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“Yeesh… Maybe I shouldn’t have agreed to do this. Though I guess its my fault for showing up this early.”
With her Yamper prancing alongside her, Professor Sonia of the Galar region could hardly contain the extremely big yawn that she let loose as she navigated an unfamiliar hallway with her face half buried in her Rotom Phone. Maybe ‘navigated’ was doing a lot of heavy lifting, because she wasn’t really sure where she was going, and at the time? She didn’t really have a destination in mind. It was partially her fault that she had arrived at the Galarian school the moment the gates had opened at 6am. Well before any of the other staff or students had arrived. She’d merely misread when she was supposed to be there.

But why was she at the school in the first place? She was a practicing professor who had finished her studies a long time ago. There wasn’t any need for her to go to school to learn, and either way? This was a high school for teenagers. The school system in Galar wasn’t like the one in Paldea where people of all ages could enroll. Even if Sonia had needed supplementary classes, she wouldn’t be able to get them as a woman in her twenties.
It was actually an exciting opportunity for her, however! As a new professor she had been looking for ways to both broaden her horizons and spread her wealth of knowledge. Professors guided new trainers while furthering their own studies, sure, but students that weren’t participating in the League seldom got a chance to learn from them. 

So, when the offer had landed on her desk to teach a class at the school for a week? Sonia had practically jumped at the chance to do so. Not only could she pass on her knowledge, but it could help her practice her public speaking and get a sense of what students who skipped the League and stayed in school were learning as well. A win-win! She’d always been a little curious about what it might be like to be a teacher anyways!
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Fast forward to the first day of these classes, however, and Sonia had begun to run into problems. Self doubt was the chief among them, and it had led to her barely getting a wink of sleep the night prior. Which had then led to her misunderstanding the time she was supposed to arrive at the school. She’d misread 6am as the time she was expected to be there, even though it was just the time the gate opened.

“I was supposed to meet with the principal to get the keys to the staff room, but I guess she isn’t here yet. I guess I could go back to the inn I’ve been staying at, but…” That wasn’t really how Sonia’s mind worked. She was the hard working type, always putting one foot forward instead of stepping back. Sure, laying down on a soft bed for another hour sounded great considering her lack of sleep at the time, but she’d rather use the time to go over her lesson plans.
Sonia’s anxiety wasn’t stemming from the material, nor any lack of context when it came to presenting that material. The young professor knew her stuff from front to back! It was all memorized! She was confident in her ability to deliver this sacred knowledge! Her fears were actually a little more… social? “Just what are the kids into these days? What if I say something that makes me sound lame!?” In a very Sonia-like fashion, she was way more worried about how she might come across.

That was why her Rotom Phone flipping had taken a detour. At first, she had just been going over her notes as she wandered around aimlessly. But her attention had shifted to the internet. She was looking up articles on teaching styles and checking for comments from students to see what they thought was cool or lame. “Weird hand signs are out, I guess… There goes using the peace sign for my intro…” Well, she could be a little lame at times. She thought it was part of her charm!

“Ugh… I could read a million articles and still not be sure. I guess I’ll just need to suck it up and just do it! But I really wish I knew how normal students thought. If only I’d been a normal student in school in the first place!” Between Nessa, Leon, and herself, they’d all been… quite the handful to their teachers, she was sure.

The next time she brought her index finger down onto the screen to swipe, though? “Ouch!?” There was a sharp shock that jumped to it, making her jump and even take a few steps back with surprise. Rotom Phones were supposed to be safe to use. They didn’t typically shock their users and were in fact designed specifically to avoid that outcome. Well… At least she felt more awake now? That was helpful, right?
With a sigh, Sonia pocketed her cellular device out of concern that she might get shocked again. “This school has a cafeteria, right? I guess a coffee would be helpful. I wonder if they have breakfast curry…” Probably, right? It was the Galar region, after all. But she didn’t get all that far down the hallways before she realized something felt strangely amiss. At first she couldn’t really place her finger on it. Was the feeling a little warm? Tingly? Maybe, but if she did, those sensations weren’t strong enough to blame. They could have just been products of the electric shock spiking some panic.
“Maybe I need to sit down and collect my thoughts. That was pretty startling…” The woman attempted to shake the feeling off and was in the process of reaching up to rub at the back of her head sheepishly when… she stopped. “…Eh?” A flash of red had passed her gaze where it shouldn’t have. Her fingertips? The woman paused the movement of her hand and brought it closer to her face. “…When did I paint my nails red?”
Her green eyes had narrowed at the sight of her fingertips, even raising her second hand to compare. The fingernails on the right hand that she had raised first were not only painted red unlike their usual green, but looking at her left hand? The green there was fading, taking on the very same red in its place once the color was lost. “Wh-What’s happening here?” Fingernails didn’t just get repainted! And the red paint job that had been applied was rather… haphazard. It wasn’t applied as evenly as Sonia did her own nails, almost like whatever had applied it had gotten bored and just finished it in a rush halfway through.

Without thinking, Sonia ducked into the nearest classroom and closed the door behind her. “Nails don’t just change color! Is this some kind of prank? Did a Pokémon do this!?” Could a Pokémon do that? Probably, though she couldn’t think of one off the top of her head with that kind of power. The more she stared at her hands, in fact, the less familiar they became. Her fingers somehow looked smaller and thinner, and a beauty mark surfaced on the back of the right hand where it hadn’t even been before. “Why am I hiding? I should probably… find… help?”

Ugh, that sounds like waaaaay too much of a hassle though!

The professor became of two things back to back that had her trailing away from her original idea of seeking aide from someone else. The first was her internal dismissal of the idea. She was hardly a lazy person, and whatever was happening to her could be dangerous. But that little voice in the back of her mind felt pretty adamant about not doing anything. And by confusing the woman, it basically succeeded.
On the other hand, there was a visual realization she’d had. Sonia typically kept her hair out of her eyes, brushing her bangs to either side of her face because she was annoyed when they got in her eye. But not only could she make out her bangs between her eyes by going cross-eyed… they were black. “M-My hair, too?” She ended up reaching up with unfamiliar fingers and twirled some of these bangs between her fingers.

But it didn’t occur to her that it was a much more widespread issue until she reached a hand over her shoulder and pulled a bunch of hair forward. “Oh no!?” Evidently her side ponytail had come undone, because she was able to pull into view a bunch of long, loose hair. It was black near the top, but still orange near the base… yet that clearly wouldn’t be the case for long. The black was slowly working its way towards her tips, and this tips were inching farther and farther from her roots as her hair… lengthened? In the end it reached past her thighs and had a peculiarly light coloring layer underneath the top layer.
“My hair is like… SO SUPER CUTE!?” A hand was immediately brought up to Sonia’s lips to cover her mouth. Why had she just said that? It wasn’t what she had wanted to say! Where had the heart ornaments in her hair gone? Why was it all black? But in terms of changing color, her hair wasn’t even alone. A ring of pinkish purple had formed around her irises and was gradually moving out to the outskirts of those irises… while her pupils paled instead. 

She was met with a surprise when she went to remove her hand from her lips, too. Where her hand had touched her lips was a little sticky? The professor looked at the palm of her hand, noting a light pink gloss in the shape of her lips stuck to it. She pressed her own lips together to even out the gloss that had been lost. Which would have been fine if she wore gloss in the first place. She did not.
The fruity taste of the gloss teased her tongue after probing those lips from within. “I didn’t… but like, why wouldn’t I wear gloss? It makes my lips look super lusc!” What was up with the pitch of her voice? Or even how she was talking? She sounded so vapid and unintelligent! She was a Pokémon professor that knew all sorts of things! Yeah! Like, um… Uh? Pokémon are totally all cute and stuff! Wait, why couldn’t she remember anything actual facts about them!?

At the very least she was right that her lips appeared to be luscious, but it wasn’t just because of her added gloss. Those lips had puffed out, which was part of a broader series of changes to both her facial structure and her perceived youthfulness. Bigger eyes made her look a handful of years younger when compared to smoother, rounder cheeks and a button nose. She didn’t have any resemblance to the professor she was supposed to be from the neck up. Instead, she looked more like a girl in her late teens. Like someone who should have been attending this school rather than teaching a class.
“Whoa!?” Smaller, manicured hands were thrown out to grab the edge of a nearby desk when the woman suddenly found herself plagued with a wave of dizziness. That was how she had processed the sensation, more or less, but that wasn’t quite what had caused it. Standing at 5’6”, Sonia was more or less an average height for a woman that was supposed to be in her twenties. Yet with her body de-aged, she slipped down a full three inches to 5’3”, leaving her body to seem a little scrawnier. At first. “That totes felt weird…”

Was she doing something important? Going to look for someone or something? Nah, that sounds like a lotta work. I don’t even wanna be here! Bet I could get away with skipping again… Skipping? Class? She sounded more and more like a high schooler, and one who wasn’t a very good student at that. She didn’t seem to care at all about her transformation and had more or less forgotten that it was even happening.

Which was kind a shame, because if she’d had more of a grip on her previous identity at the time, the sight and sensation of her green shirt’s neckline stretching forward further and further as her open jacket was pushed to the side would probably have prompted her to scream. “Hm? Why’m I wearing such a plain-ass outfit?” Instead, Sonia seemed to be way more fixated on the clothes that were stretching, paying no mind to her deepening cleavage as the strap of her bra snapped behind her and her average sized tits lifted the base of her top at the behest of her now G-cup tits.
They just felt normal to her. And they’re great for giving boob jobs to losers who want ‘em! Horny dudes that she could bum money off of loved them! Just like they loved her ass, which was rapidly filling out the back of her pants so that her cheeks peaked over the edge and her thighs were crammed into the unbudging legs. I’m just so hot! Even if daddy wasn’t rich, I can get whatever I want!
Like, say, permission to wear a custom uniform at school? The fabric of her ensemble shifted and dyed to create a uniform that was exactly that. She wore a white blouse underneath a pink, button-up cardigan and a short, black pleated skirt with a hot pink ribbon around her neck. A black choker clung to her neck, a pink scrunchie created a left-leaning side ponytail, and she had big, puffy black socks and matching loafers. The girls at her school didn’t normally get to wear cardigans at all, much less pink ones.

There was also the black thong she was wearing beneath her skirt.
[image: image2.emf]“Maaaan! Why the hell am I even here so early? It’s like, not even 6:30am! Classes don’t start ‘till 8!” Sandra Olivevine threw her hands behind her long, black hair and yawned the biggest yawn without even bothering to cover her mouth. Doing so would have been polite, and she didn’t consider herself to be all that polite, honestly. Nor did she care to be! She was the daughter of the wealthy Olivevine family. It didn’t matter what she did at school or why; money would always make sure she had perfect marks.

In fact, she seldom could even be found at school. “I’m just gonna end up playing hookie anyways. Do I wanna go to karaoke or the arcade today? Hm…” Her brisk walk down the hall had turned into a playful yet confident skip. “Ooo! What about hitting up the mall? I wonder if someone else in my clique would come? That’d be so rad!” There didn’t seem to be a single shred of intelligence within Sandra’s mind that wasn’t directed at common teenaged girl activities.

Most would do them after school or on weekends, though. She was heading in the direction of the front gate, still recounting fun possibilities for a day that should have otherwise been spent studying. “Maybe I can find a hunk to spend the day with me? Or a babe! No way I’m that picky! Plus, I carry a strap-on in my bag for a reason!” Who would feel comfortable saying that out loud? A girl with very little shame, of course. 

But she was eighteen, so just who was going to stop her? Teens were so sex positive these days! …Or Sandra was, anyways. “Come on Vulpy, lets get out of here before we run into anyone!” For the first time in a while, the girl looked down at the Pokémon walking beside her. It wasn’t the Yamper that had been there before, but instead an Alolan Vulpix that her daddy had imported for her. She was spoiled rotten on the daily. The fox mewed and it pranced along.

By the time they reached the gate, some students were beginning to filter in.

“LOSERS! ENJOY YOUR STUPID CLUBS!”

But Sandra wouldn’t be one of them.
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