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​Chapter 1: Mysterious Letter
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The soft screech of metal on metal marked the streetcar’s turn from Wellington Street to Burlington Street, as it made its way into Hammer City’s industrial sector. With the streetcar’s turn, the golden light of the setting sun played across the interior. Across the interior and up into Kevin Fujikawa’s eyes. The pale skinned young man squinted, wondering if he should bother changing seats, considering there were only a few stops left. After glancing about the nearly empty streetcar, he decided to just look in the other direction, even if it meant seeing what his friend was reading.

“Seriously, you’re reading through a magazine like that on public transit?” Kevin muttered, trying to find a safe spot between the sun and Andrew’s adult magazine to rest his eyes.

“Well some of us don’t have five beautiful babes throwing themselves at me all the time, so we have to make do with pictures,” Andrew muttered, turning the page with the deliberate calm most would use for browsing a financial magazine. “Ooh, she’s cute.”

Kevin rolled his eyes at his redheaded friend’s attitude (and accidentally looked at the sun again in the process). Blinking that out, he replied: “I also don’t know why you came along with me.”

“A mysterious love letter calling you out to a warehouse in the north end means girl number six is showing up. With any luck she’ll realise there’s too much competition, and she’ll fall, teary eyed, into my open arms,” Andrew said, grinning away.

Kevin stared at him, before shaking his head. “I appreciate your optimism, I guess.”

He then stood up and rang for the next stop. Andrew got up to follow him over to the rear door. They stepped out onto the sidewalk, otherwise abandoned this late into the evening. Kevin felt a shiver down his spine at how empty the area was. It felt unnatural and unsafe, even though he knew he could defend himself with what he had in his pocket.

“You know, you probably don’t want the type of girl that chases after me,” Kevin said as he and Andrew walked towards a small cluster of run down houses sat between the surrounding factories. “Apart from Vivian and Thisbe, they’re all more than a little obsessive... and Thisbe’s a vampire. You know something’s wrong when the vampire is the second most normal girl in your life.”

“I’d like intense,” Andrew said, flashing another grin.

Kevin let out another sigh at his friend’s boundless enthusiasm. He also tried to ignore the buzz in his pocket, a sign that one of the odder girls in his life had heard him. She probably wanted to object. He wasn’t sure what they were walking into, or if they were being monitored, so he ignored the buzz as best he could. He was a natural people pleaser, to try to make himself feel worth something to the world, so it was hard to ignore her, but it was likely the safest move right now.

Instead he kept on alert for possible threats as they moved into the grounds of a large industrial site. Because that was what his life had become, now. Along with the girls who were firmly out of his league for some reason falling in love with a guy as boring and plain as him.

“Are we trespassing?” Andrew asked, looking around at the various warehouses and factory buildings around them.

“Um... possibly,” Kevin replied. “There was a sign, but, like, the front gate was open? I think it’s only trespassing if the gate isn’t opened?”

The shorter man leveled a sharp stare at him.

“I don’t know. I didn’t go to law school,” Kevin replied with a shrug. “We can say we were invited if anyone asks... but I don’t think anyone will.”

Even this late, he would have expected a security guard to have noticed them by now. He was sure that was a bad sign, but kept following the directions his phone had given him. It was supposed to be... that building over there. The lights were out, but the door was open.

“Does this feel like a trap to you?” Kevin asked, as they walked over to the building.

“Maybe she’s just shy?” Andrew replied, though even he seemed a bit nervous.

Not sure what else to do, the two young men walked into the dark and cavernous building. By this point even the light from outside was starting to fade, the sun slipping below the escarpment raised horizon. The pair walked into the middle of the room, Kevin calling out to see if anyone was there.

After a moment, the door they entered through shut with a clang, causing both of them to jump. Andrew slipped into what he must have imagined was a fighting stance, while Kevin’s hand slid into his pocket. The little alien artifact there was now buzzing like an alarm clock on caffeine. Kevin didn’t want to overplay his hand just yet, though.

Suddenly, a light above them flashed on, bathing the two young men in a blinding fluorescent light... that did not do anything good for their night-shift-working complexions. A laugh rang out from the darkness, as Kevin braced for the worst.

“You are very trapped now!” a young sounding feminine voice proclaimed, before the source stepped out of the shadows.

Kevin’s eye twitched with mild annoyance as he recognised her. She was an Issiod’rian. An alien that looked rather like a humanoid lynx. She was also Plynx’s little sister, who had shown up to cause chaos in his life once or twice already.

Plynx, of course, being one of the girls chasing after Kevin.

“Was it you that left the love letter?” Kevin asked, realising he wasn’t actually sure what the girl’s name was. Plynx called her several things.

“It was most indeed!” the young alien girl announced with a grin.

Kevin pinched the bridge of his nose. “Listen, kid, I’m flattered, but, you’re, like... sixteen... ish? That’s...”

“Legal, but morally questionable?” Andrew offered.

Kevin glared at him.

“What? I said morally questionable?”

The taller man rolled his eyes, before turning back to the young alien princess. “Waaay too young for me.”

The alien lynx girl’s face scrunched up in rage, and her eyes began to glow, much the same as her big sister’s so often did. “It was not a true love letter!! It was a lure, Kevin-thief!”

“Ohhh,” Kevin replied, feeling relief... until he processed the large alien blaster device in the girl’s hands.

With her small stature it looked comically oversized in her hands. Her glowing eyes and the size of her fangs helped balance out the comedy, though.

“Stand still, please, Kevin-thief,” she snarled, lifting the blaster to point at both of them.

Andrew let out a yelp, slipping behind Kevin to use him as a shield.

“N—now then, there’s no need to hurt anyone,” Kevin said, raising his hands to try to calm the alien princess down.

“No one will be hurt. You will merely be very different. So big sister does not be in love with you any more.”

“Changed... how?” Kevin asked, while trying to scoot to the side.

Both Andrew and the blaster matched his pace. Even when he tried switching direction and speeds.

“In your tongue... this is sex-swap ray,” the lynx girl said, continuing to follow Kevin’s attempts to swerve with her blaster.

Kevin stumbled, as his brain processed that. It was not what he’d expected. He further tripped when Andrew leaned forward, interest sparkling in his eyes.

“Reall—” Andrew started to ask, until inertia caused Kevin to bowl him over, and the two young men tumbled into a pile.

“Watch where you’re going!” Kevin shouted, before hearing a strange ‘blorp’ noise from where the girl was.

He had just enough time to turn, before seeing the pulse of energy flying his way. It passed over him, and he was overcome with the strangest feeling he had ever felt. Like every part of his body had briefly been scrambled. It was probably painful, though it was simply so confusing he couldn’t process any pain. He did have to struggle to keep down his breakfast as his body went through a total rework, though.

When the severe disorientation subsided, he looked down at himself. He was able to tell his body had changed even underneath his habitually baggy clothing selection. He didn’t think he’d gotten any smaller, but mass had moved about, at least. He reached up to touch his face. It felt softer, though he couldn’t say much else. To be honest, he wasn’t sure what he’d expected there. It wasn’t like he’d memorized what his face felt like, to be able to tell what had changed.

“I’ve got... bazongas,” a female voice that was presumably Andrew’s said.Turning, ready to chide the dork for his choice of words, Kevin had to do a double take, because... well, bazongas seemed fitting for his friend’s new figure. While Andrew had been short for a guy, he’d now shrunk a good ten centimetres to be short for a girl instead, and all the leftover mass had apparently gone straight to his chest.

Or... her chest? They’d been turned into girls, so was it better to use female pronouns?

No. They were just guys turned into girls, not real girls, Kevin reasoned. Trans people were a thing, so... they were just suddenly trans guys, right? If they were girls they would have known that already, regardless of their bodies. So they had to be guys, whatever happened to them.

...Why did that string of logic feel so depressing?

At least he could enjoy being turned into a girl for a bit. Especially if the process had been as nice to his face as it had been to Andrew’s. The now petite redhead looked absolutely adorable.

He’d been changed from an external source, so that would just be making the best of a bad situation, no?

The alien artifact in Kevin’s pocket bounced out, rolling along in the compact spherical mode until it was far enough to give a flash of transformation. He was now looking up at O’tmyil as the holographic blue alien girl looked down at him.

“Are you quite alright, your highness?” O’tmyil asked, concern in her large ice blue eyes. “Hmm... I see no physical damage, only the expected changes from the ray.”

“Yep. Fine. Just... processing things,” Kevin replied, continuing to lie on the warehouse floor.

The alien AI girl gave a nod, seeming strangely relaxed about all of this. Then again, she always had an odd perspective on things. Whether from her being an alien, an AI, or starting to drift from her base programming after so long, he couldn’t begin to guess.

His speculations (which were not at all driven by an effort to ignore the strange bubbly feelings stemming from his transformation) were cut short when the main door to the building was blown open.

Kevin hopped to his feet, grabbing O’tmyil’s hand in case he needed to call on her power. He calmed down, though, when he saw it was Plynx at the door, having blasted her way in. The light flowing in from behind her was artificial, the sun having set at this point, but it was enough to leave her an intimidating silhouette, especially with her glowing yellow eyes and blades drawn.

“I detected an energy spike, is every—Mynx-sister? What are you doing here?” the older alien princess shouted, turning to the younger girl.

The younger cat girl gave a happy sounding reply in her language, which Kevin still couldn’t make heads or tails of. Whatever it was that she said (presumably an explanation) caused a worried expression to splash across her face as she hurried over.

“Kevin-dearest! You—” Plynx began, crouching down beside him, next to O’tmyil. “Are you really changed?”

Kevin sat up, the motion calling attention to the changes in his anatomy. “Yep. Definitely.”

Plynx gave him a once over, before reaching out to poke his chest. It was quick, a simple confirmation, but it still sent a shiver down Kevin’s spine at how different it felt than normal.

“I’m changed too, if you want to check,” Andrew said, having sat up himself and gesturing to his obvious chest.

Plynx shot him a glare before turning her attention back to Kevin. “Do not worry. This is reversible.”

“Oh,” Kevin replied, trying to ignore the heartbreak-like feeling washing over him.

Plynx hopped to her feet and marched over to her sister, yelling something in their language. There was a brief back and forth, the two genderbent humans staring in confusion. Issiod’rian yelling was a little unsettling to listen to, even if the feline aliens were cute looking.

“Oh my,” O’tmyil said, reminding them both that she was still there, and spoke (mildly archaic, but passable) Issiod’rian. “Young Mynx purchased a used and outdated model. It only had charge for one shot.”

Plynx shouted something at her little sister that got another (soft) ‘oh my’ from O’tmyil, before turning back to Kevin. “Ok, it is going to take a little bit longer to fix this than expected, but, believe me: we will fix it.”

Kevin forced a smile.
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​Chapter 2: What Do You Do With a Problem Like Kevin-a?
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The streetcar ride back to the apartment had been awkward. Plynx and Mynx had argued away in their alien language, leaving Kevin unable to follow anything. Andrew, meanwhile, seemed vaguely hypnotized by his chest, and definitely wasn’t offering much of a conversation partner. O’tmyil was also fairly quiet, seeming to have entered ‘therapist mode’, asking how he was feeling while making disconcerting levels of eye contact. As if she was trying to read him, rather than talk to him.

So Kevin slipped into thought as they rode into downtown. He tried to focus on the more basic things, like how he would prove he was himself to other people during all this. He needed to find a mirror to see how much his face had changed... if it had been as minimal as Andrew’s change, then he could probably still use his old ID. Maybe just toss on some even baggier clothes to hide his figure.

Sports bras would be a good idea. They compressed things, right? He wasn’t sure how much, but that would probably help people not notice the difference.

Getting off the streetcar, he figured his boss probably wouldn’t notice or care. Giovanni hadn’t cared when an alien robot wearing a moustache and a trench coat had claimed to be one of his coworkers a couple weeks back to stage an ambush for Kevin... and the coworker it was pretending to be didn’t even have a moustache. So, it was probably a safe bet his manager didn’t care who came in as long as the shift was filled.

With that covered, he felt better as he and the others quietly took the elevator up to his and Andrew’s apartment. If he looked seriously different then it would just be a few days of hiding out and then he could go back to his “normal” life as a guy.

The thought made something inside him break, and a shiver ran down his back. Stepping in his apartment, he held the door open for the others, before going to lock up.

“Do not lock it, Kevin-dearest,” Plynx said.

“Why not?” he asked, before his phone began to vibrate away.

Right, he’d turned data off because he was pushing his monthly cap.

“I summoned the others for an emergency meeting,” Plynx replied.

“Ah,” he replied, before pulling out his phone.

Plynx had indeed left a simple message of ‘emergency meeting’ in the group chat. No further details. Just those two words.

He took off his shoes before reading the rest, which consisted mainly of Augusta demanding a clarification. Thisbe said she would be right over at one point, followed by further ranting from Augusta about Plynx’s lack of communication skills.

[It’s not really an emergency,] he sent into the chat, before heading to the bathroom.

Flipping the light on, he was stunned. The girl staring back was him was... well, him. Not just in that she looked reasonably like he normally did, assuaging fears of being able to get around identification issues. No. No. The girl in the reflection felt like him. The tiny changes to his features fitting his subconscious mental self image. More than his reflection ever had before. He’d always, on a rational level, known that it was him, but had never felt it was him.

The girl in the mirror now, though...

There was a crash as the front door burst open, causing Kevin to jump. Hurrying over, he found an irate Augusta marching into the apartment. Plynx hurried over from the kitchen, leaving her younger sister with what Kevin guessed was a mug of tea.

“What. Is. Going. On. Alien,” she seethed as she marched over to glare down at Plynx.

“Kevin-dearest has been temporarily transformed,” Plynx replied, her tone as flat as it usually was when dealing with Augusta.

“Transformed!? Transformed into what?” the blonde frenchwoman hissed.

“A girl,” Kevin said.

Augusta spun around, staring at him. There was only confusion in her eyes at first, until recognition hit.

“Kevin? Chéri?” she asked.

“Yep.”

“It is indeed him,” O’tmyil added.

Augusta’s eye twitched as she spun around, shouting a string of French profanities at Plynx, before finally switching to English to add on: “What did you do!?”

“My little sister made another attempt to get me to break up with Kevin-dearest,” Plynx replied. “It is reversible.”

“Well, then, reverse it!” Augusta shouted.

“I would need to take Kevin-dearest to the nearest Issiod’rian station,” Plynx said.

That resulted in another burst of French from Augusta, before the blonde started throwing accusations that this was part of Plynx’s plan to steal Kevin away into space to marry him. Kevin let out a sigh and left the argument in the living room behind. Augusta loved to argue, presumably from a love of her own voice. Plynx did not tend to start arguments, but she refused to lose them. Issiod’rians being a warrior society and all that, meaning her and Mynx hated losing anything.

It all meant the argument could last hours, and Kevin had better things to do.

Which apparently meant staring at his reflection some more, because he’d gone back to the bathroom without thinking about it. He felt warm and fuzzy, looking at this new reflection. If he made silly faces, then the girl in the mirror did too. He wished that was the real him...

A realisation struck him then. One he wanted to talk over with someone else.

Stepping out of the bathroom, he realised Plynx and Augusta were still shouting at each other. Thisbe had shown up while he’d been distracted by the mirror, but had clearly been worked into a panic by the argument. She had a bad habit of believing the things the other girls claimed.

So, Kevin headed down the hallway, knocking on Andrew’s door. There was a flurry of sounds of Andrew slamming something shut, before, at last, the door opened a crack.

“Oh, hey Kevin,” the redhead said, peeking out from the narrow gap between the door and the frame. “How can I help you?”

“May I come in? I’d like to talk about something and... it’s an awkward something. Plus,” Kevin said, before there was a crash from the living room and he let out a sigh, “plus, I might have to shout to get heard over them.”

Andrew blushed, his eyes falling for a moment, before he gave a nod and stepped back, opening the door. Kevin walked in, turning to sit on the chair by Andrew’s desk, when he found himself rather distracted.

“Y—you’re wearing a dress?”

Andrew’s face went redder as he made an indecisive noise.

“Where did you get it?”

“Uh... it was my Halloween costume from two years ago...” Andrew muttered.

“Ah. Right,” Kevin replied, as he remembered.

It had been such a fun party. Then Andrew’s parents had seen pictures online and yelled at him.

Kevin had figured his roommate had thrown the outfit out.

“Does that mean you, uh... you... like this?” Kevin asked, blushing himself.

“I mean... I’m a babe now, so... uh... what’s not to...” Andrew said growing quieter as he walked over to sit on the bed. The final word came out as a near whisper, when he finally said, “yes.”

Kevin gave a slow nod. He would have never expected to see his roommate so coy like this, outside of times when his parents were around. Seeing the normally shameless redhead looking at him with such nervous eyes made Kevin feel less worried about admitting his own feelings.

“It doesn’t weird you out too much, does it?” Andrew asked, before Kevin could say anything. “I mean, I know it’s weird for me to like this, as a guy, but...”

“I don’t think it’s weird,” Kevin replied, eyes drifting over to the closet door as he tried to think over his own words. “I... I like it too.”

“You do?” Andrew said, shifting up onto his knees. “I didn’t... I mean, I guess I should have figured. Who wouldn’t, right? Girls are just so much prettier.”

“They are,” Kevin said with a grin, before kicking to spin the chair about. “I never thought I could be this cute.”

The conversation then shifted to the details. Specifically, Kevin and Andrew trying to figure out if they could call themselves girls or not. After much debate, they agreed that, since they had no plan to change back into being physically male, they could probably get away with it. They were certain they didn’t meet the innate standards of womanhood to be actual trans women, but... they’d been blessed with entry into a grey zone and they were going to seize it.

Which would mean they could use female pronouns too, right?

The enthusiasm faded a bit when they both realised they had to figure out bras. All they really knew about them was that they were complicated. But necessary. Especially for Andrew, who was getting some serious discomfort from the unsupported weight.

“We probably need new names too, don’t we?” Andrew said, after a pause, as she lay on her bed, staring at the ceiling.

“Probably. Legally too, I’ll bet,” Kevin replied, before pulling her out phone again, to look up costs for that. She was left with a significant take away after a few minutes of reading. “It costs the same no matter how much you change it.”

“Really?” Andrew asked, sitting up.

“Seems to...”

The redhead nodded. “We should get our money’s worth then, shouldn’t we?”

“We should,” Kevin replied, rubbing her chin.

“Are there any rules?” Andrew asked.

“There don’t seem to be,” Kevin replied.

They both nodded to themselves, wondering about name options. Kevin had a few thoughts, as she always had had. She’d asked her mother what her name as a girl would have been when she was younger, but hadn’t really cared for that name much.

As she weighed options, Andrew tossed out an option for herself, which drew a stare from Kevin.

“You’re not naming yourself after a video game console,” she said.

“It’s a cool name,” Andrew protested.

“It’s a brand name... plus, you’d probably end up getting sued for defaming them. Not to mention that it’s a Japanese name, and, trust me, having a Japanese name when you’re... well, when you’re at least mostly white is awkward. People look at you weird when you show up for job interviews and the like,” Kevin replied, slumping in the chair.

It wasn’t her fault her Japanese grandfather had married an Italian-Canadian woman, and then her father had married a Ukrainian-Canadian wife. Sure, that odd mixture of genes had apparently what lead to her having enough ancient alien DNA for O’tmyil to recognise her as a member of the lost galactic imperial family, which was cool, but... it had also lead to the chaos of all the girls fighting over her and the title she was attached to.

She didn’t even like the idea of being ‘emperor’ all that much.

“Huh... I guess I’d be empress instead...” she muttered to herself, before a realisation struck her, and she hopped to her feet. “Oh! Oh! I’ll be empress of the galaxy!”

Andrew blinked, as Kevin smiled to herself. That title sounded so good. ‘Galactic Emperor’ made her think of a wrinkly old man, but, ‘Galactic Empress’... now that was a title that could fit a woman who was young and attractive and full of life.

And maybe a little sexy.

She couldn’t help smiling to herself at the thought. “Yes.”

Andrew seemed to pick up the vibes filling Kevin’s head, letting out her own little ‘oh’.

“I think you’d look good in the outfit the Evil Empress in Super Galactic Warriors wore,” the redhead said, a smile spreading across her face. “A leggy girl in something like that...”

Kevin took a moment to remember the specific character from Andrew’s large collection of retro anime. When she did, she blushed. “I’m not sure that what she wore would legally count as clothing...”

Andrew paused, to think it over a moment. Then she shrugged. “Probably not, but still. You have to admit it gave her screen presence.”

“That’s true...” Kevin replied.
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THE BUZZING OF HER alarm drew Vivian Wong out of bed, crawling across her small bedroom to shut her phone off. The clock said 5:00 am, as expected. An hour of the day that gave her plenty of time to get ready for work.

It also gave her time for something else important. As the only member of the mess around Kevin who worked days, she usually needed a bit of time to digest whatever chaos had happened the night before.

Today was definitely no different. One cryptic message about an emergency from Plynx, the alien cat girl still seeming to hate typing on Earth phones. Which, hey, Vivian couldn’t blame her. She found them clunky, and she’d not grown up on whatever alien technology Plynx had.

That single message was followed by the snooty ‘princess’ Augusta demanding details a hundred times (demands were something she was big on, her family making unrecognised claims to be the royal family of roughly half of Europe). Vivian had never much cared for the obnoxious blonde who never seemed to grasp that other people weren’t all her servants.

Scrolling through the ranting and French insults, she found one message from Thisbe saying that she was on her way. Well, ‘on m wy’, as Thisbe seemed unable to abandon her telegraph era impression that each letter cost money.

Because she was a two hundred year old vampire.

Vivian had long gotten over the shock of aliens and vampires and the other strange things she’d encountered lately, but sometimes, when she was tired like this, she needed to take a moment to think about it. About the mess her life had become thanks to being in love with Kevin Fujikawa.

Speaking of him, Kevin left a single message himself, saying it wasn’t really an emergency. Which left Vivian with even less idea as to what was going on than Plynx’s message had offered.

Rubbing the bridge of her nose for a moment, Vivian hurried over to find some clothing to pull on. She grabbed a box of Poptrudles(©) to have something to eat as she hurried out of her apartment.

Kevin only lived a few blocks away, and Vivian had long legs, so she opted to walk. eating as she went. Even though it was barely 5:30 am it was late June, so it was fairly warm. The sun was rising too. Waiting for a stoplight at King, she fished out some loonies for the homeless guy starting out his day, before setting off down Catherine again.

A couple of minutes later she was at Kevin’s apartment, stepping in to find the living room in chaos. Plynx and Augusta were lying on the floor, clearly exhausted, but groaning what Vivian presumed were insults in their native languages with what energy they had left. The walls and several pieces of furniture showed slash marks from swords. Which fit the fact that Augusta had her rapier in one hand, and Plynx had her alien blade at her side. Thisbe was sitting on a chair in the corner, deep in thought. Plynx’s little sister was also sleeping on the dining room table, curled up like... well, like a cat.

The only one who noticed her come in was O’tmyil, who was quietly sweeping up some of the mess. The alien robo—hologr—‘artificial being which exceeded earth technology too much for there to be an English word for what she was’ girl looked as calm and peaceful as always as she looked up with a smile.

“Hello, Vivian.”

“Hello, O’tmyil...” the tall woman replied, still taking in the tableau. “Why did the princesses try to kill each other this time?”

“Well, Ladies Mynx used an Issiod’rian sexual reassignment ray on his majesty Kevin, and the easiest way to undo the transformation involves taking Kevin to a nearby outpost station. Lady Augusta objected to Lady Plynx taking him off world
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