September 9th, 2024

	This isn’t my normal type of thing. I guess that’s a bit stupid to say, since my literal body isn’t my normal type of thing anymore, but it’s true. I’m not one for all this hippy dippy “talk about your feelings” type stuff. This electronic diary is the first journal I’ve had since I was a kid, and even then I didn’t use it. The doctors here say I have to make an entry every week though. “Part of the process.”
Today was my first day at Stevenson Gender Institute, a place designed for people like me. I’d caught the Gender Flu right after my semester ended and ended up like this. At first I just thought I was sick with anything else, and was annoyed that it ruined the start of my summer. It was my first one back from college and I was looking forward to making the most of things. My friends and I were going to hike all the trails around the town. We were going to take a drive to the beach. Cindy was going to be there in her bikini and I was finally going to make my move…
I don’t know why they tell us that writing it down will make us feel better, because I sure don’t.
I don’t want to write about the girl I would have finally got with. I don’t want to write about my plans. I don’t want to write about what happened to me. I’m sitting here at my desk, wearing a bra and panties. They took away the football jersey and jeans I wore when I came in because their stupid data says wearing a uniform is better, but I just can’t stand it. I have C cups! I have nothing between my legs. I’ve had three periods and they act like this stupid therapeutic institute is going to help me. Is it going to bring my beard back? Is it going to give me back the 8 inches of height I lost? Is it going to pull out the penis that disappeared inside of me one week into my sickness?
That’s enough for today. I hit the wordcount and my roommate is getting out of the shower. We all kind of shower quick here. We must not like looking at ourselves…

September 23rd, 2024

	More of the same…
	Just kidding. My last journal entry, which was just “More of the same” repeated over and over until I hit the wordcount, apparently flagged some sort of bot. I got a stern talking to from the headmistress where she reiterated the importance of these journals. I wasn’t sure anything in this stupid institute was important though. Sure, we had anatomy and other classes to help us catch up with other girls our ages. We learned how our periods work. But most of it was just sitting around in a circle and talking. It was weird.
	The weirdest part was looking around and seeing a bunch of girls, hot chicks I might have hit on before, saying the same things that I thought. Did I look this ridiculous when I claimed to be a guy at heart?
	Anyway, at least my roommate is cool. He was the star quarterback at his college and had been pretty heavily recruited before all this. He’d even got to play a few games as a freshman. I guess losing that puts my loss into a bit more perspective.
	I got to go again. I’m going to be late for my one on one. It’s the most pointless of all my classes and mainly just involves me doing a weird sort of guided meditation where I sit down and listen to my teacher mutter nonsense. I don’t know, maybe there’s something to it. Between that and the white noise machine, I’m getting the best sleep of my life.

September 30th, 2024

	I’m not sure what’s wrong with me but maybe typing it will help me figure it out. As much as I hate to admit it, journaling does seem to help, and I need some way to wrap my head around this. I can’t tell my roommate. They’d call me gay. I can’t tell any of the faculty. They’d be WAY too supportive. All I can do is try to figure this out on my own, but…
	I had a dream. About a guy.
	I was in his arms and he leaned down and kissed me.
	I swear I don’t like guys! I never so much as looked at one like that! When you add this to the fact I’m having another fucking period…
	Okay, typing it out isn’t making me feel better. There is some good news though. The school is letting us go back to our own clothes in two weeks. It’s honestly a good thing I’m here too. I would be spiralling way worse if I was on my college campus and hadn’t had any of the therapy and support this place had given me. Plus it’s just nice to have other people going through the same thing. My roommate is so cool, even if they do spend too much time complaining. It’s like dude, you’re hot! If you’re going to be a girl, at least be glad you look as good as you do! I mean, I don’t like being a chick, but I wouldn’t mind having her body instead of mine.
October 7th, 2024

	I finally told Kyle that I’m a bit jealous of his body, and he just laughed it off. I was a bit embarrassed to even admit it but if you’re going to be stuck in a terrible situation like this, you might as well be in the best version of it. I might as well be a hot girl if I was going to be one.
	He assured me that I was pretty, even if that wasn’t really what I wanted to hear. It’s just that he was keeping up the exercise routine he’d done in the off season and was staying trim that way. He told me it was a great way to still feel like a guy.
	So when the time came for him to do his planks, crunches, pushups and everything else, we did them together. Bra sweat is weird. My lack of strength since becoming like this is…concerning. But otherwise he was right. I was glad to have someone in my corner, and glad to have everyone else that was here. We were all starting to bond as a class and share our experiences together. And at least I was prettier than most of them. Everyone here had to know that Kyle and Richard in 2A were the finest things on campus.

October 14th 2024 (Note Deleted By Institute’s “Seen and Not Heard” Protocol. Listed On Student Interface As An Incomplete Assignment.”)

	I don’t know where else to write this. We haven’t had our phones or laptops since enrolling as part of the “Therapeutic Solitude.” I know by now that’s all a lie. The white noise machine is a lie. The meditation sessions are a lie. They aren’t saying gibberish, they just order our mind to hear it as gibberish. I know I can’t trust this stupid tablet but I don’t know where else to write this. I think I’ve discovered it before, but they make me forget each time. So no more clues and breadcrumbs. I need a written record.
	I snuck out of the dorm tonight. Another dream woke me up and you can’t really go back to sleep after dreaming of a man inside of you. So I wandered around campus until I noticed a light on in one of the buildings. I’d never been in that one before but it seemed weird that any lights would be on in the middle of the night. So I went to check it out.
	I looked in to see our one on one meditation specialist, Dr. Friss. It was hard to make out anything through the windows but I did manage to hear “knows too much,” “same as usual” and “won’t be long til.”
	I saw her silhouette moving against the closed shade and heading upstairs. There was a tree next to me and while I had always been a boy who loved climbing trees, I hesitated for a moment. My hands were too soft. What if I got cut? What if I fell? By now I know why my walk around campus hadn’t calmed me down, why a guy who’d hiked all his life suddenly jumped in fear at the hoot of an owl and preferred a cozy day inside to gross, scary nature. It was so frightening…but I steeled myself and climbed up.
	On the second level, there were no shades. There was just Dr. Friss, standing in front of a girl who was tied down to a chair.
	“You can’t get away with this!”
	“Get away with what? Helping you? Making you as you ought to be? Come on Sasha, you’re a D cup. Let’s not pretend there’s any macho left.”
	“My name is Steven!”
	“For now. But soon you’ll want a girl’s name. You’re going to pick Sasha. You’re going to think it was your idea” she smiled.
	“Another student will figure it out. SOMEONE will figure it out! You can’t get away with it forever!”
	“We’ve gotten away with it for a decade, sweetie. And whenever someone figures it out, we just do what I’m going to do to you. It’s one of the first triggers we implant. I mean, slowly and holistically rewriting a personality takes weeks but this…child’s play.”
	She leaned in and whispered something in Steven’s ear, and he passed out.
	“Good. Now you’ll forget trying to escape. You’ll forget the true nature of this school. You’ll forget that we’re brainwashing you. You’ll forget everything that makes you worry and only remember the things that make you happy. Whenever you think about the white noise or the one on one sessions, you’ll only think of them as kind aids which the institute gives you. You won’t suspect a thing. Understood?”
	“Yes, Dr. Kriss.”
	“Good. And if you ever try to escape again, you’ll use the same path you used last time, so it’ll be easy to track you down.”
“Yes, Dr. Kriss.”
I was terrified, so terrified that I messed up. I lost my handhold and nearly fell out of the tree. I caught myself but not before giving up a high pitched, girl in a horror movie scream. Dr. Kriss’s head snapped towards me as I got down.
I ran off as fast as I could and hid in the woods. Luckily I had my tablet with me because it was the only thing in the dorm with a flashlight setting, but I’m not sure how I’m going to get out of here. Whatever I do, I got to do it fast.

October 21st, 2024

When I told my teacher that me and Kyle were working out in our dorm, they were nice enough to get us some workout clothes! Sure, it was weird putting on a sport’s bra and yoga pants at first, but me and Kyle are friends. Even when we were dressed like that, we looked at each other completely platonically. If anything, I was just jealous. My boobs are bigger but she’s taller, and something about her being blonde doesn’t help. Even when we hung out in the common room in our outfits, it irked me a bit. The girls were all looking at us in a way that made me think they were jealous or self conscious, but I wanted more of those looks! Kyle was hogging all of them!
When I confessed that to one of my teachers during personal sharetime though, they were super helpful! I swear, between the white noise, the therapy and all the other helpful aid they give, they’re all so nice! They showed me how to do my makeup and gave me some exercises I could do for a more shapely figure. I’ve only been doing them for a few days but the squats are working wonders!
And I haven’t even gotten to the best thing yet! We’re having a Halloween party in the common area and the faculty told us to request any costumes we want! I was thinking Han Solo at first but Slave Leia might suit me better.

October 31th, 2024

	I really need to stop it with the envy. Kayla is my BFF and we’re both hot in our own ways. She’s hot in the whole “Tall, fit blonde” kind of way and I’m hot in the “Stacked shortstack brunette” kind of way. It was my makeup that finally put things over the edge though. She broke down and asked me to teach her how to do it, to let me borrow some for the party. I’d never seen her treat me like the hotter girl before, so I broke down and hugged her. We both had a good cry and talked it all out and now we’re better friends than ever. She’s in the bathroom, getting ready in her Princess Peach costume. I’m going as Daisy. No need to dress like Slave Leia and show anyone up now.
	I wish she wouldn’t take so long though. I know I also stare at myself in the bathroom a lot, but there’s so much to admire! My shapely, supple legs. My wide, child birthing hips. My slim, snatched waist. My buxom breasts. Their tiny little pink nipples. My pretty face.
	Oh, right! I almost forgot!
	This might be a bit private, but this is my diary after all. I love writing in it and so I just have to say: I tried touching myself for the first time! It was absolutely divine! I squealed and moaned so much that there’s no way Kayla didn’t hear me. I’m not ashamed at all though.
	Welp, Kayla is finally ready. Time to party!

November 1st 2024
	OMG! I know I only have to do one journal entry a week but I just HAVE to write this! I already have told Kayla and now I have to tell my diary!
	There were boys at the Halloween Party!
	The faculty invited over the guys from our sister school (or should I say brother school, lol.) They’re all such macho guys, so manly and muscular. I nearly swooned when I saw them waiting in there, and wished I’d gone with Slave Leia after all. All the girls were so nervous but every one of those guys just had that sort of deep, masculine confidence about them. It was like their roles were coded right into their brain.
	Two of them made their way over to me and Kayla as my roomie blushed neon red.
	“Hey…long time” said the taller guy. They were both taller than me though. I was looking up to mine with a nervous smile.
	His name was Ethan and he was just such a dream. We both broke off as I talked to him and as his roommate talked to Kayla. Apparently those two had gone to the same college, and he’d been a cheerleader on the team where Kayla was the quarterback. I didn’t find that out til later though. I was busy feeling a warmth between my legs and butterflies in my stomach. I was already thinking of what the names “Ethan” and “Rachel” would look like next to each other.
	The faculty was barely chaperoning and we were all free to move about the campus. Kayla winked at me as she walked down the hall with her guy, heading towards our dorm room. That did leave me in an odd space though. Where were we going to go?
	Eventually I led him out to the moonlit night, even if the woods after dark scared me. I had a big strong man at my side and he made me feel so secure. So we went out towards one of the buildings and he pushed me up against one of the trees. The craziest thing was how familiar the tree seemed, and the sort of deja vu I felt as he kissed me. I guess it must be fate. Or at least it’s my brain’s way of saying he’s the one.
	Suffice to say I didn’t feel bad about my stupid Daisy costume for long. Soon I was wearing even less than Slave Leia and he was making me scream his name. My C-cups heaved with every thrust. I was in love.

November 18th 2024

	This is my last journal entry at Stevenson’s Gender Institute. I’m going to miss this place so much, even if so much of it is a blur. I’ve already packed all my clothes, and boy was it a struggle to fit all those dresses in one suitcase! I needed a drawstring bag just for my shoes, but it wasn’t like I could stand next to Ethan without wearing heels. He just towered over me.
	I wasn’t sure how we were going to keep things up since we went to different colleges, but I was thinking about transferring anyway. Could you believe my university has no fashion major? I mean, how could it even call itself a college!?
	Kayla and Trent have it much easier though. Not only are they on the same campus, but she’s going out for cheer and he’s going out for football. There’s a spot open on both squads and they’re certainly good fits. Kayla is hot enough and from what she says about Trent in the bedroom, he’s strong and athletic.
	I look at myself in the reflection of this screen and I see the happiest girl in the world. I love my boobs. I love my outfits. I love my height and the feeling I get when I’m next to Ethan. I can’t wait to have his babies someday.
	It’s safe to say I owe a lot to this place. They’ve given me so much kind aid as I’ve accepted myself.
