executing it in 
front of the entire squad felt different. 

He took three quick steps forward, gaining momentum before 
planting his hands and kicking his legs overhead in a powerful 
round-off. As his feet reconnected with the mat, he immediately 
rebounded into the first back handspring, his body snapping 
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backward through the air. The weightless sensation as he flew 
momentarily suspended between earth and sky felt oddly 
familiar—a physical memory his body remembered effortlessly 
despite all the changes it had undergone. 

Without pausing, Logan flowed into a second back 
handspring, the motion more powerful than the first, before 
launching into a layout—his body straightening completely as he 
rotated backward through the air, landing with his feet firmly 
planted and arms raised in the automatic finishing position. 

The entire sequence took less than five seconds, executed 
with a precision that drew applause from his teammates. 

“Beautiful extension on that layout,” Coach Winters noted 
with approval. “Your body control in the air is exceptional, Elle.” 

Logan nodded his thanks, surprised by how natural the 
tumbling felt. His transformed body—lighter and more flexible 
than his former athletic build—moved through the air with an 
ease that even he had to admit was impressive. His athleticism 
and motor coordination that he’d relied on to become a star wide 
receiver was still there, but recalibrated to this new form. 

 
As the cheerleading practice continued, Logan couldn’t help 

but notice the football team running drills on the adjacent field. 
The familiar sounds of whistles, shouted plays, and cleats digging 
into turf created an ache in his chest. He had once been one of 
them. Now he was on the sidelines in a completely different 
capacity. 

During a water break, Logan found himself drawn to the 
fence separating the two practice areas. He watched as the 
quarterback called an audible and the offense shifted formation. 
The movements were so familiar that Logan could feel phantom 
muscle memories trying to activate in his transformed body—the 
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explosive burst off the line, the precise footwork of route-running, 
the timing needed to create separation from defenders. 

 
The wide receiver lined up on the far side suddenly broke into 

a route that Logan immediately recognized. It was a complex 
pattern he had perfected during his college career, with a subtle 
hesitation that consistently fooled defensive backs. 

“That’s a…” Logan began to mutter to himself, but the route’s 
technical name refused to come to his mind. He blinked in 
confusion, trying to recall the terminology that should have been 
second nature after years of playing the position. 

“Post-corner double move,” he finally managed, but the 
words felt like they were buried under layers of new 
information—cheerleading terminology, makeup tips, fashion 
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advice, and all the other feminine knowledge that now occupied 
his consciousness. It wasn’t that the football knowledge had been 
erased, but rather that it had been pushed aside, relegated to a 
less accessible corner of his mind. 

But what truly unsettled him was his reaction to watching 
the players. As the quarterback removed his helmet, running a 
hand through his sweat-dampened hair, Logan found himself 
noticing details he never would have before—the player’s defined 
jawline, the way his pants stretched across his muscular thighs. 
Not attraction, exactly, but an unwanted awareness that 
registered these features in a way his former self never would 
have. 

No, he thought, horrified. Nooope. 
Before he could retreat from the fence, several cheerleaders 

joined him, lining up to watch the football practice. 
“Ohmygod, Tyler’s arms are seriously insane this season,” 

Madison whispered, nudging Tiffany with her elbow. “Did he get 
bigger over the summer?” 

“Definitely,” Tiffany agreed, twirling a strand of hair around 
her finger. “And Chase filled out too. The whole defensive line is 
totally stacked this year.” 

Logan felt trapped in the chorus of feminine commentary. 
Worse, he could feel the social pull to join in—not from any 
genuine interest, but from the powerful urge to conform, to be 
accepted, to play his part in this strange new social dynamic. The 
desire to fit in with his supposed peers was almost overwhelming. 

“What do you think, Elle?” Madison asked, turning to him. 
“You’ve been so quiet. Anyone catch your eye yet?” 

Before Logan could formulate a response, the football coach 
blew his whistle and announced a five-minute break. Several of 
the players immediately headed toward the fence where the 
cheerleaders were gathered. 
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“Ladies,” Tyler, the quarterback, greeted them with a 
confident grin as he approached. “Looking good out there today.” 

The cheerleaders responded with theatrical enthusiasm, their 
interactions clearly following established patterns of flirtatious 
banter. Logan found himself suddenly visible, his copper hair and 
jade eyes drawing immediate attention from the approaching 
players. There was nowhere to hide, no way to blend into the 
background as he’d hoped. 

Tyler’s eyes immediately found Logan, taking in his 
distinctive appearance. “Hey, you must be the new girl everyone’s 
talking about. I’m Tyler Marshall, quarterback.” He extended his 
hand, and Logan reluctantly shook it, painfully aware of the 
contrast between their hands—his now small and delicate, with 
manicured nails, against Tyler’s larger, calloused grip. 

“Elle transferred from Oregon,” Madison supplied helpfully. 
“She’s literally amazing at tumbling.” 

“That so?” Tyler smiled, his gaze lingering on Logan. 
“Looking forward to seeing you cheering at the games then.” 

Logan mumbled something noncommittal, acutely conscious 
of how the football players were looking at him—not as a peer or 
fellow athlete, but as a pretty girl to be pursued. The fundamental 
wrongness of the situation made his skin crawl. 

Suddenly, a commotion from the practice building 
interrupted their conversation. A crash, followed by several 
screams, drew everyone’s attention. The cheerleaders 
immediately ran toward the sound, leaving the football players 
behind at the fence. 

 
Inside, they found their teammate Jessica on the floor of the 

gym, clutching her ankle and grimacing in pain. Coach Winters 
was already kneeling beside her, with several teammates 
surrounding them, their faces etched with concern. 
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“What happened?” Alexis gasped, pushing through to join the 
group. 

“She was practicing her helicopter basket dismount,” Jenny 
explained, her voice tight with worry. “The bases lost their grip 
during the twist, and she fell wrong.” 

Jessica’s face was pale with pain, tears streaming down her 
cheeks. “I heard something snap,” she managed between gritted 
teeth. 

 
Coach Winters carefully examined the ankle, her expression 

grim. “We need to get you to the hospital right away.” She looked 
up at the team gathered anxiously around them. “Practice is over 
for today. I’ll update everyone once we know the extent of 
Jessica’s injury.” 

As the team trainer arrived with a first aid kit, the 
cheerleaders gathered their belongings in silence, the excitement 
of the first day completely evaporated. The atmosphere was 
somber as Jessica was carefully loaded onto a stretcher and taken 
to a waiting vehicle. 

“This is seriously bad,” Tiffany whispered to Logan as they 
collected their water bottles. “No one else can handle the complex 
basket tosses Coach designed specifically for Jessica.” 

Coach Winters returned, her expression confirming 
everyone’s fears. “Jessica’s being taken for X-rays, but the initial 
assessment suggests a severe break,” she announced to the team. 
“We’re looking at a minimum of ten weeks recovery, followed by 
rehab.” 

A collective groan went through the squad. “But that means 
she’ll miss the entire football season,” Alexis said, voicing what 
everyone was thinking. 

Coach Winters looked at the team, addressing the team’s 
other two flyers standing nearby. “Brittany, Megan, you’re both 
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talented, but we’ll need to rethink our routines completely. 
Without Jessica’s small frame and lightweight build, our most 
complex tosses won’t be possible.” She sighed, consulting her 
clipboard. “Our competition strategy relied on those aerial 
elements.” 

From the corner of his eye, Logan noticed a figure standing at 
the edge of the practice area—Dr. Gupta, tablet in hand, 
observing the proceedings with clinical detachment. She had 
been watching the entire practice, he realized, her presence so 
unobtrusive that he hadn’t even noticed her until now. 

In that instant, their eyes locked across the gym, and Logan 
felt a cold certainty settle into his bones. He didn’t need to hear 
her thoughts to know them. The calculating measurement in her 
gaze as it flicked between him and the despondent cheer coach 
told him everything. “Small.” “Lightweight.” He was about to 
become Jessica’s replacement, whether he wanted to or not. 
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Diminishing Returns 

 
Logan sat in Dr. Gupta’s clinical office, staring at the footage 

of Jessica’s fall on the wall-mounted screen. The senior 
cheerleader’s ankle had been badly broken during a helicopter 
dismount, and Dr. Gupta had paused the recording at the exact 
moment of impact—Jessica’s face contorted in pain, her ankle 
already visibly bending at an unnatural angle. 

“Jessica Myers will require a minimum of twelve weeks 
recovery,” Dr. Gupta stated, swiveling in her chair to face Logan. 
“Perhaps longer. Coach Winters has confirmed she will not return 
to the squad this semester.” 

“That’s, like, really awful for her,” Logan said in his ingrained 
teen-girl affect. He thought back to his own career-ending injury 
and the devastation it brought. “I totally know what she’s going 
through.” 

Dr. Gupta tilted her head slightly. “Awful for her, yes. But her 
misfortune creates an opportunity for your placement 
optimization.” 

Logan already knew where this was heading. “You want me 
to take her place, don’t you?” 
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“Success probability matrices for Elite Squad flyers indicate a 
height maximum of 5’3” for optimal lift dynamics and safety 
protocols,” Dr. Gupta explained, her clinical detachment making 
the statement all the more chilling. “At your current vertical 
parameters of 5’6”, you exceed competition standards by three 
inches.” 

Logan’s breath caught. “You’ve already taken eight inches 
from me. I used to be 6’2“. You can’t expect me to lose more?” 

“The vertical reduction protocol has been calibrated for an 
additional four-inch compression matrix reconfiguration,” Dr. 
Gupta replied, tapping on her tablet to bring up diagrams of what 
appeared to be Logan’s skeletal structure. “The process will bring 
your parameters to 5’2”, within optimal range for competitive 
aerial performance.” 

“Four more inches?” Logan repeated, his voice rising with a 
slight vocal fry. “That’s, like, so extreme! You want to shrink me to 
5’2”? That’s—that’s nothing! You’d be taking a foot off my 
original height!” 

“Precisely 12 inches, yes,” Dr. Gupta agreed, seemingly 
untroubled by his distress. “The reduction represents 16.7% of 
your original stature, which falls within acceptable 
transformation parameters.” 

“That’s way beyond ‘acceptable’!” Logan protested. “People 
will definitely notice if I suddenly shrink four inches. How would I 
even explain that?” 

“The transformation will be implemented gradually over a 
six-week period,” Dr. Gupta explained, bringing up a timeline on 
her tablet. “Approximately 0.7 inches per week, which is subtle 
enough to create change blindness in daily observers. Your 
medical cover story regarding delayed growth plate closure 
continues to provide adequate explanation for any noticed 
alterations.” 
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She swiped to another screen that displayed what appeared 
to be financial information—figures and charts with educational 
institution names that Logan couldn’t quite make out before she 
quickly moved past them. 

“Our institutional clients pay substantial premiums for 
athletes with specialized parameters,” Dr. Gupta continued, her 
tone shifting subtly to something that almost resembled pride. 
“For elite cheer programs, flyers with ideal measurements 
command the highest rates. Colleges invest considerably in 
athletes who elevate their ranking.” 

Logan stared at her. “So I’m just... merchandise? You’re selling 
me to the highest bidder?” 

“You are a specialized athletic asset being optimized for 
maximum desirability,” Dr. Gupta corrected, her clinical 
detachment returning. “The more precise your calibration, the 
greater your value… and the larger your scholarship.” 

Logan stood abruptly, pacing the small office. “I seriously 
can’t do this. You’ve already changed, like, everything about me. 
My hair, my skin, my voice. I’ve lost eight inches already. Taking 
four more would be...” He trailed off, searching for words that 
could possibly convey the violation he felt. 

Dr. Gupta’s expression remained impassive. “The vertical 
reduction is non-negotiable for optimal squad integration. The 
timeline has already been calibrated to ensure you reach final 
dimensions before the homecoming game.” 

Logan froze. “Wait, you want me to perform as a flyer at 
homecoming? In front of the entire school, alumni, everyone?” 

“Correct. Your placement as flyer ensures maximum visibility, 
which enhances your scholarship potential through performance 
recognition.” Dr. Gupta set down her tablet and fixed Logan with 
her cold, calculating gaze. “I remind you that your contract with 
GIRLI explicitly authorizes all necessary physical modifications 
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for guaranteed athletic scholarship opportunities. This reduction 
falls within those parameters.” 

Logan collapsed back into his chair, the fight draining from 
him. She was right about the contract—he’d signed away his 
rights in exchange for a second chance at an athletic scholarship. 
At the time, it had seemed like his only option after losing his 
football career. Now, he understood the true cost of that 
desperation. 

“The procedure begins immediately,” Dr. Gupta continued, 
already tapping instructions into her tablet. “The treatment room 
has been prepared.” 

Logan sighed, remembering the futility of his previous 
refusals. He closed his eyes, defeat washing over him. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Logan said. “Nothing I say changes 
anything anyway. Just do whatever you’re going to do.” 

 
Three weeks later, Logan moved through cheer practice with 

fluidity, his body responding flawlessly to Coach Winters’ 
instructions. Three weeks of “osseous compression” treatments 
had already reduced his height by another two inches, bringing 
him down to 5’4”. Several times a week, he had endured the 
familiar claustrophobic gel chamber, the now-predictable burn of 
the calcium-altering compounds, and the ongoing ache as his 
entire skeletal structure continued to compress. 

“Elite Squad, formation three!” Coach Winters called out, 
making notes on her clipboard as the team shifted into position. 

Logan took his place in the back row between Madison and 
Tiffany, automatically adjusting his stance to accommodate his 
still-changing proportions. His center of gravity had constantly 
shifted as his height decreased, requiring daily adaptations to 
even the most basic movements. 
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As the squad ran through their sideline routine, Coach 
Winters moved around the formation, making adjustments and 
corrections. When she reached Logan, she paused, her 
professional assessment momentarily giving way to puzzlement. 

“Elle, have you gotten shorter?” she asked suddenly, her eyes 
narrowing as she glanced between Logan and Madison. “I could 
have sworn you were taller than Madison last week.” 

Logan felt his chest tighten. “My doctor says it’s due to my 
treatment,” he replied, reciting the cover story Dr. Gupta had 
prepared. “Something about how my body was always supposed 
to be 5’2” but I never stopped growing and it caused my health 
issues. She says it’s ‘reversal of delayed growth plate closure’ or 
something.” 

Coach Winters tilted her head, studying him with 
professional interest rather than suspicion. “How tall are you 
now?” 

“5’4”,” Logan admitted, uncomfortable under her analytical 
gaze. 

The coach’s expression shifted subtly, a calculating look 
entering her eyes. “And is this... treatment... expected to 
continue?” 

Logan nodded reluctantly. “For a few more weeks.” 
“Interesting,” Coach Winters murmured, more to herself than 

to Logan. She made a note on her clipboard, then looked up with 
renewed focus. “After practice, I want to see you try a basic prep.” 

“A prep?” Logan repeated, nervousness creeping into his 
voice. “I’ve literally never done any partner stunts.” 

“It’s just an experiment,” Coach Winters said dismissively. 
“Your decreasing height changes your potential role on the squad. 
I want to see how you handle being lifted.” 

After the main practice concluded, Coach Winters gathered 
Brittany, Madison, and Tiffany. “Let’s start with a basic prep,” 
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Coach Winters instructed. “Brittany and Madison, you’ll be the 
main bases. Tiffany, you’ll back spot.” 

Brittany and Madison took their positions across from each 
other, while Tiffany stood behind them, ready to spot. 

“I’ll count you in,” Coach explained. “Place your hands on the 
bases’ shoulders, jump on the count, and they’ll catch your feet at 
waist level. Tiffany will spot you. Keep your body tight and look 
straight ahead.” 

The count came quickly: “One, two, DOWN, UP!” The bases 
dipped while Logan jumped, and Brittany and Madison caught 
his feet precisely at waist level, their arms forming right angles. 
Tiffany’s hands moved from Logan’s waist to his back for 
stability. 

For a brief moment, Logan wobbled uncertainly, then found 
his balance, arms extended in a “T” motion outward as Coach had 
instructed. From this position at prep level, balanced on the 
bases’ hands at waist height, he could see across the entire gym. 

The sensation of being tall again stirred something at the 
back of Logan’s mind, temporarily distracting him. His weight 
shifted slightly forward, the sudden movement throwing off his 
center of gravity and threatening the stability of the entire stunt. 

“Elle, you’re leaning!” Coach Winters called out. “Bases, 
compensate!” 

Brittany and Madison adjusted their grip, but Logan’s 
balance was already compromised. He began to tip backward, his 
body starting to fall toward Tiffany, the back spot. 

“Cradle out!” Coach called, seeing the stunt was 
unsalvageable. 

The bases immediately bent their knees to absorb the 
momentum while Tiffany prepared to catch Logan in the 
standard cradle position. But the timing was off—Logan released 
too early, before the bases were fully ready. 
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As he fell backward, Tiffany lunged forward to make the 
emergency catch. In the chaos of the unplanned dismount, her 
hand shot between his legs to support his weight. Her palm 
pressed firmly against the inside of his upper thigh, her fingers 
inadvertently brushing against the edge of his compression brief, 
mere centimeters from where his male anatomy was concealed. 

“I’ve got you!” Tiffany assured him. 
Logan’s heart pounded, not only from the fall but from how 

dangerously close Tiffany’s hand had come to discovering his 
secret. One slight shift in her grip during the emergency save, and 
everything would be over. 

“That was sloppy,” Coach Winters said, making notes on her 
clipboard. “Elle, you need to maintain your core engagement 
throughout the stunt. Tiffany, good save.” 

Logan nodded, unable to speak as adrenaline and fear 
coursed through his system. The safety protocols that made 
cheerleading possible—the constant touching, supporting, and 
repositioning—had suddenly become the greatest threat to his 
carefully constructed identity. 

His position as a tumbler in the squad had been relatively 
safe—performing independent stunts, controlling his own body’s 
movements, minimal contact with others. But as a flyer, he would 
be completely dependent on his bases and spotters, his body 
handled constantly, touched in ways that would make 
maintaining his secret nearly impossible. The margin for error, 
already razor-thin, had just vanished completely. 

“Your body alignment shows potential,” Coach Winters said 
thoughtfully, jotting notes on her clipboard. “Good hollow body 
position and your weight was well-distributed between both 
bases. Your ankle and foot tension needs work. A flyer needs to 
create a solid platform with their feet for the bases to hold.” 
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“Good news is, those things can be taught. We might have a 
solution to our flyer problem,” Coach Winters said thoughtfully. 
“Starting tomorrow, you’ll split your practice time—half with the 
regular squad and half working on basic aerial positions.” 

“But I’ve literally never been a flyer,” Logan protested, his 
voice pitching higher. “Isn’t that, like, super dangerous for 
someone with no experience?” 

“And three months ago, you’d never been a cheerleader,” 
Coach Winters countered. “Yet here you are, performing complex 
tumbling sequences.” She made another note on her clipboard. 
“We’ll start with the basics. If the position doesn’t work out, we 
can always return to your current role. But with your decreasing 
height and exceptional body control, it would be a mistake not to 
explore the possibility.” 

 
The following afternoon, Logan stormed into Dr. Gupta’s 

office without waiting for his scheduled appointment time. His 
hands were shaking with barely contained panic and anger. 

“We have a problem,” he declared, closing the door firmly 
behind him. “Your plan worked. Coach Winters wants me to be a 
flyer.” 

Dr. Gupta looked up from her tablet, her expression revealing 
nothing. “I do not understand. How is it a problem that my plan 
executed satisfactorily?” 

“Did you even think this through?” Logan demanded, his 
voice rising. “Being a flyer is completely different from being a 
tumbler. It’s off the table. Completely off the table.” 

Dr. Gupta set down her tablet and folded her hands on the 
desk. “Explain your objection.” 

“My objection?” Logan repeated incredulously. “How about 
the fact that I’ll be constantly handled by other people? I’ve seen 
girls doing liberty stunts, the back spots literally put their hands 
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on their butts! The bases will have their hands all over me in a 
catch. One slip, one wrong touch, and everything falls apart.” 

He paced the small office, anxiety fueling his movements. 
“The breast forms you gave me already shift during basic 
tumbling. What happens when I’m being thrown ten feet in the 
air? And those compression briefs aren’t designed for someone 
inspecting every inch of my body from below while I’m doing toe 
touches in midair!” 

He stopped pacing and planted his hands on her desk, leaning 
forward. “This isn’t just risky—it’s impossible. The first basket 
toss and I’m exposed. Game over. Everything you’ve done, all 
this...”—he gestured wildly to his transformed body—“wasted!” 

“Your concerns are not without merit,” Dr. Gupta 
acknowledged, seemingly unperturbed by his outburst. “The 
standard anatomical management systems were designed for 
basic integration, not the specific requirements of aerial 
stunting.” 

“Exactly! Which is why being a flyer is completely off the 
table.” 

Dr. Gupta’s expression shifted almost imperceptibly—the 
slight lift of an eyebrow that Logan had come to recognize as her 
version of amusement. 

“You continue to operate under the misapprehension that 
your role selection is negotiable,” she said. “It is not. The flyer 
position maximizes your scholarship value substantially. Your 
physical parameters can adjust to accommodate your concerns.” 

“What does that even mean?” Logan demanded. “You’re not 
listening to me. I physically cannot be a flyer without being 
exposed!” 

“Yes, your current configuration is inadequate for the 
increased physical scrutiny,” Dr. Gupta conceded. “However, that 
is a technical problem with an obvious solution.” 
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Logan suddenly realized where this was heading. “I don’t 
want any more changes. I don’t want to be a flyer. I don’t want 
any more ’enhancements’ or ’augmentations’ or whatever 
technical terms you’re hiding behind to avoid saying what you’re 
really doing to me.” 

“We’ve discussed this,” Dr. Gupta stated coldly. “You can 
proceed with the GIRLI program as directed, including the flyer 
position and necessary physiological adjustments, or you can 
terminate your contract and forfeit all future options for reversal 
or educational placement.” 

She leaned forward slightly, her eyes boring into his. 
“Consider your situation objectively. The additional changes are 
minor compared to the prior optimizations that have been made 
to your body.” 

“You’re not going to...” Logan swallowed hard, unable to even 
fully articulate his deepest fear. “You’re not planning to remove 
my... I mean, these changes are all still reversible, right? You’re not 
going to take away my...” 

“Your concerns about genital reassignment are 
unwarranted,” Dr. Gupta replied. “The modification will be 
cosmetic. Your psychological evaluation indicates that full 
anatomical alteration would be incompatible with current 
subconscious body image and would likely result in severe mental 
distress.” 

Sudden relief washed over Logan. “Fine, let’s get it over with.” 
 
Treatment Room 9, like every chamber Logan had seen so far 

at the GIRLI facility, gave no visual clues to its ultimate purpose. 
At its center stood a sophisticated medical table with multiple 
articulated segments that could adjust to various positions. 
Above it hung a large medical mirror angled to give Logan an 
unavoidable view of everything happening to his body. Multiple 
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high-definition monitors on movable arms displayed real-time 
scans and data visualizations of his anatomy. 

“Disrobe entirely,” Dr. Gupta instructed as she entered behind 
him, her clinical tone making the demand sound like a routine 
medical directive. Two white-coated assistants followed, already 
preparing the equipment around the room. 

Logan looked around nervously. “All of it? There’s no gown or 
anything?” 

“Complete epidermal access is required for procedural 
efficacy,” Dr. Gupta replied, not looking up from her tablet. 
“Modesty accommodations would interfere with the process.” 

With extreme reluctance, Logan undressed. Catching a 
glimpse of himself in the full-length mirror mounted on the wall, 
he froze. His body had become an unsettling hybrid—delicate 
shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, small A-cup breasts 
developing from the hormones, smooth skin without a trace of 
body hair—yet his male genitalia remained largely unchanged, 
looking bizarrely out of place on his increasingly feminine form. 
The contrast was jarring, a visual representation of his trapped, 
in-between state. 

Logan crossed the room quickly, one arm wrapped 
awkwardly across his small breasts while his other hand cupped 
protectively over his groin. Neither gesture provided much actual 
coverage, only emphasizing his vulnerability and the strange 
juxtaposition of his transforming body. 

“Position yourself on the table,” Dr. Gupta directed, gesturing 
toward the center of the room. 

Logan climbed onto the table and lay back as instructed. As 
soon as he was positioned, restraints automatically engaged 
around his ankles, thighs, and waist, securing him in place. The 
table hummed to life, gradually rotating to a semi-vertical 
position that left him facing the room. 
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“Seriously?” he protested, struggling against the bonds. 
“Every time with the restraints?” 

“The mammary enhancement procedure requires precise 
placement,” Dr. Gupta explained, operating a control panel that 
brought a pair of hollow, transparent domes parallel to Logan’s 
chest. “Unless you would prefer that your breasts be off center.” 

Logan stared at the device in horrified fascination. The 
hollow domes were shaped like oversized cups, their interior 
lined with dozens of hair-thin needles and what appeared to be 
small suction ports. Above them, clear tubes connected to 
reservoirs of strange, opalescent fluids that shifted colors in the 
light. 

The apparatus projected a laser grid pattern and adjusted its 
alignment over his chest. Once in position, the transparent cups 
descended over his small A-cup development completely. 

The machine hummed to life, and Logan felt immediate 
suction as the cups sealed against his chest—an uncomfortable, 
persistent pressure that pulled his existing breast tissue deeper 
into the cups. When the needles activated, hundreds of 
impossibly thin points penetrated his skin in a precise pattern of 
concentric rings. 

Logan gasped at the strange sensation—a prickly pressure 
spreading beneath his skin as the reservoirs pumped their 
contents directly into his tissue. 

“What is that stuff?” he asked, watching the opalescent fluids 
flowing through the tubes into his body. 

A proprietary compound that stimulates accelerated tissue 
development while increasing skin elasticity.” Dr. Gupta replied, 
monitoring readings on her tablet. “Rapid expansion is achieved 
without stretch marks.” 
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The burning intensified into a sensation of intense internal 

pressure. Logan could feel his breast tissue expanding within the 
transparent cups, swelling visibly. The experience was surreal and 
horrifying—watching parts of his body literally growing before 
his eyes, reshaping according to Dr. Gupta’s specifications. 

“Tissue expansion proceeding at 127% of projected 
efficiency,” Dr. Gupta noted, adjusting settings on her tablet. 

Logan couldn’t tear his eyes away. His small, barely-there 
A-cups were rapidly developing into substantial mounds with 
prominent nipples pressing against the confines of the apparatus. 
The pressure built, both physical and psychological, as he 
watched his body being further altered. 
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After what seemed like an eternity, the fluid reservoirs 
emptied completely and the machine emitted a series of beeps. 

“Enhancement complete,” one of the assistants announced. 
“Target parameters surpassed.” 

“Excellent,” Dr. Gupta replied, entering data into her tablet. 
“Initiate release sequence.” 

The cups suddenly depressurized with a loud pop, breaking 
their seal against Logan’s chest. As the apparatus retracted, Logan 
gaped at the mirror that faced him. Where once there had been 
only subtle development, full, rounded breasts now swung from 
his chest, moving slightly with each rapid breath. In the harsh 
light of the treatment room, they looked indisputably 
natural—warm and soft in appearance, with a natural weight 
that shifted with even the slightest movement of the table. 

“Desired parameters have been achieved,” Dr. Gupta 
announced, clinically assessing the results. “Your body appears to 
have been particularly susceptible to the enhanced tissue 
development. Results are within optimal range for your frame 
size.” 

Logan looked down in shock at what Dr. Gupta had done to 
him. The breasts seemed enormous on his small frame—perfectly 
rounded, perky additions that looked substantial compared to his 
narrow shoulders and petite build. They moved slightly with 
every breath he took, the enhanced sensitivity making him 
acutely aware of their presence in a way no external forms ever 
had. 

“These are way too big,” Logan said, his voice tight with 
distress. 

“While slightly larger than the median B-cup mammary, 
yours are still within a standard deviation of the brassiere sizing 
standard. The visual impression is amplified by your reduced 
vertical parameters,” Dr. Gupta explained dispassionately. 
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Before Logan could protest further, Dr. Gupta adjusted the 
table’s configuration, reclining it to horizontal. The portion 
supporting his hips separated slightly, creating a specialized 
treatment area that gave the medical apparatus complete access 
to his genital region. In the overhead mirror, he could see 
everything with disturbing clarity—his newly enhanced chest 
rising and falling with panicked breaths, his increasingly 
feminine body secured to the table, and mechanical components 
emerging from compartments beneath the table’s surface. 

A fine mist sprayed across his genital region, causing an 
immediate numbing sensation that spread rapidly. 

“Local neural suppression,” Dr. Gupta explained, monitoring 
readings on her tablet. “The area will remain desensitized after 
the procedure to prevent dysphoric responses and physical 
discomfort during athletic activities.” 

Logan watched in the mirror as mechanical arms extended 
from beneath the table, each tipped with specialized instruments. 
The first pair gently but firmly manipulated his male anatomy, 
pushing his testicles into his body cavity and repositioning his 
penis tightly between his legs. The result was a smooth surface 
where there had once been external structures. 

“The system utilizes an advanced repositioning matrix,” Dr. 
Gupta explained, monitoring the process. “Your biological 
components will be secured in a specially designed internal 
pocket that prevents external protrusion.” 

A second set of arms approached, applying what appeared to 
be a warm, viscous substance across his entire genital region. The 
substance adhered to his skin immediately, leaving Logan with a 
disconcerting sticky feeling between his legs. 

“The biomimetic membrane is state of the art,” Dr. Gupta 
continued. “It creates a seamless external appearance while 
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bonding directly to your epidermal layer through millions of 
microscopic attachment points.” 

In the mirror, Logan watched with horrified fascination as the 
mechanical arms worked with microscopic precision, their 
sensitive pressure pads methodically sculpting the material. Each 
movement shaped the membrane with unsettling intimacy, 
creating perfectly feminine external anatomy over his 
reconfigured male parts. 

“The membrane contains integrated microchannels for all 
biological functions,” Dr. Gupta added, apparently interpreting 
his grimace of discomfort as confusion. “Urination and other 
processes remain unhindered, merely redirected through the 
membrane’s artificial pathways.” 

The heat intensified to near-unbearable levels as the 
membrane completed its molecular bonding. Logan’s vision 
began to swim, black spots appearing at the edges of his field of 
view as the pain and the psychological horror of what was 
happening threatened to overwhelm him. 

“Membrane integration at 97% completion,” one of the 
assistants announced, checking readings on a nearby monitor. 
“Surface texture and appearance within optimal parameters.” 

“Excellent,” Dr. Gupta nodded. “Initiate final bonding phase.” 
UV lights activated around the perimeter of the apparatus, 

bathing the newly formed membrane in a soft blue glow that 
accelerated the final molecular bonding. The intense sensory 
overload—the heat of the membrane, the clinical violation of his 
body, the psychological horror of watching himself being 
irreversibly altered—was too much for Logan’s system to process. 
His vision began to tunnel, consciousness slipping away as his 
mind desperately sought escape from both physical sensation and 
psychological trauma. 
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Then there was nothing but a blessed void, temporarily 
freeing him from the nightmare his life had become. 

 
Logan woke the next morning, back in his dorm room, no one 

aware anything was different about him. The next three weeks 
passed in a blur of practice and adaptation. Each morning, Logan 
would wake to the strange new reality of his body, the sensation 
of weight on his chest no longer surprising but still alien. His 
height stabilized at 5’2”, exactly as Dr. Gupta had prescribed. 

Three weeks after the procedure, Logan and Alexis left their 
final class on the day of the homecoming game. 

“We need to hurry,” Alexis said, checking her phone as they 
exited the classroom. “Coach wants us in the locker room in 
twenty minutes.” 

As they walked through the crowded hallways of Westridge, 
Logan was acutely aware of how profoundly different his 
experience of the world had become. His stride, once confident 
and powerful, had been reduced to small steps that covered 
barely half the distance of his original gait, forcing him to 
constantly quicken his pace to keep up with Alexis. 

From his new diminished height, the hallways transformed 
into a chaotic landscape of obstacles. Logan found himself 
constantly dodging elbows and shoulders that now hit at face 
level, developing a new watchfulness as he navigated the sea of 
white blouses and navy blazers. Students rushing past in 
pre-game excitement seemed faster and more imposing—even 
freshman boys now towered over him. 
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The shift in physical perspective created unexpected 

psychological changes too. People he’d previously considered 
non-threatening suddenly felt imposing simply because of their 
size. Logan found himself instinctively flinching when larger 
students passed with swinging backpacks, while doorways filled 
with groups of boys became intimidating barriers rather than 
casual gatherings. 

Even more unsettling than the physical changes was how 
people’s attitudes toward him had shifted. Teachers who had 
once treated him on par with his peers now spoke with the slow, 
deliberate tones reserved for much less mature students. His 
teammates constantly reminded him to “be careful” and offered 
unnecessary guidance for tasks he’d mastered weeks ago. It was 
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as if each lost inch had stripped away not just his height but also 
others’ perception of his competence and maturity. 

“Elle, try to keep up!” Alexis called from several steps ahead, 
waiting impatiently by the door to the athletic building. Her tone 
held that same unconscious condescension that everyone seemed 
to use with him these days. 

Logan gritted his teeth and quickened his pace, struck again 
by how much more effort it took to cover the same distance with 
his shortened legs. 

 
The Westridge Academy cheer locker room buzzed with 

pre-game energy as the cheerleaders prepared for the 
homecoming performance. Music blared from someone’s 
portable speaker, almost drowned out by the cacophony of 
excited voices as the squad applied makeup, adjusted uniforms, 
and key elements of their routine. 

Alexis and Logan had arrived with minutes to spare. After 
saying their hellos to the squad, they opened their lockers to find 
their game day uniforms waiting for them. 

Logan stripped off his school uniform, confronting his 
transformed body in the small mirror mounted in his locker. Six 
weeks of treatments had completed Dr. Gupta’s vision—his 5’2” 
frame now perfectly proportioned with B-cup breasts and a 
completely feminine silhouette. The biomimetic membrane 
covering his genitals had become like a second skin, so seamlessly 
integrated that he sometimes forgot the still-numb appendage 
that lay beneath. Most disturbing was how natural it all 
looked—his copper hair, jade eyes, and petite frame creating a 
cohesive feminine identity that gave no hint of the person he’d 
been. 

Sighing to himself, Logan grabbed his cheer uniform. Logan 
still found it impossibly revealing—a white shell top with a 
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V-neck that showed off his collarbones and slender neck. The 
crisp white fabric showcased “WESTRIDGE” in bold royal blue 
lettering across his chest, with blue trim outlining the arm 
openings and neckline, and decorative blue chevron stripes at the 
bottom. 

The matching white a-line skirt sat high on his waist. Royal 
blue trim traced the barely mid-thigh hem, while side slits left 
him feeling even more exposed. 

Underneath, a compressive sports bra firmly contained his 
new, larger breasts, while tight spandex shorts under the skirt 
preserved what little modesty remained. With pristine white 
cheer shoes and ankle socks completing the look, Logan felt both 
exposed and constrained—transformed into the perfect aesthetic 
package required of a Westridge Elite cheerleader. 

As Logan fidgeted nervously with his uniform, Alexis put the 
finishing touches on her performance makeup. “Want me to do 
yours?” she asked. 

“Thanks,” Logan said as Alexis slid down the locker room 
bench beside him. He’d learned how to apply performance 
makeup, but Alexis had a genuine talent for it. 

“Hold still,” she instructed, laying out her brushes and 
palettes. “We want those eyes to pop all the way to the back row 
of the bleachers.” 

As Alexis worked, Logan thought back over the past three 
weeks of training. After Coach Winters had first suggested the 
position change, Logan had split his practice time between 
regular squad routines and specialized flyer training. His height 
continued to decrease week by week, his center of gravity 
lowered, his weight diminished. As a result, his aptitude for the 
role became increasingly evident, and his body became ideal for 
aerial stunts. Coach Winters had monitored his progress closely, 
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gradually increasing the complexity of the stunts as his 
confidence grew. 

By yesterday’s final practice before homecoming, Logan had 
mastered basic basket tosses, elaborate dismounts, and various 
aerial positions. His body had adapted to the role with disturbing 
efficiency, the kinesthetic programming GIRLI had “taught” him 
allowing Logan to execute complex aerial maneuvers with 
precision. In flight, he’d discovered a strange 
freedom—suspended momentarily above the constraints of 
gravity and expectations—before his bases caught him with 
practiced hands. 

 
“There,” Alexis declared, stepping back to assess her work. 

“Gorgeous. Your eyes look amazing with this makeup. The green 
really pops.” 

Logan glanced in the mirror, barely recognizing the person 
staring back. The performance makeup was far more dramatic 
than anything he’d worn before—contoured cheekbones, smoky 
eyeshadow that emphasized his jade green eyes, false lashes that 
made his eyes appear impossibly wide, and lips painted a glossy 
pink. Combined with his copper hair pulled into a high ponytail 
and secured with a massive royal blue bow, the effect was both 
striking and utterly feminine. 

“Team circle in five minutes!” Coach Winters called over the 
chaos, clipboard in hand as she surveyed the squad with critical 
attention to detail. Her gaze lingered on Logan, a flicker of 
concern crossing her face. “Elle, you ready?” 

Logan nodded, not trusting his voice. But it wasn’t a lie—he 
actually was ready. Despite the fear and terror that had become 
constant presences in Logan’s psyche, he couldn’t deny the 
unexpected peace he found in those suspended moments at the 
apex of each toss—that brief, perfect instant of weightlessness 
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where neither gravity nor Dr. Gupta’s manipulations had any 
hold on him. 

And in the focused stillness at the top of each stunt, when his 
body found perfect equilibrium between tension and release, he 
discovered a fleeting freedom. Like meditation in motion, those 
precious seconds in midair were the only times he wasn’t 
constantly aware of the feminized body he now inhabited, the 
only moments when he felt something close to his old athletic 
self. The contradiction troubled him—finding fragments of 
tranquility within the very role that represented his captivity. 

As the team gathered in their pre-game circle, Logan joined 
the formation, still adjusting to being one of the smaller members 
of the squad. Twenty-two hands reached toward the middle in 
their traditional stack, his own slender fingers seeming delicate 
compared to the others’. 

“Elite on three!” Alexis called, and the squad responded with 
peppy eagerness, their voices rising in unison as they broke the 
huddle with an energetic cheer. 

“Let’s move, ladies! Field entrance in two minutes!” Coach 
Winters called, clapping her hands for emphasis. 

The squad scattered to grab their pom-poms and final 
preparations. Logan unzipped and shed his warmup jacket, took 
one final deep breath, and jogged to catch up with the squad. 
“Elle Catherine Turner,” senior Elite cheerleader and featured 
flyer, was ready for her homecoming. 
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~9~ 

High Maintenance 

 
“Ladies and Gentlemen,” the voice bellowed through the 

stadium. “Welcome to the field… YOUR! WESTRIDGE! ACADEMY! 
WARRIORS!”  

The football team burst through the banner at the end zone, 
helmets gleaming under the stadium lights as they charged onto 
the field. Alongside them, the Westridge Academy Elite 
cheerleaders ran in perfect formation, a wave of royal blue and 
white uniforms flooding into the stadium’s bright lights. Several 
girls immediately launched into tumbling passes, their bodies 
flipping and twisting across the turf with flawless execution. The 
marching band’s brassy fanfare crashed around them, thousands 
of spectators roared in anticipation, and the scent of popcorn and 
autumn air filled the stadium. 

The sensory overload struck Logan with disorienting force, 
despite having performed at every home game this season. This 
homecoming game was different—more intense, more 
significant. Of course, he had made similar entrances at 
homecoming games in his previous life—but he had been the one 
being cheered for, not the one doing the cheering. His mind 
flashed to his last homecoming game at Westlake: sprinting onto 
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the field at his full 6’2” height, shoulder pads adding intimidating 
bulk to his frame, thousands of fans screaming his name 
specifically after his record-breaking performance the previous 
week. 

Now he entered as Elle Turner—petite 5’2” cheerleader with 
copper hair secured in a high ponytail topped with an oversized 
royal blue bow, body transformed into a delicate feminine 
silhouette that bore no resemblance to his former athletic build. 

Logan felt acutely self-conscious as they took their place in 
front of the packed student section, painfully aware of countless 
eyes following his every movement in the revealing uniform. The 
white shell top with its royal blue lettering stretched across his 
artificially enhanced chest, while the short skirt left his legs 
exposed to both the cool night air and the scrutiny of the crowd. 

“Gather around, Elite Squad,” Coach Winters called, bringing 
the cheerleaders into a tight huddle at the edge of the field. “This 
is homecoming. This is when we show every alum in those stands 
exactly why Westridge cheer is nationally ranked. Full energy, 
perfect execution, no mistakes. Clear?”  

The squad nodded with collective determination. 
“Elite on three!” Coach continued, her hand extended into the 

center of their circle. The cheerleaders stacked their hands on top 
of hers. 

“One, two, THREE!”  
“ELITE!” the squad shouted in unison, breaking their huddle 

and taking formation along the sideline. 
“Ready?” Alexis called from the front of their line. 
“Oh! Kay!” The rest of the squad responded in perfect 

synchronization. 
And with that, the cheerleaders exploded into their opening 

sideline cheer, firing up the crowd for the upcoming kickoff. 
Logan’s body responded with ingrained enthusiasm, shouting the 
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memorized cheers in perfect sync with the rest of the squad. He 
executed tumbling passes and coordinated movements that 
emerged without conscious effort. Despite his internal 
disconnect, his external performance remained 
flawless—another division between mind and body that had 
become his constant reality. 

 
The first quarter passed in a blur of sideline routines and 

carefully timed cheers. During a water break, Coach Winters 
gathered the flyers and their respective bases. 

“Remember, Elle, just like we trained,” she said, her 
expression serious but reassuring. “Trust your bases and spot. 
Focus on your core. You’ve got this.”  

Logan nodded, swallowing against the tightness in his throat. 
The aerial stunt sequence they’d been preparing for weeks—his 
debut as a featured flyer—was scheduled for the break between 
first and second quarters. After months of transformation and 
training, the moment of truth had arrived: performing complex 
aerial stunts before the entire homecoming crowd. 

As the first quarter ended, Logan took his position in front of 
Brittany and Madison, his assigned bases. Tiffany stood ready as 
his back spot, her experienced hands prepared to guide and 
protect him through the sequence. 

“Five, six, seven, eight!” Alexis counted. 

182 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

 
In an instant, Logan was airborne, the bases grabbing his feet 

and lifting him to prep level at their shoulders, then higher as 
their arms pressed him into a full extension. From this elevated 
position, he could see across the entire stadium—the packed 
stands, the field below, the world suddenly open in all directions. 
His gaze swept across the crowd, landing on Ethan Ryan, the 
lacrosse player he’d met on move-in day. Ethan was watching 
him intently, a lascivious smile forming as he nudged his friends 
and pointed up at the stunt. 

The routine continued, and the final element—the basket 
toss—approached. As his bases dipped and threw him in perfect 
unison, Logan was propelled higher than ever before. Time 
slowed at the apex of his trajectory as he executed a flawless 
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toe-touch before tucking into a back tuck rotation. The sensation 
was unexpectedly familiar—reminiscent of executing a perfect 
jump catch during his receiver days—but different, the 
suspension lasting longer, the freedom more complete. 

For a brief, transcendent moment, Logan felt something he 
hadn’t experienced since his injury: the peace of athletic 
achievement. Up here, away from the ground, neither Logan nor 
Elle existed—just the perfection of human movement through 
space. 

The crowd’s roar seemed distant as Logan lost himself in the 
exhilaration of flight. In this suspended moment, the identity 
crisis that constantly plagued him evaporated. There was no male 
or female, no deception, no dysphoria—just the pure athletic 
thrill of perfect execution. 

The bases caught him securely, their skilled arms absorbing 
his descent. As they lowered him to standing, the spell broke. The 
crowd’s cheers crashed over him like a wave, reality flooding back 
as his feet touched the turf. 

“That was PERFECT!” Alexis exclaimed, rushing over with the 
other cheerleaders. “Did you hear the crowd when you hit that 
liberty? Everyone was watching you!”  

“You’re a natural,” Madison told him. “Seriously, it’s like you 
were made to be a flyer.”  

Made to be a flyer. Though intended as praise, Madison’s 
comment caused Logan to completely forget the exhilaration he’d 
just experienced. “Made” was the perfect word for what had 
happened to him. He hadn’t been born like this—he had been 
manufactured, reduced, compressed, and reconfigured by GIRLI’s 
precise protocols. There was nothing “natural” about him. He was 
the product of Dr. Gupta’s cold engineering, “made” in the most 
literal sense possible. 
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Logan nodded, still processing the contradictory emotions 
surging through him. The genuine athletic satisfaction of a 
perfect performance collided with the fundamental wrongness of 
his situation—creating a dissonance that left him momentarily 
speechless. 

 
The rest of the game passed with Logan in a strange 

dissociative state. His body continued performing the required 
routines flawlessly, but his mind remained caught in the conflict 
between the athletic triumph he’d just experienced and the 
profound sense of displacement that followed. 

By the fourth quarter, Westridge had secured a commanding 
lead, ensuring a homecoming victory that energized the crowd 
and the cheerleading squad alike. As the final seconds ticked 
down, Logan found himself genuinely caught up in the collective 
excitement, the line between performance and authentic 
response blurring in ways he couldn’t clearly define. 

The final whistle blew. The crowd erupted. Logan joined the 
team’s victory formation automatically. His body moved through 
the choreographed celebration while he found himself genuinely 
caught up in the excitement and school spirit. As their routine 
concluded and the squad began to file off the field, Logan caught 
a glimpse of the football players celebrating their victory. Their 
camaraderie and physical power triggered a pang of loss that 
momentarily constricted his chest. 

The ache was more than just missing football—he’d been 
feeling that ever since his injury. This was new, the pain of being 
relegated to the sidelines of others’ triumphs. Where once he’d 
been at the center of celebration, lauded for his own athletic feats, 
now he existed only to amplify others’ accomplishments. He was 
no longer the victor but merely the supporter of 
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victors—perpetually outside the circle of achievement, his own 
talents repurposed to highlight someone else’s glory. 

As excited students began pouring onto the field to celebrate 
with the team, cheerleaders and band members, Alexis grabbed 
Logan’s hand. 

“Come on! Everyone’s heading to Cassie’s house for the 
post-game!”  

Logan pulled his hand free, forcing an apologetic smile. “TBH, 
I’m completely drained. Tomorrow’s the dance and everything, so 
I need to recharge.”  

Alexis looked disappointed but nodded. “Fine, but you’re 
missing out! Text me when you get back to the dorm.”  

“Totally will,” Logan promised with artificial brightness. 
“Love ya!”  

As the celebration spilled across the field in waves of royal 
blue and white, Logan slipped away quietly. He navigated 
through the excited crowd, dodging jubilant students and alumni 
until he reached the edge of the stadium where the noise began to 
fade. The bright lights of the field gradually dimmed behind him 
as he walked alone across the darkened campus, the contrast 
between his current solitude and the team camaraderie he’d just 
witnessed weighing heavily on him. 

Back in his dorm that night, Logan collapsed onto his bed, 
emotionally and physically drained. The homecoming victory 
celebration continued without him, echoing distantly across 
campus as he drifted into restless sleep, his dreams filled with 
flying and falling. 

 
The following afternoon, preparations for the homecoming 

dance transformed Logan and Alexis’s shared dorm room into an 
impromptu beauty salon. Music played from a portable speaker 
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while the girls readied themselves for the event, makeup and hair 
products covering every available surface. 

Madison and Tiffany had joined them, turning the 
preparation into a squad event. Madison was curling Tiffany’s 
hair while Logan was the center of Alexis’s focused attention. 

Logan couldn’t believe that getting ready was taking longer 
than the actual dance itself would last. Homecoming preparation 
as a football player had consisted of a quick shower and throwing 
on a button-down shirt. Fifteen minutes, tops. 

“Hold still!” Alexis commanded, wielding an eyeliner pen 
with surgical precision. “If you keep flinching, I’ll mess up your 
wing and we’ll have to start over.”  

Logan watched as Madison expertly wrapped a section of 
Tiffany’s hair around the curling iron, noticing how she used her 
other hand to shield Tiffany’s neck from accidental burns. Just a 
few months ago, he wouldn’t have registered such details. Now, 
after weeks of living immersed in feminine rituals, he absorbed 
these techniques almost instinctively. 

“Almost done,” Alexis murmured, leaning back to assess her 
work. “Your eyes are seriously perfect for dramatic makeup.”  

Logan caught his reflection in the mirror Alexis held up. She 
wasn’t wrong. The face staring back was startlingly 
beautiful—eyes enhanced with precise makeup that made them 
appear enormous, the jade green of his irises intensified by the 
strategic application. His cheekbones were sculpted with precise 
contouring, his lips filled with a subtle rose color. 

As Alexis shifted her attention to his hair, Logan surrendered 
to the strange intimacy of the moment. This was a ritual of 
feminine bonding he’d never experienced before. The girls 
chattered about classes, shared gossip about who was taking 
whom to the dance, and swapped makeup tricks with easy 
familiarity. 
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“Can you believe Ms. Brenner assigned that paper due 
Monday?” Tiffany groaned. “Like we don’t have homecoming 
weekend to recover from.”  

“I already finished mine,” Madison said smugly. “Sacrificed 
my Thursday night, but worth it to enjoy tonight stress-free.”  

“Elle, how’s yours coming along?” Alexis asked, carefully 
wrapping a section of Logan’s copper hair around the curling 
wand. 

“Actually, I was working on it yesterday and got obsessed 
with all the symbolism in Hamlet?” Logan replied, his voice lifting 
at the end to form a question. “Not even kidding—it’s actually 
fascinating.”  

His English Literature assignment had flowed surprisingly 
easily. Something about the protagonist’s identity crisis and 
performance of a role had resonated with him on a level his 
former self wouldn’t have appreciated. 

Logan glanced over at Madison, who was putting away the 
curling iron after finishing Tiffany’s hair. “Mads, do you need help 
with your hair when Alexis is done with mine?” he offered, feeling 
an unexpected but overwhelming desire to participate fully in 
this feminine ritual, to be accepted as part of their circle. 

“That would be amazing,” Madison replied. “I can never get 
my crown braid right in the back.”  

 
As the afternoon progressed, the girls rotated through 

stations of makeup, hair styling, and outfit preparation. Logan 
participated in the collaborative preparation, helping Madison 
with her intricate braid while Tiffany painted Alexis’s nails. The 
efficiency with which they all worked together created a strangely 
satisfying rhythm to the chaos. 
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Tiffany emerged from the bathroom in her emerald green 
dress, heading toward Logan’s closet. “Your turn, Elle!” she said, 
carefully removing the garment bag hanging on the door. 

Logan stared at the dress with a mixture of dread and 
resignation, thinking back to how Alexis had insisted he purchase 
the tiny wisp of fabric. The cheer captain had simply outlasted his 
resistance, as she always did. 

“I seriously can’t believe I let you talk me into buying this,” 
Logan muttered, eyeing the barely-there garment. “Our cheer 
uniform literally covers more than this does.”  

Alexis laughed, adjusting one final curl in Logan’s hair. 
“That’s literally the point! It’s homecoming, not a church service.”  

Logan shed his dressing robe, revealing the diabolical 
underthings Alexis had declared were non-negotiable for any 
formal. The strapless adhesive “sticky bra” uncomfortably clung 
to his skin, reshaping his B-cups to accommodate the dress’s 
plunging neckline while leaving the side contours of his breasts 
exposed. Below that, a Skims body shaper compressed his lower 
body with a vice grip, creating an even more exaggerated 
feminine silhouette. These foundation garments felt like 
armor—restrictive, uncomfortable, but an appreciated extra layer 
between himself and the nothing of a dress. 

Logan stepped into the dress, zipping up the back and 
adjusting the straps with expert hands. The silky material slid 
over his transformed body, clinging to his curves with 
whisper-light pressure. Despite its minimal weight—the entire 
garment couldn’t have weighed more than a few ounces—Logan 
felt paradoxically restricted by its delicate presence. 

The extremely short, rose-gold mini dress caught the light 
with subtle shimmer. Its delicate spaghetti straps and plunging 
neckline were designed to showcase his perky breasts. Below his 
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chest, the fabric clung to every curve Dr. Gupta had engineered in 
her lab, before flaring slightly at his mid-thigh. 

The barely-there fabric seemed to hover against his skin, 
creating a constant awareness of exposure that felt heavier than 
any football pads he’d ever worn. The airy nothingness of the 
dress demanded a level of self-consciousness that weighed on 
him far more than its physical mass, each subtle shift of the fabric 
a reminder of his vulnerability and visibility. This 
contradiction—feeling simultaneously weighed down and 
exposed by something so physically insubstantial—was yet 
another disorienting aspect of his new reality. 

“Ohmigod these shoes!” Madison exclaimed, snapping him 
back to reality. She held a pair of strappy rose-gold heels with 
impossibly thin four-inch spikes. “These are going to be perfect.”  

Logan slipped his feet into the heels, fastened delicate crystal 
drop earrings to his ears, and clasped a thin gold necklace around 
his neck. The final accessory was a small crystal-encrusted clutch 
purse, barely large enough to hold his phone and lipstick. 

“You look incredible,” Madison said as Logan turned around. 
“That color with your hair? Absolute perfection.”  

“Do you really think so?” Logan asked, his voice rising with a 
subtle vocal fry. “I can’t even with how low-cut this dress is. 
Seriously freaking out right now.”  

Each girl took her turn in front of the mirror, adjusting final 
details of their outfits and taking countless photos of each other. 
Logan participated in the ritual, helping Madison secure a loose 
strand of hair and assisting Tiffany with a stubborn necklace 
clasp. 

“Group pic!” Alexis declared, pulling the other cheerleaders 
close as she held out her phone for a selfie. “Elite Squad 
homecoming queens!”  

190 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

As they gathered their small purses and headed for the door, 
Logan took a final selfie of himself in the mirror. The 
transformation was disorienting—a tiny figure in an even tinier 
dress, copper hair cascading in soft waves over bare shoulders, 
jade eyes accentuated to impossible brilliance, body sculpted to 
feminine perfection for others to admire. He was no longer 
someone admired for his strength or abilities. He was a delicate 
jewel box, crafted with precision, an exquisite visual feast for the 
male gaze. 

 
“Everyone ready?” Alexis asked, holding open the door to 

their shared room. 
“Let’s do this,” Logan replied, stepping carefully in his heels 

as he followed his teammates out of the dorm. 
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The short walk across campus was a parade of formal wear. 

Students in suits and dresses traveled in clusters toward the 
gymnasium, their excited voices carrying through the cool 
evening air. Logan concentrated on navigating the brick pathways 
in his precarious heels, grateful for Alexis’s steadying hand at his 
elbow whenever they encountered an uneven section. 

The Westridge Academy gymnasium had been transformed 
into what the dance committee called “Midnight 
Garden”—twinkling lights strung across the ceiling, floral arches 
creating photo opportunities around the perimeter, and 
strategically placed greenery converting the normally utilitarian 
space into something approaching magical. 

The cheerleaders entered as a group, their arrival drawing 
immediate attention from students already gathered on the dance 
floor. Music pulsed through the room, colored lights swept across 
the dancers, and the familiar awkwardness of high school social 
dynamics was immediately apparent—girls clustered together, 
boys hovering nearby, everyone pretending not to watch everyone 
else. 

“Let’s get something to drink,” Alexis suggested, leading their 
group toward the refreshment table. “I want to scope out who’s 
here before committing to the dance floor.”  

Logan followed, acutely aware of his precarious balance in 
the heels. Each step required concentration, the thin spikes 
forcing his weight forward onto the balls of his feet, transforming 
his walk into a delicate balancing act. The dress barely reached 
mid-thigh, forcing him to move with small, careful steps to avoid 
exposing more than the already substantial amount of leg on 
display. 

Popular songs pulsed through the speakers, the DJ skillfully 
blending tracks that kept the dance floor packed. Logan sipped 
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punch from a plastic cup. His eyes swept across the room 
automatically. Who danced with whom? Which social groups 
clustered together? Where had the teachers positioned 
themselves as chaperones? He cataloged the social landscape 
with unexpected interest. 

“Come on!” Madison said, grabbing Logan’s arm as a popular 
song started playing. “Let’s dance!”  

Before he could protest, Logan was pulled onto the dance 
floor with the squad. The girls formed their own circle, moving 
with the easy coordination that came from months of performing 
together. At first, Logan hesitated, but as the music continued, he 
began to dance. The feminine movements came naturally to him 
now—his hands rising above his head, hips swaying to the 
rhythm. 

For several songs, the cheerleaders remained in their 
protective circle, occasionally drawing other girls into their orbit. 
Logan enjoyed the physical expression of movement, the rhythm, 
and the camaraderie of the squad. 

But then, the music shifted to a slower tempo. Couples 
formed across the dance floor. Madison drifted away with a 
baseball player. Tiffany disappeared with her boyfriend. Within 
moments, Logan stood alone as the crowd rearranged around 
him. 

A wave of vulnerability washed over him as he realized his 
protective buffer of cheerleaders had dissolved. Without the 
squad surrounding him, he felt exposed and visible in a way that 
made his heart race. The realization that any boy might approach 
and ask him to dance now that he was alone sent a wave of 
anxiety through him. 

“I need some air,” he muttered to no one in particular, 
grabbing his clutch and heading toward the exit before anyone 
could approach him. 
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The cool night air was a relief after the humid warmth of the 

packed gymnasium. Logan took a deep breath, trying to calm his 
racing pulse. The courtyard was dimly lit with solar garden lights 
along the pathways, creating small pools of illumination in the 
darkness. A few other students had escaped the dance as well, 
couples sitting close on benches or groups talking quietly near the 
entrance. 

Near the concrete planters at the edge of the courtyard, Logan 
spotted two football players passing what appeared to be a 
concealed flask. Without thinking, he approached them just as he 
would have in his previous life, drawn by the familiar relaxation 
of two bros chilling. 

“You guys were amazing last night,” Logan said, falling 
naturally into conversation. “That play in the second quarter 
where you totally faked out the defense was, like, so awesome?”  

The players turned, momentarily surprised to find a 
cheerleader joining their conversation. The quarterback, Tyler 
Marshall, recovered quickly, his expression shifting from surprise 
to interest. 

“Thanks,” he agreed, his eyes traveling over Logan’s dress 
with undisguised appreciation. “I didn’t know cheerleaders paid 
that much attention to the actual game.”  

“Are you kidding? I literally love football,” Logan replied 
enthusiastically, causing the boys to exchange looks of surprise. 

“Oh, you know about football?” Mike Donovan, one of the 
defensive tackles, commented with an unmistakable note of 
condescension. “Then you must have seen when our safety blitz 
caught their left tackle cheating inside in the second quarter.”  

The answer should have been automatic—Logan had played 
football his entire life—but to his horror, the specific terminology 
refused to materialize in his mind. He knew there was some 
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technical meaning to “cheating inside,” something about 
positioning that he should recognize instantly, but the precise 
understanding remained frustratingly out of reach. 

“I... Uh…” Logan struggled, the football knowledge that 
should have been second nature feeling distant and inaccessible. 
All he could muster was an embarrassing, “Yeah, totally! That 
was, like, so unfair of them to cheat like that!”  

The players laughed good-naturedly. “We’re just messing 
with you,” Tyler said, still smiling. “Most guys don’t even know 
that stuff.”  

As they returned to discussing the game in detail, Logan’s 
attention drifted. His eyes wandered back to the dance happening 
inside. Where had Tiffany purchased her emerald dress that 
complemented her skin tone so perfectly? Madison’s silver 
earrings competed with the gold accents on her dress. He 
categorized the social hierarchies visible through the 
windows—which football players danced with which 
cheerleaders, how the student council members clustered near 
the refreshment table—behavioral patterns that his former self 
would have completely ignored. 

By the time the players moved on to analyzing play calls and 
defensive schemes, Logan realized he was profoundly bored by 
the very subject that had once been his greatest passion. The 
revelation was deeply unsettling. 

“I should probably get back inside,” Logan said abruptly, 
excusing himself from the conversation. But he couldn’t bring 
himself to go back to the dance just yet. Still disturbed by his 
waning interest in football, he needed to take a walk to clear his 
head. 
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As he wandered farther from the gymnasium, the pathway 
curved around a garden area where the lighting grew dimmer, the 
sounds of the dance fading behind him. 

“Well, look who’s hiding out here.”  
Logan tensed at the voice. Ethan Ryan, the lacrosse captain 

who had helped with his luggage on move-in day, was standing 
at the edge of the pathway, his suit jacket unbuttoned and tie 
loosened. 

“I’m not hiding,” Logan replied cautiously. “Just, like, getting 
some air?”  

Ethan approached, his confident stride suggesting he’d had a 
few drinks from whatever flask was being passed around outside 
the teachers’ supervision. “Damn, your body looks hot in that 
dress,” he said, moving closer until Logan found himself backed 
against the stone wall of the gym. “Been thinking about you since 
move-in day.”  

Logan shifted uncomfortably, suddenly aware of how isolated 
this corner of the courtyard was. The football players had moved 
on, their conversation fading into the distance, and the other 
scattered groups were too far away to notice any interaction. 

“Thanks,” Logan said, instinctively reaching for his phone. “I 
should probably get back inside. My friends will be looking for 
me.”  

“Not yet,” Ethan said, placing his hand on the wall beside 
Logan’s head, effectively trapping him. “We’ve barely had a 
chance to get to know each other. How about that tour of the 
campus? I know all the best spots.”  

The looming presence felt overwhelming, intrusive, the 
casual dominance of Ethan’s posture sending alarm signals 
through Logan’s system. In his former body, such an approach 
would have been inconceivable—his physical size and strength 
had provided an automatic buffer of respect. But in Elle’s petite 
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frame, with delicate shoulders and narrow waist, he suddenly 
understood the vulnerability women navigated daily. 

“I need to get back to my friends,” Logan said firmly, turning 
to the side and attempting to step away from Ethan’s 
intimidating presence. “They’re waiting for me inside.”  

Ethan moved to intercept Logan’s attempt to leave, his arm 
swinging down to block the path. His hand brushed dangerously 
close to Logan’s chest in a movement that seemed less accidental 
than deliberate. “Come on, don’t be such a tease,” Ethan said, his 
voice dropping lower. “Just one walk around the gardens. We’ll be 
back before anyone notices you’re gone.”  

 
Logan’s heart raced as he assessed the situation with growing 

panic. His male instincts urged him to shove past Ethan or even 
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throw a punch if necessary, but Elle’s body lacked the strength 
and reach to make such an approach viable. For the first time, 
Logan truly understood what it meant to be physically 
overmatched—to need to calculate exits and strategies rather 
than simply asserting himself directly. 

“Everything okay here?” A deep voice echoed from down the 
pathway. Logan looked up to see Chase Montgomery, Westridge’s 
star wide receiver, walking toward them. 

“We’re fine,” Ethan replied, though his body language shifted 
subtly. “Just chatting.”  

“Alexis is looking for you,” Chase said to Logan, deliberately 
ignoring Ethan. “Something about a squad picture they need to 
take.”  

Logan recognized the offered escape route with profound 
relief. “I totally forgot about that. Thanks for reminding me.”  

As Logan moved to return to the gym, Ethan’s hand briefly 
caught his arm. “We’ll continue this later,” he said quietly. 

Chase stepped closer, his athletic frame suddenly seeming 
protective rather than threatening.  

“I think she made it clear she’s not interested. Back off, Ryan.”  
For a tense moment, Logan thought Ethan might escalate the 

situation, but the lacrosse player finally shrugged with forced 
casualness.  

“Whatever. Plenty of other girls who aren’t such a tease.”  
As Ethan stalked off, Logan exhaled slowly, his pulse still 

racing. “Thanks,” he said sincerely, his voice barely above a 
whisper. “That was seriously awkward.”  

“No problem,” Chase replied, his expression softening now 
that Ethan was gone. “Guys like that give all of us a bad name. 
You okay?”  
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Logan nodded, blinking at the unexpected warmth in Chase’s 
voice. His hands still trembled slightly as he smoothed his dress. 
“Yeah, I’ll be okay.”  

“I lied, by the way,” Chase admitted with a small smile. 
“There’s actually no squad picture.”  

The confession surprised a laugh from Logan. “Oh, there’s 
always squad pictures. Like, literally every five minutes.”  

“We should probably head back inside,” Chase suggested, 
laughing. “I wouldn’t put it past Ethan to come back with 
reinforcements.”  

 
As they reentered the gymnasium together, Logan 

immediately noticed the stares and whispers their joint arrival 
prompted. Madison’s eyes widened dramatically from across the 
room, and Tiffany actually stopped mid-dance to gape at them. 
Several other students nudged each other, pointing discreetly in 
their direction. 

“Your friends are staring,” Chase noted with amusement. “I 
think we just launched at least three different rumors.”  

“Great,” Logan muttered, suddenly self-conscious. “That’s all 
I need.”  

“I’ll let you get back to your squad,” Chase said. “But if you 
need a rescue from any more lacrosse players, just signal. I’ll be 
around.”  

As Chase walked away, Logan was immediately surrounded 
by his cheerleader friends, their expressions a mixture of curiosity 
and excitement. 

“Where have you been?” Alexis demanded. “We’ve been 
looking everywhere! And was that Chase Montgomery you came 
in with?”  
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“Just needed to breathe,” Logan replied, not mentioning the 
encounter with Ethan. “The heat in there is straight-up 
suffocating.”  

“With Chase?” Tiffany pressed, her eyes wide with 
excitement. “You two looked... friendly.”  

Logan shrugged, trying to seem casual. “He just happened to 
be outside too. It’s not a big deal.”  

“Not a big deal?” Madison echoed, grabbing Logan’s arm. 
“Are you kidding me? He’s literally the hottest guy in senior class! 
And the way he was looking at you...”  

The girls pulled Logan back into their social circle, the 
moment with Chase becoming the subject of intense speculation 
and excitement. For the next hour, Logan moved through the 
familiar social routines—smiling, dancing with the squad, posing 
for photos—his body performing its role perfectly while his mind 
continued processing the strange series of events outside. 

 
Throughout the evening, Logan occasionally caught Chase 

glancing in his direction from across the room. Unlike Ethan’s 
predatory stare, Chase’s gaze seemed curious, almost 
appreciative, but without the uncomfortable objectification. 
Once, when their eyes met briefly, Chase offered a small smile 
before turning back to his conversation with teammates. The 
subtle interaction sent an unexpected flutter through Logan’s 
chest that he wasn’t prepared to examine. 

 
Back in his dorm room, Logan peeled away the evening’s 

artifice—the dress, makeup, constricting shapewear, and 
push-up bra—with exhausted relief. Changed into his silk 
nightie, he sat at the edge of his bed and stared at his reflection in 
the vanity mirror. 
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The beautiful young woman staring back taunted him. Her 
diminutive body, sculpted into perfect feminine proportions, was 
created for others to admire. Yet what disturbed him most wasn’t 
his doll-like smallness but the internal shifts—how naturally he’d 
participated in the feminine preparation rituals, how quickly he’d 
grown bored with football talk, how oddly attentive he’d been to 
fashion details and social dynamics. 

It began to dawn on him that he’d been fighting the wrong 
battle inside his mind—desperately trying to keep “Logan” from 
being replaced by “Elle.” But his fundamental self wasn’t being 
replaced; it was simply changing, shifting beneath him, adapting 
to his new reality in ways he hadn’t anticipated and couldn’t 
seem to prevent. 

As he finally lay down to sleep, his mind kept wandering back 
to one moment: last night, at the height of the basket toss during 
the game, he had experienced a genuine moment of athletic joy 
and fulfillment. The line between performance and genuine 
experience was blurring, and Logan wasn’t sure how much longer 
he would be able to tell the difference. 
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~10~ 

Lesson Plans 

 
“While scholars disagree on Kafka’s precise intentions in ‘The 

Metamorphosis,’ the protagonist’s transformation can be read as 
an exploration of identity fragmentation,” Ms. Brenner said, 
surveying the classroom. “The physical changes Gregor 
experiences are merely external manifestations of a more 
profound internal disintegration. Who has thoughts on this 
interpretation?” 

Logan felt a genuine spark of interest at the question, his 
hand rising out of a true desire to engage with the material. After 
everything he’d been through, Kafka’s exploration of 
transformation resonated with him on a deeply personal level, 
but his enthusiasm to join in the class discussion of the topic was 
surprising. 

Ms. Brenner’s eyebrows lifted slightly, her expression 
showing mild surprise as well. “Elle” had been a solid student 
since arriving, but rarely volunteered insights with such 
eagerness. “Elle? You have a perspective to share?” 

“I think it’s, like, way more complex than just fragmentation,” 
Logan heard himself saying in Elle’s higher register and 
now-familiar teen cadence. “Gregor isn’t just losing who he 
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is—he’s basically experiencing this forced reconstruction? His 
transformation totally imposes these new limitations, but also 
reveals capabilities he never knew he had. The real tragedy isn’t 
just that he changes, but that everyone around him refuses to see 
the person still existing inside his altered form.” 

Ms. Brenner’s expression shifted to genuine interest. “That’s 
a sophisticated analysis, Elle. The dual nature of 
transformation—loss coupled with discovery—isn’t something 
most first-time readers notice.” 

Logan felt a flutter of pride surge through him before 
realizing what was happening. The praise had triggered a genuine 
emotional response—not the manufactured reaction of his 
programmed persona, but real satisfaction at being recognized for 
his insight. What disturbed him wasn’t just the pride itself, but 
how similar the feeling was to what he used to experience after 
executing a perfect play on the football field. His mind was 
finding the same reward pathways in completely different 
activities. 

Literature had never interested him at Westlake, where he’d 
taken the minimum required English courses and focused entirely 
on his sports and business classes. Yet here he was, voluntarily 
analyzing Kafka with an enthusiasm that felt both foreign and 
disturbingly natural. 

“I’d like you all to develop these ideas in your upcoming 
analytical papers,” Ms. Brenner continued, writing on the 
whiteboard. “Three to five pages exploring identity 
transformation in either ‘The Metamorphosis’ or one of our other 
readings this term. Due next Thursday.” 

As the bell rang, Logan gathered his books, sliding his 
belongings into his pale pink backpack with small, graceful 
movements that had become second nature. 
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“Elle, could you stay a moment?” Ms. Brenner called as 
students filed out. 

Logan approached her desk with trepidation. Had she 
somehow recognized something off about him? 

“That was excellent participation today,” she said, arranging 
papers on her desk. “Have you considered studying literature in 
college? Your analytical skills and ability to articulate complex 
concepts are quite developed.” 

“I hadn’t really... I mean, I was thinking more along the lines 
of...sports management?” Logan struggled to complete the 
sentence, surprised to find his long-standing interest in the 
field—his major as Logan at Westlake—feeling strangely hollow, 
like recalling a movie he’d seen rather than a passion he’d once 
held. 

“Well, you should consider literature,” Ms. Brenner 
continued, not noticing his struggle. “I’m happy to write 
recommendation letters for promising students. Your perspective 
on metamorphosis was particularly insightful.” 

The question hit uncomfortably close to home. “Just... 
connecting with the text, I guess,” Logan managed, shifting his 
weight nervously from one foot to the other. 

“Sometimes literature gives us a language for experiences we 
can’t otherwise articulate,” Ms. Brenner said, her tone thoughtful. 
“Your guidance counselor mentioned you have an appointment 
this afternoon for college planning. Be sure to mention your 
literary analysis strengths. Not every student has your natural 
aptitude.” 

Logan nodded mechanically, mumbling thanks as he backed 
toward the door. He hated how much her praise affected 
him—how the words “natural aptitude” sent a warm glow of 
satisfaction through his chest despite his conscious rejection of 
everything they implied. 
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The guidance counselor’s office was adorned with college 

pennants from prestigious universities, arranged in a colorful 
display that drew Logan’s eye immediately upon entering. Mr. 
Daniels, a middle-aged man with salt-and-pepper hair and 
reading glasses perched on the tip of his nose, gestured to the 
chair across from his desk. 

“Elle Turner, our new transfer. Welcome,” he said warmly, 
pulling a folder from his desk drawer. “I’ve been reviewing your 
academic record from your previous school. Quite impressive, and 
I’m glad to see you’re finding continued success here at 
Westridge.” 

“Thank you,” Logan replied automatically, wondering what 
was shown on the doctored transcript from Oregon that GIRLI 
must have had generated for him from whole cloth. 

“So, college applications,” Mr. Daniels continued, opening a 
laptop. “We should discuss potential majors based on your 
academic strengths and interests. Your test scores show 
exceptional verbal reasoning and analytical skills.” 

He turned the screen toward Logan, displaying a colorful 
chart of academic strengths. The highest bars were labeled 
“Verbal Reasoning,” “Written Expression,” and “Literary 
Analysis,” while “Quantitative Reasoning” and “Scientific 
Methodology” showed as average. 

“Your English Literature grades are particularly strong,” Mr. 
Daniels noted. “Have you considered pursuing a path in this 
direction for college?” 

“I was actually thinking about, like, sports management?” 
Logan said, the statement coming out as a question in Elle’s voice. 
“That’s what I was planning on… before.” 

Mr. Daniels frowned slightly, checking his notes. “I don’t 
believe you mentioned interest in that field before. Let me check.” 
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He typed briefly, then shook his head. “Nothing in your records 
indicates that interest. Are you sure?” 

“Pretty sure,” Logan replied, feeling increasingly uncertain as 
he tried to summon his former enthusiasm and found nothing 
but a vague, distant interest. 

Mr. Daniels pulled several brochures from his drawer and 
handed them to Logan. “Well, I do have some information on 
schools with sports management programs. Take a look while I 
pull up some other options that might align better with your 
academic profile.” 

Logan flipped through the glossy brochures featuring 
broad-shouldered business majors in suits, conference rooms 
with sports memorabilia, and stern-faced professors lecturing 
about athletic marketing strategies. To his dismay, none of it 
sparked any interest. The programs that had once been his dream 
now seemed tedious, the career paths uninspiring. He set them 
aside, genuinely uninterested. 

“What about Westlake or Central State? Those were my... I 
mean, they’ve been my target schools,” Logan said, thinking of 
the prestigious state universities with dominant Division I 
football programs he’d aimed for in his previous life. 

“Those are excellent schools, of course,” Mr. Daniels replied 
carefully, “but I’m not sure they’re the best match for your 
particular strengths and activities. Your position on the Elite 
Squad opens up different opportunities that might be more 
beneficial.” 

“Cheerleading scholarships,” Logan said flatly, 
understanding the implication. 

“Among other opportunities,” Mr. Daniels nodded. “The 
schools you mentioned are highly competitive, and while your 
grades are excellent, your best scholarship opportunities may lie 
elsewhere.” 
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He handed Logan another stack of materials—colorful 
brochures showcasing small, quaint campuses with ivy-covered 
buildings, tree-lined quads, and students lounging on manicured 
lawns. These were clearly smaller, regional colleges—nothing like 
the university he’d once attended. 

“Take these home and review them. When you return next 
week, we can discuss any questions you have and begin 
narrowing down your options.” 

Logan nodded and gathered his things, a cold 
disappointment settling in his stomach. Not only had his body 
been transformed, but now it felt as if his future was at risk of 
being diverted to a completely different tier of schools. 

As he walked down the hallway away from the counselor’s 
office, Logan realized with a jolt that he was carrying only the 
brochures for the small liberal arts colleges. He’d left the sports 
management materials for big state schools on Mr. Daniels’ desk 
without even noticing, his mind automatically categorizing them 
as unimportant. 

He stopped mid-stride, staring down at the glossy pamphlets 
in his hands that showcased intimate classroom settings, close 
faculty relationships, and campus traditions that seemed worlds 
away from the large lecture halls and sprawling campuses he’d 
once envisioned for himself. The thought of attending these 
smaller, less prestigious schools seemed oddly appealing, while 
the prospect of returning for the sports management brochures 
held no interest whatsoever. 

 
Logan made his way across campus. The late autumn sun cast 

long shadows between buildings, and students hurried past in 
clusters, their conversations blending into a distant hum. He 
needed space to think, to analyze these shifts in his priorities and 
hopefully get his future back on track. 
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The library had become Logan’s sanctuary. Hidden among 
the tall shelves in the reference section’s most secluded corner, he 
could escape the perpetual charade of being “Elle.” Here, he 
maintained his tenuous connection to his true self through the 
pages of the small leather-bound notebook he kept carefully 
hidden from Dr. Gupta. 

Logan opened the notebook to a fresh page, uncapping his 
pen. Since discovering weeks ago that he could bypass the neural 
blocks through metaphorical writing, he had filled dozens of 
pages with encoded observations about his transformation. The 
journal had become both therapy and resistance—a way to 
document what was happening to him while preserving some 
fragment of his identity. 

He pressed the pen to paper: 
 
Auburn waves obscure the horizon 
Where memory’s lighthouse once stood guard 
Ancient fields lie fallow beneath new blooms 
Strange seeds take root in familiar soil 
What harvest waits when thoughts like foreign birds 
Nest in trees I never planted? 
 
The words flowed with disturbing ease. He’d become adept at 

this coded language, finding a strange comfort in the rhythm and 
imagery that once would have seemed pretentious to him. He 
added another line, troubled by how naturally the metaphors 
came: 

 
Constellations shift above a sailor lost at sea 
While charts redrawn by unseen hands guide his course. 
 

208 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

It felt essential that he keep writing. Not that he truly 
believed anyone would ever read any of it. Or if they did, that they 
would ever decode his messages and rescue him. But the act of 
documenting itself was a form of resistance—asserting that 
Logan Turner still existed somewhere behind Elle’s jade eyes. 

Before he could continue, his phone vibrated with a 
notification: “Dr. Gupta: Weekly evaluation moved to 4PM today.” 

Logan sighed, closing the notebook and tucking it into his 
backpack. These “evaluations” were never pleasant, always 
involving the risk of new procedures or treatments he didn’t 
understand. Worse, they served as regular reminders of his 
complete powerlessness in this situation. 

 
An hour later, Logan sat in Dr. Gupta’s sterile office, trying 

not to fidget in the uncomfortable chair as she reviewed data on 
her tablet. The GIRLI facility always filled him with dread—its 
clinical atmosphere and the memory of countless treatments that 
had systematically dismantled his former self. 

“Your integration metrics continue to show positive 
advancement,” Dr. Gupta noted without looking up. “Particularly 
in academic socialization parameters and communication pattern 
adaptation. Coach Winters reports exceptional progress in 
athletic performance matrices as well.” 

“Thanks,” Logan replied politely. 
Dr. Gupta finally looked up, setting her tablet aside. To 

Logan’s surprise, she reached into her desk drawer and produced 
a familiar object: his leather notebook. 

“This was found during your arrival check-in today,” she said, 
placing it on the desk between them. 

“You went through my stuff?” 
“Standard protocol includes searching personal items for 

prohibited materials.” 
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Logan froze, ice flooding his veins. That journal was his only 
refuge, the one place he could express his true thoughts without 
the neural blocks interfering. He’d made a critical 
mistake—normally he kept the notebook hidden in his dorm 
room, but with the sudden schedule change this afternoon, he 
hadn’t had time to return to his dorm after his library session. If 
Dr. Gupta had decoded his metaphors... 

“Your literary development is quite remarkable,” Dr. Gupta 
continued, her tone unchanged. “The metaphorical construction 
and symbolic imagery show sophisticated cognitive patterns 
typically absent in athletic-focused subjects.” 

Logan remained silent, uncertain how to respond. Was she 
taunting him? Had she understood the hidden meanings? 

“The recurring nautical and natural imagery creates an 
intriguing thematic framework,” she continued, opening the 
notebook to a marked page. “‘Midnight waters carry silver 
thoughts to shores unknown, stars guide ancient mariners 
through modern straits.’ Quite evocative.” 

Relief washed over Logan as he realized Dr. Gupta had 
completely misinterpreted his writings—seeing them as creative 
exercises rather than coded documentation of his forced 
transformation. The irony might have been amusing if it weren’t 
so terrifying. 

“Thank you?” he said uncertainly. 
“This creative development actually confirms the efficacy of 

our academic preference modification program,” Dr. Gupta 
stated, returning the notebook to him. “Your brain is responding 
optimally to the neural pathway reconfiguration.” 

“Academic preference modification?” Logan repeated, 
suddenly alert. “What does that mean?” 

Dr. Gupta adjusted her glasses, studying him with her usual 
clinical detachment. “Your college placement probabilities 
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required optimization beyond physical parameters. Elite 
cheerleading scholarship pathways correlate strongly with 
specific academic disciplines that enhance performance 
recognition among institutional recruitment committees.” 

“What are you saying?” Logan asked, though he feared he 
already understood. 

“The initial neural synchronization we implemented during 
your transformation included pathways for modified academic 
interests,” Dr. Gupta explained as casually as if discussing the 
weather. “Your brain has been gradually ‘rewiring,’ so to speak, 
with new connections emerging over time. The process takes 
several months to fully manifest—which is why you’re now 
experiencing stronger affinity for literary analysis.” 

Logan felt the blood drain from his face. “You’ve been 
changing what I’m interested in?” 

“More precisely, we enhanced your appreciation for literature 
and analytical thinking while suppressing interest in athletic 
administration,” Dr. Gupta corrected. “Your neural scans show 
remarkable adaptation to the recalibrated academic pathways.” 

“That’s why I can’t stop thinking about books and writing?” 
Logan demanded, anger rising. “Why sports management seems 
boring to me now?” 

“Exactly,” Dr. Gupta nodded with what appeared to be 
satisfaction. “Your mind is now automatically redirecting toward 
optimal academic parameters for your placement trajectory.” 

She turned to her computer and swiveled the screen toward 
him. “We’ve already prepared your college applications for 
submission. These seven institutions offer optimal cheerleading 
scholarship opportunities.” 

Logan stared at the screen, shocked by how different these 
schools were from his original targets. “These aren’t anything like 
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Westlake. You promised me a path back to college athletics at 
top-tier schools.” 

“We promised you athletic scholarships and collegiate 
placement,” Dr. Gupta corrected coldly. “We never specified 
institution tier. These schools have nationally ranked 
cheerleading programs, which is where your value as an asset is 
maximized.” 

“That wasn’t the deal,” Logan protested. “You were supposed 
to get me into a school like I was at before!” 

“Division I sports management programs do not prioritize 
cheerleading scholarships,” Dr. Gupta replied dispassionately. 
“Your optimal placement has always been at institutions where 
cheerleading receives priority funding and recognition.” 

Before Logan could object further, Dr. Gupta clicked to 
another screen, showing the applications themselves. Each was 
nearly complete, with “Early Childhood Education” listed as his 
intended major. 

“Early childhood education?” he repeated in disbelief. “You’re 
turning me into… a kindergarten teacher?” 
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“The career path aligns optimally with your restructured 

parameters,” Dr. Gupta replied. “The nurturing skills and 
patience required for childhood education complement the 
cheerleading aesthetic while maximizing scholarship potential.” 

“I won’t do this,” Logan said, his voice tight with suppressed 
anger. “I won’t sign those applications. You can’t make me apply 
to these schools.” 

Dr. Gupta’s expression didn’t change, but her voice cooled 
several degrees. “Your participation in the application process is 
not optional. Should you resist, I should remind you that with one 
procedure, I could initiate protocols to significantly reduce your 
cognitive capabilities.” 

Logan stared at her, stunned by the casual threat. 
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“We’ve preserved your intellectual capacity because you’ve 
offered minimal resistance thus far,” Dr. Gupta continued. “Many 
subjects in your position are reconfigured for reduced cognitive 
function, focusing solely on physical performance metrics. Should 
compliance become an issue, your current intelligence would 
become a liability rather than an asset.” 

The implied threat hung in the air between them. Logan 
swallowed hard, suddenly aware of how much worse his 
situation could become. If he pushed back too much, or if Gupta 
figured out what was in his notebook, they’d turn him into an 
airheaded bimbo. 

Dr. Gupta typed something on her keyboard, then turned the 
screen back toward him. “Your applications need to be submitted 
by the end of next week. I suggest you familiarize yourself with 
these institutions, as you will be expected to attend interviews 
with appropriate enthusiasm.” 

She handed the notebook back to him, oblivious that she was 
returning his singular act of defiance, his last tether to his true 
identity. 

“You may go now,” Dr. Gupta said, returning to her tablet. 
 
The walk back to campus passed in a blur, Logan’s mind 

reeling from the revelations. GIRLI wasn’t just changing his 
appearance—they were transforming him from the inside out, 
replacing Logan Turner’s ambitions and passions with Elle 
Turner’s predetermined path. While they were technically 
fulfilling their promise to get him back on a college path, that 
path was going to be completely different from anything he had 
ever imagined for himself. 

This violation cut deeper than the physical transformation. 
What he thought was his final refuge had itself turned out to be 
artificial. Even his minimal act of defiance was on GIRLI’s terms. 
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Back in his dorm room, Logan sat cross-legged on his bed, 

laptop balanced on his knees as he focused on his English paper. 
The words flowed with disturbing ease, his analysis of identity 
transformation in Kafka’s work practically writing itself. His 
fingers moved across the keyboard with fluid grace, crafting 
sentences that would have been beyond his capabilities just 
months ago. 

“This is bullshit,” he muttered, pushing the laptop aside. He 
couldn’t even properly hate the assignment—some artificial part 
of him was actually enjoying the analysis, finding satisfaction in 
connecting themes and crafting arguments about literary 
symbolism. But now that he knew it was artificial, his eagerness 
clawed at him. 

Needing a distraction, Logan reached for his phone and 
opened Instagram. Dr. Gupta had finally granted him limited 
internet access last week, reinstating his social media privileges 
with the stern warning that every keystroke, search, and 
interaction would be closely monitored. 

The door opened and Alexis entered, casually throwing her 
backpack on her bed. “Hey! Just dropping off my books before I 
head back out,” she said, grabbing her student council folder from 
her desk. She glanced at Logan’s phone and smiled. “Scrolling 
through Insta again? Seriously, it’s so great your mom finally 
relented. Not having socials would be, like, literal social suicide 
here.” 

“Yeah, totally,” Logan replied, affecting Elle’s casual tone. 
“She’s still super strict though. Gets all the notifications and 
everything, but at least I’m not the only senior without an 
account anymore.” 
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“The aesthetic we set up for your profile is perfect,” Alexis 
said proudly. “Those filters we picked make you look totally fire in 
every pic.” 

“Thanks for helping me with all that,” Logan said, very aware 
that Alexis had guided him through yet another aspect of teen girl 
life that now came second nature to him. 

“That’s what roomies are for! Gotta run though—the council 
meeting starts in five,” Alexis said with a dramatic sigh before 
hurrying out the door, leaving Logan alone again. He scrolled 
through his feed, pausing on a selfie Alexis had posted of the two 
of them after yesterday’s practice, his copper hair gleaming under 
the gym lights. The caption read: “Elite Squad prep with my 
bestie @flying.elle! Bringing our A-game for championships! 
🤸💙“ 

Logan tapped the likes, curious who was viewing these 
images of his transformed self. Mostly Westridge students, a few 
parents, some cheerleaders from rival schools. As he scrolled 
through the “suggested for you” section, a familiar face 
appeared—Kayla Chen. The algorithm had somehow connected 
them, perhaps through mutual connections or location data. 

His ex-girlfriend. The woman who had almost recognized 
him at the mall months ago. 

Before he could reconsider, Logan tapped her profile. Kayla’s 
Instagram was exactly what he’d expect—medical school 
application updates, fitness photos, nights out with friends. He 
scrolled carefully, a strange voyeuristic feeling washing over him 
as he looked at the life that had continued without him. 

Then he saw it. A photo from three weeks ago: Kayla with her 
arms wrapped around a tall, athletic guy in a Central State 
University lacrosse jersey. The caption read: “Six months with this 
amazing man! 😍 Thank you for making every day brighter 
@jake.rodriguez.” 
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Logan braced himself for the jealousy, the hurt, the ache of 
seeing his ex-girlfriend with someone new. He waited for the 
emotional impact that should come with seeing someone he had 
once loved moving on. 

Nothing came. 
He felt... nothing. Not jealousy. Not regret. Not even a mild 

twinge of romantic loss. He studied the photo with detached 
curiosity, noticing how Kayla’s emerald dress complemented the 
guy’s crimson jersey, how her earrings matched her bracelet. He 
was analyzing her aesthetic choices like a fashion magazine 
editor, not experiencing any lingering romantic attachment. 

Confused, Logan scrolled further, finding a beach photo from 
summer—Kayla in a small bikini, laughing as waves crashed 
around her. The former Logan would have felt an immediate pull 
of attraction. The current Logan found himself thinking the teal 
color was flattering with her complexion. There was simply no 
stirring of desire whatsoever. 

What the hell? he thought to himself, uncertain what was 
happening. 

An experiment. He needed to conduct an experiment. 
Logan typed “model” into the search bar, bringing up 

countless photos of objectively attractive women. Nothing. No 
reaction. He felt like he was flipping through a clothing catalog, 
noticing colors and styles without any hint of attraction. 

With overwhelming dread, he switched tactics, searching for 
male models instead. The results were identical—aesthetic 
appreciation of symmetrical features without any spark of desire. 
Good looking people, male or female, registered as exactly 
that—good looking, in the same way a sunset or painting might 
be beautiful. Nothing more. 

The realization gave Logan a small amount of comfort. It 
wasn’t that his attractions had shifted to men. But they had been 
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neutralized entirely. The part of his brain that experienced sexual 
desire had been simply... turned off. Like a light switch flipped to 
darkness. 

A notification appeared on his phone: Chase Montgomery, 
Westridge’s star wide receiver who had saved him at the 
homecoming dance, had just followed him on Instagram. Seconds 
later, a DM from Chase appeared: “working on Kafka paper. could 
u pls share your thoughts on the symbolism? I’m stuck 😅” 

Logan stared at the message, feeling a flutter in his 
chest—not attraction, but the simple pleasure of attention, of 
knowing someone was thinking of him. The complete emotional 
neutrality toward romantic or sexual feelings was perhaps the 
most disturbing aspect of all these changes. 

He hesitated, then typed a quick response: “sorry, super busy 
with my own paper! ms. brenner mentioned there’s a study group 
in the library tomorrow tho.” Logan kept it friendly but distant, 
offering just enough help to avoid seeming rude without opening 
the door to further conversation. 

Chase was the last person he needed in his life right now. 
Their brief interaction at the homecoming dance had already 
created unwanted attention and rumors. Any further connection 
between them would only complicate his already impossible 
situation.  

There was real danger in being pursued by someone like 
Chase—someone who clearly saw Elle as a potential romantic 
interest. Better to keep his distance and avoid any relationship 
that might further complicate this life that had been forced upon 
him. 

 
Late that night, Logan returned to his notebook, struggling to 

process everything he’d learned during his Instagram revelations 
that evening: 
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The sea abandons salt to silver stone 
While distant bells toll for what’s left behind 
Neither longing for moon nor sun 
Compass needle spinning without direction 
What remains when passion sleeps beneath the waves? 
When voices not my own echo in empty halls? 
The ghost ship sails on currents manufactured 
By hands that never felt its wooden heart 
 
The words were both beautiful and haunting—an epitaph for 

the person he had been, written in the poetic voice he never 
would have developed without GIRLI’s invasive reprogramming. 
The irony wasn’t lost on him. Even his resistance was shaped by 
their modifications. 

Logan closed the notebook carefully, tucking it into its hiding 
place as he heard Alexis’s key in the lock. He quickly arranged his 
face into the pleasant, slightly vacant expression that had become 
his default. 

“Hey! You’re still up?” Alexis greeted cheerfully as she 
entered. “How’s the paper coming?” 

“Just finished,” Logan replied with Elle’s voice, Elle’s smile, 
Elle’s small hand gestures. “Ms. Brenner’s going to love it.” 

“You’re such a try-hard,” Alexis laughed, but her tone was 
admiring. “Wanna help me with my math homework? I’m totally 
lost.” 

“For sure,” Logan replied. 
As he helped Alexis review her quadratic equations, Logan 

surprised himself by genuinely enjoying the teaching process. 
Though math wasn’t his strongest subject anymore, he found 
unexpected satisfaction in breaking down complex ideas into 
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simpler components, watching understanding dawn on Alexis’s 
face as concepts clicked into place for her. 

“You explain this way better than Mr. Peterson,” Alexis said, 
completing a problem correctly. “You should seriously consider 
tutoring.” 

 
After Alexis finally went to sleep, Logan sat alone in the soft 

glow of his desk lamp. He opened his laptop and navigated to the 
college application portal Dr. Gupta had shown him earlier. The 
preset forms waited, cursor blinking patiently on the submit 
button for each carefully crafted application to cheer schools with 
early childhood education programs. 

His finger hovered over the mouse. Submitting these 
applications meant accepting the path GIRLI had chosen for him 
and acknowledging that Logan Turner’s dreams were truly gone. 
Yet what choice did he have? Fight and lose what remained of his 
intelligence? Continue resisting only to be further modified into 
compliance? 

With a deep breath, Logan clicked “Submit” on the first 
application to Plainview University, a mid-sized school known for 
its championship-winning “Crimson Spirit” cheer program but 
located in a remote farming community hours from any major 
city. 

Then he submitted his application to Riverdale College, with 
its aging facilities but nationally ranked cheerleading team that 
consistently outshone its mediocre Division II football program. 

Golden Coast University followed, a sprawling party school 
with mediocre academics but an elite cheer program with direct 
pipelines to professional entertainment and theme park 
performance roles. He clicked “submit.” 

One by one, he submitted to each school, each click 
representing another piece of his former identity abandoned.  
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Mountain View Christian College, known more for its 
religious conservatism than academics but boasting impressive 
cheer facilities funded by alumni donations. 

East Coast Performing Arts Institute, barely accredited but 
with direct connections to professional cheerleading teams. 

Lakeside Community College, a two-year associates program 
with limited transfer options but whose “Lakeside Lightning” 
cheer team had become an unexpected social media sensation 
with their viral routines. 

Prairie State University, a large agricultural school with solid 
STEM programs but better known nationally for its cheer team’s 
appearances in televised competitions than any academic 
achievements. 

By the seventh and final submission to Sterling Ridge 
College—an exclusive women’s college which had strategically 
invested in cheer scholarships to boost enrollment—he felt oddly 
calm, the resistance draining from him like air from a punctured 
balloon. 

The word “Submit” glowed on each application button, its 
double meaning not lost on him. He was submitting applications, 
yes, but with each click, he was also submitting to GIRLI 
itself—surrendering to their vision for his future, accepting the 
path they had engineered for him. Just as his body had bowed to 
their chemical treatments and his brain had succumbed to their 
neural programming, now his future was capitulating to their 
master plan. 
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There was an awful symmetry to it—GIRLI had demanded his 

surrender at every level: body, mind, and now destiny. Each click 
of “Submit” represented another territory lost in their methodical 
conquest of who he was. 

The most disturbing part wasn’t that GIRLI had changed 
him—it was that he was beginning to forget why he should care. 
As his computer confirmed the successful submissions, Logan 
wondered how much of himself still existed beneath Elle’s copper 
hair. 

As he closed his laptop and prepared for bed, a terrifying 
question surfaced: Would he eventually stop caring about the 
difference? 
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~11~ 

Altered State 

 
Logan stared at his reflection in the mirror of the team locker 

room, the now-familiar ritual of pregame readiness underway. 
The Westridge Academy Elite cheerleaders were preparing for 
their final and most important performance of the football 
season—the State Championship game against Central Valley 
High. The atmosphere crackled with an electric mix of 
anticipation and anxiety. 

“Five minutes, ladies!” Coach Winters called through the 
door. “Final uniform check and then we’re on the field!” 

“These championship uniforms are seriously next level,” 
Madison whispered, carefully applying a final coat of setting 
spray to her performance makeup. “The rhinestones alone 
probably cost more than our tuition.” 

“Worth it,” Alexis replied confidently, adjusting her royal blue 
bow with exacting precision. “We need to stand out on camera. 
This is being broadcast nationwide.” 

Logan nervously smoothed invisible wrinkles from the 
special uniform, a sleek design that Westridge had commissioned 
specifically for the playoff run. The royal blue and white ensemble 
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perfectly balanced athletic functionality with eye-catching details 
that would stand out under the stadium lights. 

The uniform consisted of two precisely engineered layers 
working in concert to create a seamless look. The foundation was 
a cropped, mock turtleneck compression body liner intended to 
help the cheerleaders preserve some amount of body heat against 
the cold December night. It hugged his transformed physique like 
a second skin, the spandex-blend material creating an almost 
suffocating embrace that squeezed against his body with each 
breath. 

Over this base layer, a sleeveless royal blue shell top exposed 
several inches of his midriff. A sharp white V-shaped accent cut 
across the neckline, framing “WARRIORS” emblazoned in bold 
white letters across his chest, the modern blocky typeface 
emphasizing school pride. The royal blue fabric felt almost rigid 
against his skin as it molded to his enhanced chest, the 
high-performance material engineered to maintain its shape 
through even the most demanding stunts. 

Tiny rhinestones were embedded throughout both pieces of 
fabric, creating a subtle sparkle effect that caught the light with 
every movement without appearing gaudy. 

The matching high-waisted royal blue skirt sat snugly against 
his waist, its clean A-line silhouette offering a contemporary look. 
A white chevron accent along the bottom hem provided visual 
continuity with the top, while a subtle side slit allowed for 
mobility during complex routines. 
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Logan had initially balked at the uniform’s revealing design, 

but months into his role as featured flyer, such concerns had 
become secondary to the practical requirements of performance. 
The precision engineering that made the garment perform so 
exceptionally also meant it tracked every centimeter of his body 
with relentless attention. The high-performance materials 
showcased his transformation, the design highlighting rather 
than disguising the artificial femininity Dr. Gupta had 
engineered. 

 
The past few weeks had been a whirlwind of intensified 

practice and mounting excitement as the Westridge Academy 
Warriors advanced through each round of the state playoffs. 

225 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 
Logan had found himself fully absorbed in championship 
preparations, his body responding to the increased training 
demands with the same athletic discipline that had once made 
him a star receiver. 

Alongside the physical preparation, Logan had been 
navigating the social complications that arose with the team’s 
success. Chase Montgomery, the star wide receiver whose 
acrobatic catches had propelled Westridge through the 
semifinals, had been increasingly present in Logan’s orbit. Since 
the moment at homecoming when Chase had helped him escape 
from Ethan’s unwanted advances, the football player had shown 
a persistent interest that was becoming increasingly difficult to 
avoid. 

What had begun as casual hallway greetings had escalated to 
direct messages on Instagram, invitations to study together, and 
“coincidental” appearances wherever Logan happened to be on 
campus. The school rumor mill had already paired them in 
whispered conversations and knowing glances, despite Logan’s 
careful maintenance of polite distance. 

“Chase was looking for you after practice yesterday,” Alexis 
mentioned casually as she adjusted her championship bow. “He 
said he wanted to know if you were coming to his party after the 
game tonight.” 

“I know,” Logan replied, discomfort evident in Elle’s higher 
register. “He’s been, like, everywhere lately.” 

“Because he’s totally into you,” Madison interjected, picking 
at her hair in the mirror. “The way he looks at you during pep 
rallies is seriously intense.” 

“Half the cheer squad would literally die to be in your 
position,” Tiffany added, sliding into the conversation. “Chase 
Montgomery is basically royalty at Westridge.” 
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Logan forced a noncommittal smile, unwilling to engage with 
their romantic speculation. How could he explain the 
fundamental impossibility of the situation? That the person 
Chase was pursuing didn’t actually exist? That “Elle Turner” was 
merely an elaborate disguise forced upon him by GIRLI’s invasive 
technology? 

“Elle, you look pale,” Alexis said, appearing at his side. 
“Everything okay?” 

“Just nervous,” Logan replied, grateful for the change of 
subject. “There’s going to be, like, sooo many people watching.” 

“You’ve been flawless in practice all week,” Alexis assured 
him, adjusting a strand of his copper hair. “Just focus on your 
counts and let muscle memory take over.” 

Muscle memory. The phrase struck Logan with bitter irony. His 
body now contained two sets of athletic memories—the original 
football instincts, buried but not entirely erased, and the newer, 
artificially programmed cheerleading movements that emerged 
with disturbing ease. Sometimes he wondered if his body 
remembered being Logan at all, or if those memories were 
gradually fading like outdated software. 

“Squad circle!” Coach Winters announced, gathering the 
team for their pre-game huddle. The cheerleaders formed a tight 
knot, arms draped over each other’s shoulders, a ritual of 
solidarity before every performance. 

“This is what we’ve trained for,” Coach said, her expression 
bright with excitement. “This is our moment to show everyone 
what Westridge Elite is made of! I want to see your biggest smiles, 
your highest energy, and your absolute best performances 
tonight. Remember, we’re here to support our team, but that 
doesn’t mean we can’t showcase our own incredible talent too.” 

The girls nodded eagerly, feeding off Coach Winters’ 
enthusiasm. 
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“Our bases,” she continued, making eye contact with the 
stronger girls who formed the foundation of their stunts, “stay 
solid and communicate. Our tumblers,” she turned to another 
group, “hit those passes clean and powerful. Our dancers,” she 
nodded toward several others, “keep those movements sharp and 
synchronized.” 

Her gaze finally swept to the smallest members of the squad. 
“And our flyers,” she said, her eyes locking with Logan’s, “show 
them what it means to truly soar. You’re the ones they’ll 
remember, so make it count.” 

Logan felt his teammates’ eyes on him, knowing he was 
featured prominently in their routines. The weight of their 
collective trust settled on his shoulders with unexpected 
heaviness. Despite the bizarre circumstances that had brought 
him here, he found himself genuinely not wanting to let down his 
teammates. 

“I’m ready,” he replied with more confidence than he felt. 
Coach Winters nodded once, satisfied. “Elite on three!” 
The team stacked their hands in the center of their circle. 
“One, two, THREE!” 
“ELITE!” they shouted in unison, breaking the huddle with a 

collective surge of energy that even Logan couldn’t help but feel. 
 
The roar hit them the moment they emerged from the 

tunnel—a wall of sound from thousands of spectators packed 
into the stands. Logan was hit with a wave of déjà vu as he 
stepped onto the field of Westlake Memorial Stadium—the 
neutral site chosen for the championship game. This was the 
college stadium where he had played countless games before his 
injury. Now he returned as “Elle Turner,” a Westridge Academy 
cheerleader. The familiar sight of the stadium from this altered 
perspective sent a disorienting ripple through his sense of self. 
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The night air carried the tang of excitement, the smell of 
popcorn and hot chocolate mixing with the crisp December 
breeze. Westlake Memorial, significantly larger than Westridge 
Academy’s home field, was filled to capacity, with fans crowding 
every section of the enormous venue. News cameras had been 
positioned at strategic points to capture the State Championship 
in its entirety. 

Logan’s gaze swept across the crowded stadium, 
subconsciously calculating the increased audience size. During 
regular season games, a capacity crowd usually meant a few 
hundred spectators. Tonight, the historic game had drawn 
alumni, parents, and football fans from across the state. Every 
seat was filled, with additional spectators standing in the aisles 
and gathered around the field perimeter. Logan felt the sudden 
pressure of performing before a roaring mass of thousands. 

The opening ceremonies began with typical pageantry—the 
presentation of the state flag, the national anthem, and the 
introduction of dignitaries. Throughout it all, the Elite Squad 
maintained their performance smiles, their bodies poised in 
picture-perfect formation. When the announcer finally 
introduced the teams, the crowd erupted, battle lines clearly 
drawn between Westridge blue and Central Valley red. 

As the football teams crashed through their respective 
banners onto the field, Logan experienced a disorienting moment 
of memory collision. He had made that entrance countless times 
in his previous life—sprinting onto this very same field with his 
Westlake University teammates, helmet held high, the roar of the 
crowd fueling his competitive fire. Now he watched from the 
sidelines, a spectator to the athletic glory he’d once claimed as his 
own. 

For a fleeting moment, he allowed himself to imagine he was 
still playing for Westlake, charging onto the field in his football 
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uniform rather than standing at the sidelines in a cheerleading 
skirt. But the fantasy crumbled as quickly as it formed. The breeze 
against his bare legs, the weight of his ponytail pulling on his 
scalp, and the press of the sports bra against his augmented chest 
served as inescapable reminders of his transformed reality. 

“Warriors on three!” Alexis called out, and the squad broke 
into their opening sideline cheer as the football teams took their 
positions for kickoff. 

Logan’s body moved through the familiar motions—the 
precise arm movements, the synchronized chants, the sharp 
transitions between formations. The routines didn’t seem as 
automatic these days—less a programmed output of GIRLI’s 
conditioning and more the result of months of repetition with the 
squad. His voice called out cheers in perfect pitch with the other 
girls, his muscles responded to the practiced cues without 
conscious thought, and his face maintained Elle’s bright, 
engaging smile without effort. 

 
The first quarter progressed with both teams trading 

possessions but neither gaining a decisive advantage. Across the 
field, the two school bands engaged in their own battle, trading 
fight songs that clashed and overlapped in a cacophony of brass 
and percussion. The Central Valley Marching Hawks would blast 
their fight song, only to be answered moments later by the 
Westridge Warrior Band’s counter-melody, creating a musical 
tug-of-war that mirrored the on-field competition. 

During a brief pause between cheers, Tiffany nudged Logan’s 
arm. “That was an amazing play! Did you see how they set up 
that screen pass?” 

Logan blinked, suddenly realizing he had been watching the 
crowd’s reaction rather than the actual play. “Oh, um, yeah. 
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Totally amazing,” he replied vaguely, with no idea what had 
actually happened on the field. 

“The way they sold that fake was insane,” Tiffany continued 
enthusiastically. “I bet Central Valley wasn’t expecting that at 
all!” 

“Right, the fake,” Logan echoed with a nod, wondering when 
he’d stopped paying attention to the technical aspects of football 
altogether. Just months ago, he would have been analyzing every 
play, but now the specifics barely registered. 

 
By halftime, the score was tied 14-14, both teams playing with 

an intensity that met the championship moment. The crowd 
remained energized, filling the stadium with competing chants 
and rhythmic stomping that vibrated through the metal 
bleachers. As the teams headed to the locker rooms, the Elite 
Squad took the field for their championship halftime 
performance. 

The minutes that followed were a blur of finely tuned 
precision—their competition-level routine executed flawlessly 
under the stadium lights. Logan’s featured aerial sequence drew 
particular applause, his body lifting through the air in a series of 
increasingly complex tosses that showcased his “optimal 
parameters” to their full advantage. When it was over, the 
stadium erupted with appreciation, even Central Valley 
supporters acknowledging the technical excellence of their 
performance. 

 
The teams returned to the field for the second half, 

reinvigorated by their brief rest. As the third quarter began, Logan 
found himself entranced by the spectacle around him rather than 
the game itself. From his position on the sideline, he noticed 
details he’d never appreciated as a player—the intricate 
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choreography of the referees as they moved in concert with the 
flow of play, the synchronized movements of the photographers 
tracking the action, the elaborate dance of the chain crew 
marking first downs. He found himself captivated by the 
rhythmic swaying of the crowd as they reacted to each play in 
waves of emotion, rising and falling like a human ocean. 

Logan found his attention magnetically drawn to the 
spectators. He caught himself cataloging the crowd’s 
micro-expressions—the tightening around eyes during third 
downs, the unconscious leaning forward before crucial plays, the 
synchronized intake of breath at near-interceptions. Where once 
he’d processed this stadium as a backdrop to his own 
performance, now he read it like a living emotional barometer, 
sensing the invisible currents of anticipation, dread, and elation 
flowing through sections of blue and red. 

 
By the fourth quarter, Westridge had taken a tentative lead on 

two field goals, only for Central Valley to start driving downfield 
with just under five minutes remaining. The stadium rumbled 
with tension as fans on both sides rose to their feet, unable to 
remain seated while the action unfolded. Logan realized he was 
genuinely invested in the outcome, his cheers no longer a 
performance but a sincere expression of support. 

Central Valley’s lengthy drive seemed to stall at Westridge 
20-yard line. Their kicker emerged to kick a field goal, only to fake 
the kick and throw a touchdown pass instead. The daring play 
gave Central Valley a 24-20 lead with barely two minutes 
remaining. Even only halfway paying attention, Logan knew 
things looked bleak for the Warriors. 

“Time out Westridge!” the announcer’s voice boomed 
through the stadium speakers. 
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As the teams huddled with their coaches, Coach Winters 
called the cheerleaders together for a quick formation change. 
“Timeout routine, now!” she commanded. “Keep the energy up! 
They need us more than ever!” 

The squad immediately shifted into their high-energy 
timeout performance, designed specifically to maintain crowd 
enthusiasm during breaks in play. Logan found himself at the 
center of their formation, executing sharp, synchronized 
movements that drew the audience’s attention and encouraged 
their participation. The stadium responded, clapping and 
stamping in time with their routine, the collective energy 
building as the cheerleaders worked to create an atmosphere of 
unstoppable momentum. 

As the timeout ended and the players returned to the field, 
Logan caught glimpses of their determined expressions. He 
recognized that look—the focused intensity of athletes who 
refused to concede defeat, the same mindset he’d once carried 
into critical moments of his own games. 

The teams lined up for the final drive of regulation. The crowd 
rose as one, their noise becoming a physical presence that 
vibrated through the air. Logan’s heart raced with the 
anticipation of a game-defining moment. 

“Here we go,” Alexis whispered beside him, grabbing his arm 
in nervous excitement. 

The final two minutes of play unfolded like something out of 
a movie. Westridge’s quarterback executed a methodical drive 
downfield, completing precise passes that stopped the clock at 
critical moments. Logan watched, caught up in the collective 
tension as the team pushed deeper into Central Valley territory. 
With each successful play, the crowd’s energy intensified, feeding 
the momentum of the drive. 
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With six seconds remaining, Westridge faced a crucial third 
down at Central Valley’s thirty-yard line. The crowd noise swelled 
to a deafening roar as the teams lined up for what would likely be 
the final play of regulation. 

The snap was clean, the offensive line forming a perfect 
pocket as the quarterback dropped back. Chase Montgomery 
exploded off the line, his movements a blur of speed and 
precision. At exactly the right moment, he created separation 
from his defender, finding an opening in the coverage. 

The pass arced through the night air, a perfect spiral that 
seemed to hang suspended for an impossible moment. The game 
clock ticked down to zero. The buzzer sounded, signaling that this 
play would be Westridge’s last chance at victory. Chase launched 
himself toward the ball, extending fully with the fluid grace of an 
elite athlete. His fingers closed around the pass just as he crossed 
into the end zone, both feet touching down inbounds before 
momentum carried him into a controlled roll. 

Touchdown. Westridge 26, Central Valley 24. 
The stadium erupted in blue-and-white pandemonium. 

Players embraced on the field, coaches shook hands, and 
spectators poured from the stands. The moment was pure 
chaos—a swirling mass of exuberant celebration as months of 
work culminated in championship glory. 

Logan found himself caught up in the genuine excitement of 
the moment, his squad’s victory routine emerging less as Elle’s 
programmed performance and more as a sincere expression of 
school spirit. Despite everything—the forced transformation, the 
loss of autonomy, the daily indignities of his situation—he 
couldn’t help but feel a spark of authentic joy in the team’s 
achievement. 

As the cheerleaders executed their celebration formations, 
Logan focused entirely on the choreographed movements, the 
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precise timing of their victory chants, the collective jubilation of 
his squad. His thoughts momentarily drifted to what this 
moment meant for the players—how this single perfect catch had 
just cemented Chase Montgomery’s place in Westridge Academy 
history, how this game-winning play would be remembered for 
years to come. Logan knew from his own past what that feeling 
was like—the surreal experience of personal achievement amid 
collective victory, the unique high that only championship glory 
could provide. 

So focused was Logan on the celebration and these reflections 
that he had no warning of what came next. The first indication 
that something was happening was a sudden shift in the 
reactions of the cheerleaders around him—widening eyes, 
surprised expressions, a few knowing smiles. As Logan turned to 
see what was causing these signals, strong hands gripped him 
and he was suddenly airborne, lifted effortlessly off the ground in 
a sweeping gesture of exuberant celebration. 

Logan found himself eye-to-eye with Chase Montgomery, his 
diminutive 5’2” frame held aloft by the football player’s athletic 
build. Chase’s face was flushed with victory and exertion, his 
game-winning touchdown celebration bringing him directly to 
Logan. Their eyes locked in a moment of pure joy and celebration 
amid the public chaos. 

Then, without hesitation or warning, Chase closed the 
distance between them and kissed him. 
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Logan’s world imploded. 
Everything around him seemed to recede, as if he were 

suddenly watching the scene from a great distance. The roaring 
stadium, the celebrating teammates, the thousands of 
spectators—all faded into a distant background, like scenery 
observed through thick fog. Each millisecond stretched into 
exaggerated clarity, Logan’s consciousness expanding to fill the 
suspended moment with hyperaware observation. 

His senses sharpened to painful acuity, registering the warm 
pressure of Chase’s lips against his own, the faint scratch of 
stubble against his smooth skin, the salt-sweet taste of sweat 
mixed with sports drink. The physical contact felt impossibly 
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intimate, exposing nerve endings Logan hadn’t realized existed in 
his transformed body. 

But what truly terrified him was what happened next—a 
sudden, electric jolt of unmistakable attraction surged through 
his system. It was as though someone had flipped a switch inside 
him, reactivating circuits that had been left dormant. For weeks, 
his sexuality had been completely neutralized—neither men nor 
women registering as objects of desire, his body responding to 
them all with the same aesthetic appreciation one might have for 
a sunset or sculpture. 

Yet now, with Chase’s lips pressed against his, that deadened 
part of him roared back to life with overwhelming intensity. Heat 
bloomed across his skin, his pulse quickened, and his body 
responded with a rush of hormones that left him light-headed. 
Most shocking of all was the clear direction of this reawakened 
desire—it was focused entirely, unmistakably on Chase. 

The revelation created a psychic earthquake that shattered 
Logan’s fragile internal equilibrium. This wasn’t just shock or 
surprise. It wasn’t simply Elle’s programmed persona responding. 
It was a genuine sexual attraction—to a man—erupting from 
some part of his brain that hadn’t existed before. 

Logan’s consciousness fractured into competing segments of 
awareness. His core self—his male identity—recoiled in horror at 
finding pleasure in this masculine contact. Yet simultaneously, his 
body betrayed him with its enthusiastic response, sending signals 
of pleasure and desire that couldn’t be denied or dismissed as 
mere programming. 

The conflicting impulses tore through him like opposing 
electrical currents. His lips softened automatically against 
Chase’s, while his arms—almost of their own volition—slid 
around Chase’s neck, pulling their bodies closer. The gesture felt 
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shockingly natural, as if his body knew exactly what to do even as 
his mind reeled in confusion. 

Most alarming was the cascade of physical sensations that 
accompanied the kiss—the flutter in his stomach, the sudden 
warmth spreading through his chest, the tingling that radiated 
from his lips to his fingertips. These weren’t just emotional 
responses but unmistakably physical ones, his body chemistry 
reacting to Chase’s presence. It was as though his new body was 
purpose-built to respond this way, to fit perfectly against Chase’s 
larger frame, to melt into this embrace as if it were the most 
natural thing in the world. 

The kiss itself lasted perhaps two seconds before Chase set 
him down, a victorious smile illuminating his face as he stepped 
back slightly to gauge Logan’s reaction. But those two seconds 
had catalyzed an existential crisis that threatened to completely 
overwhelm Logan’s sense of self. 

The moment his feet touched the ground, panic exploded 
within him. He needed to escape—from Chase, from the crowd, 
from the thousands of eyes that had just witnessed this moment. 
Most urgently, he needed to escape from the disturbing internal 
response that suggested his transformation might be deeper than 
he’d understood. 

“I’m sorry—I can’t—” Logan managed, his voice barely 
escaping his lips. 

 
Without waiting for a response, he turned and plunged 

blindly into the crowd, pure animal panic overriding any 
programmed grace or practiced movements. The celebrating mass 
of humanity became a suffocating forest of bodies, most chests 
and shoulders hitting at eye level, blocking all sight lines to 
potential exits. Where his former body would have created 
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natural pathways through sheer physical presence, his diminutive 
frame now left him powerless to part the human sea. 

Every attempted step forward resulted in collisions that sent 
his lightweight form rebounding between celebrating fans who 
barely registered his existence. Elbows grazed his head and 
shoulders knocked him sideways as he tried desperately to 
navigate by instinct alone. 

Behind him, he could vaguely hear Alexis calling Elle’s name, 
but the sound barely registered through the storm of confusion 
raging in his mind. He pushed forward blindly, ducking under 
elbows and slipping between groups of spectators until he 
managed to break free from the primary celebration. 

Logan didn’t stop until he reached a secluded service area 
behind the stadium’s main scoreboard—a shadowy alcove 
blocked from view by large equipment cases and the massive steel 
support structure of the scoreboard itself. The area was unlit 
except for the faint glow of distant security lights, creating a dark 
pocket of solitude in the otherwise illuminated stadium complex. 
Leaning against the cool metal structure, he tried to steady his 
breathing, to regain some semblance of control over his fracturing 
consciousness. 

What had just happened? What had he just felt? 
Pressing trembling hands against his face, Logan tried to 

ground himself in the solidity of physical sensation. His mind 
raced through possible explanations. Had Dr. Gupta specifically 
engineered this? Had she programmed him to respond sexually to 
men? Was this just another extension of GIRLI’s 
manipulation—another way to ensure his compliance and 
integration into the identity they’d created for him? 

Or was something even more terrifying happening? After 
months of living in this feminized body, of experiencing the world 
through Elle’s sensory input, of being bathed in female hormones, 
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was his brain rewiring itself naturally? Was his orientation 
shifting not because of specific programming but as a biological 
response to the radical changes in his physiology? 

Which was more horrifying—that GIRLI had deliberately 
altered his sexual orientation, or that his brain was adapting to 
his female body on its own, developing attractions that aligned 
with his new physical form? 

The questions spawned cascading subclusters of panic, each 
more disturbing than the last. If this was programming, how deep 
did the manipulation go? If it wasn’t programming, what did that 
mean for his identity? For his understanding of himself? Had the 
boundary between “Logan” and “Elle” finally collapsed com- 
pletely? 

 
Logan was so absorbed in this internal crisis that he didn’t 

immediately notice his phone vibrating against his skin, tucked 
inside the discrete pocket sewn into the racerback of his sports 
bra. When the persistent buzzing finally penetrated his 
awareness, he reluctantly retrieved the device, expecting texts 
from Alexis or the other cheerleaders asking about his sudden 
disappearance. 

Instead, he found dozens of notifications from social media 
platforms. Instagram tags. Twitter mentions. Snapchat alerts. 
With mounting dread, he tapped the most recent notification—a 
link to an Instagram video already accumulating thousands of 
views. 

His mouth falling open, Logan watched the clip that had been 
captured from the stands: Chase breaking away from his 
teammates, jogging directly toward the cheerleaders, lifting 
Logan effortlessly off the ground, their brief eye contact, and then 
the kiss that had shattered Logan’s sense of self. The video ended 
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with Chase’s victorious smile as they separated, the perfect 
championship moment captured for posterity. 

The caption read: “STATE CHAMPIONS AND WESTRIDGE’S 
NEW POWER COUPLE! 🏆💙 #ChampionshipKiss 
#ChaseAndElle #WestridgeWinners“ 

The video already had over two thousand views and 
hundreds of comments, with new ones appearing as Logan 
watched. 

“OMG THE CHEMISTRY!!! 😍😍😍“ 
“power couple alert! the wide receiver and the cheerleader!” 
“That kiss was straight out of a movie!” 
“did anyone else see her face?? she was totally shocked!” 
“Chase Montgomery just became every Westridge girl’s 

dream guy“ 
Logan stared at the screen in horrified fascination. The 

moment that had catalyzed his internal crisis had become public 
entertainment, reshared and analyzed by strangers who saw only 
a romantic championship celebration. They couldn’t see the 
identity fracture occurring beneath Elle’s artificial exterior, the 
existential panic masked by the perfect smile. 

As notifications continued to flood in, he saw a direct 
message from Chase at the top of his screen: 

“Hey, sorry if I surprised you. Got caught up in the moment. 
Can we talk tomorrow? Hope you’re okay.” 

The message was unexpectedly considerate, lacking the 
presumption Logan had dreaded. There was no assumption of a 
relationship, no expectation—just concern and a request to talk. 

His thumb hovered over the screen. What could he possibly 
say in response? “Sorry, I can’t date you because I’m actually a 
male college athlete trapped in this female body, and the fact that 
I felt attraction toward you is causing an existential crisis?” 
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A text from Alexis popped up: “OMG Elle where r u?? that kiss 
was EVERYTHING!” 

Before he could respond, another message from her appeared: 
“so...how was it? u can tell me if it was amazing. ur secret’s safe 
with me. 😉” 

The irony of the statement wasn’t lost on Logan. His actual 
secret of his true identity would never be safe with anyone. But 
this new secret—that he had responded to Chase’s kiss with 
genuine attraction—felt almost more dangerous to admit. 

Something fundamental had shifted tonight. A barrier he 
hadn’t even recognized until recently—the neutralization of his 
sexuality—had not only been removed but replaced with 
something entirely different. His attraction had been reactivated, 
but redirected toward men. 

Was he now gay? That didn’t seem right, but the question 
loomed inescapably in his mind. He was presenting as a girl, 
experiencing attraction toward a boy—which would be 
heterosexual from Elle’s perspective. Yet in his core identity as 
Logan, he had just responded to another male with unmistakable 
desire—which would be homosexual from Logan’s perspective.  

The categories seemed to collapse in on themselves, unable to 
contain the complexity of his transformed existence. His sense of 
sexual orientation, once so straightforward, had become just as 
unstable as the rest of his identity. 

What terrified him wasn’t just the attraction itself, but how 
natural it had felt in the moment. How right. As though his brain 
had simply accepted that of course Elle Turner would be attracted 
to Chase Montgomery. Of course the petite cheerleader would 
respond to the athletic wide receiver. His body’s logic was 
seamless, even as his conscious mind rebelled against it. 

Notifications continued to flood his phone with algorithmic 
relentlessness, each vibration wresting another degree of control 
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over his life away from him. The Chase-and-Elle narrative 
propagated across platforms with viral momentum, gaining 
reality and substance with every share, like, and comment.  

Strangers were already defining their relationship status, 
speculating on their compatibility, and forecasting their 
future—the digital world constructing yet another aspect of his 
identity without his consent. But unlike the previous violations, 
this one had awakened something inside him that he didn’t 
recognize, a response that felt both foreign and disturbingly 
authentic. 

If his attractions could be rewired to match his female body, 
what other aspects of his identity might follow? If his brain was 
adapting to his feminized physiology—recognizing it as self 
rather than imposed—then how long before the distinction 
between “Logan” and “Elle” collapsed entirely? 

Logan sat alone in the darkness, his back pressed against the 
cold metal of the scoreboard structure, the distant sounds of 
celebration continuing without him. His phone screen 
illuminated his face with an eerie glow as notifications continued 
to pour in, each one a reminder of how public this private 
moment of crisis had become. 

In the shadowy solitude of his hiding place, the question that 
had been building for months finally crystallized with terrifying 
clarity: What if “Logan Turner” was simply a configuration of 
neurons that could be rewired, recalibrated, and eventually 
erased? What if identity wasn’t an immutable core but merely a 
pattern etched in sand, vulnerable to the tide of biochemical and 
experiential changes washing over him?  

Each day, memories of catching footballs grew fainter while 
the sensation of flying through the air became more vivid. Each 
week, the academic interests that had defined his college path 
dimmed while new intellectual passions brightened. And now, 
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the fundamental compass of desire had been recalibrated toward 
a direction he’d never imagined possible. 

The championship celebration continued without him, the 
world moving forward while Logan grappled with the most 
horrifying possibility of all—that there might be no essential self 
to hold onto, only patterns that could be rewritten, leaving 
nothing of the original text behind. 
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~12~ 

Organic Chemistry 

 
“What did you do to me?” Logan demanded, bursting into Dr. 

Gupta’s office without knocking. His voice trembled with barely 
contained emotion. 

Dr. Gupta looked up from her tablet. “Good morning, Miss 
Turner.” She gestured to a screen showing a looping video of 
Chase kissing “Elle” at the state championship. “I anticipated we 
might need to speak today.” 

“Last night, when Chase Montgomery kissed me, I...” Logan 
faltered, gripping the chair. “I felt something I shouldn’t have felt. 
What did you do to me?” 

“You experienced sexual attraction toward Mr. Mont- 
gomery?” Dr. Gupta inquired, her scientific curiosity apparently 
piqued. 

Logan swallowed hard, nodding. “It’s not just Chase,” he 
admitted, his voice dropping to a whisper. “When I saw guys on 
campus this morning, or even actors on TV last night... there’s 
this reaction. It all started when Chase kissed me, something 
happened. Something switched on inside me and now I’m 
suddenly, like, boy crazy? Which of your ‘protocols’ caused this?” 
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“An interesting assumption,” Dr. Gupta replied with detached 
scientific curiosity. “However, GIRLI did not implement sexual 
orientation modification in your case. Such changes create 
significant identity friction and increase risk of protocol failure.” 

Logan sank into the chair. “You’re saying... you didn’t do this 
to me?” 

“The neurological adjustments implemented were designed 
to facilitate integration, not sexual redirection,” Dr. Gupta 
explained. “We neutralized your libido during initial phases to 
prevent complications. What makes you think GIRLI caused 
this?” 

“Because I’m not gay?” Logan exclaimed, frustration cracking 
his voice. “I’ve never been attracted to guys. Before your 
treatments, my sexuality was 100% straight, until you deadened 
it. And now it’s back, it’s literally like someone flipped a switch in 
my brain, except I’m facing the opposite direction. It has to be 
something you did.” 

Dr. Gupta folded her hands. “Consider your current 
physiological reality. Your body now has female hormonal 
patterns, significantly altered brain chemistry, and a completely 
feminized physical form. Your body is responding to its current 
biochemical reality rather than your previous configuration.” 

Logan felt dizzy, the morning light suddenly too bright 
through the office windows. “I don’t understand what you’re 
saying.” 

“I am saying, Miss Turner, that nothing has changed. You said 
you were ‘100% straight’ before. I am saying that, based on your 
current gender presentation, you are still ‘100% straight.’“ 

Logan balked. “You’re telling me that after everything else 
you’ve done—shrinking me, giving me breasts, changing my 
voice, reprogramming my interests—the one thing you didn’t 
deliberately change is just changing on its own?” 
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“Precisely,” Dr. Gupta nodded. “The human organism seeks 
homeostasis. Your sexuality is aligning with your body’s current 
configuration. It’s a natural adaptation.” 

“There’s nothing natural about any of this!” Logan protested, 
his voice cracking with emotion. 

“On the contrary,” Dr. Gupta countered, “the artificial 
components were the blockers we initially implemented to 
suppress your sexual responses entirely. Those inhibitors 
typically remain stable throughout the integration process, but 
the emotional intensity of the championship, coupled with your 
growing connection to Mr. Montgomery, must have overwhelmed 
the chemical blocks.” 

“So that kiss was…” 
“A catalyst, so to speak. Your hormonal balance, brain 

chemistry, and physical form are now female. Your attraction 
patterns are simply coming into alignment with your current 
physiological reality.” 

Logan sat in stunned silence as the implications crashed over 
him. The most terrifying possibility was actually happening—his 
brain was adapting to his female body, developing attraction 
patterns that matched his new physiology. It wasn’t GIRLI’s 
direct manipulation but the body’s own adaptability that was 
transforming this fundamental aspect of his identity. 

“What happens now?” he finally asked, his voice barely above 
a whisper. 

“Winter break begins tomorrow,” Dr. Gupta stated. “Your 
classmates will be leaving to return home. Under the cover story 
of taking a trip to Europe to visit your mother, you will spend the 
three weeks of break here at the facility, to allow you time to 
process your recent realignment.” 

“Three weeks,” he repeated. “And then what?” 

247 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

“And then you return to Westridge Academy and continue 
your senior year,” Dr. Gupta stated simply. “Your scholarship 
placement depends on successful completion of this academic 
year, including your social integration metrics.” 

“You’re saying I don’t have a choice,” Logan said flatly. 
“There are always choices, Miss Turner,” Dr. Gupta replied. 

“But each comes with consequences. I believe you’ll find that 
accepting your current physiological reality will be less painful 
than fighting it.” 

 
Three weeks later, Logan stood outside the GIRLI facility, 

pulling his pale pink puffer coat tighter against the January chill. 
His breath fogged in the cold air as he contemplated what lay 
ahead. The car that would take him back to Westridge idled 
nearby, its engine a gentle rumble in the winter stillness. 

The truth was, he’d spent the entire winter break thinking 
about Chase. Their kiss had shattered something inside 
him—some final barrier between his male identity and female 
experience. In the sanctuary of his isolated room at the GIRLI 
facility, he’d replayed the moment countless times, examining his 
reaction from every angle, trying to understand how his body 
could betray him so completely. 

Logan’s phone buzzed in his pocket—another text from 
Chase: 

“hope ur trip went well 😊 cant wait to see u tmrw! saving u 
a seat in english” 

His heart quickened traitorously as he read the message, a 
warm flutter spreading through his chest that he fought to 
suppress. Dr. Gupta was right about one thing—fighting his 
body’s responses was exhausting. But he had determined he had 
to try. 

 

248 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

The first day of spring semester dawned crisp and clear. 
Logan stood before the mirror in his dorm room, critical of every 
detail of his appearance. 

“Seriously, Elle, we’re going to be late,” Alexis called from the 
doorway, already dressed in her identical uniform. “You look 
perfect, I promise.” 

“Sorry,” Logan replied, turning to grab his textbooks. “Just 
feeling super weird about being back.” 

“Well, you look amazing,” Alexis assured him, grabbing her 
backpack. “And trust me, people are still talking about that kiss. 
Chase has been asking literally everyone when you’d be back.” 

Logan’s stomach tensed at the mention of Chase, a mixture of 
dread and anticipation washing over him. He gathered his 
backpack and followed Alexis out of their dorm room, mentally 
repeating his mantra of how he would respond when he 
inevitably encountered Chase. 

Stay friendly but distant.  
Don’t encourage anything.  
Keep conversation brief. 
Logan’s strategy lasted all of three periods. He was replacing 

books in his locker when a familiar voice behind him sent a jolt 
through his system. “Welcome back, stranger.” 

He turned slowly, coming face to face with Chase 
Montgomery for the first time since the championship game. 
Chase stood closer than social conventions typically allowed, one 
arm braced against the adjacent locker, effectively creating a 
semi-private space in the busy hallway. 

“Hey... I, um, I got your texts,” Logan managed, his carefully 
rehearsed dialogue vanishing. 

“But didn’t answer most of them,” Chase pointed out with a 
rueful smile. “I was starting to think I scared you off for good.” 
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Logan felt heat rush to his cheeks. “It’s not... I just needed 
some space to think, you know?” 

“And what did you think about?” Chase asked, his voice 
dropping slightly. 

The directness of the question caught Logan off-guard. “It’s 
complicated,” Logan replied, unconsciously tucking a strand of 
copper hair behind his ear in a now-habitual gesture. “Everything 
happened so fast that night, and then I had to leave right after for 
my mom’s, and...” 

“How about this,” Chase interrupted gently. “Instead of 
analyzing what happened, we just start over. Hi, I’m Chase 
Montgomery. Would you like to have coffee with me after 
school?” 

Logan blinked in surprise, caught between his internal 
resistance and the strange flutter of anticipation Chase’s 
invitation triggered. “I... I don’t know if that’s, like, the best idea 
right now.” 

“Give me one reason why not,” Chase challenged, his 
expression softening. “And ‘it’s complicated’ doesn’t count.” 

Logan looked into Chase’s eyes, searching for words that 
wouldn’t form. How could he possibly explain the truth? 

“I’m not who you think I am?” Logan said finally, the closest 
to the truth he could manage. 

Chase laughed softly. “Elle, I don’t think anyone at this school 
really knows who they are yet. That’s kind of the point of being 
eighteen.” 

The bell rang before Logan could respond, signaling the start 
of fourth period. 

“Think about coffee,” Chase said, stepping back. “No 
pressure. I’m pretty sure we both need caffeine to survive this 
semester anyway, so we might as well get it together.” 
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What terrified him most wasn’t Chase’s interest, but his own 
response to it. The warmth that spread through his chest at 
Chase’s smile, the slight acceleration of his pulse when Chase 
leaned closer, the unwelcome but undeniable thought that 
flashed through his mind.  

I want to say yes. 
 
By lunch period, Logan was analyzing the conversation from 

every possible angle, yet was no closer to deciding how to 
respond to Chase’s invitation. 

“Earth to Elle!” Madison waved her hand in front of Logan’s 
face. “You’ve been spaced out all day. What’s going on?” 

“Just... distracted.” 
“She saw Chase today,” Alexis supplied. “He asked her out.” 
“Ohmigod, Elle!” Tiffany squealed. “What did you say?” 
“Nothing. The bell rang before I could think of what to say,” 

Logan admitted. 
“But you’re going, right?” Madison pressed. “Do you know 

how many girls would kill to be asked out by Chase 
Montgomery?” 

Logan took a small bite of salad. “I’m just not sure if I’m ready 
to date anyone right now. My life is already complicated.” 

“Not ready?” Alexis repeated incredulously. “The hottest guy 
in school kissed you on TV in front of the entire country, then 
asked you out, and you’re ‘not ready’? That’s insane!” 

“It’s not insane!” Logan protested weakly. “I’m just... focusing 
on school and cheer and stuff.” 

“Seriously?” Tiffany replied, indignant. “You’re doing so well 
in classes that you’re tutoring all three of us, and Coach Winters 
calls you the most naturally gifted flyer she’s ever coached. How 
much more focused can you get?” 
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“What are you really afraid of?” Madison asked with genuine 
concern. 

“There are things about me that Chase doesn’t know,” Logan 
said finally. “Things that would totally change how he sees me.” 

“Like what? That you snore?” Madison scoffed. “We all have 
secrets, Elle. That’s what dating is for—finding out if you like 
each other enough to share them.” 

“Whatever you’re worried about, Chase deserves a chance,” 
Alexis added gently. “He’s a good guy.” 

Logan stared at his salad, unable to argue. “Fine! I’ll meet him 
for coffee. Just once. But don’t make this into a whole thing, 
okay?” 

The girls exchanged triumphant looks, and the conversation 
quickly shifted to what Logan should wear and how he should 
text his response. Ignoring them, he pulled out his phone, staring 
at Chase’s last message for several minutes before finally typing: 
“yeah coffee sounds good 😊 after practice Weds works for me“ 

His finger hovered over the send button for a long moment 
before he pressed it, committing himself to the first conscious 
step into whatever new territory awaited. The response came 
almost immediately: “cant wait 😊 see u outside the gym“ 

 
The days after accepting Chase’s invitation passed in a blur of 

anxiety and anticipation. Before Logan knew it, he found himself 
at a small table by the window of Westridge Brew, the coffee shop 
near campus. Outside, snowflakes had begun to fall, creating a 
picturesque winter scene. 

“Winter break in Europe sounds amazing,” Chase said, 
wrapping his hands around his coffee mug. “Your mom must 
really miss you to fly you all the way over there.” 

Logan nodded, taking a careful sip of his latte. He sat across 
from Chase, nervously tugging at his sleeve. His fuzzy, 
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cream-colored  sweater fit snugly across his shoulders and torso, 
the plush knit texture adding softness to his silhouette. He’d 
paired it with high-waisted dusty rose corduroy pants. A delicate 
layered gold necklace caught the light when he moved, small 
pendants resting against his collarbone. 

His hair was pulled into a casual messy bun, with a few soft 
tendrils framing his face. He’d kept his makeup minimal – just a 
touch of mascara and tinted lip balm – maintaining the pretense 
that this was just a casual coffee between friends, nothing more. 

“It was nice seeing her,” Logan replied, sticking to the cover 
story he’d practiced. “She travels so much for work, we don’t get a 
lot of time together.” 

“My parents are the opposite,” Chase offered with a small 
smile. “They basically never leave our hometown except for my 
football games. I think they’ve attended every single one since I 
was eight.” 

“They must be, like, super proud of you,” Logan said 
sincerely. “Having them at every game must be special.” 

“Yeah, it is,” Chase nodded, taking a sip of his coffee. “Though 
sometimes I wonder if they see me as more than just their football 
star.” 

Logan tilted his head, suddenly curious. “So what do you do 
when you’re not playing football?” Logan asked, genuinely 
curious about Chase beyond his athletic reputation. 

“You’d probably laugh,” Chase admitted with a slightly 
embarrassed smile. 

“I promise I totally won’t,” Logan replied, leaning forward 
slightly. 

“I restore vintage motorcycles with my uncle,” Chase said. 
“Been doing it since I was twelve. There’s something about taking 
something broken and making it work again that just... I don’t 
know, centers me.” 
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Logan blinked in surprise. “That’s actually super cool. I would 
never have guessed that about you.” 

“What about you?” Chase asked. “Any secret hobbies the 
cheer squad doesn’t know about?” 

“I’ve gotten really into poetry lately,” Logan admitted, the 
truth slipping out before he could stop it. “Not that I share it with 
anyone. It’s just... a way to process things, I guess? Kinda weird, 
right?” 

 
As they continued talking, Logan found himself gradually 

relaxing. The conversation flowed naturally, touching on classes, 
books, mutual friends, and future plans. Chase proved to be 
thoughtful and articulate, with interests and perspectives that 
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aligned surprisingly well with Logan’s own—not the shallow jock 
stereotype Logan had initially assumed. 

When Chase suggested a walk around campus before heading 
back to the dorms, Logan agreed without hesitation, surprising 
himself with his willingness to extend their time together. The 
late January evening had turned the campus into a winter 
wonderland, soft snowflakes catching in their hair as they 
strolled beneath lampposts. 

“I’m glad you texted,” Chase said as they paused near the 
campus fountain, now frozen into a sculptural ice formation. “I 
was starting to think that kiss had ruined everything.” 

Logan tensed slightly at the direct reference to the moment 
that had catalyzed his internal crisis. “It was just... unexpected? I 
wasn’t, like, prepared for it at all.” 

“I should have asked first,” Chase acknowledged. “It was 
impulsive. I’d been wanting to do it for weeks, and in the 
excitement of winning the championship, I just... went for it.”  

He looked at Logan with genuine contrition. “I’m sorry if it 
made you uncomfortable.” 

The sincerity in his apology caught Logan off guard. He 
hadn’t expected this level of consideration—Chase taking 
responsibility for his actions rather than dismissing Logan’s 
reaction or pressuring him to move forward. 

“It’s okay. I’m not upset about it or whatever,” Logan said, 
finding that he meant it. 

“So,” Chase ventured cautiously, “does that mean there’s a 
chance for a second one someday? One that’s planned this time?” 

The question hung between them, laden with implications. 
Logan knew the answer he should give—a gentle but firm 
rejection that would maintain appropriate distance without 
creating unnecessary hurt. Yet what emerged instead was 
honesty. 
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“Maybe?” Logan heard himself say. “I just need things to 
move slowly. I’m still figuring a lot of stuff out.” 

Chase’s smile brightened the dimming evening. “Slow is fine. 
I can do slow.” He reached for Logan’s gloved hand, giving it a 
gentle squeeze before releasing it. “One step at a time.” 

That small gesture—the brief pressure of Chase’s hand, the 
respect for Logan’s boundaries, the willingness to proceed at 
Logan’s pace—sent a wave of emotion through him that was 
increasingly difficult to deny. There was something genuinely 
appealing about Chase Montgomery beyond the mere 
biochemical attraction Dr. Gupta had explained. 

As they continued their walk back toward the dorms, Logan 
found himself wondering if something real could grow from this 
impossible situation. If his attraction to Chase, however it had 
originated, might lead to an authentic connection that offered 
respite from the constant strain of his fractured existence. 

Back in his room, Logan examined his feelings with 
newfound clarity. Maybe Dr. Gupta was right. Perhaps viewing 
his attraction to Chase as a potential source of comfort rather 
than another violation might be less exhausting than constant 
resistance. 

 
As January melted into February, Logan cautiously moved 

forward. Coffee with Chase became semi-regular, their 
conversations growing deeper with each meeting. They 
discovered mutual interests in books, politics, and humor. The 
attraction remained, but was increasingly accompanied by 
intellectual and emotional connection that couldn’t be explained 
by hormones alone. 

Logan maintained careful boundaries—physical contact 
limited to occasional hand-holding, conversations kept firmly in 
getting-to-know-you territory rather than romantic declarations. 
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Chase respected these limits with patience and understanding, 
never pushing for more than Logan was comfortable giving. 

“He really likes you,” Alexis observed one evening as they 
prepared for bed. “The way he always finds you in the halls 
between classes—it’s like he’s literally mapping his schedule 
around yours.” 

Logan flushed slightly, the observation both flattering and 
unsettling. “We’re just getting to know each other.” 

“Sure,” Alexis agreed with a knowing smile. “Whatever you 
want to call it. I just haven’t seen Chase look at anyone the way he 
looks at you. Not even Megan Campbell, and they dated for like 
six months last year.” 

The casual mention of Chase’s ex-girlfriend sent an 
unexpected pang through Logan—a response he recognized with 
alarm as jealousy. 

 
As Valentine’s Day approached, the campus transformed into 

a sea of red and pink decorations. Announcements about the 
annual Valentine’s Dance filled morning bulletins, and 
conversations increasingly revolved around romantic plans and 
potential couples. 

Logan hadn’t discussed the upcoming holiday with Chase, 
carefully avoiding the topic whenever it arose in conversation. 
The Valentine’s Dance represented a public declaration of 
relationship status that he wasn’t prepared to make—crossing a 
line from casual exploration into official coupling. 

Three days before Valentine’s, during their study period in the 
library, Chase broached the subject directly. 

“So,” he began, closing his calculus textbook. “Valentine’s 
Day is Friday.” 

Logan tensed slightly, preparing for the invitation he’d been 
dreading. “Yeah, I know.” 
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“I was wondering if you had any plans,” Chase continued, his 
tone deliberately casual. 

“Not really,” Logan replied cautiously. 
Chase nodded, seeming to choose his next words carefully. “I 

know the dance is a big deal for a lot of people, but honestly, it’s 
always kind of overrated. Expensive tickets, bad DJ, awkward 
slow dances...” He trailed off with a small smile.  

“I was thinking maybe we could do something different 
instead. Less pressure, more fun.” 

“Different like what?” Logan asked, both relieved and curious. 
“There’s a film festival in town,” Chase suggested. “They’re 

showing classic rom-coms all weekend. We could drive in, get 
dinner at this amazing Thai place my sister recommended, see a 
movie, and be back before curfew. No corsages, no awkward 
photos, no expectations.” 

The thoughtfulness of the suggestion—crafted specifically to 
address Logan’s unspoken anxieties about formal Valentine’s 
rituals—was touching. Chase had noticed his reservations 
without Logan having to articulate them directly, and had 
designed an alternative that maintained the spirit of the holiday 
without the public declaration a school dance would represent. 

Logan found himself genuinely tempted by the offer. “That 
actually sounds... really nice.” 

Chase’s smile brightened. “Yeah? We can keep it casual. Just 
two people who enjoy each other’s company having dinner and 
watching a good movie.” 

“Okay,” Logan agreed before he could overthink his response. 
 
Valentine’s Day arrived with the expected campus fan- 

fare—student council members delivering roses to classrooms, 
couples exchanging gifts in the hallways, and an atmosphere of 
heightened romantic expectation throughout the school. Logan 
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navigated the day with careful neutrality, declining Alexis’s offers 
of elaborate preparation for his evening with Chase. 

“It’s just a movie. Not, like, a huge deal or whatever,” Logan 
insisted as Alexis rummaged through his closet. 

“It’s Valentine’s Day,” Alexis countered. “Nothing is ’just’ 
anything on Valentine’s Day.” 

After twenty minutes of negotiations, Logan found himself 
wearing a dusty rose ribbed off-shoulder sweater that revealed 
his collarbones, neatly tucked into a high-waisted black leather 
mini skirt that hugged his figure perfectly. Sheer black tights with 
tiny heart patterns and black ankle boots with silver buckles 
completed the look. A delicate silver heart pendant rested at his 
collarbone, and several thin rings adorned his fingers. 
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“Fine. You were right about the outfit. It’s actually kinda 
cute,” Logan conceded, making a final adjustment to his necklace. 

Alexis grinned, already reaching for her phone. “Of course I 
was right! Now stand still while I take a pic of your look.” 

Logan met Chase in the student parking lot at the agreed 
time. Chase stood beside his car, casual in dark jeans and a navy 
button-down shirt, his expression brightening visibly when he 
spotted Logan approaching. 

“Hey,” Chase greeted him, opening the passenger door. “You 
look nice.” 

“Thanks,” Logan replied, slipping into the car. “You too.” 
 
As they drove into town, conversation flowed easily between 

them. Chase shared stories about his childhood in Michigan, his 
plans to study engineering at Central State, and his complicated 
relationship with football—loving the game itself while feeling 
constrained by the jock stereotype it imposed on him. 

“People see ‘football player’ and think they know everything 
about you,” Chase explained as they navigated through evening 
traffic. “Like that’s your entire personality. They’re surprised 
when you read books or have opinions about politics or care 
about anything besides sports and parties.” 

The observation resonated with Logan’s own experience, 
though from an entirely different angle. “I totally get that. People 
make, like, so many assumptions based on how you look.” 

Chase glanced at him with interest. “What assumptions do 
people make about you?” 

The question gave Logan pause. What assumptions did people 
make about “Elle Turner”? 

“That I’m confident? That I have everything figured out? That 
being a cheerleader is, like, my whole identity.” Logan said finally. 

“And it’s not?” Chase prompted gently. 
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“No,” Logan replied truthfully. “It’s just... a part of who I am 
right now.” 

The careful phrasing—acknowledging the temporariness of 
his current identity without revealing its artificial nature—felt 
like the closest he could come to honesty. Chase nodded 
thoughtfully, seeming to accept the answer at face value while 
recognizing the layers beneath it. 

 
The Thai restaurant Chase had chosen was small but 

charming, tucked away on a side street in the arts district. As they 
settled into their table, Logan found himself relaxing into the 
conversation. Chase was surprisingly easy to talk to, his 
thoughtfulness defying the jock stereotype Logan had initially 
assumed. 

“So mechanical engineering? With your talent on the field, 
I’m kinda surprised you’re not considering football as a career,” 
Logan said, genuinely curious. 

Chase shook his head, his expression turning serious. 
“Football’s great, but you need a backup plan. I’ve seen too many 
guys have everything taken away in a single moment.”  

His eyes looked off into the middle distance, recalling a 
memory. “For example, there was this receiver at Westlake last 
year—Logan Turner. Absolute legend.” 

Logan felt his chest tighten at the mention of his name. He 
gripped his water glass to steady himself, the condensation cool 
against his suddenly hot skin. 

“Man, you should have seen him play,” Chase continued, his 
face animated with genuine admiration. “Six-two, built like a 
machine, hands like glue. Had this one-handed catch against 
Central State that was just insane—horizontal to the ground, 
fully extended. NFL scouts were at every game his junior year.” 
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Logan swallowed hard, watching Chase talk about him with 
such reverence. The surreal experience of hearing about himself 
in the past tense—like he was already dead—made his throat 
constrict. 

“I actually modeled a lot of my playing style after him,” Chase 
admitted. “Used to watch his highlight reels for hours, trying to 
figure out how he created separation from defenders so easily. My 
coach would say, ‘Study Turner’s footwork—that’s how you get 
open.’“ 

“Oh?” Logan managed to ask, his voice barely above a 
whisper. 

Chase’s expression darkened. “But then—brutal hit during 
his junior year. Helmet directly to his lower spine. You could hear 
it from the stands.” Chase winced at the memory. “Three 
fractured vertebrae. Career ended instantly.” 

Logan felt a phantom pain shoot through his back, the 
memory of that hit still vivid in his body. He took a sip of water, 
trying to control his breathing. 

“He was NFL-bound for sure,” Chase continued, oblivious to 
Logan’s growing distress. “But he just... disappeared. Lost his 
scholarship, flunked out, and nobody really knows what 
happened to him after that. There were rumors he got addicted to 
pain meds, but who knows.” 

Logan’s vision blurred slightly as tears threatened to form. 
The clinical way Chase described his downfall—like discussing a 
character from a TV show—made his chest ache with a pain more 
intense than any physical injury. 

“Probably for the best, though,” Chase added, absently 
stirring his drink. “Can you imagine having your entire identity 
built around one thing, and then it’s just gone? Guy probably 
couldn’t handle who he was without football. I heard he 
completely fell apart—couldn’t even function without the 
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spotlight. That’s why I’m never putting all my eggs in one 
basket.” 

The casual assessment of Logan’s breakdown was too much. 
A hot tear spilled down his cheek before he could stop it, followed 
quickly by another. 

“Elle?” Chase’s voice shifted to immediate concern. “Hey, 
what’s wrong?” 

Logan stood abruptly, napkin clutched in his hand. 
“Bathroom,” he managed to choke out before rushing across the 
restaurant, barely making it into the women’s restroom before the 
tears came in earnest. 

He locked himself in a stall, pressing his back against the door 
as silent sobs wracked his body. Is that how the world saw him? A 
pathetic failure who couldn’t exist without football? A cautionary 
tale? The fact that Chase—the person who had been breaking 
through his defenses—could so dismissively sum up the most 
devastating period of his life made Logan’s entire body shake 
with grief and rage. 

After several minutes, Logan splashed cold water on his face, 
staring at his reflection—Elle’s reflection—in the bathroom 
mirror. The copper hair, the delicate features, the feminine frame. 
Nothing remained of the athlete Chase had just described with 
such admiration. Chase had talked about Logan as if he was dead, 
but was that technically wrong at this point? 

When he returned to the table, Chase stood immediately, his 
face etched with concern. “Elle, what happened? Did I say 
something wrong?” 

“I don’t feel well,” Logan said, his voice hollow. “I need to go 
back to campus. Now.” 

“Of course,” Chase said, immediately signaling for the check. 
“Can I get you anything? Water? Should we stop somewhere?” 
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“Just take me back, please,” Logan whispered, unable to look 
Chase in the eye. 

 
The drive back to campus passed in uncomfortable silence, 

Chase occasionally glancing over with worried looks that Logan 
pretended not to notice. Logan kept his face turned toward the 
window, blinking back tears that threatened to return each time 
he thought about Chase’s words. 

“I’m sorry the night ended like this,” Chase said as they 
pulled into the campus parking lot, his voice gentle with concern. 
“Can I walk you to your dorm?” 

“No,” Logan replied too quickly. “I just... I need to be alone. 
Thanks for dinner.” 

Before Chase could respond, Logan was out of the car, 
hurrying across the parking lot without looking back. The perfect 
Valentine’s evening lay in ruins behind him, shattered by the 
unwitting cruelty of Chase’s words. 

Back in his room, Logan collapsed onto his bed, grateful that 
Alexis was still out for the evening. The sobs he’d been 
suppressing burst forth, deep and wrenching. He cried for his old 
self—the Logan Turner who had been erased so completely that 
he was now just a cautionary tale. He cried for the strange new 
connection with Chase that had been poisoned by this impossible 
twist. 

Most of all, he cried for the sickening truth that their entire 
relationship was built on deception—Chase had genuinely 
admired the real Logan Turner, but now was drawn to the 
fabricated identity of Elle Turner. Every moment they spent 
together, every shared laugh, every look of affection in Chase’s 
eyes was founded on a lie Logan could never explain. The guilt of 
this deception twisted inside him like a knife. 
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When the tears finally subsided, Logan grabbed his journal 
with shaking hands, his handwriting flowing into the poetic code 
that had become his only true means of expression: 

 
Two stars orbit one gravity 
The fallen praised, the rising touched 
Mirror fragments catch different light 
As whispered legends brush against skin 
What phantom walks between these worlds? 
When admired past meets desired now 
One voice echoes through shattered glass 
A single heart in fractured frame 
 
His phone buzzed with a text from Chase: “u ok? just checking 

if u got back safe. im really sorry if i said something wrong. plz let 
me know if ur alright. worried about u 😥” 

Logan stared at the message through fresh tears. What could 
he possibly say? That Chase had unknowingly ripped open 
wounds that had never healed? That the boy Chase admired and 
the girl he was falling for were impossibly the same person? 

He set the phone aside without responding and curled into 
himself, his Valentine’s Day dress clothes still on, mascara 
streaked across his face. The sweet possibility that had been 
blooming between them just hours earlier now seemed like a 
cruel joke played by whatever twisted fate had brought them 
together. 

 
Logan woke the next morning to sunlight streaming through 

the blinds and Alexis moving quietly around their shared room. 
His eyes felt puffy and raw, his mouth dry from crying himself to 
sleep. 
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“Morning,” Alexis said tentatively. “I got back pretty late. 
Didn’t want to wake you.” 

Logan nodded, not trusting his voice yet. His phone screen 
showed six missed texts and two missed calls, all from Chase. 

“So...” Alexis hesitated, gingerly sitting on the edge of her bed. 
“I’m guessing the Valentine’s date didn’t go so well?” 

Logan sat up slowly, brushing tangled copper hair from his 
face. “It was fine until it wasn’t.” 

“What happened? Did he try something?” 
“No,” Logan said quickly. “Nothing like that. He was perfect, 

actually. I just—I’m not ready. I’m a complete mess, Lex.” 
It was an unsatisfying answer, Logan knew. But what else 

could he possibly say? 
Before she could respond, Alexis’s phone chimed. “Coach just 

sent the schedule for the competition in Tampa. We’re leaving the 
first day of Spring Break. Extra practices every day until then.” 

Logan grabbed at the change of subject like a lifeline. 
“Nationals?” 

“Yep. It’s the big one—colleges will be scouting.” Alexis 
studied him. “Are you going to call Chase back before we leave?” 

Logan stared at his phone, at the increasingly worried 
messages, the most recent arriving just twenty minutes ago: “elle 
plz just tell me ur ok. i keep going over everything i said trying to 
figure out what upset u. whatever it was im really sorry. can we 
talk about it?” 

“I need to focus on the competition,” Logan said, finding 
unexpected clarity. “Whatever’s happening with Chase... I can’t 
deal with it right now. Nationals are everything we’ve been 
working for.” 

“So you’re going to ghost him?” 
“No. I’ll text him back.” Logan composed a brief message: 

“sorry for worrying u. i thought i was ready but i’m not. need 
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space to figure things out. focusing on cheer comp in tampa next 
month. maybe we talk after“ 

He hit send, then silenced his phone and placed it in his 
pocket. 

“Come on,” Logan said, standing and heading to his closet. 
“We’ve got Nationals to crush!” 

He quickly changed into his practice gear, pulling his tangled 
hair into a tight ponytail and splashing cold water on his face to 
erase the last traces of yesterday’s makeup. 

As they headed to practice, Logan found relief in the concrete 
goal ahead. For the next few weeks, he could pour himself into 
routines and physical demands that left no room for existential 
crises. 

By the time they returned from Tampa, perhaps he’d have 
some clarity about whether he could build a future with someone 
whose innocent words had unwittingly shattered the fragile 
peace he’d been building. Until then, every backflip, every stunt, 
every synchronized movement with the squad would be a 
welcome distraction from the ghost of Logan Turner that now 
stood between them. 
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~13~ 

Freedom of Beach 

 
“Second place?!” 
Alexis’s voice cut through the backstage area, her disbelief 

echoing what everyone was thinking. The Westridge Academy 
Elite cheer squad had delivered what felt like a flawless 
performance at Nationals preliminaries, yet found themselves 
trailing Grandview High by half a point. 

“I can’t believe Bridget Miller’s team is ahead of us,” Madison 
muttered, tugging at her royal blue competition bow. “Her form is 
literally tragic.” 

“Half a point is nothing,” Coach Winters interjected, her 
expression calculating rather than defeated. “We can make 
adjustments before finals.” 

Logan nodded, surprised by the genuine disappointment 
flowing through him. The desire to win with this team had 
somehow become real despite his circumstances. He’d been so 
focused on just enduring each day that the depth of his 
investment in their success caught him off guard. 

During their performance, Logan had experienced something 
new. Unlike his first times as a flyer, where he’d found 
momentary peace in the athletic demands, today his movements 
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had transcended mere execution. There was an expressiveness, an 
artistry that hadn’t existed before—as if his body was 
interpreting the music rather than just responding to trained 
cues. The evolution had happened so gradually he hadn’t noticed 
until now, on the biggest stage of the season. 

“We’ve worked way too hard for second place. We need 
strategy time, ASAP,” Alexis said, gathering the seniors into a tight 
circle away from the rest of the squad. She glanced at her watch. 
“The hotel has that conference room off the lobby we can reserve. 
Let’s meet there after dinner to work out some adjustments.” 

“We should totally add that full twisting double inversion,” 
Tiffany nodded eagerly. “Grandview will never see it coming.” 

“First, we need food and showers,” Madison declared, already 
gathering her competition bag. “I can literally feel my makeup 
melting.” 

As they walked back to the team hotel, Logan’s phone lit up 
with a text notification: “saw ur performance! so proud of u no 
matter what happens tmrw. go warriors! 💙” 

The message was from Chase. Brief, supportive, not 
demanding a response. Logan stared at it for a moment before 
pocketing his phone without replying. The intense preparation 
for nationals had given him the perfect excuse to avoid thinking 
about Chase since Valentine’s Day. He wasn’t about to start now, 
with finals just hours away. 

 
The following day, the Westridge squad returned with 

renewed determination. The finals brought even greater 
pressure—college scouts lined the VIP section and the crowd had 
swelled to capacity. 

Logan adjusted the sleek, royal blue competition uniform 
that set competitive cheerleading apart from the sideline spirit 
outfits they wore at football games. Where their school uniforms 
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were designed for weather and mobility, these competition pieces 
were architectural wonders -- skin-tight and heavily embellished 
with silver rhinestones, precisely engineered to catch stage 
lighting from every angle. 

The long-sleeved top featured sheer mesh sleeves dotted with 
scattered rhinestones and a dramatic sweetheart neckline framed 
by a high collar effect. Silver rhinestone trim created bold 
V-shaped patterns across the chest, highlighting the large 
metallic “W” emblazoned in white and silver. The compression 
material felt like liquid pressure against his skin, the fabric so 
dense with metallic elements it caught every beam of light from 
the arena’s spotlights. 

The high-waisted royal blue skirt sat with a deliberate 
two-inch gap that exposed his midriff, the waistband and hem 
adorned with matching rhinestone embellishments. The entire 
ensemble was designed not just to be worn, but embodied -- 
standing with shoulders back, chin high, hands on hips in a pose 
that emphasized every aspect of his transformed physiology. 
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From the wings, they watched Grandview complete their 

upgraded routine. Bridget Miller executed a triple twist that 
elicited gasps from the audience, her smug glance making it clear 
the element had been added specifically to counter Logan’s earlier 
performance. 

“She’s throwing down a challenge,” Alexis whispered. “But 
we’ve got something better.” 

Their emergency plan—a double-around full-up pyramid 
transition—was risky but would significantly boost their 
difficulty score. When it was their turn, Logan felt a strange calm 
settle over him. The thousands of spectators, the pressure, the 
scouts—all faded as he centered himself. 
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The music began, and Logan surrendered to the routine. His 
tumbling pass felt effortless, his body flying through the air with 
precision. When his bases launched him into the basket toss 
sequence, he knew immediately it would be perfect. His body 
rotated through not just a double but a surprise triple twist that 
matched Grandview’s challenge. 

When they hit their ending pose, the audience rose in a 
standing ovation. Even the judges seemed impressed, one 
nodding appreciatively as she made notes on her scoresheet. 

 
The wait for final scores was excruciating. When the 

scoreboard updated, disappointment quickly transformed into 
proud acceptance. 

“Still second place,” Alexis said, her initial frustration giving 
way to pride. “But look—only a quarter point behind Grandview 
now.” 

“Second in the nation is extraordinary,” Coach Winters 
emphasized. “This team has achieved Westridge’s highest 
national ranking ever.” 

A judge approached them. “You nearly had them. Your 
execution was flawless, but Grandview had slightly higher 
difficulty values in their pyramid section. That was the closest 
finals I’ve judged in fifteen years.” 

As medals were distributed and photos taken, Logan noticed 
several college representatives approaching Coach Winters. One 
woman in a Golden Coast University polo shirt kept glancing in 
his direction. 

“That’s Melissa Hernandez,” Tiffany whispered, noticing his 
gaze. “Head cheer coach at Golden Coast. Everyone says she’s 
super demanding and has her team practicing six hours a day, but 
they’ve won nationals three times under her.” 

“She’s been watching you all weekend,” Madison added. 
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The revelation sent a complex wave of emotions through 
Logan. Golden Coast University had been one of the schools Dr. 
Gupta had selected for his applications—a notorious party school 
known for its championship-winning cheer program. Now, it 
appeared he might have a pathway there. 

Logan realized that in the back of his mind, he’d been clinging 
to the vague hope that once he got to college, he’d somehow find 
a way to reverse what GIRLI had done to him, away from Dr. 
Gupta’s watchful eye. But a high-profile cheerleading scholarship 
under a notoriously demanding coach would mean four more 
years of intense scrutiny. Four more years as Elle. The possibility 
of ever returning to his former self seemed to recede further with 
each passing day. 

 
As they left the convention center, national runner-up trophy 

held high, Alexis’s phone chimed with a message. “My parents 
just texted—they’re outside with the SUV. They say the beach 
house in Naples is all ready for us. Spring break starts now!” 

“Your house is in Naples?” Logan asked, a memory surfacing. 
“Chase once mentioned that his family has their vacation place 
there.” 

“Oh right, the Montgomerys have a condo on the north side,” 
Alexis replied casually. “I don’t know if they’ll be there this week 
though. We’ve never seen them, if that makes you feel any better.” 

“Elle, hurry up!” Madison called from the SUV where Alexis’s 
parents waited. “The beach awaits!” 

 
The Bennett family’s oceanfront house in Naples was 

spacious and welcoming. Alexis’s parents greeted them warmly as 
they arrived, offering a seafood dinner to celebrate their nationals 
performance. 
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“Elle, you’re totally rooming with me,” Alexis said, grabbing 
Logan’s arm and leading him upstairs. “Makes sense for roomies 
to stick together.” 

The bedroom had a king-sized bed and a balcony overlooking 
the ocean. “The sunrise from this balcony is straight-up 
Instagram gold,” Alexis said, tossing her bag onto one side of the 
bed. 

Logan nodded with relief. Sharing with Alexis was the safest 
option—she’d unconsciously respected his privacy needs at 
school. And he knew she slept deeply enough that sharing a bed 
shouldn’t cause any issues. 

“Poolside in fifteen minutes,” Madison announced from the 
doorway. “I already got my bikini on.” 

“I, um... didn’t bring a swimsuit?” Logan stammered, anxiety 
spiking. The biomimetic membrane Dr. Gupta had applied 
created a seamless female appearance, but he’d never tested it in 
something so revealing. The thought of displaying his 
transformed body so openly terrified him. 

“Come to my room,” Madison insisted, pulling him down the 
hall. Digging through her suitcase, she pulled out several options, 
examining each critically before looking back at Logan. Her eyes 
narrowed thoughtfully, then she reached up and touched the 
straps of her own bikini top. 

“You know what,” she said suddenly, “this one will look best 
on you. The aqua will totally bring out your eyes.” 

Before Logan could respond, Madison had unhooked her blue 
bikini top in one seamless motion. She handed the top to Logan 
with casual nonchalance, now standing topless in front of him. 

“Omg don’t look so shocked. We literally change in front of 
each other all the time,” she laughed at his averted eyes. 

What disturbed Logan wasn’t Madison’s nudity, but his 
complete lack of response to it. Before his transformation, seeing 
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a beautiful topless girl would have triggered an immediate 
reaction. Now, he felt nothing beyond social discomfort. 

“Here,” Madison said, handing him the aqua bikini top and a 
coral bottom from her suitcase. “Try these on. The colors will look 
amazing together with your hair.” 

“Thanks,” he managed, picking up the bikini with what he 
hoped appeared to be casual acceptance rather than mounting 
horror. 

“Better get used to the beach life,” Madison called over her 
shoulder as she grabbed a red top from her suitcase. “Golden 
Coast is basically this—sun, sand, and bikinis all year round. 
You’ll be living the dream!” 

 
Back in Alexis’s room, Logan faced the mirror reluctantly. His 

transformation was undeniably thorough—the slender arms, 
subtle curves, and the biomimetic membrane creating a 
flawlessly feminine appearance with no trace of his former self. 
He was still reassured that he had his male parts underneath 
there somewhere, even if it had been months since he’d felt any 
sensation from them. 

Putting on the bikini felt like crossing a final threshold. With 
trembling hands, Logan stepped into the bikini bottoms, pulling 
them up over the delicate curve of his hips. He clumsily tied the 
strings of the aqua top, its triangular cups nestling against the 
sensitive skin of his enhanced chest. 

The reflection staring back was unquestionably 
female—petite, athletic, with copper hair falling over bare 
shoulders. Nothing suggested he had ever been anyone other 
than the girl in the mirror. 

The realization triggered conflicting emotions—horror at 
how complete his transformation was, relief that the disguise was 
convincing, and a disturbing pride in his appearance. That last 
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feeling troubled him most—the unwelcome appreciation of his 
own femininity. 

“Elle? You ready?” Alexis called. 
“Coming!” He wrapped a sheer white cover-up around his 

hips—a token gesture of modesty that did little to actually 
conceal anything—and stepped out. 

 
Downstairs, Madison and Tiffany were already lounging 

poolside in their bikinis, colorful drinks in hand. 
“There she is!” Madison called as Logan stepped onto the 

deck, fighting the urge to wrap his arms around himself. The 
sunshine felt almost invasive on his exposed skin. 

“Virgin daiquiri? Mr. and Mrs. Bennett don’t mind if we have 
a drink or two, but let’s start slow,” Tiffany offered, handing him a 
pink frozen drink. 

Logan accepted the drink gratefully, the cold glass providing 
something to focus on besides his own discomfort. “Thanks.” 

“To second place!” Alexis declared, raising her own glass. 
“And to beach week!” 

The four cheerleaders settled into poolside loungers, the 
afternoon stretching before them with nothing but sunshine and 
relaxation on the agenda. 

“Elle, you need to lose the cover-up if you want any tan,” 
Madison instructed, tugging the sheer fabric from Logan’s hips 
before he could protest. He forced his hands to remain at his 
sides—any normal teenage girl wouldn’t be this self-conscious. 

 
The afternoon passed in a blur of sunshine and conversation. 

Logan remained hyperaware of his exposed body at first, but as 
the hours passed and his skin warmed under the Florida sun, he 
found himself gradually relaxing. The constant affirmations from 
his teammates—about how great he looked, how the color 
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complemented his eyes, how toned his abs were from cheer 
training—began to penetrate his defenses. There was something 
almost hypnotic about the combination of sunshine, the 
rhythmic sound of waves, and the casual acceptance as one of the 
girls. 

 
“You seriously didn’t bring a swimsuit to school?” Tiffany 

commented as they eventually moved to the pool. 
Logan slipped into the water, grateful for how it obscured his 

figure. “I guess I never thought I’d need one at Westridge.” 
“Oregon girl,” Madison teased, splashing water in his 

direction. 
Just being away from school, from the constant pressure of 

maintaining appearances, allowed Logan to relax in a way he 
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hadn’t for months. The beach environment had somehow created 
a bubble where his usual hyper-vigilance seemed less necessary. 
Perhaps it was the rhythm of the waves, or simply the 
psychological distance from Dr. Gupta and the GIRLI facility, but 
he felt his perpetual tension beginning to ease. 

 
As the sun began to set, they all headed inside to prepare 

dinner. Alexis’s parents had laid out an impressive array of 
seafood and vegetables for the promised boil, and soon the 
kitchen was filled with laughter and conversation as they all 
pitched in. 

“You seem different here. Way more chill. It’s a good look on 
you,” Madison observed quietly as she reached for a tomato to 
slice. 

Logan paused mid-chop, knife hovering over an onion. “What 
do you mean?” 

“At school you’re always... I don’t know, a little guarded? Like 
you’re keeping everyone at arm’s length.” Madison’s gaze was 
thoughtful rather than accusatory. “But today, it feels like we’re 
finally seeing the real Elle.” 

The observation hit Logan with unexpected force. Was he 
becoming more authentic as Elle even as the real Logan faded 
further into the background? Or was Elle herself becoming more 
real with each passing day? 

“I guess I’m not used to having close friends,” he replied 
carefully, resuming his chopping. “My old school was... different.” 

Madison bumped her hip against his playfully. “Well, get 
used to it. You’re stuck with us now.” 

 
Dinner was a casual affair on the back deck, with newspaper 

spread across the large table and seafood piled high in the center. 
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As they ate, Alexis’s parents asked about nationals and their plans 
for the upcoming week. 

“There’s this bonfire tomorrow night. Those guys from today 
invited us. We should def go,” Madison mentioned, peeling a 
shrimp. 

“Which guys?” Alexis’s father asked, his tone casual but 
interest clearly piqued. 

“They’re staying a few houses down,” Tiffany explained. 
“College freshmen from Florida State. Totally harmless.” 

Mrs. Bennett exchanged a look with her husband. “Just be 
careful and stay together. And no drinking anything unless you’ve 
watched it being opened.” 

“We know, Mom,” Alexis rolled her eyes, but her tone was 
affectionate. 

After dinner, they migrated to the living room, sprawling 
across the sectionals as Alexis scrolled through streaming options 
on the massive television. 

“We should watch the competition footage that just posted. 
Golden Coast University already reposted our routine with a fire 
emoji,” Tiffany suggested, pulling up her phone. 

“Speaking of Golden Coast,” Madison said, turning to Logan, 
“did you see Coach Hernandez watching you? She was practically 
drooling.” 

“I noticed her watching. You think she’s for real interested?” 
Logan asked. 

“Are you kidding?” Alexis exclaimed. “Elle, she spent the 
entire awards ceremony talking to Coach Winters about you. 
You’re definitely on her recruitment radar.” 

The thought should have been exciting—Golden Coast 
represented exactly the collegiate pathway Dr. Gupta had 
promised. Yet Logan felt oddly conflicted. If he accepted a 
cheerleading scholarship at a program as high-profile as Golden 
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Coast, he’d be under constant scrutiny by a notoriously 
demanding coach.  

What he’d been through so far was just the beginning. 
Another four years—his entire college experience—would be 
spent as Elle, likely with regular visits to Dr. Gupta for 
“maintenance treatments.” By the time he finished, would there 
be anything left of Logan Turner to reclaim? 

“College talk can wait. Right now, we need to figure out this 
beach week,” Tiffany declared, stretching languidly across the 
sectional. 

As they discussed the week ahead, Logan’s phone buzzed 
with an incoming text. He glanced down to see Chase’s name on 
the screen: “congrats on the silver medal! u all were amazing. 
enjoy the beach!” 

Logan quickly silenced his phone, but not before Madison 
caught sight of the message. 

“Ooooh, Chase checking in,” she teased. “When are you going 
to put that boy out of his misery?” 

“It’s not like that,” Logan protested weakly. 
“It’s exactly like that,” Tiffany countered. “He’s been orbiting 

you like a lovesick satellite since state championships. The whole 
school is waiting for you two to make it official.” 

“We so don’t need boy drama this week. This is strictly girls’ 
week,” Alexis declared, mercifully changing the subject. 
“Speaking of which, we should do face masks before bed. I 
brought the expensive ones from Sephora.” 

 
Later that night, after face masks and an impromptu dance 

party in the living room, Logan found himself alone on the 
balcony of their shared bedroom. Alexis had fallen asleep almost 
immediately, leaving him a rare moment of solitude. The sound of 
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waves breaking on the shore below provided a soothing backdrop 
as he gazed out at the moonlit ocean. 

His thoughts drifted to Chase, and the conflicting emotions 
that had been swirling since that unexpected kiss at the state 
championship. After weeks of avoiding the situation, he found 
himself taking out his phone and typing a response to Chase’s 
earlier message: “thanks! second place feels good. beach is 
amazing. hope ur break is good too“ 

He hit send before he could overthink it, then silently 
questioned what had prompted him to reach out after weeks of 
maintaining distance. Maybe it was just the peace of the moment, 
the temporary reprieve from constant vigilance, or perhaps 
something deeper shifting within him. 

 
The second day at the beach passed similar to the first. The 

girls lounged by the pool, floated in the cool Gulf water, and even 
happily lost a beach volleyball game against the college boys 
down the beach. 

That evening, Logan wore a simple white sundress over his 
bikini for the bonfire, his copper hair loose around his shoulders. 
The flames illuminated the beach with a warm, dancing glow as 
the sun set over the Gulf of Mexico. 

Logan sat on a blanket near the fire, watching as Madison and 
Tiffany flirted with the volleyball guys. Their laughter mingled 
with the sound of waves and the soft music playing from a 
portable speaker. 

Alexis dropped down beside him, offering a White Claw. 
“Don’t worry, I watched him open it,” she said with a wink. 

Logan accepted the drink cautiously, taking a small sip. The 
subtly flavored hard seltzer hardly masked the alcohol, but after 
their day in the sun, it was refreshing. 

“Having fun?” Alexis asked, nudging his shoulder gently. 
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“Yeah, actually,” Logan admitted, surprising himself with the 
sincerity in his voice. “It’s been... nice.” 

“That’s good. You seemed stressed when we first got here,” 
Alexis observed. 

Before Logan could respond, a commotion at the edge of their 
bonfire gathering caught his attention. Madison was waving 
excitedly to someone approaching from further down the beach, 
her voice carrying over the music. 

“No way! Chase? What are you doing here?” 
Logan’s stomach dropped as he turned to see Chase 

Montgomery approaching with two girls who resembled 
him—clearly his sisters. 

“I’m here with my family,” Chase explained. “I was just out 
taking a walk with my sisters.” 

His eyes scanned the gathering until they found Logan, who 
remained frozen in place, the drink clutched tightly in his hand. 
Something in Chase’s expression shifted—surprise giving way to 
genuine pleasure. 

“Hey,” he said simply, approaching Logan’s blanket. 
“Hey,” Logan replied, intensely aware of Alexis watching their 

interaction with poorly concealed interest. 
“We’re clearly going to need more White Claw,” Alexis 

announced, standing with a mischievous smile. 
As she walked away, Chase gestured to the empty space 

beside Logan. “Mind if I sit?” 
Logan nodded. He’d only had the one drink, but the alcohol 

coursing through his much-smaller system made everything feel 
slightly surreal—the crackling bonfire, the twilight sky, and 
especially Chase’s unexpected appearance on the beach. 

Chase settled beside him, close but maintaining a respectful 
distance. “We’ve been here for a few days, but I was trying to 
respect your request for space. Kate and Emma spotted the 
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bonfire and wanted to check it out. I had no idea you were here 
until we got closer.” 

Logan felt a rush of relief. This wasn’t Chase pursuing 
him—just genuine coincidence that they’d ended up on the same 
stretch of beach at the same time. 

“Thanks for that. For the space, I mean,” Logan said sincerely. 
“You look different,” Chase observed. “More relaxed, less 

guarded. It suits you.” 
The simple comment echoed what Madison had observed 

days earlier, yet coming from Chase, it carried different weight. 
Logan was suddenly acutely aware of how he must appear to 
Chase—in the white sundress with his hair loose around his 
shoulders, copper strands catching the firelight, his skin 
sun-kissed from days on the beach. 

“Vacation effect,” Logan said lightly, taking another sip of his 
drink. “And White Claw.” 

They fell into easy conversation as the party continued 
around them. Alexis delivered a second drink which made Logan 
even less guarded, and he found himself sharing genuine 
thoughts about nationals and the approaching end of high school. 

“Golden Coast seems super interested in recruiting me,” 
Logan admitted when Chase asked about college. 

“They’d be lucky to have you,” Chase said sincerely. “Though 
it’s strange thinking about everyone splitting up after graduation. 
I feel like I barely started getting to know you, and soon we’ll all 
be scattered.” 

“Can I ask you something?” Chase said suddenly, his voice 
dropping slightly. “That night at Valentine’s, when we were 
having dinner... something I said upset you. I’ve been worried 
about it ever since.” 

The question pierced through Logan’s vacation calm. That 
night—when Chase had unknowingly described “Logan Turner” 
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as a cautionary tale, not realizing he was sitting across from that 
very person—had been one of the most painful moments of his 
bizarre journey. 

“Sorry I freaked. It was just... a personal thing. You couldn’t 
have known,” Logan said carefully. 

Chase nodded, accepting the explanation. “I’m glad you 
texted back last night. I was beginning to think you’d never speak 
to me again.” 

“I only answered one text,” Logan pointed out with a small 
smile. 

“Hey, it’s progress,” Chase grinned. “I’ll take what I can get.” 
They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, the bonfire 

crackling before them and the night sky stretching above. From 
further down the beach, Logan could hear Chase’s sisters 
laughing with Madison and the volleyball guys, their voices 
carrying on the gentle breeze. 

“Elle, I know whatever this is between us isn’t simple. But I 
don’t think the important things ever are. I’m willing to figure it 
out, whatever time or space you need.” 

His sincerity touched something in Logan—no pressure, just 
honest acknowledgment of the complexity. 

“Why me? Out of everyone at Westridge, why pursue... this? 
You don’t really know me,” Logan whispered, the truth finally 
escaping in the most basic form he could express it. 

“I know enough,” Chase replied, gazing into the flames. “I 
know you’re smarter than you let people see. I know you’re braver 
than you think. And when you forget to be guarded, you’re the 
most real person I’ve ever met.” 

The description reached deep inside Logan. Not because 
Chase had somehow seen through the Elle disguise to Logan 
beneath, but because he had perceived something authentic in 
the person Logan had become. After months of feeling like an 
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imposter inside an artificial body, being seen as authentic by 
someone touched him in a way he wasn’t really expecting. 

The bonfire cast golden light across Chase’s features as he 
spoke. He was waiting for a response, leaving the decision entirely 
in Logan’s hands. 

In that moment, suspended between heartbeats, Logan faced 
the threshold he’d been approaching since the state 
championship—pull away and protect what remained of his 
former self, or step across this boundary into genuine connection 
despite impossible circumstances. 

With the clarity that sometimes comes from mixing alcohol 
and starlight, Logan realized he was tired of fighting. Tired of 
constantly monitoring the boundaries between acting and being. 
Tired of maintaining walls between himself and authentic 
experience. 

For the first time since this journey began, Logan made a 
conscious choice rather than simply responding to GIRLI’s 
manipulations. He leaned forward and pressed his lips against 
Chase’s. 

Unlike their first kiss—a shocking ambush that had shattered 
Logan’s sense of self—this was deliberate, a choice made with full 
awareness. His hands moved to Chase’s shoulders as the kiss 
deepened, feeling the solid warmth beneath his palms. 

The physical sensations were intense—the gentle pressure of 
Chase’s lips, the taste of salt air, the warmth flooding his 
transformed body. But more overwhelming was the emotional 
release of finally surrendering to something he’d been fighting for 
weeks. 

When they finally separated, Chase’s expression held a 
mixture of surprise and wonder. “You kissed me,” he said softly, 
as if confirming the reality of what had just happened. 
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“I did,” Logan replied, his voice steady despite the pounding 
of his heart. 

“What changed?” 
“I think I finally stopped being afraid of what I was feeling.” 
Chase smiled, reaching up to brush a strand of copper hair 

from Logan’s face. “I’ve been waiting for that since the 
championship game.” 

Logan slowly leaned into Chase’s side, resting his head 
against Chase’s shoulder. They stayed like that for a long while, 
watching the flames dance in comfortable silence. 

As the fire crackled and sparks drifted skyward, Logan closed 
his eyes briefly. For the first time in months, he wasn’t 
overthinking every movement or analyzing every reaction. The 
constant vigilance that had become second nature since his 
transformation slipped away, replaced by the simple warmth of 
human connection. 
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They rejoined the main group eventually, their linked hands 

drawing knowing smiles from Alexis and Madison. The night 
continued with easy conversation and laughter around the 
bonfire, but Logan remained acutely aware of the threshold he 
had crossed. By initiating that kiss, he had made a decision that 
would ripple through everything—not just about Chase, but 
about his own fractured identity. 

 
Later, as the bonfire died down, Chase pulled him aside. “I 

should get my sisters home. But thank you for taking a chance. I 
know it wasn’t easy.” 

The understanding in his voice made Logan wonder just how 
much Chase had intuited about his internal struggles. Not the 
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impossible truth, certainly, but perhaps more than Logan had 
given him credit for. 

“See you tomorrow?” Chase asked as he stepped back. 
“Yeah,” Logan replied, finding that he genuinely wanted to 

see Chase again, to explore this new territory they had entered 
together. 

Alone on the balcony later that night, Logan stared out at the 
moonlit ocean, replaying the kiss in his mind. What truly shook 
him wasn’t that he had enjoyed kissing Chase—that much had 
been clear since the state championship. It was the growing 
acceptance that he was neither fully Logan Turner pretending to 
be Elle, nor simply Elle as she had been designed in the lab, but 
someone new emerging from the collision of them. 

As Logan turned to go inside, he caught a glimpse of his 
reflection in the glass door—copper hair illuminated by 
moonlight, feminine silhouette against the night sky. It no longer 
produced shock or disconnect. The person in the reflection was 
becoming familiar, not as an impostor, but as another version of 
himself. 

The kiss hadn’t just crossed a boundary with Chase—it had 
crossed a threshold in his understanding of who he was 
becoming. And while that brought its own complex emotions, the 
relief of no longer fighting against himself offered a strange kind 
of peace Logan hadn’t expected to find. 
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~14~ 

Future Tense 

 
The sunlight filtering through the dorm window cast 

honey-colored patterns across the floor, illuminating dust motes 
that danced through the air like tiny constellations. The dozen 
lilac roses Chase had surprised Logan with yesterday—their 
one-month anniversary since that first night on the beach in 
Naples—filled the small space with a sweet fragrance that 
somehow made the room feel both more intimate and more 
confining. Each petal caught the light differently, creating a 
gradient of purple and pink that reminded Logan of the sunset 
over Naples beach where everything had changed between them. 

“Here, these earrings totally match the necklace he gave you,” 
Alexis said, handing Logan a pair of delicate gold hoops. “Date 
night outfit number... what are we on now, twelve?” 

Logan accepted the earrings with a small smile. “Yeah, 
something like that.” 

The past month had been a whirlwind of coffee dates, study 
sessions that invariably became make-out sessions, and 
increasingly public displays of affection around campus. What 
began as tentative hand-holding in the hallways had steadily 
progressed to lingering kisses between classes, Chase’s hands 
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growing bolder each time they were alone, exploring the curves of 
Logan’s transformed body with increasing confidence. Logan had 
found himself responding with genuine enthusiasm rather than 
the detached performance he’d initially expected. 

“I still can’t believe how crazy fast things changed after 
Spring Break,” Madison commented, sprawled across Alexis’s bed 
as Logan fastened the earrings. “One minute you’re literally 
running away from his kiss at championships, the next you’re 
making out on the beach and now you’re, like, the definition of 
couple goals.” 

Logan felt his cheeks warm at the memories of those nights in 
Naples after their initial kiss. The beach walks that lasted until 
sunrise. The dinner where Chase had introduced him to his 
family. The careful but steadily increasing physical exploration 
that had occurred in the relative privacy of nighttime beaches and 
secluded coves. 

“So what’s the big occasion tonight?” Madison asked, 
reaching for a chip from the bag on Alexis’s nightstand. “Chase 
has been super secretive all week.” 

“It’s just dinner at Riverview,” Logan replied, adjusting the 
cream-colored sweater that complemented his complexion. “But 
I, um, need to tell him something important.” 

“Oh my god, you decided on a college,” Alexis guessed 
immediately. “Golden Coast?” 

Logan nodded, avoiding her eyes in the mirror. “I made the 
final call today.” 

“Ooh, party school!” Madison exclaimed. “Beach campus, 
super famous cheer program, and constant sunshine. Best 
choice.” 

“California?” Alexis’s eyes widened. “That’s literally across 
the entire country. What about Chase? You know he’s, like, 
planning to go to Michigan Tech.” 
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“That’s why I’m telling him tonight,” Logan said, the guilt 
he’d been suppressing all day rising to the surface. “Before he 
hears it from someone else.” 

Alexis studied him with unusual seriousness. “He’s gonna be 
totally devastated, Elle. Everyone can see how much he cares 
about you.” 

Logan felt the familiar twist of guilt in his stomach. Chase’s 
feelings for Elle were genuine, but the person he was falling for 
was built on a foundation of deception. 

“I care about him too,” Logan said quietly, surprising himself 
with the sincerity behind the words. 

“Then why choose a school, like, three thousand miles 
away?” Alexis asked, confusion evident in her voice. 

Logan turned to look out the window, watching students 
cross the quad in the spring sunshine. How could he explain that 
distance wasn’t just a complication but his only hope for eventual 
freedom? That every moment with Chase pulled him deeper into 
a life he had never chosen? 

“Sometimes you just have to make hard choices for your 
future. Even when they, um, hurt.” Logan checked his phone as a 
text notification appeared. “He’s here.” 

“Good luck,” Madison called as Logan gathered his small 
purse. “Text us literally everything later!” 

“And don’t you dare ghost us if you end up at his place after,” 
Alexis added with a knowing smile. 

Logan rolled his eyes, summoning Elle’s practiced attitude. 
“It’s literally Wednesday night? Some of us actually show up for 
classes on Thursday mornings.” 

The light moment masked the heaviness in his chest as he 
headed downstairs to meet Chase. Tonight would change 
everything—he just wasn’t sure exactly how. 
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Earlier that day, Logan had spread the three acceptance 
letters across his bed, grateful that Alexis had left for her 
afternoon study group. The empty dorm room offered a rare 
moment of privacy where he could focus on the one thing that felt 
like tangible hope—finding a way out. 

Prairie State University welcomed him to their “nationally 
recognized athletic program,” offering a partial scholarship for 
their championship cheer team. The large agricultural school was 
only a three-hour drive from Westridge—still well within Dr. 
Gupta’s immediate sphere of influence. 

Riverdale College offered a more substantial scholarship, 
their nationally ranked cheerleading team consistently 
outshining their mediocre Division II football program. Located 
one state away, Logan knew it would provide no escape at all. 

Golden Coast University’s letter featured palm trees and 
ocean waves, offering a full athletic scholarship to join their elite 
cheer program with “pipeline opportunities to professional 
entertainment venues.” The sprawling California campus was 
three thousand miles across the country—far beyond the 
immediate reach of Dr. Gupta. 

Logan’s finger traced the distance on the map app on his 
phone. Southern California to Westridge: 2,968 miles. Six hours 
by plane. A continent of separation. Too far for surprise visits, too 
distant for the constant surveillance that had defined his 
existence since the transformation began. 

Just need to get away, he thought to himself, clicking through 
student housing options that would maximize his privacy. A 
normal dorm assignment would be better than his current 
situation—at least he wouldn’t have Dr. Gupta dropping in for 
unexpected “evaluations” and “adjustments.” 
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His phone rang, displaying a California area code. Logan 
answered, slipping effortlessly into Elle’s higher register. “Hello, 
this is Elle.” 

“Elle Turner? This is Coach Melissa Hernandez from Golden 
Coast University.” 

Logan sat straighter. “Yes, Coach Hernandez. Thank you for 
calling.” 

“I wanted to follow up personally about your acceptance. 
Have you made a decision regarding our offer? We’re very 
interested in having you join our program.” 

The moment of truth. “Actually, I was just looking at your 
letter. I’m, um, strongly leaning toward accepting.” 

“That’s excellent news.” The satisfaction in her voice was 
unmistakable. “You’d be a valuable addition to our squad. Your 
performance at Nationals was impressive, and frankly, your look 
makes you prime GCU material.” 

Logan stiffened slightly at the mention of his “look“—the 
artificial creation of GIRLI’s laboratories—but forced enthusiasm 
into his voice. “I’m, like, really excited about the opportunity.” 

“We have several incoming freshmen joining us this fall, but 
your technical skills are significantly ahead of most. With your 
abilities and physique, you’ve got a head start on being 
competition-ready. Our intense training schedule will do the 
rest.” 

As Coach Hernandez described the training requirements and 
scholarship details, Logan found himself imagining a life three 
thousand miles from Dr. Gupta’s clinical gaze. Distance wouldn’t 
solve everything, but it would provide breathing room—space to 
figure out his next steps without constant monitoring. 

“So, Elle,” Coach Hernandez said, her tone turning 
businesslike, “can I tell the admissions office you’re accepting our 
offer?” 
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Logan took a deep breath. “Yes. I’d like to accept the 
scholarship to Golden Coast.” 

“Excellent. We’ll send the official paperwork today. I expect 
complete dedication from my cheerleaders, Elle. Golden Coast 
maintains certain standards, but I believe you’ll fit right in.” 

After ending the call, Logan submitted his official acceptance 
online, a strange mixture of hope and apprehension washing over 
him. Three thousand miles. A fresh start. Less scrutiny. Less 
control. 

For the first time in months, freedom seemed within reach. 
 
Half an hour later, Logan received a confirmation email with a 

digital welcome packet. Among the orientation materials and 
housing forms was a photo of the Golden Coast University Waves 
cheer squad in their uniforms. 

Logan stared at the image, trying to picture himself among 
those perfectly coordinated athletes, performing under the 
California sun. He noticed how polished they all looked - uniform 
in presentation in a way that went beyond just matching outfits 
and synchronized smiles. 

There was something almost manufactured about their 
collective appearance, as though they’d been selected or shaped 
to fit a specific aesthetic vision. The prospect of joining them was 
both thrilling and terrifying—another step into the identity GIRLI 
had constructed, yet potentially his only path toward eventual 
freedom. 
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He closed his laptop, already formulating how he would 

explain his decision to Chase. 
 
Hours later, Logan was still formulating his explanation as he 

approached the student parking lot. Chase was waiting beside his 
car, tall and athletic in dark jeans and a simple blue button-up. 
His face lit up when he spotted Logan, that specific smile that 
seemed reserved only for him. 

As Chase pulled open the passenger door, a sudden impulse 
overtook Logan. Before he could second-guess himself, he stood 
on his tiptoes, one hand steadying himself against Chase’s chest, 
and pressed his lips against Chase’s in a brief, soft kiss. 

295 



Highway to Elle​ ​ ​ ​ ​          Paige Turner 
 

Chase’s momentary surprise quickly melted into a smile as 
Logan settled back onto his heels, a blush spreading across his 
cheeks. 

“Well hello to you too,” Chase said, his voice warm as Logan 
slipped into the passenger seat. “You look amazing.” 

“Thanks,” Logan replied, feeling his face flush. “You too.” 
The leather seat was cool against Logan’s legs as he settled 

into Chase’s car. Through the windshield, the setting sun painted 
the sky in dramatic strokes of amber and violet, silhouetting the 
campus buildings against the darkening horizon. The car’s 
interior smelled faintly of Chase’s cologne mingled with the worn 
leather of the seats—a combination that had become strangely 
familiar and comforting over the past month. As they pulled away 
from campus, the tires hummed rhythmically against the 
pavement, creating a soothing backdrop to their conversation. 

The drive to Riverview was filled with easy conversation 
about their day—Chase’s football conditioning, Logan’s 
chemistry exam, the latest drama from student council that Alexis 
couldn’t stop talking about. The rhythm of their interactions had 
developed a natural cadence over the past month, moments of 
comfortable silence interspersed with genuine laughter and 
shared observations. 

 
Riverview lived up to its name, the floor-to-ceiling windows 

offering a panoramic view of the winding river below. The lights 
from town reflecting on the water’s surface created twin 
constellations—one above in the night sky, one below in the 
rippling current. 

Candles flickered on each table, casting warm, dancing 
shadows across the white tablecloths and illuminating Chase’s 
face with a golden glow that softened his athletic features. The 
gentle murmur of conversation around them projected a cocoon 
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of privacy, punctuated occasionally by the delicate clink of 
silverware against fine china and the subtle pop of wine bottles 
being uncorked at nearby tables. 

Once they’d ordered, Chase reached across the table to take 
Logan’s hand, his thumb tracing small circles on Logan’s palm. 
“So, one month since Naples. Feels like longer somehow.” 

“In a good way?” Logan asked, the question more vulnerable 
than he’d intended. 

“In the best way,” Chase replied without hesitation. “Like I’ve 
known you forever.” 

The simple sincerity in his voice made Logan’s chest tighten 
with guilt. Every moment they spent together deepened a 
connection that Logan knew couldn’t last—not if he wanted to 
escape Dr. Gupta’s control. 

 
After their appetizers arrived, Logan gathered his courage. “I 

need to tell you something.” 
Chase’s expression grew serious. “That sounds ominous.” 
“I made my college decision today,” Logan said, watching 

Chase’s face carefully. “I’m going to Golden Coast University. In 
California.” 

Chase’s reaction was subtle—a slight tightening around his 
eyes, a barely perceptible stiffening of his shoulders—but Logan 
caught it immediately. 

“California,” Chase repeated, processing the information. 
“That’s... wow.” 

“They offered a full scholarship for their cheer program,” 
Logan explained, the rehearsed words coming easily. “It’s a really 
great opportunity.” 

“Of course,” Chase nodded, visibly working to be supportive. 
“That’s amazing, Elle. You deserve it.” 
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“I know it’s, like, super far from Michigan Tech,” Logan 
acknowledged, the weight of the deception heavy in his chest. 

“Just a few-thousand-mile commute,” Chase said with a 
forced laugh. He paused, then asked the question Logan had been 
dreading: “Why Golden Coast? I thought you were considering 
schools closer to here.” 

Logan fell back on his cover story. “I know it’s far, but it’s 
actually, um, much closer to Oregon—to home. Being on the West 
Coast again just feels right after everything that’s happened.” 

The lie tasted bitter on his tongue. There was no home in 
Oregon, no past life there to return to. The fabricated backstory 
GIRLI had created was nothing but empty data on fake 
transcripts, yet he was using it to justify a decision that would 
break Chase’s heart. 

“I get that,” Chase said after a moment, his expression 
softening. “Homesickness is real. I can’t imagine being shipped 
across the country for senior year like you were.” 

Logan nodded, relieved that Chase accepted the explanation 
but ashamed of manipulating his genuine concern. 

“So,” Chase said, squeezing Logan’s hand gently, “what does 
this mean for us?” 

The question hung between them, laden with implication. 
Logan had been asking himself the same thing all day, and still 
had no answer that felt right. 

“I don’t know,” Logan admitted. “It’s a lot of distance.” 
Chase was silent for a moment, processing the news. “If that’s 

what you need to do, I understand,” he said finally. “I just wish... I 
mean, we just found each other, you know?” 

The genuine disappointment in Chase’s voice triggered an 
unexpected pang in Logan’s chest. Despite everything—the 
deception at the foundation of their relationship, the artificial 
nature of Elle’s existence—what had developed between them 
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contained elements of genuine connection that couldn’t be 
dismissed as mere programming. 

“Maybe I could visit Michigan over Christmas,” Logan 
offered, though he knew the promise was likely empty. “Or you 
could come to California for spring break?” 

Chase nodded, his expression brightening slightly. “Yeah, 
that could work. And four years goes by fast, right? After college, 
who knows where we’ll end up.” 

The innocence of his optimism—the assumption that their 
relationship had a future beyond the artificial constraints of 
GIRLI’s experiment—made Logan’s throat tighten with emotion. 

He took a sip of water, using the moment to compose himself. 
Chase was planning for a future with someone who didn’t truly 
exist, making sacrifices for a relationship built on an impossible 
foundation. 

“Right,” Logan agreed, tracing a pattern in the condensation 
on his water glass, unable to voice the truth. “Who knows.” 

“People do long-distance all the time,” Chase suggested, his 
voice gaining enthusiasm. “Video calls, visits during breaks. 
Michigan to California isn’t impossible.” 

The optimism in his voice made Logan’s heart ache. Chase 
was already problem-solving, already committed to making their 
relationship work despite the obstacles. Meanwhile, Logan was 
planning an escape that would make any continued connection 
impossible. 

“I guess we could try,” Logan heard himself say, the words 
emerging from some place of genuine attachment that had 
formed despite everything. 

Chase smiled, relief evident in his eyes. “That’s all I’m asking 
for. A chance to try.” He took a deep breath. “Actually, I was going 
to wait until dessert for this, but now seems like the right time.” 

Logan tensed slightly, uncertain what was coming. 
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“Prom is in three weeks,” Chase said, suddenly looking 
younger, more vulnerable. “I was hoping you’d go with me.” 

Despite anticipating the question, Logan felt a flutter of 
genuine excitement. “Yeah, of course I will.” 

Chase’s smile was instant and brilliant. “Yeah? I wasn’t sure 
after the whole Valentine’s Day disaster.” 

“That was different,” Logan said quickly, not wanting to 
revisit that painful night. “This... is different.” 

“Good different?” Chase asked, echoing their conversation 
from the beach. 

“Good different,” Logan confirmed, surprised by how true it 
felt. 

“So, uh, my parents already booked rooms at the Westlake 
Grand for after. A bunch of us are staying there—Travis, Ryan, 
their dates. It’s safer than people driving back late, and my 
parents are cool as long as everyone’s being responsible.” 

The implication hung in the air between them. A hotel room. 
After prom. The natural progression of a relationship that had 
been steadily moving toward greater physical intimacy for weeks. 

“That sounds... nice,” Logan said carefully, suddenly 
lightheaded as he considered the implications. 

“No pressure,” Chase added quickly. “We can just hang out, 
watch movies. I just thought...” 

“No, I want to,” Logan interrupted, surprising himself with 
the certainty in his voice. A flush of heat spread across his skin, his 
throat tightening with an emotion he couldn’t quite name. “I 
mean, I’d, um, like to stay with you.” The words came out in a 
soft, breathless way that didn’t sound like performance at all. 

Chase’s expression brightened, relief and excitement 
mingling in his features. “Yeah?” 

“Yeah,” Logan confirmed, even as his mind raced with the 
implications of what he was agreeing to. 
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As Chase drove him back to campus, one hand resting 

comfortably on Logan’s knee, streetlights cast long shadows 
across the familiar buildings. Logan watched the campus come 
into view, contemplating how completely his life had 
transformed in the months since his arrival. 

His heart felt like it was being pulled in opposite 
directions—toward Chase and the unexpected connection they’d 
formed, and toward the freedom that Golden Coast represented. 
The college decision had been strategic, a calculated move to 
escape Dr. Gupta’s immediate control.  

But agreeing to prom night in a hotel room with Chase? That 
had been something else entirely—a choice made from genuine 
feeling rather than strategic planning. 

The contradiction troubled him deeply. If the physical 
intimacy of prom night was to happen, he would need to address 
the anatomical limitations of his current state—and that meant 
another visit to Dr. Gupta. 

 
Later, alone in his room, Logan stared at the confirmation 

email from Golden Coast. His deposit was paid, housing 
arrangements secured, his escape route established. He should 
have felt triumphant. Instead, he felt hollow. 

The conflict was becoming unbearable—each step closer to 
Chase was a step away from his plan to escape GIRLI, yet each 
commitment to that plan felt increasingly like betrayal of the only 
person who had made this transformed life bearable. 

His phone chimed with a text from Chase: “already miss u. 
thank u for saying yes to prom. going 2 be the best night.” 

Logan set the phone face-down without responding, unable 
to bear the sincerity in those simple words. When sleep finally 
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came, it brought fragmented dreams of hotel rooms with doors 
that led only to more hotel rooms, an endless maze with no exit. 

 
The morning after Chase’s prom invitation, Logan woke with 

a sense of dread that overshadowed the previous night’s warmth. 
The reality of what he had agreed to—not just prom, but the hotel 
room after—settled like a weight on his chest. 

He dressed mechanically, barely paying attention to the outfit 
he selected. Where he would normally spend time coordinating 
colors and accessories, today he simply pulled on the first items 
his hands touched—a simple blue sweater and leggings. 

Alexis was already gone for her morning run, leaving him 
alone with his thoughts. His phone display showed three unread 
texts from Chase—sweet follow-ups to their date, already talking 
about tux colors and corsage options. Logan couldn’t bring 
himself to reply yet. 

He knew what he had to do. The biomimetic membrane that 
had served as convincing camouflage for months would not 
withstand intimate contact. If prom night progressed as Chase 
clearly expected, his secret would be exposed in the most 
personal and devastating way possible. 

There was only one solution, and it terrified him. 
 
Twenty minutes later, Logan entered the GIRLI facility’s 

lobby. The receptionist looked up from her computer terminal 
with determined disinterest. 

“I need to see Dr. Gupta,” Logan said, his voice barely steady. 
“Dr. Gupta is currently reviewing test results,” the 

receptionist replied. “However, you may wait for her in her 
office.” 

Logan sat stiffly in Dr. Gupta’s office, hands clasped tightly in 
his lap as the reserved doctor entered. The GIRLI facility’s 
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antiseptic smell triggered immediate memories of previous 
“adjustments” that had systematically dismantled his former self. 

“This is unusual,” Dr. Gupta noted, reviewing something on 
her tablet. “You typically avoid unscheduled consultations.” 

Logan shifted uncomfortably. “It’s about prom. Chase asked 
me, and... there’s a hotel room after.” 

Dr. Gupta’s expression remained impassive. “You’re 
concerned about potential intimate interactions.” 

“What if he, um, notices?” Logan asked, his voice barely 
above a whisper. “If things go... if we...” He couldn’t bring himself 
to finish, the words sticking in his throat as his eyes darted away 
from Dr. Gupta’s clinical gaze. 

“A valid concern,” Dr. Gupta replied, setting her tablet aside. 
“The external anatomical concealment protocol was designed for 
visual and casual physical contact, not sustained intimate 
exploration. Discrepancies would become immediately 
apparent.” 

She reached for her tablet again, tapping through several 
screens before turning it toward Logan. The display showed a 
complex anatomical diagram that made his breath catch. 

“The anatomical completion protocol would address these 
limitations,” Dr. Gupta explained. “A reconfiguration of existing 
biological matrices to create fully functional female anatomical 
structures for intimate encounters.” 

Logan’s head swam with the technical jargon, but he grasped 
the basic concept. “So I would... I’d be able to...” Logan swallowed 
hard, the clinical discussion of his body making him physically 
recoil. “It would... function? Like... like a real...” He couldn’t even 
complete the thought, his face burning with a mixture of shame 
and necessity. 

“Precisely. Complete biological function, including tactile 
sensitivity, natural lubrication response, and full orgasmic 
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capability,” Dr. Gupta explained as casually as if describing how 
to assemble a bookshelf. 

“But it’s definitely reversible?” Logan asked, the question that 
mattered most to him. “After college, when all this is over? This 
would all be...like, temporary?” 

Dr. Gupta looked almost offended by the question. “Of course 
it’s reversible. I designed the entire protocol. If I can implement 
these changes with such precision, I can certainly reverse them 
with equal skill. My technical capabilities extend in both 
directions - creation and restoration.” 

Logan sat back, considering his options. Each step in his 
transformation had seemed to represent the ultimate 
boundary—his height reduction, his voice modification, his 
feminized features. Yet somehow GIRLI always found new 
territories to conquer, new aspects of his identity to reshape. 

What terrified him most wasn’t just the procedure itself, but 
what it represented—another step away from his original 
identity, another violation of the body that had once been his. The 
thought of experiencing intimate sensations with Chase—feeling 
pleasure through a body configured entirely differently than the 
one he was born with—was both deeply disturbing and somehow 
simultaneously alluring. 

As Dr. Gupta made notes on her tablet, she added casually, “I 
spoke with Coach Hernandez this morning. She mentioned you’d 
accepted Golden Coast’s offer.” 

Logan nodded cautiously, surprised that the news had 
traveled so quickly. 

“An optimal choice and a truly successful repurposing,” Dr. 
Gupta continued. “Their cheer program’s financial resources will 
allow you to attend college, exactly as GIRLI promised. And of 
course, your membership in Kappa Kappa Phi sorority has already 
been arranged.” 
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Logan blinked in confusion. “Sorority? I never even asked to 
join—“ 

“The Kappa Kappa Phi sorority maintains a special 
partnership with our program,” Dr. Gupta explained, her tone 
matter-of-fact. “Their house at Golden Coast has a dedicated 
room for remote medical exams and video conferencing. Your 
membership has already been arranged—quite the coup for a 
freshman, I might add.” 

The revelation hit Logan like a physical blow. Even three 
thousand miles away, GIRLI would be watching. His carefully 
constructed escape plan collapsed in an instant. 

“You seem surprised,” Dr. Gupta observed with faint 
amusement. “Surely you didn’t think we would invest so 
extensively in your integration only to abandon oversight during 
such a critical developmental period?” 

Logan stared at her, speechless as the implications became 
clear. There was no escape—not to Golden Coast, not anywhere. 
GIRLI’s tendrils reached across the country, ensuring that 
wherever he went, Dr. Gupta’s influence would follow. 

“I’m sure you’ll find the sorority experience quite 
educational,” Dr. Gupta continued. “I understand their annual 
‘Waves and Rays’ party is”—her tone turned sardonic as she read 
from her tablet—“like, literally the social event of the year.” 

She turned her tablet toward him, displaying an image of 
smiling college women in matching t-shirts on a sunny beach. 
“Kappa Kappa Phi prides itself on maintaining certain aesthetic 
standards for its members. You’ll fit in perfectly.” 

Logan felt sick, imagining himself amongst them. Another 
layer of performance, another cage within a cage. The freedom 
he’d imagined in California was just another illusion. 
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“You may retain this calendar event for reference,” Dr. Gupta 

said, sending something to Logan’s phone. “It contains details of 
the procedure and recovery guidelines. Friday at 2 PM.” 

Logan’s phone chimed with the notification. He stared at it 
numbly, trapped between impossible choices. Should he back out 
of the procedure, which would require breaking off the prom 
plans with Chase? Or proceed, giving up his last physical 
connection to his old body? 

“Okay,” he said finally, his voice barely audible as his fingers 
curled into his palms, manicured nails pressing half-moons into 
his skin. “Friday at 2.” 

As Logan rose to leave, Dr. Gupta added, “We normally do not 
schedule anatomical completion until the summer, Miss Turner. 
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Requesting it early, and on your own initiative, demonstrates 
significant progress in your integration journey.” 

Logan paused at the door, wanting to object that this wasn’t 
“progress” but desperation. Yet the words wouldn’t 
form—perhaps because the realization that he could never truly 
escape Dr. Gupta’s influence had left him hollow inside. 

 
Back in his dorm room, Logan stared at his phone, reading 

Chase’s recent texts about prom plans and flower arrangements. 
The innocent enthusiasm made Logan’s chest ache. Chase was 
planning for a perfect prom night, completely unaware of the 
extraordinary measures his date was taking to maintain the 
illusion of normalcy. 

Logan set the phone aside without responding, lying back on 
his bed. Friday’s procedure loomed before him, threatening yet 
necessary. Most unsettling was the small voice in the back of his 
mind whispering that maybe this final transformation might 
bring a strange kind of peace—an end to the constant tension 
between appearance and physiology. 

 
Friday arrived with grim inevitability. Logan entered 

Treatment Room A at precisely 2 PM, his steps slowing as he took 
in the sophisticated medical equipment arranged around a 
reclined chair that looked more like something from a spacecraft 
than a doctor’s office. Various monitors displayed what appeared 
to be real-time imaging technology, while mechanical arms 
equipped with an array of instruments hung suspended above the 
central area. 

“Disrobe completely and place yourself on the treatment 
apparatus,” Dr. Gupta instructed, entering the room with two 
white-coated assistants. Logan complied with resignation, fully 
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expecting to be restrained to the device as he had during past 
procedures. 

“Physical restraints are unnecessary for today’s protocols. 
We’ll begin by removing the external anatomical concealment,” 
Dr. Gupta stated, approaching with what looked like an airbrush 
sprayer. “The biometric membrane requires dissolution before we 
proceed with the anatomical restructuring.” 

An anesthesiologist appeared at Logan’s side, inserting an IV 
line into his arm. “This is just to help you relax during the 
preliminary phase,” she explained, connecting the clear tubing to 
a bag of solution. “The full sedation won’t begin until later.” 

The medication entered his system almost immediately, 
creating a pleasant warmth that spread through his limbs. His 
thoughts began to feel slightly disconnected, anxiety receding 
into a hazy distance. 

Through this growing fog, Logan watched as Dr. Gupta 
sprayed a fine mist across his genital area. The biomimetic 
membrane that had concealed his male anatomy for months 
began to dissolve before his eyes. As the artificial layer 
disappeared, he saw his penis and scrotum revealed—or at least 
what was left of them. The past months of hormonal treatments 
and the numbing coverage of the biomimetic membrane had left 
his male anatomy shockingly atrophied and useless. 

Logan stared down at himself, experiencing a complex wave 
of emotions through the haze of medication. This was the last 
time he would see this part of himself. Despite its sorry state, it 
represented the final physical connection to Logan Turner. By the 
time he woke, this too would be transformed beyond recognition. 

As his consciousness began to drift further, he became 
vaguely aware of additional GIRLI staff entering the room. 
Through increasingly heavy eyelids, he watched as they 
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approached with measurement tools. To his alarm, they began 
drawing precise lines across his chest, around his breasts. 

“What are you...” Logan mumbled, his tongue feeling thick 
and uncooperative as the sedative strengthened its hold. “My 
chest? You didn’t say...” 

Dr. Gupta glanced up briefly from her preparations. “Coach 
Hernandez is very particular about her aesthetic requirements,” 
she replied clinically, her lips curling in a slight sneer. “Golden 
Coast cheerleaders have a certain... signature look. We wouldn’t 
want you to stand out for the wrong reasons.” 

The anesthesiologist adjusted something on his IV line, and a 
deeper wave of unconsciousness began to pull Logan under. 

The last thing Logan saw was Dr. Gupta standing over him, 
her clinical gaze evaluating the marked lines on his chest, as an 
assistant approached with a tray bearing two fluid-filled sacs. 

Then darkness claimed him completely. 
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Elle of the Ball 

 
Pain. Throbbing, insistent, and unmistakable. 
Logan’s eyes fluttered open, consciousness returning in 

fragments through a haze of anesthesia. His vision swam, the 
familiar white ceiling tiles of the GIRLI recovery room coming 
gradually into focus. 

But the pain—that was new. Different from the previous 
procedures. This wasn’t the generalized soreness he’d 
experienced after other transformations. Nor was it in his groin, 
where he’d anticipated discomfort after the anatomical 
completion procedure. 

This pain was sharper, radiating across his chest in pulsing 
waves that made even the slight rise and fall of his breathing a 
conscious effort. Oddly, beneath that, he felt a strange pressure 
and unfamiliar sensation between his legs, but no other sensation 
at all. His mind struggled to penetrate the sedative haze. 

“Miss Turner. I see you’re awake.” Dr. Gupta’s voice cut 
through the fog, clinical and detached as always. 

“What...” Logan croaked, his throat parched. He swallowed 
painfully. “What did you do to me?” he demanded, hands moving 
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instinctively toward his chest, but the movement sent daggers 
shooting through his torso. 

“Please remain still,” Dr. Gupta commanded, adjusting 
something on his IV line. “The neo-integrative neural fusion is 
still stabilizing.” 

“My chest hurts,” he gasped. 
“Both the anatomical completion protocol and breast 

augmentation were successful,” Dr. Gupta stated, making notes 
on her tablet. “The discomfort you’re experiencing is primarily 
from the latter.” 

“Breast augmentation?” Logan mumbled, brushing his 
fingers against thick bandages covering his chest. Even that light 
touch sent a jolt of pain through him. Beneath the bandages, he 
could feel an unnatural fullness, the weight more substantial than 
before. 

Dr. Gupta nodded. “An increase in size was necessary to align 
with the aesthetics of your Golden Coast University peer group.” 

“You made them… bigger again?” Logan struggled to process 
her words through the lingering effects of sedation. “I literally 
only came for the... the other procedure.” 

“The synergistic implementation of both protocols was 
optimal from a recovery standpoint,” Dr. Gupta replied 
matter-of-factly, scrolling through data on her tablet. 
“Eighty-seven percent of Coach Hernandez’s cheerleaders present 
specific morphometric parameters. Your previous proportions, 
while adequately feminine for general integration, fell outside the 
preferred aesthetic.” 

Dr. Gupta tapped her tablet, bringing up a 3D anatomical 
model of Logan on a wall mounted screen. She rotated the model, 
highlighting various aspects with clinical detachment. “The 
resulting volumetric increase ensures conformity with the Golden 
Coast squad while maintaining appropriate proportionality to 
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your overall frame. Once the swelling subsides, I predict you will 
be a perfect C cup.” 

Dr. Gupta adjusted something on his IV drip, then continued. 
“Unlike your previous mammary enhancement, which utilized 
GIRLI’s proprietary biomatrix technology, this procedure required 
traditional surgical implants.” 

“Implants?” Logan echoed, confusion mixing with growing 
horror. 

“Yes. A barbaric procedure, but necessary for the desired 
effect.” Dr. Gupta’s lips thinned slightly. “While our advanced 
tissue cultivation methods produced your initial breast 
development naturally, achieving the specific shape, projection, 
and… artificiality… to align with Golden Coast’s aesthetic required 
surgical implants.” 

“You mean their cheerleaders all have fake boobs, so you 
decided I needed them too,” Logan finally realized. 

“The Golden Coast Waves cheer program has a certain 
distinctive presentation, yes. Had you selected Prairie State or 
Riverdale, such modifications would have been unnecessary.” 

“But you never said—“ 
“An added benefit,” Dr. Gupta continued, cutting him off, “is 

that the obvious surgical procedure provides a convenient cover 
story for your anatomical completion protocol. Your Westridge 
peers will simply assume you underwent breast augmentation 
surgery for prom, which is not uncommon among their 
demographics.” 

Dr. Gupta’s mention of “anatomical completion” drew 
Logan’s attention back to the other, more invasive modification 
he’d undergone. With trembling fingers, he tried to reach 
between his legs again, desperate to understand what had been 
done there, but the IV line restricted his movement. 
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“The perineal region reconstruction has been completed as 
discussed,” Dr. Gupta stated, correctly interpreting his attempt. 
“The numbness you’re currently experiencing is normal. A 
protective mechanism during neural pathway integration. Full 
sensation will return gradually over the next 24-36 hours as the 
bio-neural fusion completes and stabilizes.” 

“So…” Logan hesitated, the questions catching in his throat. 
“Chase won’t notice… We’ll be able to…“ 

“Full sensory integration, lubrication response mechanisms, 
and orgasmic potential have been established. Biological function 
is indistinguishable from natal female morphology, including 
monthly menstrual cycling and associated hormonal patterns,” 
Dr. Gupta continued. 

“Wait, I’m going to have periods?” Logan choked out. 
“The reproductive system is completely functional. You will 

menstruate and are capable of becoming pregnant should you 
engage in unprotected intercourse.” 

“Pregnant?!?” Logan’s voice cracked, his face draining of 
color. “That’s not possible—you can’t have made me... that 
wasn’t part of what we discussed.” 

Dr. Gupta’s expression remained clinical. “The anatomical 
completion protocol creates a fully functional female 
reproductive system. Fertility is a natural component of that 
functionality. Of course, standard contraceptive methods are 
available to you, just as they would be to any biologically female 
patient.” 

Logan felt the room spinning around him. He’d mentally 
prepared for the changes necessary for intimacy with Chase, but 
the possibility of pregnancy had never crossed his mind. This 
went far beyond what he’d understood or consented to. 

Dr. Gupta seemed unaware of, or indifferent to, Logan’s 
turmoil. “I recommend using hormonal contraception or barrier 
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methods until you decide on your preferred long-term fertility 
management approach.” 

Logan fell silent, unable to fully process the revelations. 
“When can I go back to campus?” he asked finally, hating how 
small his voice sounded. 

“You’ll remain here through Monday morning for 
monitoring,” Dr. Gupta replied. “The anatomical completion 
procedure requires observation to ensure proper neural 
integration and functional response pathways. The 
nanofiber-accelerated healing will allow you to return to campus 
with minimal physical discomfort, though you’ll need to continue 
wearing the support garments I’ll provide.” 

She adjusted something on his IV drip. “Our advanced 
healing protocols should resolve the majority of swelling and 
discomfort within forty-eight hours, unlike traditional surgical 
recovery which would require weeks. You’ll be physically capable 
of attending prom without restrictions.” 

“Lucky me,” Logan said dryly. 
“Indeed,” Dr. Gupta replied, either missing or ignoring his 

sarcasm. 
 
After she left, Logan lay in the dimly lit recovery room, staring 

at the ceiling as evening shadows stretched across the walls. The 
reality of what had been done to him settled like a weight on his 
chest, heavier than the physical changes themselves. With a 
shaking hand, he slowly moved the blanket aside and forced 
himself to look down at his body. 

The hospital gown and bandages obscured the detail, but 
even through the sterile coverings, the changes were 
unmistakable—the pronounced curves of his enhanced chest and 
the conspicuous absence of the male anatomy he’d been born 
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with. The sight sent a wave of vertigo through him so intense that 
he had to close his eyes. 

Sleep came eventually, but brought with it dreams of 
standing before a full-length mirror, watching as parts of himself 
were systematically replaced by pieces that didn’t belong to him, 
while a crowd of onlookers applauded each transformation with 
enthusiastic approval. 

 
Monday morning arrived with relentless certainty. By that 

point, the worst of the surgical pain had subsided to a persistent 
ache, though Logan remained acutely aware of the implants with 
every movement. Standing before the mirror in his recovery room, 
he examined his transformed body with detached fascination. 

The surgical bandages had been replaced with a specialized 
compression bra that Dr. Gupta insisted he wear for the next 
week. Beneath it, his chest was noticeably fuller, the curve more 
pronounced, his breasts riding high on his chest with the 
distinctive appearance of having been “done.” 

Below, where his male anatomy had once been, there was 
now only smoothness beneath the delicate fabric of his 
panties—a fundamental absence that still sent shockwaves 
through him each time he became conscious of it. The area felt 
tender, foreign, and hypersensitive to every brush of fabric. Each 
step, each shift in position served as a jarring reminder of what 
had been taken and what had been constructed in its place. 

The ride back to Westridge Academy passed in silence, Logan 
watching the familiar scenery with detached interest. As the car 
approached the school grounds, Logan steeled himself for what 
lay ahead.  

He’d texted Alexis minimally over the weekend, maintaining 
the cover story that he’d undergone a “minor procedure” that 
required a few days of recovery. The vague explanation had 
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satisfied her initially, but facing her in person would be another 
matter entirely. 

The dormitory was quiet when he arrived, most students still 
in afternoon classes. Logan breathed a sigh of relief at the 
temporary reprieve as he made his way to his room. As he 
carefully arranged his new medications on his desk, Dr. Gupta’s 
words surfaced unbidden: “capable of becoming pregnant.” 

The thought sent a wave of nausea through him that had 
nothing to do with his surgical recovery. Pregnancy? His mind 
began to race with implications he could barely comprehend— 

 
The door burst open with a bang, cutting off his spiral of 

thoughts. “Elle! You’re back!” Alexis exclaimed, dropping her 
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backpack on her bed and rushing toward him. She stopped 
abruptly, her eyes widening as they fell to his chest.  

“Oh my god, you actually did it!” 
Warmth crept up Logan’s neck as he crossed his arms 

protectively over his chest, wincing slightly at the pressure 
against the tender tissue. “Did what?” 

“Got your boobs done! I mean, when you said ‘procedure,’ I 
thought maybe, like, laser skin treatment or whatever. But wow!” 

“It’s not—” Logan began, then stopped himself. Dr. Gupta’s 
cover story was already working exactly as she’d predicted. “I 
mean, yeah. Surprise, I guess?” 

“This is why you were being so weird last week,” Alexis said, 
revelation dawning in her eyes. “You wanted to be healed in time 
for your dress.” 

The explanation was so perfect, so aligned with what a 
teenage girl might actually do, that Logan found himself nodding. 
“Exactly. I wanted everything to be, like, totally perfect for prom.” 

“Does Chase know?” Alexis asked, still staring at Logan’s 
enhanced profile with open curiosity. 

“No, I haven’t told him yet,” Logan replied quickly. 
“Oh my god, his face is going to be absolutely epic when he 

sees you in your dress,” Alexis grinned. “You’re literally going to 
break that boy.” 

Logan managed a weak smile, the reminder of the prom 
dress—and what it would reveal—sending a fresh wave of 
anxiety through him. The emerald gown they’d selected weeks 
ago would need to be altered now to accommodate his new 
measurements. 

As Alexis busied herself arranging Logan’s pillows to create a 
more comfortable resting place, their door burst open. Madison 
and Tiffany appeared, arms laden with gift bags and flowers. 
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“Elle!” Madison squealed. “We brought recovery supplies. 
Chocolate, face masks, that lavender pillow spray you love, and 
literally all the rom-coms you can handle.” 

“And these are from the whole squad,” Tiffany added, 
presenting a bouquet of pink roses. “Everyone’s so excited for 
you.” 

Logan accepted the flowers with stunned silence, 
overwhelmed by the casual acceptance with which his “surgery” 
was being received. No one questioned why he’d done it or 
expressed concern. Instead, they treated it as just another beauty 
enhancement. 

“Oh my god, thank you guys. This is super sweet,” he 
managed. 

The girls arranged the gifts around the room and promised to 
check in later, leaving Logan alone with Alexis, who had 
appointed herself his primary caregiver. 

“Get some rest,” she instructed, arranging his comforter. “I’ll 
bring you dinner. And don’t worry about Chase—he’ll totally love 
the new you.” 

As Alexis left for the dining hall, Logan sank onto his bed, 
exhaustion washing over him. He reached for his phone, seeing 
the notifications from Chase—concerned messages asking if he 
was okay, if he needed anything, when he could visit. 

Logan stared at the screen, thumbs hovering over the 
keyboard. What could he possibly say? “Hey, surprise, I 
accidentally got breast implants that match the cheerleading 
aesthetic at the college three thousand miles away that I chose 
specifically to escape Dr. Gupta, who by the way also ‘completed’ 
me so we can sleep together after prom”? 

He set the phone aside without responding, too overwhelmed 
to craft a message that wouldn’t raise more questions than it 
answered. 
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His first face-to-face interaction with Chase after the 

procedure was predictably awkward. The day after returning to 
campus, Logan finally responded to Chase’s increasingly 
concerned messages, agreeing to meet briefly in the student 
lounge. 

Chase arrived with coffee and a gentle smile, though 
momentary surprise flickered across his face when he noticed 
Logan’s changed appearance. 

“Hey,” Chase murmured, offering a vanilla latte. “How are 
you feeling?” 

“Pretty much back to normal,” Logan answered, fighting the 
urge to cross his arms defensively. 

They sat in an isolated corner, talking quietly about classes 
Logan had missed and upcoming prom arrangements. It wasn’t 
until Logan was preparing to leave that Chase finally broached 
the subject, his voice low and careful. 

“Elle, you know you didn’t need to change anything about 
yourself for me, right?” The sincerity in his eyes made something 
twist painfully in Logan’s chest. “You were already perfect.” 

The genuine care in his voice nearly undid Logan completely. 
The irony struck him with painful clarity—Chase was reassuring 
him about breast implants Logan truthfully hadn’t gotten 
because of him, completely unaware of the much more 
fundamental transformation Logan had undergone specifically to 
be with him. It was a truth so convoluted and impossible to 
explain that Logan could only smile sadly at the gap between 
perception and reality. 

“It wasn’t for you,” Logan said reassuringly. “It was 
something I needed to do for myself.” Another half-truth in the 
tapestry of lies that comprised his life. 
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Chase nodded, accepting the explanation without further 
questions. “As long as you’re happy and healthy, that’s all that 
matters to me.” 

 
In the days that followed, their dynamic gradually returned to 

normal, though Logan noticed Chase’s careful avoidance of 
physical contact beyond hand-holding—clearly concerned about 
causing discomfort during his recovery. 

The final days before prom passed in a whirlwind of 
appointments and preparations. Logan collected his altered dress, 
endured a three-hour hair and makeup session with the other 
cheerleaders, and received so many well-intentioned pieces of 
advice about his “first time” that he’d eventually stopped 
correcting their assumptions altogether. 

 
Saturday evening arrived with picture-perfect spring 

weather. Logan stood in the bathroom of his dorm room, staring 
at his reflection as Alexis made final adjustments to his hair. 

“Perfect,” she declared, stepping back to admire her work. 
Logan barely recognized himself. The salon’s makeup artist 

had created a dramatic look—subtle gold and bronze eyeshadow 
that made his green eyes appear even more vibrant, defined 
cheekbones with a hint of shimmer, and plump lips painted a 
deep berry shade. 

His copper hair had been arranged in an elegant updo with 
soft tendrils framing his face, delicate gold hair accessories woven 
throughout. Crystal drop earrings, borrowed from Tiffany, caught 
the light as they dangled from his ears. 

The dress was a showstopper—a structured emerald green 
satin creation with a dramatic plunging neckline that framed and 
enhanced his newly augmented cleavage. Strategic boning 
created an hourglass silhouette that emphasized his narrow 
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waist. The bodice was heavily embellished with intricate 
beadwork in gold and bronze tones that caught the light with 
every movement. 

From the fitted waist, the satin skirt flowed smoothly over his 
hips before trailing into a slight train, with a daring side slit rising 
to mid-thigh to reveal his leg when he moved. The structured 
design forced a precise feminine posture—shoulders back, spine 
straight, movements carefully measured. 

“You need help getting into that?” Alexis joked, approaching 
in her own half-buttoned gown. 

With Alexis’s help, he stepped into the gown, feeling the 
heavy satin encase his body as she began pulling the zipper up his 
back. 

“Deep breath,” Alexis instructed. Logan complied, feeling the 
dress tighten around his ribcage. The result was both restrictive 
and revealing—the structured garment holding his body in 
perfect feminine alignment while the plunging neckline created 
near-indecent exposure. 

When Logan looked in the mirror, the person staring back 
was a vision—the emerald satin created a striking contrast 
against his pale skin, while the gold and bronze beadwork picked 
up the copper tones in his hair. 

“Oh my God,” Alexis breathed, stepping back to take in the 
full effect. “You look absolutely unreal.” 

Logan turned slightly, feeling the weight of the dress shift 
around him. “It feels super restrictive,” he admitted, placing a 
hand at his waist where the boning pressed against his ribs. 

“Beauty is pain,” Alexis quipped, adjusting her own dress. 
“But seriously, it’s totally worth it. You look like you stepped off a 
runway.” 
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“Chase is waiting downstairs,” Madison announced, popping 
her head through the doorway. “Holy shit, Elle. You look totally 
incredible.” 

“Time to make your grand entrance,” Alexis grinned, handing 
Logan a small clutch purse containing his phone, lip color, and a 
tampon. 

Logan nodded, unable to form words through the tightness in 
his throat. This moment—walking down to meet his prom date, 
preparing for a night that would culminate in the hotel 
room—felt like the beginning of the end of his transformation. 

The walk down the dormitory stairs was surreal, the swish of 
satin against the floor marking each step with a whispered 
reminder of how far he’d come from the athletic young man who 
had arrived at GIRLI months ago. At the bottom of the stairs, 
Chase waited in a black tuxedo, his back to the staircase as he 
chatted with Ryan. 

Madison cleared her throat dramatically. When Chase 
turned, the expression that transformed his face made everything 
stop—a moment suspended as genuine awe dawned in his eyes. 

“Elle,” Chase exhaled, the single syllable speaking volumes. 
Color bloomed in Logan’s cheeks as he descended the final 

steps. Chase moved forward to meet him, taking his hand as 
though it were made of glass. 

“You look...” Chase started, then trailed off, shaking his head, 
apparently at a loss for words. “Just... wow.” 

The sincerity in his voice created a flutter in Logan’s chest 
that had nothing to do with anxiety and everything to do with 
Chase looking at him like he was the most beautiful thing he had 
ever seen. 

“You clean up pretty well yourself,” Logan replied, adjusting 
Chase’s bow tie slightly, the gesture feeling surprisingly natural. 
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Chase’s smile widened as he carefully slipped the corsage of 
white roses and gold ribbon onto Logan’s wrist. “Ready for prom, 
Elle Catherine Turner?” 

The use of his full, false name created a momentary 
disconnect, as it always did. But as Chase offered his arm, Logan 
pushed the thought aside and stepped into the role he’d been 
crafted to play. 

“Ready,” he confirmed, slipping his arm through Chase’s. 

 
 
The Westridge Academy Spring Formal transformed the 

Westlake Grand’s Crystal Ballroom into a breathtaking 
wonderland of twinkling lights and gossamer fabric. 
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Floor-to-ceiling windows offered views of the city lights below 
that complemented the celestial decorations within. 

After their prom portrait was taken—the photographer 
declaring they made “a beautiful couple“—Chase led Logan to 
the dance floor as a slow song began. His hand settled respectfully 
at Logan’s waist, maintaining a proper distance between their 
bodies. 

“Having fun?” Chase asked softly as they moved to the music. 
“Yeah,” Logan replied, surprised to find the answer was 

genuine. “Everything looks so beautiful.” 
“Not as beautiful as you,” Chase said, the sincerity in his voice 

unmistakable. 
Logan smiled gently at the compliment. After months of 

fighting against his transformation, there was something 
undeniably powerful about being desired—about being seen as 
beautiful in this form that had been forced upon him. 

As they swayed to the music, Logan found his thoughts 
drifting to the journey that had brought him to this moment. 
Each transformation had pushed him further from his original 
self and deeper into Elle. Yet here, in Chase’s arms, there was a 
strange peace in surrender. 

“What are you thinking about?” Chase asked softly. 
“Just... how much has changed since I came to Westridge,” 

Logan answered truthfully. “Nothing is how I expected it to be.” 
Chase’s expression softened. “Good changes or bad?” 
“A little of both,” Logan said finally. “But being here with 

you... that’s definitely on the good side.” 
Chase smiled and pulled Logan slightly closer, their bodies 

now touching as they moved to the music. 
“I remember your first day at Westridge,” Chase said, his 

voice low. “You were rushing down the hallway and dropped all 
your books. There was something about you then. This intensity 
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behind your eyes, like you were seeing everything differently than 
everyone else.” 

The observation was eerily accurate. Chase had perceived 
something authentic in him even then, when Logan had been 
nothing but a raw bundle of fear and resentment inside Elle’s 
newly constructed form. 

The evening passed in a blur, and soon the DJ announced the 
last dance. Logan leaned against Chase’s chest, feeling the steady 
rhythm of his heartbeat as they swayed to the music. 

“Almost midnight,” Chase observed as the final notes faded. 
“Cinderella doesn’t have to rush home, does she?” 

The playful question masked unmistakable meaning. 
“No,” Logan replied softly. “No rushing home tonight.” 
“We don’t have to do anything upstairs,” Chase said 

suddenly. “I reserved the room because I thought it would be nice 
to have somewhere to go after prom, but we can just sleep.” 

“I know, Chase. It’s okay.” 
 
The key card clicked softly as Chase slid it into the hotel room 

door. Neither of them had spoken much during the short walk 
from the ballroom to the elevator. The silence wasn’t 
uncomfortable—rather, it vibrated with unspoken anticipation. 

Chase pushed the door open, holding it as Logan stepped past 
him into the room. A king-sized bed dominated the center, while 
floor-to-ceiling windows offered a view of the city’s lights 
scattered below like fallen stars. Someone—probably 
Chase—had arranged for a small arrangement of flowers on the 
desk and soft music playing from hidden speakers. 

Logan stood frozen just inside the doorway, hyper-aware of 
the soft click as the door closed behind them. The sound carried a 
note of finality—a demarcation between the public world they’d 
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just left behind and this private space where it was only the two 
of them. 

Chase hung his jacket carefully over a chair. As he did, he 
pulled a small foil packet from the pocket and placed it discreetly 
on the nightstand. “Just in case,” he said with a gentle smile. 

The sight of the condoms sent an unexpected jolt through 
Logan. The small square packet was a stark reminder of Dr. 
Gupta’s revelation—not just that he now had female anatomy, 
but that it was fully functional in every biological sense.  

The reality that his body could potentially conceive a child 
was so fundamentally disorienting that he’d pushed it aside over 
the last week, focusing instead on the more immediate concerns 
of recovery and prom. Now, with the physical evidence of that 
possibility sitting on the nightstand, the full weight of his 
transformation crashed back upon him. 

He managed a nod of acknowledgment, grateful that Chase 
had thought of protection even as his mind reeled with potential 
consequences that extended far beyond the evening. The 
protection represented a safeguard against possibilities unique to 
his new biology, necessities Chase could never fully comprehend. 

In the soft lamplight, Chase’s expression was tender yet 
hungry—a look Logan had seen fragments of throughout the 
evening but now shone unfiltered. Logan’s heart pounded against 
his ribs, each beat a warning drum. This was the moment he’d 
both dreaded and, if he were honest with himself, anticipated 
since their kiss on the beach. 

“You were amazing tonight,” Chase said, moving to stand 
beside him at the window. “Everyone was watching you.” 

Logan turned to find Chase closer than expected, close 
enough that he could detect the faint scent of his cologne. The 
hours of dancing had faded it to a mere suggestion against his 
skin. 
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“I’m pretty sure they were watching the prom queen, not me,” 
Logan replied with a small smile, referencing Madison’s crowning 
moment earlier in the evening. 

“I wasn’t.” Chase’s gaze was direct and unapologetic. “I only 
saw you.” 

The words sent a flush of warmth through Logan that had 
nothing to do with the temperature of the room. This was the 
unfamiliar terrain he’d been navigating for months—the rush of 
pleasure at being desired, at being seen, even as a version of 
himself he’d never chosen to become. 

Chase’s hand rose slowly, giving Logan every opportunity to 
pull away, before gently cupping his cheek. The contact was 
electric, sending shivers across Logan’s skin. His body’s response 
was immediate and undeniable—a quickening of breath, a 
fluttering low in his stomach, a magnetic pull toward the warmth 
of Chase’s palm. 

“What should we do?” Chase asked softly. “We can just sleep. 
Or talk. Or I can drive you home right now.” 

The sincerity in his voice made Logan’s throat tighten. This 
was Chase—considerate, patient Chase—who had walked beside 
him for months without pushing, who had respected every 
boundary Logan established, who somehow saw him as worthy 
of this careful attention. 

Logan stood at the precipice of a decision he’d been avoiding 
for months. Behind him lay the fragments of Logan Turner, 
collegiate athlete with a clear identity and unwavering sense of 
self. Before him stretched a future as Elle, with all her 
complexities and unexpected connections. The line between them 
had grown increasingly blurred. 

“I want to stay,” Logan whispered, the words emerging with a 
certainty that surprised him. 

Chase’s eyes searched his face. “Are you sure?” 
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Instead of answering, Logan closed the distance between 
them, pressing his lips to Chase’s in a kiss that contained none of 
the hesitation of their previous encounters. This wasn’t the 
alcohol-loosened kiss on the beach or the careful testing of 
boundaries in the weeks that followed. 

Chase responded immediately, his free arm circling Logan’s 
waist to draw him closer. The press of their bodies against each 
other triggered cascading sensations that left Logan breathless. 
The firmness of Chase’s chest against his breasts, the height 
difference that positioned Logan’s head to tilt upward into the 
kiss, the way Chase’s hand splayed across the small of his 
back—all of it felt simultaneously foreign and right. 

When they finally separated, both breathing harder, Logan 
found unexpected clarity in the midst of confusion. He couldn’t 
parse which aspects of his response were programmed and which 
were genuine—and perhaps that distinction no longer mattered. 
This body was his now, these responses were his, this moment 
was his to claim. 

“I’m sure,” Logan said, meeting Chase’s gaze directly. 
What followed unfolded with surprising naturalness, as if 

they had rehearsed this dance in dreams. Chase’s fingers found 
the zipper at the back of Logan’s gown, carefully drawing it 
downward. The satin parted, cool air touching newly exposed 
skin. The structured dress slipped from Logan’s waist, pooling at 
his feet in a whisper of expensive fabric. 

He stood before Chase in only the delicate panties Alexis had 
insisted were essential for the night’s planned activities—an 
exquisite lace thong that barely covered his new anatomy. 

“You’re beautiful,” Chase whispered, and the raw admiration 
in his voice triggered something unexpected in Logan—a flush of 
genuine pleasure at being desired in this form. 
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Chase stepped forward, strong hands spanning Logan’s 
narrow waist before sliding up his sides. Logan’s breath caught as 
Chase’s fingers traced the sensitive curve of his breasts. When 
Chase lowered his mouth to the nape of Logan’s neck, the 
sensation shot through him with startling intensity.  

Had his neck always been this sensitive? Or was this another 
enhancement—nerve endings calibrated for maximum response? 

They moved to the bed in a tangle of half-removed clothing. 
Chase’s shirt dropped to the floor, followed by his pants. Logan’s 
hands explored the muscled planes of Chase’s chest, the solidity 
of his form a sharp contrast to Logan’s own transformed softness. 

Chase’s mouth found one nipple, then the other, sending jolts 
of pleasure that connected directly to Logan’s core in ways his 
original body had never experienced. The sensation was 
startlingly intense—radiating outward and downward, creating a 
warm ache between his thighs where new anatomy pulsed with 
unfamiliar want. 

“Oh god,” Logan gasped, surprised by the intensity of his 
body’s response. 

Chase’s hand slipped lower, fingertips tracing the elastic edge 
of Logan’s panties before dipping beneath. This was the moment 
Logan had both dreaded and craved—the test of Dr. Gupta’s most 
intricate work. As Chase’s fingers gently parted his folds, Logan 
was startled by the wetness they found there. 

The first exploratory touch against his clitoris—tissue 
repurposed from his original anatomy but now configured and 
connected in entirely different neural pathways—sent a shock of 
pleasure so intense that Logan arched off the bed. Nothing in his 
previous experiences had prepared him for this—the sharp, 
focused sensitivity that radiated outward in waves unlike 
anything his male body had ever produced. 
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“You feel amazing,” Chase murmured against Logan’s neck, 
his fingers continuing their gentle exploration of territory that 
was as new to Logan as it was to him. 

When Chase slipped a finger inside him, Logan tensed 
instinctively. The sensation was foreign—pressure and fullness 
where none had existed before, nerve endings firing in unfamiliar 
patterns. His body yielded, internal muscles responding 
automatically to the intrusion in ways Logan couldn’t consciously 
control. 

“Are you okay?” Chase asked, noticing his tension. 
“Yes,” Logan breathed. “It’s just... really new.” 
Chase’s movements grew more confident as Logan’s body 

responded more eagerly. One finger became two, stretching tissue 
that had never been stretched before, finding spots inside that 
triggered cascades of pleasure Logan couldn’t have imagined. His 
hips began moving of their own accord, seeking more contact, 
more pressure, more of everything Chase was offering. 

When Chase finally positioned himself between Logan’s 
thighs, condom in place, Logan felt a flicker of last-minute panic. 
This was the final threshold—the irrevocable crossing. Chase 
seemed to sense his hesitation. 

“We can stop,” he offered, despite the obvious strain in his 
voice. 

Logan looked up at Chase—at his flushed face, his eyes dark 
with desire—and made his decision. “No,” he said. “I want this.” 

The initial penetration brought a sharp pain that made Logan 
gasp. Dr. Gupta had been thorough in her anatomical 
reconstruction, including the resistance of a hymen—a detail 
Logan hadn’t anticipated. Chase froze, concern etched across his 
features. 

“Did I hurt you?” 
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“Give me a second,” Logan whispered, adjusting to the 
burning stretch, the impossible fullness, the sensation of being 
physically joined to another person in a way his original body 
could never have experienced. As the pain subsided, it was 
replaced by something more complex—a deep, throbbing hunger 
that seemed to radiate from his core outward. 

When Chase began to move—slowly at first, then with 
increasing confidence—Logan’s world narrowed to the rhythm 
between them. Each thrust triggered sensations that built upon 
one another, pleasure accumulating in patterns completely unlike 
his former experiences. Where male orgasm had been 
straightforward and predictable, this was complex and 
multidimensional—waves building and receding, pleasure 
concentrated not in one location but diffused throughout his 
body. 

Logan wrapped his legs around Chase’s waist, pulling him 
deeper, his body moving instinctively in counterpoint. The 
sounds emerging from his throat were nothing like the noises he 
would have made in his former body—higher, more breathless, 
unconsciously feminine in their vulnerability. 

Chase’s movements became more urgent. Logan felt 
something building within himself—a tension gathering at his 
center, expanding outward in concentric waves. When Chase 
reached between them, his fingers finding the sensitive bud at 
Logan’s center, the tension shattered into pure sensation. Logan’s 
back arched as orgasm washed through him—radically different 
from his previous experiences, more expansive and 
encompassing, radiating from his core to his extremities in pulses 
that left him gasping. 

Chase followed moments later, his rhythm faltering as he 
shuddered against Logan. They remained joined for long 
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moments afterward, breath mingling, hearts gradually slowing in 
unison. 

When Chase finally rolled to the side, keeping an arm across 
Logan’s waist, the weight of what had just happened settled over 
him. Most surprising was the absence of dissociation Logan had 
feared. He remained present throughout, neither fleeing mentally 
from what was happening nor separating into distinct Logan/Elle 
perspectives. The experience had been integrated—physically, 
emotionally, psychologically—in ways he couldn’t have 
anticipated. 

 
Later, curled against Chase’s side in the darkness, Logan 

listened to the steady rhythm of his breathing. Outside, the city 
continued its nighttime existence—distant car horns, the 
occasional siren, the hum of urban life carrying on without 
awareness of the profound shift that had occurred in this hotel 
room. 

Logan placed his palm against Chase’s chest, feeling the 
beating heart beneath. The boundaries between Logan and Elle 
had grown so porous as to be nearly indistinguishable. Was this 
surrender? Acceptance? Integration? 

As sleep began to claim him, a thought surfaced from the 
depths of his consciousness—perhaps Dr. Gupta’s most profound 
manipulation wasn’t the physical changes to his body or even the 
neural recalibration of his brain. Perhaps it was forcing him to 
confront the true fluidity of identity itself—the realization that 
even the most fundamental aspects of self could shift, adapt, and 
transform without being any less authentic. 
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In the morning, he would face the implications of that 

realization. For now, he allowed himself to drift into sleep, 
Chase’s arm a comfortable weight across his waist, his 
transformed body finally feeling, for this one peaceful moment, 
undeniably his own. 
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~16~ 

Commencement 

 
Logan’s eyes fluttered open, his consciousness rising slowly 

through layers of foggy sleep. Copper hair spilled across his pillow 
in a vibrant fan, catching the early sunlight streaming through his 
dorm window. For one peaceful moment before full awareness 
hit, there was no crisis, no dual identity—just the simple pleasure 
of waking on an important day. 

Graduation Day. 
As he sat up, stretching arms over his head, Logan found 

himself thinking about how much had changed since prom night 
weeks ago. The constant exhaustion of monitoring every word, 
every gesture, every response had gradually faded. The internal 
war between who he had been and who he was becoming had 
settled into something more like... peace. 

 
The shift had been most obvious with Chase. Ever since that 

night in their hotel room, it was as if whatever barriers had 
existed between them had completely disappeared. They’d 
crossed a line that night, and now they seemed incapable of 
keeping their hands to themselves. 
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Logan was constantly amazed by how desperately they 
wanted each other. What had started as tentative exploration had 
quickly become an all-consuming need to find time and places to 
have sex. Study sessions were abandoned the moment they were 
alone together, coffee dates cut short so they could rush back to 
whichever dorm room was empty, and they’d become shameless 
about seeking out private spaces around campus. 

Empty classrooms during lunch periods, the library stacks 
after hours, supply closets, even Chase’s car parked in the far 
corner of the lot behind the gym—they’d gotten increasingly bold 
and creative about where they could steal moments together. 
Logan had never imagined himself as someone who would risk 
getting caught, but the need was overwhelming, urgent in a way 
that bypassed rational thought. 

What surprised Logan most was his own appetite for it all. 
He’d become insatiable, constantly thinking about the next time 
they could be alone, the way Chase’s hands felt on his body, the 
sounds Chase made when Logan touched him in certain ways. 
They were two teenagers whose hormones had been unleashed 
without any restraints, and Logan found himself initiating as 
often as Chase did, pulling him into empty rooms or whispering 
suggestions that would have mortified him months ago. 

The squad had definitely noticed the change, though Logan 
tried to be discreet. The girls had made teasing comments about 
his “glow” and the way Chase looked at him during lunch, but 
he’d managed to deflect most of their questions with vague 
answers about “figuring things out.” Still, their knowing smiles 
suggested they weren’t fooled. 

Even Alexis had commented on the change, though more 
gently. Just last week, Logan had been getting ready for bed when 
he’d noticed Alexis sitting on her bed, staring at her phone with a 
troubled expression. 
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“Everything okay?” Logan had asked, pausing in his skincare 
routine. 

Alexis had sighed heavily. “My parents are being so weird 
about graduation. They keep asking about my ‘five-year plan’ and 
whether I’m ‘taking college seriously enough.’ Like, I’m literally 
going to State on a cheer scholarship, what more do they want?” 

Logan had sat down on his own bed, facing her. “That sounds 
super stressful. Do they not get how competitive the scholarship 
was?” 

“They think cheerleading is just... fluff,” Alexis had said, her 
voice small. “Like it’s not even a real sport or whatever. My dad 
keeps making these jokes about ‘professional pom-pom waving.’“ 

“That’s so ridiculous,” Logan had said firmly. “You’re like, one 
of the best athletes I know. The amount of training, the skill level, 
the leadership—what you do is incredible.” 

Alexis had looked up at him with surprise. “You really think 
so?” 

“Are you kidding? You’ve built this program into something 
nationally competitive. You’ve gotten literally every senior placed 
in college programs. You’re amazing at what you do.” 

Alexis had smiled, the tension leaving her shoulders. 
“Thanks, Elle. Sometimes I need to hear that from someone who 
gets it, you know?” 

“You seem really happy lately,” Alexis had added after a 
moment, studying him with the perceptive gaze that had made 
her such an effective team captain. “Like, whatever’s going on 
with you is totally working.” 

Logan had nodded, unable to deny it. The constant anxiety 
that had characterized most of his time at Westridge had lifted, 
replaced by something that felt suspiciously like contentment. 
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Padding to the bathroom on graduation day, Logan gazed at 
himself in the mirror as he completed his morning routine. Even 
his reflection had become less fraught. The jade eyes staring back 
at him—Dr. Gupta’s punishment for his attempted rebellion—no 
longer seemed jarring or foreign.  

He examined the perfect arch of his eyebrows, the 
constellation of freckles across his nose, the soft curve of his 
jawline. His gaze drifted down to his chest, the augmentation Dr. 
Gupta had performed for prom. Even that felt less like an invasion 
now and more like... just part of him. 

The copper hair falling around his shoulders, the delicate 
bone structure, the petite frame that had once felt like a 
prison—none of it triggered the old revulsion. Looking in the 
mirror showed him someone who looked... right. Complete. 
Happy. 

“Today’s the day,” he whispered to his reflection, surprised by 
the note of anticipation in his voice rather than the dread that had 
characterized so many previous mornings. 

The growing sense of integration, of becoming someone 
whole rather than fractured, made the calendar notification all 
the more jarring when his phone vibrated on the counter. A 
reminder illuminated the screen: “Final evaluation and 
documentation session prior to college transition. 8:30 AM.” 

Logan frowned at the reminder. Though he’d grown 
accustomed to his regular check-ups with Dr. Gupta over the last 
year, the interruption felt intrusive, unwelcome on what should 
be a day of celebration. 

As he gathered his makeup bag, following his familiar routine 
with the ease of long practice, Alexis rolled over and snorted 
softly before burying her face back into her pillow. Logan moved 
quietly, not wanting to wake her. The ritual of foundation, 
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concealer, and mascara had become as automatic as brushing his 
teeth—no longer a performance but simply part of getting ready. 

With one last glance at the graduation gown hanging on his 
closet door—his ticket to the future he was increasingly excited 
about—Logan slipped out of the dorm room and into the quiet 
morning, wondering why Dr. Gupta couldn’t simply let him enjoy 
this day in peace. 

 
The GIRLI facility seemed quieter than usual as Logan 

entered the main reception area. A handwritten sign at the empty 
reception desk read “Memorial Day Weekend - Reduced Staff 
Schedule.” 

Logan moved through the familiar sterile corridors, his 
sandals making soft slapping sounds against the polished floors. 
The echoes emphasized the unusual emptiness of the 
building—even the usual security staff seemed to be operating 
with minimal presence for the holiday weekend. The isolation felt 
ominous after the warmth and energy of campus life he’d grown 
to love. 

When he reached Treatment Room 7, Logan knocked lightly, 
and Dr. Gupta’s voice immediately responded: “Enter.” 

The treatment room was more sophisticated than his usual 
evaluation space. A strange looking medical chair dominated the 
center, surrounded by equipment Logan didn’t recognize. A 
helmet-like apparatus hung suspended above the chair, 
connected to multiple monitors displaying complex readouts. 

Dr. Gupta stood beside a workstation, tablet in hand, wearing 
her standard white lab coat over a charcoal gray dress. Her 
expression was as unreadable as ever, though Logan had learned 
to detect subtle variations in her clinical mask over the months of 
their interactions. Today, there was something almost satisfied in 
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the set of her mouth—not quite a smile, but the suggestion that 
she was pleased about something. 

“You’re on time,” she noted, checking her watch. “Excellent.” 
“It’s graduation day,” Logan replied, stepping into the room 

but remaining near the door. “I have like, a lot to do, so I’d 
appreciate it if we could keep this brief.” 

Dr. Gupta’s eyebrow raised slightly at his direct tone. “The 
final evaluation will take precisely as long as necessary,” she 
responded. 

“And why are we in a treatment room?” Logan asked, unease 
creeping into his voice. “I thought this was just a final 
evaluation.” 

“Please sit,” Dr. Gupta instructed, gesturing toward the 
central chair. 

Logan hesitated, eyeing the chair with its obvious restraints 
and the ominous equipment suspended above it. After weeks of 
feeling increasingly at home in his own skin, the clinical 
atmosphere felt more jarring than usual. “What is that machine? 
Those look like restraints. What kind of evaluation needs 
restraints?” 

Instead of answering, Dr. Gupta pressed a button on the 
console in front of her. Over his shoulder, he heard the distinctive 
click of an electronic lock engaging. 

“What are you doing?” Logan spun around to find the door 
he’d entered through locked, the peaceful contentment of his 
morning evaporating into alarm. 

Dr. Gupta had opened a drawer and withdrawn what 
appeared to be a stun gun. “Your participation in today’s session 
is not optional, Miss Turner. Please take a seat.” 

“Not until you tell me what’s going on!” Logan demanded, 
backing away from her. The threat felt like a violation of the life 
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he’d been building, the person he’d been becoming. “What more 
can you possibly do to me?” 

Dr. Gupta regarded him coldly for a long moment, as if 
deciding whether to try to explain or simply tase him, before 
setting her tablet down on the console. Without breaking eye 
contact, she reached into a drawer and withdrew a familiar 
object: Logan’s leather-bound journal. 

“Quite clever, Miss Turner. Hiding your documentation in 
plain sight,” Dr. Gupta said, her voice taking on a colder edge. “I 
admit it took me longer than it should have to decode your 
metaphorical framework. The nautical imagery representing your 
journey, the ‘midnight waters’ symbolizing your forced transition, 
the ‘ancient mariner’ representing your former self... quite poetic, 
actually.” 

“Those are literally just journal entries,” Logan said, trying to 
keep his voice steady. The journal had been his refuge, his one 
space for authentic expression. Seeing it in her hands felt like a 
fundamental violation. 

“We both know that’s not true,” Dr. Gupta replied coldly. 
“The repetitive nautical imagery eventually triggered a more 
thorough linguistic analysis, resulting in 97% certainty in 
encoded messages. There is no other conclusion to draw: your 
intelligence has become a liability to the GIRLI program.” 

The words triggered a memory from months ago—Dr. 
Gupta’s chilling threat when he’d refused to sign his college 
applications: Many subjects in your position are reconfigured for 
reduced cognitive function, focusing solely on physical performance 
metrics. Should compliance become an issue, your current intelligence 
would become a liability rather than an asset. 

“You’re going to reduce my intelligence,” Logan said, the 
horrifying realization dawning. The life he’d been building, the 
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relationships, the academic success, the growing sense of 
wholeness—she wanted to strip it all away. 

“A regrettable but necessary correction,” Dr. Gupta 
confirmed. “Your continued resistance, documented in this 
notebook, demonstrates that allowing you to retain your full 
cognitive capabilities was an error in judgment. A compliant Elle 
Turner with reduced intellectual capacity will be far happier at 
Golden Coast, and a minimal threat to program continuity.” 

Logan shook his head vehemently. “No. Absolutely not. 
You’ve already taken so much from me—my height, my voice, my 
body. You can’t have my mind too.” 

“You have become a liability requiring immediate cognitive 
adjustment,” Dr. Gupta stated. “The neural recalibration will 
eliminate your persistent duality issues while ensuring your 
complete contentment in your role. You’ll find your interests 
shifting toward more appropriate pursuits for someone of your 
caliber.” 

“You’re talking about turning me into some dumb 
cheerleader bimbo,” Logan said, anger rising through his fear. 
“Like, erasing whatever I’ve become completely.” 

The threat felt like an attack on everything he’d grown 
into—not just Elle or Logan, but the complex, integrated person 
he was finally becoming comfortable being. 

Logan looked at her with growing understanding. “You never 
saw me as anything more than a test subject, did you? This was 
never about helping me. It was about proving your methods 
work.” 

Dr. Gupta’s expression remained coolly analytical. “GIRLI’s 
work advances human potential beyond conventional limitations. 
Your transformation represents a significant breakthrough in 
multiple treatment methodologies. Funding is supplied by 
scholastic institutions who gain top-caliber athletes. Providing 
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our subjects with a college pathway is simply a beneficial 
auxiliary outcome.” 

Logan laughed bitterly. “So you literally destroyed my life for 
the greater good. Is that how you rationalize this?” 

“Your limited perspective blinds you to the broader 
implications and your own personal benefits,” Dr. Gupta replied. 
“Athletic scholarship opportunities for individuals with 
career-ending injuries save educational futures that would 
otherwise be terminated. Your spine would never heal sufficiently 
for football, but as Elle, you have a guaranteed collegiate 
pathway.” 

“At the cost of everything I was,” Logan countered. “My body, 
my identity, my choice—all stripped away so you could create 
your perfect little cheerleader doll.” 

For the first time since Logan had known her, genuine 
frustration flashed across Dr. Gupta’s features. The person he’d 
become—thoughtful, questioning, integrated—was exactly what 
she wanted to eliminate. 

“We don’t have time for this debate,” she said, her clinical 
detachment cracking slightly. “Your graduation is in less than 
four hours.” 

She raised the stun gun and began advancing toward him. 
“This is for your own good, Miss Turner.” 

In that moment, something in Dr. Gupta’s expression 
shifted—the barest flicker of intention, a minute tightening 
around her eyes. In that infinitesimal tell, Logan sensed her move 
a split second before she acted. 

The athletic skills that had been programmed into him, that 
had become genuinely his through months of practice and 
integration, responded without conscious thought. As Dr. Gupta’s 
finger tightened on the trigger, Logan was already in motion. 
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He executed a perfect aerial cartwheel, his body flowing 
through the air with the grace that had become second nature. 
The stun gun’s probes sailed harmlessly past, embedding 
themselves in the wall behind where he’d stood. 

Dr. Gupta’s momentary surprise gave Logan the opening he 
needed. He continued into a front handspring that launched him 
directly toward her, his 5’2” frame moving with breathtaking 
speed and precision. 

“What are you—” Dr. Gupta began, but her words cut off as 
Logan’s body twisted in mid-air, using his flyer’s perfect control 
to maneuver around her outstretched arm. Landing with cat-like 
grace, he pivoted behind her, using his lowered center of gravity 
to leverage a sweeping kick that connected with her ankles. 

Dr. Gupta stumbled forward, off-balance. Her tablet clattered 
to the floor as she grabbed for the edge of the console to steady 
herself. Logan seized the moment, darting forward to shove Dr. 
Gupta backwards into the treatment chair. 

Before Dr. Gupta could recover, Logan had reversed their 
positions entirely. With desperate swiftness, he secured the 
restraints around her wrists. 

“This is unacceptable behavior,” Dr. Gupta said, attempting 
to struggle free. 

Logan’s first instinct was to simply run—to unlock the door 
and get out of the treatment room and let Dr. Gupta sit restrained 
while he returned to his graduation ceremony. But even as the 
thought formed, he realized the futility of it.  

Dr. Gupta had connections, resources, an entire organization 
behind her. She would never let him simply walk away. Even 
restrained, even humiliated, she would find a way to hunt him 
down and finish what she’d started. 

As he looked at the neural calibration equipment hanging 
above the chair, a different plan started to form. 
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“You know what I could do,” Logan said quietly, his gaze 
moving to the control panel. “I could use this device on you. Give 
you a taste of your own medicine, and make sure you can never 
come after me.” 

Dr. Gupta’s eyes followed his gaze to the equipment, then 
back to his face. “You won’t do that.” 

“Why not?” Logan asked. 
Dr. Gupta’s mouth curved into a cold, condescending smile. 

“Every treatment session requires post-procedure verification 
codes to confirm successful completion. If those codes are not 
entered within the prescribed timeframe, the system assumes a 
security breach has occurred. All doors will lock down, failsafe 
protocols will begin erasure of all data, and the facility will be 
incinerated.” 

Logan stared at her, processing the implication. “You’re 
saying if you don’t enter some code, like, all the research gets 
destroyed? GIRLI will be done for?” 

“The security measures are automatic and beyond my direct 
control once initiated,” Dr. Gupta replied. “I, of course, have 
redundant data systems known only to me, that I can use to 
rebuild the lost systems.” 

Now it was Logan’s turn to smirk. “But you wouldn’t be able 
to do that if I use this machine on you, would you? You wouldn’t 
be smart enough to rebuild anything.” 

A brief grimace passed over Dr. Gupta’s face, as if the idea she 
would ever be mentally incapable of some task was physically 
repellent to her. 

“Again, you won’t do that. Any possibility of reversing your 
transformation would be permanently eliminated.” 

Logan considered this for a moment, then shrugged. “Maybe 
so? But maybe it’s worth it to guarantee you’ll never do to anyone 
else what you’ve done to me.” 
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Dr. Gupta’s confident expression faltered slightly. She leaned 
forward as much as the restraints allowed, her voice taking on the 
tone of someone explaining simple logic to a child.  

“You’re not thinking clearly. The hormonal treatments have 
affected your judgment. Your entire focus for the past year has 
been preserving some hope of returning to your original form. 
You won’t sacrifice that chance—not even to protect hypothetical 
future subjects.” 

In that moment, it dawned on Logan that she wasn’t 
wrong—hope was the key to Dr. Gupta’s control over him. As 
long as he believed there was a chance of returning to his old life, 
as long as he desired more than anything to go back to being 
Logan, Dr. Gupta would be able to coerce him into agreeing to any 
new procedure or protocol she wanted. 

Was it worth it? Was it even realistic? What life was he holding 
out hope of preserving, even? 

 
The memories came unbidden, vivid and immediate. Logan 

Turner sprinting onto the field at Westlake Stadium, shoulder 
pads adding bulk to his 6’2” frame, the crowd’s roar washing over 
him like a physical force. He remembered the intoxicating rush of 
recognition, heads turning as he walked across campus, the easy 
deference of classmates who saw his letterman jacket and 
automatically granted him status and respect. 

There had been genuine moments of athletic 
transcendence—the perfect catches in double coverage, the 
countless school records broken, the stadiums erupting with 
roaring approval. Logan had felt like a god among mortals, 
untouchable in his athletic supremacy. 

But underneath the highlight reels, the memory revealed 
darker truths. Logan recalled the hollow feeling after parties 
where everyone wanted to talk to the star receiver but no one 
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seemed interested in anything beyond his athletic achievements. 
Conversations that died when they moved beyond football, 
leaving him with the uncomfortable realization that he had very 
little else to offer. His academic work had been perfunctory, 
skating by on natural intelligence while pouring all his energy 
into maintaining his athletic identity. 

The Logan Turner that Dr. Gupta expected him to fight to 
preserve had been impressive from the outside but hollow within. 
Defined entirely by external validation, athletic achievement, and 
social positioning that could be stripped away in a single 
catastrophic moment on the field. 

Logan’s thoughts turned to the person he’d become over 
these past months. His first successful basket toss at 
homecoming, the feeling of weightlessness and perfect control as 
he rotated through the air. The genuine pride he’d felt in the 
team’s silver medal finish at Nationals. Not because it validated 
his status, but because it represented months of genuine effort, 
collaboration with teammates, and artistic expression through 
movement. 

He remembered the night he’d stayed up until 3 AM writing 
his Kafka essay, not because he had to but because the ideas had 
genuinely excited him. The way literary themes and symbolic 
meanings had clicked into place, creating connections he’d never 
seen before. Ms. Brenner’s praise the next day had felt different 
from any academic recognition Logan had received—earned 
through curiosity and effort rather than natural ability coasting 
on minimal investment. 

The friendship with Tiffany had developed over weeks of 
small moments. Late-night conversations about family pressure 
and college anxiety. When Tiffany had been devastated after a 
fight with her boyfriend, Logan had found himself offering 
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comfort that felt genuine rather than performed, sitting with her 
in the bathroom while she cried and knowing exactly what to say. 

With Alexis, there had been the gradual shift from protective 
team captain and assigned roommate to genuine friendship. The 
way Alexis had started asking for his opinion on outfits, study 
problems, social drama—not because Logan was supposed to 
have answers, but because Alexis genuinely valued his 
perspective. Their inside jokes, shared references, the comfortable 
silence that had developed between them during their evening 
routines. 

And Chase. What had blossomed between them since prom 
night had been a revelation—not just the way he’d looked at 
Logan during their literature discussions, seeing someone with 
ideas worth engaging rather than just a pretty cheerleader, but 
the intense physical connection that had awakened something 
inside that he hadn’t known existed. The desperate way they 
sought each other out, the hours spent exploring each other’s 
bodies with an urgency that felt limitless, the way Logan’s own 
desires had emerged with surprising intensity. 

He’d discovered an appetite for intimacy that felt entirely 
natural, entirely his—not programmed or forced but genuinely 
wanted. The tender moments were there too, the way Chase 
would trace his freckles while they lay together afterwards, as if 
mapping something precious, but it was the full spectrum of their 
relationship that mattered—intellectual, emotional, and deeply 
physical in ways that made him feel completely alive. 

These relationships weren’t built on external achievements or 
social status. They were based on seeing and accepting 
complexity—the analytical mind that loved dissecting literature, 
the competitive athlete who found art in physical expression, the 
loyal friend who could offer comfort without expecting anything 
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in return, the lover capable of genuine affection despite the 
complicated circumstances of existence. 

The person standing in Treatment Room 7 wasn’t Logan 
pretending to be Elle, or Elle suppressing Logan. He was someone 
who carried forward Logan’s intelligence and competitive drive 
while developing Elle’s emotional openness and capacity for 
intimate connection. 

He thought about Dr. Gupta’s cognitive simplification 
protocol—the plan to reduce all this complexity to something 
simple, manageable, easily categorized. A cheerleader who cared 
only about appearance and social approval, whose intellectual 
capacity had been deliberately limited to prevent the kind of 
questioning that was happening right now. Dr. Gupta wanted to 
erase not just Logan’s memories but Elle’s growth, reducing a 
complex, fully-realized person into a simple category. 

Dr. Gupta was asking him to choose between preserving the 
possibility of returning to Logan Turner or accepting permanent 
life as Elle Turner. But that was a false choice. There weren’t two 
separate identities fighting for control. 

In that instant, everything fell into place. There was just... 
herself. She was complex, contradictory. She carried elements of a 
football player and a cheerleader, a boy’s memories and a girl’s 
experiences, all woven together into something that couldn’t be 
neatly categorized. 

She was all of it—masculine strength and feminine grace, 
athletic achievement and academic curiosity, the boy who’d been 
confident in his body and the girl who’d learned to find beauty in 
vulnerability. The integration wasn’t a compromise between 
competing selves but a synthesis that had created someone more 
complete than either original identity could have been alone. 
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During these revelations, Dr. Gupta watched her captor’s face 
intently. Something in her expression began to shift from 
confidence to concern as she seemed to recognize how badly she 
had misjudged her subject. 

“Just think, Miss Turner, the cognitive simplification 
procedure would eliminate these troubling complexities,” Dr. 
Gupta said, her voice taking on a note of desperation. “You could 
be happy, content, free from all this internal conflict!” 

But that was exactly what she didn’t want—to be reduced to 
something simple, manageable, easily categorized. The conflict 
wasn’t a problem to be solved. It was what made her human. It 
was what made her herself. 
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“Please, I’m begging you,” Dr. Gupta said, her clinical 
composure finally cracking completely. “Don’t do this. Think 
about what you’re giving up. Your only chance to return to who 
you really are. PLEASE—Logan!” 

Dr. Gupta’s final plea hung in the air between them for a long 
moment, until the petite copper-haired beauty broke the silence. 

“My name,” she said with quiet certainty, “is Elle. Catherine. 
Turner.” 

And with that, Elle lowered her palm and activated the 
device. 
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Epilogue 

 
Elle burst into her dorm room, breathless from sprinting 

across campus. Behind her, miles away, smoke was still rising 
from what had once been the GIRLI facility. Ahead of her, 
Westridge Academy’s graduation ceremony waited, starting in 
just over twenty minutes. 

“Elle! Thank God!” Alexis rushed over from where she’d been 
adjusting her cap at the mirror, already immaculate in her blue 
graduation gown with white and gold honor cords draped around 
her neck. “Where have you been? Madison’s been having a 
complete meltdown about photos!” 

“Doctor’s appointment ran really late,” Elle said, the 
half-truth emerging effortlessly. She grabbed her graduation 
gown from the closet. “Final college paperwork stuff.” 

Alexis studied her face with the perceptive gaze that had 
made her such an effective team captain. “You look... different 
somehow. Are you okay?” 

Elle paused while pulling her gown over her sundress. 
Different was an understatement. She felt fundamentally 
changed in ways that went beyond physical appearance—as if 
some internal war had finally ended in a comfortable truce. 
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The memory was still vivid: Dr. Gupta’s eyes widening in 

terror as the neural calibration helmet descended, then gradually 
shifting to a vacant sort of contentment as the machine 
completed its work. The brilliant scientific mind that had created 
such precise methods of transformation had been rewritten 
according to its own protocols. 

When the helmet had retracted, Dr. Gupta had looked around 
the treatment room with recognition but no understanding. She 
knew where she was, knew who Elle was, but seemed incapable 
of grasping the significance of any of it. 

“Oh my,” she had said, her voice maintaining its usual 
cadence but lacking its former analytical precision. “Your hair is 
so pretty! And that dress—such a lovely shade of purple.” 

Elle had stared at her former tormentor, watching as one of 
the most dangerous minds she’d ever encountered became fixated 
on fashion and appearance. The woman who had orchestrated 
complex psychological manipulation now seemed interested only 
in surface-level observations. 

“This building is about to come down,” Elle had said, looking 
at the control console where ENTER VERIFICATION CODE and a 
five-minute countdown had appeared. “We need to leave now.” 

“Oh, is that what that beeping means?” Miss Gupta—the 
“Doctor” honorific seemed inappropriate now—had replied 
pleasantly, following Elle toward the exit with the passive 
compliance she’d once programmed into her subjects. “I was 
wondering about that sound.” 

They’d made it to the parking lot with a minute to spare. Miss 
Gupta had fumbled for her car keys, seemingly unable to 
remember which vehicle was hers despite it being the only car in 
the spot reserved for “Doctor Gupta, Director.” 
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“I know how to drive,” Miss Gupta had said with wounded 
pride when Elle offered to help. “I’m not stupid, you know.” 

“I know, Miss Gupta,” Elle had replied sympathetically. “You 
just forget things sometimes. It’s okay.” 

“I just... there are more important things to think about. Like 
how you should really consider bangs.” 

Elle had smiled knowingly. Miss Gupta's brilliant mind now 
operated at the level of someone whose greatest concerns were 
social media and shopping. She would never endanger anyone 
again—unless they got between her and a 2-for-1 sale rack. 

Miss Gupta had generously offered to drop Elle off at 
Westridge Academy on her way home. Remarkably, this new 
version of Elle’s former tormentor seemed warm, almost friendly. 

As they drove away from the GIRLI facility for the last time, 
Elle had seen the first flash through the rear window—controlled 
detonations destroying servers and research data. 

 
“I’m perfect, actually,” Elle said to Alexis, coming out of her 

reverie with a genuine smile. “Just had something important I 
needed to finish.” 

“Come on!” Alexis grabbed Elle’s hand as they rushed out the 
door. “The processional starts in like, five minutes!” 

Elle hurried to keep up as they rushed across campus, her 
graduation gown billowing behind her. Students and families 
were streaming toward the main quad from all directions, the 
atmosphere electric with excitement and nervous energy. 

They reached the staging area behind the administration 
building just as their class was lining up for the processional. 
Madison spotted them immediately, relief flooding her face. 

“Thank God! We thought you’d missed it entirely!” She thrust 
a program into Elle’s hands and pushed her into line. 
“Alphabetical order, remember!” 
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Westridge’s main quad had been transformed for the 

occasion with rows of white chairs facing a temporary stage 
decorated in the school’s navy and white colors. Elle sat among 
her classmates, the afternoon sun warm on her graduation gown. 
She listened to Principal Morrison’s opening remarks about new 
beginnings and endless possibilities, finding herself unexpectedly 
moved by the traditional words. 

“Class of 2025,” the principal continued, “you’ve faced 
unprecedented challenges and emerged stronger. You’ve 
discovered who you are and who you want to become.” 

The words resonated more deeply than they could for most of 
her classmates. Elle thought about the journey that had brought 
her to this moment—the terror and confusion of those first weeks 
at Westridge, the gradual acceptance of her transformed body, the 
unexpected friendships, the academic success that felt genuinely 
earned. 

 
The memory surfaced again: watching the GIRLI facility burn 

in the car’s rear window, knowing that somewhere in those 
flames, the last traces of any possibility of returning to Logan 
Turner were being destroyed. Instead of grief, she’d felt only 
relief. 

 
“Elle Catherine Turner.” 
Her name rang out clearly across the quad as she climbed the 

stage steps. Principal Morrison shook her hand firmly, placing the 
diploma in her grasp with ceremonial precision. 

“Congratulations, Miss Turner,” he said, his voice carrying 
over the audience. “We’re proud of all you’ve accomplished in 
your time at Westridge.” 
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“Thank you,” Elle replied, meaning it sincerely. Despite the 
circumstances that had brought her here, her achievements were 
real—the academic honors, the athletic success, the friendships 
that had sustained her through transformation. 

As she moved across the stage, Elle felt a wave of unexpected 
emotion. This was her second high school graduation, but it 
couldn’t have felt more different than the first.  

Logan’s ceremony had been about validation and status, 
checking boxes on the path to bigger things. This time, Elle was 
celebrating something deeper—the hard-won understanding of 
who she truly was, surrounded by people who knew and valued 
that person completely. 

Catching sight of her reflection in the windows of the 
administration building, Elle saw a graduate in navy and white 
who was exactly where she belonged. 

 
The post-ceremony celebration erupted across campus in a 

chaos of photos, tearful goodbyes, and excited chatter about 
college plans. Elle found herself swept up in the genuine emotion 
of the moment—hugging teammates, exchanging contact 
information with classmates, posing for what felt like hundreds 
of pictures. 

“Elle! Over here!” Tiffany called out, phone raised for yet 
another selfie. “Last squad photo before we all scatter!” 

The senior cheerleaders gathered around Alexis, their captain 
beaming with pride. They’d accomplished so much 
together—Nationals silver medal, multiple competition victories, 
the kind of teamwork that had made Elle forget she’d once 
resisted being part of the squad at all. 

“I can’t believe we’re actually done,” Madison said, wiping 
away happy tears. “Like, we’re actual adults now.” 
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“Speak for yourself,” Tiffany laughed. “I’m gonna milk being 
eighteen for as long as possible.” 

Elle joined their laughter, feeling the warmth of belonging 
wash over her. These relationships weren’t built on athletic 
achievements or social status—they were based on genuine 
connection, shared experiences, the bonds forged through 
months of working together toward common goals. 

As the team photo session wound down, Chase appeared at 
Elle’s shoulder. 

“Congratulations, fellow graduate,” he said mock-stiffly, 
before laughing and pulling her into a gentle embrace that felt 
perfectly natural. “One milestone down.” 

Elle looked up at him, appreciating the warmth in his eyes. 
What had developed between them since prom night felt 
authentic in ways none of her former relationships ever had—not 
just the intense physical connection, but the intellectual 
partnership, the way he appreciated her complexity and conflict. 

“I got you something,” Chase said, presenting a small 
wrapped package. 

Inside was a delicate silver bracelet with two charms—a tiny 
book and a pom-pom. 

“The literature major and the cheerleader,” he explained with 
a smile that reached his eyes. “Both sides of the amazing Elle 
Turner.” 

Elle fastened it around her wrist, touched by the 
thoughtfulness of the gift. The charms caught the afternoon 
sunlight, representing the integration she’d fought so hard to 
achieve. “It’s perfect. Thank you.” 

“I hope Golden Coast knows how lucky they are to have you,” 
Chase said softly, a hint of sadness creeping into his voice. 

“We’ll figure out the distance thing,” Elle promised, 
squeezing his hand. “One day at a time.” 
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Dr. Gupta’s desperate final plea in the treatment room 

suddenly echoed unbidden in Elle’s mind. Think about what you’re 
giving up. Your only chance to return to who you really are. 
PLEASE—Logan! 

But “Logan Turner” felt like a character from a story she’d 
read long ago—familiar yet fundamentally different from who 
she had become. The person standing on the Westridge quad 
wasn’t struggling between two identities anymore—she was 
someone who had taken the best of both worlds and made them 
her own. 

 
As the celebration gradually dispersed and families began 

loading cars with belongings, Elle returned to her dorm room to 
finish packing. The space felt different now—less like a temporary 
assignment and more like the end of a chapter in her own story. 
Alexis had already taken most of her belongings home for the 
summer, leaving behind only the institutional furniture and 
memories of their shared year. 

Elle had changed out of her graduation gown into 
comfortable jeans and a Westridge Academy t-shirt. She worked 
methodically, sorting items into boxes labeled for storage or 
shipping to California. Her acceptance letter to Golden Coast 
University was pinned to her bulletin board, along with photos 
from Nationals, ticket stubs from school events, and other 
memories of her time at Westridge. 

Elle unpinned her mementos from the bulletin board and 
pulled out her small memory box to store them safely. At its 
bottom, hidden under scraps of paper, lay the single item she’d 
kept from her former life: Logan Turner’s team photo from the 
Westlake University football program. The formal portrait 
showed Logan’s bold smile, broad shoulders, and brash 
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expression—everything that had once defined him as confident 
and untouchable. 

Elle studied the image that had once been her own reflection. 
To anyone else, it showed a successful athlete at the peak of his 
game. But only she could see through the confident pose to 
remember the hollowness that photo didn’t capture. 

 
After a long moment, Elle carefully placed the photograph 

back in the memory box and closed the lid. She would keep this 
fragment of her past, but no longer as a talisman of loss. Instead, 
it would serve as a reminder of how far she’d traveled, how much 
she’d grown, how much more authentic her life had become. 

Elle placed the box in her suitcase, then turned to face the 
mirror one final time. The young woman who returned her gaze 
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had her hair pulled back in a simple ponytail, face free of the 
careful makeup she’d worn for the graduation ceremony. She 
looked comfortable, content, genuinely at peace with herself. 

Whatever challenges awaited at Golden Coast University, 
whatever new relationships and experiences lay ahead, she would 
meet them as her authentic self. She picked up her phone to text 
Chase about their dinner plans, embracing the future that now 
stretched before her—a future that belonged entirely to Elle 
Catherine Turner. 
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Author’s Note 

 
Thank you so much for going on Elle’s journey with me. When I 

first started writing this story, I had planned maybe 2-3 chapters 
focused mostly on Logan’s physical transformation. But as I got to know 
our protagonist better, I realized this was really about something much 
deeper—what it means to become who you truly are, even when that 
path is unexpected and incredibly difficult. 

 
This is my very first attempt at writing fiction, so your feedback 

and encouragement along the way have meant absolutely everything to 
me. The process has been such a learning experience and I’ve loved 
every minute of it! I need to take a little break to focus on other things 
in my life, but I’m already bubbling with ideas for my next novel. 

 
Elle’s story doesn’t end here, of course. She’s heading off to Golden 

Coast with genuine friendships, real achievements, and the hard-won 
knowledge of who she is. Whatever challenges college brings, she’ll face 
them with the kind of strength that only comes from truly accepting 
yourself. 
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To everyone who has ever felt caught between who they were and 
who they’re becoming: your journey is so valid, your struggles matter 
deeply, and your authentic self is absolutely worth fighting for. The 
future belongs to those brave enough to define it on their own terms. 

 
With all my love, 
Paige 
PaigeTurnerTG@gmail.com 
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