

A Girl’s Life

Magical Tales of TG Transformation

By Portia Hab

         I expected my girlfriend’s daughter, Sophie, to answer the door. Michelle, I knew, would be at work for a couple more hours.

Ours is a semi-long-distance relationship. I live about 60 miles away and wanted to get to their house before rush-hour traffic started. We were going to have dinner, see a movie, and then, I hoped, make love while her daughter was at her high school prom.             

Instead, Sophie’s boyfriend, Josh, answered my knock at the back door. Or at least I thought he was Josh. He certainly looked like the boy who stands about 5-11 and weighs about 175 pounds.

But then he said he was Sophie, cute little Sophie who is maybe 5-4 and 110 pounds.

“Yeah, right, Josh,” I said. “And I’m Taylor Swift. How do you like my new look?

“Now, where’s Sophie? I thought she’d be here, getting herself all beautiful for prom.”

He started crying. Have you ever seen a football player cry? It’s not pretty. What the Hell was going on here?

“Please, please, Craig, you have to believe me,” he sobbed. “I’m Sophie.”

Just then, Sophie’s friend Caitlin, a taller blonde, walked into the kitchen. Or at least I thought she was Caitlin. She looked like Caitlin.

“She’s telling the truth,” she said. “She’s Sophie and I’m Josh.”

Suddenly a light bulb went on in my head. “Ah, I get it,” I laughed. “You’re pranking me. Where’s the camera?”

Ignoring my question, they told me that Josh had found a medallion in the street and brought it into the house with him, along with his prom tux. He and Sophie were going out for an early dinner in regular clothes and then come back t get dressed for prom.

As he dropped his tux on Sophie’s bed, he touched the medallion to a top that belonged to Caitlin. Feeling a sudden electric-like shock, he dropped it. Attracted by the shiny trinket, Sophie reached for it, touching both the medallion and the tux. She too felt the shock.

And 30 minutes later, they weren’t themselves anymore. She was Josh and he was Caitlin. With no other choice, he then had put on the top and a pair of Sophie’s sweat pants and she now was wearing his clothes.

“I looked on the internet and found out what happened,” said Sophie-as-Josh. “He found the Medallion of Zulo. If you touch it and a piece of clothing at the same time, it turns you into the last person who wore that clothing. Then you can’t change back for 12 hours,” she added as I walked into the living room and they followed.

I shook my head and sat down on the sofa. “But things like that can’t happen. Magic doesn’t exist.”

“But we’re proof it does!” wailed Josh-as-Caitlin, as he sat down next to me. “You gotta believe us, Mr. B. It’s true!”

“Josh, go in my bedroom, I need to talk to Craig in private,” said the new boy. When the new girl looked panicked, he added, “Don’t worry. Everything’s going to be okay. I’m going to convince Craig that we’re telling the truth. But I might have to tell him some stuff that he doesn’t want other people to know. Okay?”

“Okay . . . I guess,” said the blonde, leaving us alone in the living room.

As he closed the bedroom door, I said, “Well, Josh what might you know about me that I might not want other people to know?”

“You really want me to start with that?” the boy who said he was a girl replied as he joined me on the sofa.

“Okay, then. I hear you and Mom having sex in her bedroom sometimes and . . .”

“And?” I interrupted.

“And I know how you like it,” he said, his face blushing bright red.

I sensed mine doing the same. I also felt anger that Sophie had spied on us and then told Josh about what she heard. I told her so.

“If that’s true, why would I have asked Josh to leave the room?” the boy claiming to be Michelle’s daughter countered.

“Because that’s not Josh. It’s Caitlin,” I replied.

“Craig, you really are being a big ol’ meanie about this!” he hissed.

And that’s when I knew he was telling the truth. Sophie often called her mother a “big ol’ meanie” and sometimes me as well. It was her trademark saying. Mostly she said it in jest. But not always. And when she said it seriously . . . well, she sounded just like the boy sitting next to me and insisting he was a she.

Sophie-as-Josh saw silent acknowledgement in my face or maybe my eyes. He/she hugged me.

“Oh, Craig, you believe me! Thank you, thank you, thank you! You’re not a big ol’ meanie.”

“Okay, say I believe you,” I said, pushing him away. “It still sounds really crazy that something like this could happen. But okay, say it did. Based on what you told me, you can switch back after 12 hours.

“So you two just stay out of sight until early tomorrow morning and then switch back.”

Suddenly the tears started again. “But Craig, you don’t understand. It’s prom night. I have a new dress  and . . . and . . . I just have to be there. I have to!”

“Well, kiddo, I’m sorry, but I guess you won’t be going to prom,” I offered, awkwardly patting her masculine shoulder.

I should have kept my mouth shut after that, but I didn’t. I just felt so truly sorry for him/her. “Gee, I wish I could help,” I said. “I know how disappointed you must be.”

Sophie-as-Josh looked up and her eyes widened. “But you can help!” she said. “You can be me! Josh can hide out in my bedroom and then we can all change back after prom!”

For several seconds, I was speechless. “Why in the world would I do that?” Why would you want me to do that?” I asked. “That’s not the same at all as you going to the prom with your boyfriend. In fact, it’s . . .”

I shivered. “Well, I don’t know what it is. It’s beyond creepy.”

That’s when we both looked up and saw Josh-as-Caitlin standing there with a big grin on her face. “I’ll tell you what it is. It’s Promageddon,” he said, as he hefted his braless breasts with both hands. Then he giggled.

“Cut that out!” Sophie-as-Josh snapped. “You’re my boyfriend and those belong to Caitlin!”

He laughed. “Yeah, well, about that. Right now, it looks like I’m your best friend and these babies are mine for the next 12 hours. And if I’m going to be hiding out in your bedroom . . .”

“Oh, you’re disgusting,” she replied with Josh’s forceful baritone voice.

Once more the new girl giggled. “And you’re not? He said, and then pulled the pink top up over his new breasts to expose them. “Have you noticed what’s going on between your legs?”

Sophie-as-Josh blushed brightly a second time. “Yes, I noticed,” she said. “But I’m trying to be an adult about it, unlike some people.”

She then turned back to me and begged, “Please, please, please, Craig,” she said.

‘You don’t understand. What’s almost as important—and almost as good—as me being at the prom in my new dress is being seen at the prom in my new dress. And if you do this, Josh and Sophie will be there just like all the other couples and no one will know any different.”

I shook my head. “Not a chance,” I said. “I’d do anything for you, but I don’t do that.” I’m a big Meat Loaf fan, by the way, and not above quoting or paraphrasing him from time to time. This seemed the perfect time.

Sophie-as-Josh wasn’t listening.

Yes, I silently confirmed, that really was Sophie in her boyfriend’s body.

“And the pictures!” he/she exclaimed. “If you do this, we can have our pictures taken just like all the other couples. If I can’t be me at the prom, at least I’d have the pictures of Josh and me—even though they’d really be me and you—and whoever saw the pictures would think that it’s the real Josh and Sophie—and not you and me—and when I looked at the pictures, I could pretend that’s the real Josh and me and . . . And I could see how pretty I was . . . and

“Please, please, please!”

I threw up my hands in exasperation. “This is crazy!” I said. “And your mother would kill me. She’s already going to kill you.”

Sophie-as-Josh saw her opening. “She doesn’t have to know. We already fight all the time. She doesn’t need anything more to get mad about.

“You can text her and tell her you are sick and won’t be coming up tonight. I’ll hide your car.

“Please, please, please!”

*     *     *

So . . . an hour later I stood there in Sophie’s bedroom, looking at my girlfriend’s 16-year-old daughter wearing a black pushup bra, matching bikini panties, and pantyhose that were supposed to make her smooth, shapely legs look she wasn’t wearing any. I felt like such a perv! Instinctively I reached for my crotch to confirm the arousal I knew must be there.

Only it wasn’t. As my hand touched my now flat crotch, Sophie’s did the same. Only it wasn’t Sophie. It was me! And I was looking at myself in a full-length mirror. Oh, God, I couldn’t believe I agreed to do this!

Swallowing hard and willing myself to calm down, I noticed what any guy-suddenly-turned-girl would notice. “This bra makes your boobs look huge,” I said.

“Those are not mine. They’re yours,” my date for the prom said, as he put silver hoops in my ears. “And they’re not huge. They’re just, er, prominent.”

Before the medallion chaos started, Sophie had straightened her normally wavy, brown hair and now it hung to about the middle of my back. With me seated at her makeup table, Josh place a silver bow on the right side. He made my big, brown eyes look sultry and sexy with liner, shadow, and glitter.

As he worked, I noticed I was making it hard for him—between his legs, I mean. OMG, I should have been mortified! I was arousing a teenage boy. Instead I giggled. Just like a girl!

OMG! I thought to myself, I hope Josh didn’t hear that.

He did. “What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I wish I knew,” I said honestly. “This body seems to have a mind of its own.”

“I hear that,” he replied, as I saw his mirror image look down at the bulge between his legs.

Then he looked up and into the mirror and saw me watching him.

Finally, after we both looked away, he broke the awkward silence. “I’ll be right back,” he said.

I giggled again as he fled to the bathroom. Was my prom date going to check out his new equipment already?

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” I said as I stepped to the full-length mirror again. “Hello, there, jailbait!”

Yes, I was right in my original assessment, back when I was still a man. This was beyond creepy. And Josh, the real Josh, was right. Perverted, but right. This was Promageddon. With me pretending to be a teenage girl, I feared a catastrophe of Biblical proportions was about to transpire at the Rolling Meadows Country Club.

In the “real” world, not this bizarre alternative universe, I as a 40-year-old man who stood 6-2 and weighed 190. I worked out and played sports. In my wildest nightmares, I never could have imagined this.

I put a hand on my hip and shook my head in disbelief. For all intents and purposes, for the next 12 hours, I was Sophie.

We had always been good friends and she had confided lots of things to me that she wouldn’t tell her mother. I always thought of myself as a father figure for her, since her real one had been out of the picture since she was little. But I never, ever thought that I would get to know her from the inside, to see the world from her eyes, to experience it with her body. And in a prom dress, no less.

Yes, this was beyond creepy. Without even intending to, I had just given a boy a raging hard-on.

Fortunately, I had refused to hold the medallion and Sophie’s panties for more than a few seconds when Josh handed them to me. He had encouraged me to, saying that the longer I held them, the more that I would be like the real Sophie.

Looking like her on the outside was enough for me, thank you. I wanted to remain me on the inside as much as possible. And the painful realization that I already had giggled like a girl when I looked at Josh’s hard-on and . . . Oh, gross! I already was acting too much like a girl. Even just a few seconds touching the medallion was too long!

“Well, at least it’s prom,” I said, as I turned around and surveyed my feminine backside. “That’s means a long dress. At least the lower half of me will be covered up.”

Just then, Josh came back into the room with a dress in a plastic bag. “Prom dresses come in all kinds of styles,” he said with a smirk.

*     *     *

Of course, we got there early for pictures. I insisted. There was no way that I wanted to be at Michelle’s house when she arrived home from the real estate office. The thought that she would see me looking like this made me nauseous. And the realization that she would insist on taking her own photos of the adorable couple sent a chill of fear down my mostly bare back.

As we stood in the foyer of the country club, awaiting our turn with the photographer, my panicky condition didn’t improve. I looked down at the smooth, soft swell of breasts and the cleavage and feared that I was having cardiac arrest. The glittery, silver high heels didn’t help either. Fortunately, Josh held me steady.

Regaining my senses, I wondered why I wasn’t turned on by those breasts, as Josh-as-Caitlin seemed to have been. Immediately after, I told myself that I was a dirty old man for even considering such thoughts about a 16-year-old girl. But no, I argued with myself, this wasn’t a 16-year-old girl. This was me! But if it was me . . . then I was a 16-year-old girl. OMG, I thought my head would explode!

This can’t be happening, I silently protested. It can’t be. But it was. I could see the reality all around me as teenage couples mingled, talked, and laughed. I could hear it in the pre-prom music coming from the ballroom.

And, most frightening of all, I could feel it in this short, curvy body, wearing high heels and a form-fitting dress that clung to those curves, while leaving so much of my body—my body—exposed. This was real.

Long hair tickled my back. Earrings dangled from my ears. Silk panties pressed against my smooth crotch. The hem of a dress tickled my nylon-clad thighs. I was attending a high school prom—and I was the girl! My head was going to explode if I didn’t distract myself.

Fortunately, we were next in line for photos.

Waiting for the photographer to adjust the lights, I looked at Josh and me in a full-length mirror that he used as a prop. And I had to admit we were a cute couple.

Eww! Did I just think that? But we were a cute couple. I was wearing a turquoise, strapless dress with a sweetheart neckline, sequined bodice, and a tulle skirt that didn’t quite reach to mid-thigh. I knew that because Josh told me that’s what it was. How I remembered all that, I have no idea.

He was wearing a black tux, along with a tie and vest in the shade of my dress.

He saw me studying the two of us in the mirror. “See, I told you,” he said quietly. “It’s not Craig in a dress and Sophie in a tux. It’s Josh and Sophie, adorable prom couple. Right?”

I grinned and, not certain what possessed me, gave him a peck on the cheek. “You’re right,” I said.

“But I won’t be able to relax until we finish these photos, the prom is over, and I’m back in my own body.”

As it turned out, I was wrong about that.

*     *     *

“Have a sip,” Josh said, placing a glass of punch on the table that we shared with the real Caitlin and her date, Darrin or Devon, or something like that.

Her dress was similar to mine, only in peach. As I looked about, I realized that lots of other dresses were as well, with short hems and lots of cleavage and flesh exposed. Why didn’t girls wear dresses like this when I was a horny boy in high school?

As Caitlin prattled on and I pretended to listen, I actually was constantly reminding myself to keep my legs together. Also, I massaged one of my feet. The silver heels were on the floor beside me. If not for them, I’d have been in pleasure sensory overload because of the soft, silky feel of the lining of my dress against my smooth skin and the caress of the tule skirt against my smooth legs.

“How do you wear these things?” I whispered into Josh’s ear, holding up one of the shoes.

“They’re not for comfort,” he said, as Caitlin and her date got up to dance. “They’re to make your legs attractive. And looking at your legs from this boy’s eyes, I’d have to say that they do that.

“You’re one hot prom date, Sophie. You have great legs—not to mention beautiful eyes and a sexy body.”

I felt a chill of fear run down my spine and a thrill of excitement in the pit of my stomach at the same time.

“Now cut that out!,” I said and slapped his hand, hoping that it appeared I was doing it playfully. I’m not sure I wasn’t.

Then I took a sip of punch. OMG! My eyes widened as I felt the burn go down my throat. “Are you drunk?” I hissed, and took another sip just to be certain of what I tasted.

“You are drunk. This punch is spiked.”

Josh smiled. He was sooo cute when he did that! Oh, crap! Where did that thought come from.

“Well, duh,” he said. “This is a high school prom, Sophie. What did you expect?”

Then he added, “And I’m not drunk. Just feeling good. I needed relaxing and this vodka is doing the trick. I’m a girl in a boy’s body, you know. You need to relax too.”

Well, as a man in a girl’s body, I couldn’t argue with that. As Josh sat down beside me, I took a large swallow.

After my trip to the girls’ bathroom with Caitlin-- there are no words—and a little dancing, Josh fetched our second or maybe third glasses of punch, which was tasting better and better with each swallow. He made a point of covering my small hand with his larger one as he sat down.

“Are you getting relaxed?” he asked.

“You betcha,” I said. “But I’m gonna have to slow down. I’m not used to drinking in such a small body.”

“Oh, don’t worry about it,” he said, flashing that sweet smile again. Damn him!

Then he leaned in close, nibbled my ear, and put his hand on my legs. “Neither Josh nor I drink much, but this is a special occasion, don’t you think?”

I nearly jumped out of my chair. Talk about being slapped in the face with the cold reality that I now had a vagina! A sudden adrenaline rush of panic surged through my body as I recognized what was going on and the alcohol haze vanished—at least for the moment. Meanwhile, Josh was “feeling his oats”—or maybe something else—as the booze lessened his inhibitions and he started to listen to his little head more than his big one.

“Let’s dance,” I said quickly, putting on my heels and grabbing Josh’s arm.

“But this is a slow dance,” he whined. “I don’t like slow dances. I’d rather stay at the table and make beautiful music with you.”

I might have been much smaller than Josh, but the shock of attempted seduction by a teenage boy made me strong beyond my stature. I manhandled—or girlhandled—him onto the dance floor.

 And I realized that I might have made a mistake. Jumping, shaking, and bumping to fast music with my shoes off was one thing. Slow dancing in a tight dress and heels was quite another, especially since my only previous experience was as a man in decidedly different attire.

Finally, I gave up trying to figure out where to put which hand and just locked them both around Josh’s neck. Taking the cue, he wrapped his arms around me. “Ohh, yes, I like being a man!,” he chortled as he pulled me close.

“Easy does, it big boy,” I whispered. “I’m still pretty unsteady in these shoes.”

The alcohol didn’t help either, but I didn’t want to tell him that. Any perceived lessening of my resistance, I feared, and he would be after me like a cheetah on a gazelle.

“Don’t worry, baby,” he said. “I gotcha!”

And he did. And it felt good. It really did. For a minute or so, I lost myself in the warmth and strength of his arms. I liked his scent too. It was musky and masculine and . . .

Awash in pleasure, I unclasped my hands and ran one of them along his clean-shaven cheek. I smiled up at him. “This is not bad, not bad at all, Josh,” I whispered.

Then I felt his penis poking me in the leg, and the shock and awe of the situation was back with a vengeance. I shouldn’t be feeling a man’s penis against my leg. I should have one! Instead, I was stuck in the body of a 16-year-old girl in a too short prom dress, dancing with a boy whose alcohol-fueled hormones were getting out of control.

That was the moment when the enormity of the situation trumped the girl hormones in my body and I passed out.             

When I awoke, we were in Josh’s SUV, and he was stroking my forehead with a wet paper towel.

“Wow,” he said. “You had me worried there for a while, Sophie. I was about to take you to the emergency room.

“Are you okay?”

“I’m not Sophie and you’re not Josh,” I said, feeling a brief surge of masculine resistance to this ridiculous situation, which mostly dissipated when I made the mistake of glancing down at my cleavage.

I looked around me in the dark of the SUV interior. Lights from the country club parking lot highlighted the concern in Josh’s face and the remainder of that resistance vanished. He was so sweet! My first instinct was to touch his face.

Somehow, I managed to resist, thank goodness, as the total absurdity of a grown man being in a teenage girl’s body—and wearing a prom dress, no less—brought me back to reality. I was glad that I did or who knows what might have happened next.

“Well, considering the package that I’m in . . .” I began.

Josh chuckled.

Without thinking, I moved the rearview mirror in my direction and, gazing into it, fluffed my hair with my fingers. I pulled a tissue out of my little, silver clutch and gently dabbed the remaining moisture from my face. I licked my lips and tasted their strawberry goodness.

Suddenly feeling uneasy, I looked over at Josh, who was grinning.

“What?” I demanded.

“Oh, nothing, Sophie,” he snickered. “Maybe the booze helped both of us become a little more comfortable in our roles. Want to go to a motel?”

“Are you nuts?” I shrieked in my Sophie voice. “No, I don’t want to go to a motel. I want to go home.

“It’s after midnight,” I added as I looked at the clock in the dashboard. “With any luck, Michelle will be asleep already and you, me, and the real Josh can hide out in your room until we can change back and I can get the Hell out here in my own body.”

Josh laughed. “He might not like us interrupting. You saw how he was acting in Caitlin’s body right there in front of us. And right now, he’s got your bedroom to himself.”

“Your bedroom,” I corrected.

“Whatever,” he replied. “Listen, Sophie, why can’t you just embrace your femininity the way he did? You’re way cuter and sexier than Caitlin.”

Despite myself, I felt my face flush at the compliment.

In response, I probably overreacted. “Oh, gross!” I exclaimed, folding my bare arms below my sequin-covered boobs. “Please, Josh. Let’s go home and wait.”

I noticed the bulge in Josh’s pants seemed to be just as prominent now as it had been on the dance floor. Having been a boy myself, I could relate. Tee. Heel.

I almost added, “It will be safer there.” But thought better off it.

*     *     *

Josh turned off the ignition and looked at me. “Thanks for doing this for me,” he said. “I know that it wasn’t easy.”

“You got that right,” I replied. “This has been the strangest night of my life and the sooner that it’s over the better.”

I started to open the door, but his hand on my arm stopped me.

“Please,” he said. “Just one more thing. You’re so beautiful and so sexy and I’m so turned on and . . .”

That’s when he kissed me.

And for too long a moment. I kissed back. I mean, after all, he was tall and handsome and sexy himself and . . .

Then he was pulling me close, rubbing my shoulders, and, before I knew what had happened, he had me sitting on his lap, facing him and my legs bent beneath me.

Well, that was a shocking return to reality!

“Let me go!” I said, trying to push myself off. “This is insane. I’m your mother’s boyfriend and you are her daughter.”

He smiled and shook his head. “Not right now, we’re not,” he said. “I’m a boy and you’re my sexy girlfriend and I want you so bad! I had no idea it was this way for boys.”

Then he let go of one of my arms and gently ran his fingers across the top of my breasts as he kissed me again.

I wanted to be angry. I wanted to be outraged. Instead, I moaned and leaned into him, aroused by his tongue in my mouth and his hands as they squeezed my breasts through the dress and bra. OMG, I had no idea it could be this way for girls!

My nipples hardened as I felt an electric charge race from them down to just below my belly button.             

Needing no encouragement, Josh dropped both hands to my thighs and began to push up my skirt. His heavy breathing roared in my ear and aroused me even more.

“Just one more thing,” he panted. “Just one more thing. I want to see what it feels like. You do too. Don’t you? Please!”

I almost gave into him too, because he was right. I did want to know what it was like to have sex as a girl. I so wanted him to fill me up as his penis throbbed against my pantyhose. I felt wetness in my silk panties and knew that, in another ten seconds, he would be inside me.

I wanted it. I really did. And it would be okay. Josh was right. He was my boyfriend and I was his girlfriend—at least for a few more hours. And who was to say that these bodies hadn’t been intimate with one another before tonight?

But I couldn’t let it happen. I wasn’t Sophie and she wasn’t Josh, no matter how we looked or felt at this explosive moment. What he wanted to do just wasn’t right. No matter what the real Sophie might have done with the real Josh, this Sophie, at just 16 years old, was a good girl.

Somehow, I found the strength to open the door and stumble out. “This can’t happen!” I screamed as I ran for the front door of the house.

Mom was waiting inside for us. “Did you kids have a good . . .”

Then she saw the look of panic on my face. “Are you okay, Sophie?” she asked.

I kicked off my high heels and ran for the bathroom, not wanting to be there when Josh came in. “Yeah,” I said. “Just gotta go, reeeelllly bad.”

When I finally had collected myself and came back out, Josh and Mom were sitting together at the dining room table. Josh looked beyond nervous, the bastard! Serves him right! But mother must not have noticed that—or the wet spot on his pants.

“Josh says that you had a good time,” she smiled. “Did you?”

I smiled back. “Oh, yes, Mom. We had a really good time,” I said. “I’m just sorry that Craig couldn’t make it up here tonight so you could go out and have some fun too.”

I always thought that Sophie looked a lot like her mother. Both were short and slender, with brown eyes and hair and a girl-next-door complexion of peaches and cream. Michelle, though, was considerably more buxom, suggesting that the boobs that I now sported were going to get even larger than they now appeared, as they peeked out of sweetheart neckline on my turquoise prom dress. Suddenly, I had the irrational and spine-chilling fear that I would be the one growing those larger breasts, instead of the real Sophie. Would this crazy night never be over?

“Yeah, me too,” Michelle said as she stood up. “Well, I’m going to bed now. What are you kids going to do?”

I looked at Josh, who was staring at his shoes. “I think that we’ll make some popcorn and watch a movie,” I said. “We both need to relax a little.

“First, though, I’m going to get out of this dress.

*     *     *

Saturday morning, I pushed long, brown hair out of my eyes as I stumbled into the living room to rejoin Josh. Er, Sophie. The real Sophie. And maybe Josh-as-Caitlin too. Or maybe he already had used the medallion to change back and gone home. I had no idea what time it was.

Incredibly, I had fallen asleep in Sophie’s bedroom when I had gone in there to change clothes. Alcohol, extreme stress, and fatigue will do that to a girl, I guess, especially when they are joined by feverish panic. That’s what I felt when I turned on the bedroom light and saw that Josh-as-Caitlin wasn’t there. Of course, he probably was hiding out in the guest bedroom. But that possibility didn’t occur to me at the time.

I don’t remember anything after that until I woke up in the pile of panties, bras, and other clothes that cluttered Sophie’s bed.

I must have been awake long enough, though, to put on the shorts and tank top that I now wore. Unfortunately, I hadn’t remembered to take off Sophie’s black pushup bra. Well, for the time being, it actually still was mine. It still emphasized my “girls” through the soft cotton of the top. Ewwww!

But the real Sophie and the real Josh weren’t in the living room, and I thought I would pee my panties when I saw Mom—Michelle, dammit!—sitting at the dining room table, playing on her laptop.

“Well, sleepyhead, it’s about time,” she grinned. “You and Josh must have stayed up really late watching that movie. Which one did you see?”

OMG, I was going to pee my panties! What was going on here? Where was the real Sophie? Where was the real Josh? Where the Hell was the medallion?

At a loss for words and my heart about to bounce out of my chest, I said, “Uh, well, we didn’t watch a movie, I guess.”

Michelle—Mom—smiled broadly. “Oh, I see,” she said knowingly.

Following a long pause, she added, “Well, I know we haven’t been getting along too well lately. But I still love you just as much as ever and I know you’re a good girl. You were a good girl last night, weren’t you, Sophie?”

Oh, crap! I was soooo mortified. My girlfriend thought I was her daughter and was interrogating me about having sex with a boy!

Yet again I felt my face blushing. As a girl, this was becoming a regular habit. Finally I summed up the courage to respond and say, “Yes, Mommy, I was a good girl.”

Mommy? Where did that come from? For this situation, I guess, it just seemed right. OMG, less that a day in this body, and I already was becoming a manipulative teen girl!

But, hey, it was true. I was a good girl and Sophie-as-Josh didn’t like that very much. He wanted to find out what sex was like for a boy and he hoped to use me to do it. Truth be told, I kinda wanted to see what it’s like from the other side too. Still, it just didn’t feel right to have sex in the body of my girlfriend’s daughter, even though technically it was my body transformed into a duplicate of hers. Still . . . I was a good girl.

Dammit! And maybe that’s why I still am a good girl, I suddenly realized. Maybe Sophie-as-Josh decided that if I wouldn’t cooperate, he’d find someone who would. But that was crazy! He wouldn’t do that. Would he?

Something sure as heck was going on that the three of us hadn’t agreed to. And it appeared I was the odd girl out in finding out what it was.

“Er, Mom, what time is it?” I asked.

“It’s almost 10 o’clock, sweetie,” she said. “Want me to fix you some breakfast?”

“Oh, no thanks, Mom,” I replied, as I turned and headed back toward my room.

“Why don’t you take a shower then, sweetie?” she called. “That will make you feel better.”

“Sure,” I replied, as I stepped inside my bedroom. Just then, I heard a “ping.”  Looking over at the nightstand, I saw a phone. Well, my phone for now, I guess. It was in a pink case.

Picking it up, I saw a text from “Craig.”

“Good morning, Sophie girl,” it read. “Big surprise, huh?

“I had to get back down to my house early so your Mom still doesn’t know I was ever there, helping you out. Let’s just keep that our secret, okay? And Josh is back to being Josh, if you know what I mean. He left before I decided to do this, so he doesn’t know either.

“If you will be a good girl about this, I’ll be back up Wednesday to take you out for your 17th birthday, just like we did last year for your Sweet 16. You know, shopping, lunch, fun stuff. I told your Mom that I’ll be on the road for work, but I think you know what I really want to spend some time doing, something you wouldn’t let me do last night.

“I know you and your Mom have been fighting a lot lately. It would be really nice if you worked on improving your relationship with her. That would make life better for all of us, don’t you think?

“And give Josh a big kiss for me! I know he’d like more, but that’s none of my business.”

*     *     *

Well, that was totes awful. And totes awesome. OMG, even though I touched the medallion only briefly, I was afraid I was starting to talk and even think like the real Sophie.

But that’s just what my first shower as a girl was like—awful and awesome. To be honest, though, the awful came in the beginning, when I had to undress and see Sophie, my girlfriend’s daughter, naked! Awesome followed soon after, though, as I told myself that was not my girlfriend’s daughter. It was me and would be me until Wednesday.

“So get a grip, girl,” I said to my reflection before I stepped into the shower. “Sophie’s planning on having fun in your body. You should do the same in hers.”

Still, it was a shock to discover how disturbingly sensuous it felt to rub the white scrubby thing on my curvy body and to look down to see two soapy and decided perky breasts on my chest.

But then, Oooh, ahhh, yesssss! Washing my boobies with that scrubby thing feels soooo good.

Ewww! That voice in my head sounded so feminine, so girly!

Duh, it’s supposed to, Sophie, the voice countered. You are feminine and girly. Have fun!

I leaned back against the corner of the shower and bit my lip to keep my pleasure to myself as the white scrubby thing and then my hand found the fun spot on my girly parts. I mean, Mom would understand. She was a teen girl once too. Tee. Hee. Still . . . I’m a good girl.

Drying my sleek body was a treat as well, especially rubbing it down my sides, into the indentation of my waist, and over my full hips. Then I just had to apply lotion, lots of lotion to my oh, so smooth legs. It smelled like vanilla.

But after the shower, cold, stark, and embarrassing reality returned.

On the following Sunday morning, I sat cross-legged on the bed and looked at the girl staring back at me. With big, brown eyes and full lips, she was cute, no about it.

Her shoulder-length brown hair was mussed, and she was wearing a pink crop top with a lace back and little white shorts with “Aero” written on them in a variety of colors. I had no idea what “Aero” meant and normally it wouldn’t even occur to me to wonder about something like that.

As long as I stayed motionless, I could pretend that I was a 40-year-old man again. But when I moved in even the slightest way, the girl staring back at me matched my movements exactly. As she did so, panic-driven adrenaline surged through me and I was reminded by my mirror image that I was not a 40-year-old man. I was 16-year-old Sophie.

I’m not sure how long I sat in a position that I never could have managed as a large man. But at 5-4 and 110 pounds, I was as flexible as . . . well as flexible as the teenage girl I now appeared to be. My finger and toe nails were painted pink, and I still had the diamond studs in my ears that I wore with the silver hoops to prom the night before. The silver high heels, pantyhose, and thigh-length, strapless dress that I also wore were tossed in a corner.

I spent most of the past day or so in this room. I went out a couple of times to scavenge in the kitchen, and realized that Sophie was right in one of her many complaints about her mother—there’s not much to eat in the house. Then again, I didn’t have much of an appetite. A Pop Tart and some Doritos were plenty.

I didn’t sleep much Saturday night either. And pleasuring myself in bed didn’t have quite the appeal that it did in the shower. Perhaps that had something to do with male-mind programming. But then it got better. And, like I was totes embarrassed about this, but thinking about me sitting on Josh’s lap in the front seat of his SUV and doing in my dream what we didn’t do in real life put me over the edge several times. In the dream, I let him pull down my pantyhose and panties and then using my tiny hand I guided his rod into my pleasure palace.

Tee. Hee. Maybe I’m not such a good girl after all, I thought.

But a girl, good or bad, could pleasure herself for only so long. I needed to find other things to do.

So as I sat there on the bed, I decided if this room was going to be mine for awhile, I wasn’t going to live in the chaos that the real Sophie seemed to prefer. I picked up bras, panties, and socks and put them in drawers. I hung up dresses. I put shoes in the closet. I smoothed the wrinkles out of the hot pink sheets and straightened the zebra-print comforter. I hung up her book bag and stacked magazines and books on one side of her—my—dressing table. I put cosmetics and perfume on the other.

And I sampled the perfume. Yes, I’m embarrassed to admit, I did. And it gets worse . . . My favorite was Victoria Secret’s Sexy Little Things.

Ewwww!

Was I losing my male identity in this teen-girl prison that Sophie’s tricky had sentenced me to?

But, hey, if so, no big deal. I mean this was just for a few days. And then I’d be me, Craig Banner, again. Right? And since school was out for the year, it wasn’t like I’d have to go to classes and pretend to be her around all her friends and teachers.

I’d just plopped back down on the bed when a knock on my closed door sent my heart racing.

‘Go away,” I said, the high, feminine voice igniting as much panic to my insides as the movements of the girl in the mirror had earlier.

The door opened and Michelle—Mom—walked in.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked. “Are you not feeling well?”

I lay face down on the bed and turned my head toward the wall. I fought the arousal as I felt the mattress pressing against my breasts and my nipples growing hard. Did this happen with real girls. Did they get so easily turned on? I doubted it. But a male mind in a female body is a totally different—and unnatural—animal.

“I guess you could say I’m just not feeling like myself today,” I said.

Michelle didn’t answer right away. I could hear her moving around in the room.

“My goodness,” she said. “You’ve really done some cleaning up in here. That’s not at all like the Sophie I know. But, hey, I’m not complaining. I appreciate you doing this, sweetie.”

She stopped walking and I felt her eyes on me now instead of the room. And your socks match,” she said. “That’s not at all like you either. But, hey, a girl can change her mind, can’t she?”

Once more she paused and I felt a chill run up my back.

“Did you forget where we’re supposed to go in a couple of hours?” she asked.

Oh, crap! Going out into the world as my girlfriend’s daughter was not on my schedule for today. But I had no choice but to play the part and, even if I didn’t feel the part, playing the good daughter would make life easier for me until I could be myself again.

“Uh, yeah, I guess I did,” I said, as I finally turned to look at her. “What’s up, Mom?”

“Oh, honey, I can’t believe you didn’t remember,” she replied as she sat down on the edge of the bed and took one of my hands in hers. “Are you sure you’re feeling okay? Maybe your period is starting a little early?”

Ohh, yuck! That was not something I needed to hear. My period!?! Oh, God, no.

“Uh, no, I don’t think so, Mom,” I said. “I’ll be okay, really. So, what did I forget?”

“Only that we’re having a poolside brunch with Josh and his parents at their house in a couple of hours,” she said with a smile. “They invited us last week, remember? They said they wanted to meet the mother of their son’s girlfriend. And, as I recall, then you and Josh and your friends are going to have a pool party. So don’t forget to take your bikini.”

She walked over to my closet and pulled out a sun dress. “I think this would be a great one to wear today. It’s flattering, but not too sexy,” she said, holding it out for me to see. “But, hey, it’s up to you, sweetie.”

I still was too stunned by the mention of Josh to respond as she left. OMG, I had forgotten about him. The real Josh, this time, too. Sophie’s boyfriend. No, for the moment, my boyfriend. Would he be as handsy as Sophie-as-Josh had been?  Having been a boy myself, I suspected that would be a big affirmative.

Especially since I going to be wearing a bikini.

*     *     *

Josh sat next to me at the table, while my mother sat across and his parents at either end. Had I been a real girl, I could understand my attraction to him, with his blond hair, blue eyes, and athletic build. And how could I forget that I almost did the dirty deed with Sophie-as-Josh after prom Friday night, when I was under the influence. Yes, that’s my excuse. I had too much drink and that’s why I almost let him put his thingy inside me in the front seat of his SUV.

But I was sooo not a real girl, even though more and more I feared I was starting to become one the longer I was trapped in this body. And I still had three more days to go before Craig returned with the medallion to switch us back.

And the fact that I was so turned on by Josh, especially when our shoulders or arms touched, provided valid evidence for that fear. I even felt my panties growing damp, just as they had when I sat on the fake Josh’s lap in the SUV. OMG, this was too much! Did I want to run away screaming hysterically in my girly Sophie voice that I was really a man? Or did I want to jump his bones right there in front of Mom and his parents?

“And now that school’s out, what are you going to do this summer?” Josh’s mother asked me.

Huh? What? It took a second for my fevered mind to comprehend what she said. Needing time to collect myself, I cleared my throat before I finally said, “Er., I’m not sure, Mrs. Williams. Maybe a waitress or a lifeguard at the pool?”

Thankfully I remembered that the real Sophie mentioned she might apply for a lifeguard job.

Mom laughed and added, “I’d bet on the lifeguard job, if she does anything. In the summer the pool is her second home and she spends most of her time in a bikini.”

“I’m good with that!” Josh bellowed and everyone laughed.

Blushing had become a way of life for me, I realized, as I did it again. “Oh, Josh, you’re terrible,” I said and playfully slapped his hand.

Then, as the adults started talking about a movie, his left hand moved along my right thigh, pushing aside my dress as it crept upward. Its roughness and warmth sent an electric charge straight up to my nipples and then down to my belly button. Ohhh, how I loved being in this body! And, ohhh, how I hated it!

I gasped and the three adults turned to look at me.

“Excuse me,” I said as I jumped up from the table and ran toward the house.

Mom quickly got up as well. “You’ll have to excuse her. She hasn’t been feeling well. That time of month, you know.”

Hearing what she said as I ran inside started a flood of tears that poured down my cheeks and fell onto the bare skin above the bosom of my dress. No, dammit, it was not my time of the month. I was a man. Only I wasn’t. OMG, could it be my time of month?

I cried even harder as I ran into the bathroom and locked the door.

Mom knocked on the door and said, “Let me in, sweetie.”

“Go away!” I demanded and then fiercely blew my nose with a tissue. I then looked up into the mirror above the sink to see a miserable looking teen girl looking back at me. Realization that was my image made me cry even harder.

Mom rattled the door knob and said, “Please, honey, let me in.”

I relented, unlocked the door, and collapsed into her arms.

“Oh, it’s really bad this month, isn’t it Sophie”? she said as she stroked my hair. “I’m so sorry, baby. You haven’t started bleeding yet, have you?”

Those last words nearly made me collapse into a puddle on the floor. “What?” I said as I pulled away.

“Do you need a tampon?” Mom said, as she held onto my arms. I have some in my purse.”

“No, I don’t need a stupid tampon. I am so not having a period!” I said, as I grabbed another tissue and wiped my still runny nose.

That’s when the reality struck that, indeed, I could—and would—have a period if I stayed in this body long enough. And contrary to what I was insisting, PMS just might be part of the reason I was acting this way now.

Oh, yuck!

Sucking it up, I managed to regain some composure and said, “I’m sorry, Mom. No, I haven’t started bleeding yet (ewwwww!), but I guess my PMS has started.

“I did have a little bit of a headache this morning,” I lied, as if my recent volatile behavior wasn’t enough to convince Mom that my time of month was fast approaching.

“That’s okay, sweetie,” she said and pulled me back to her.

The embrace felt so . . . so . . . decidedly unlike what I experienced when I was a man and we hugged. There no excitement, no arousal, not anything like I was accustomed to.

But . . . I did feel safe and comforted and, believe it or not, better than I had a few moments before. I snuggled in closer and she held me even tighter.

With my head against her chest, I finally said, “Thanks, Mom. I needed that.”

As she stroked my hair, she replied, “I’m so glad, honey. Now, why don’t you go rest a little bit, maybe on that sofa in the living room, while we clean up the table. I’ll tell Josh’s parents that you have a headache and need to lie down for awhile.

“Then, when you’re feeling better, put on your bikini and come out to the pool. Your friends will be there in about an hour, I think.”

As I nodded and blew my nose one last time, she added, “And maybe you’d better check your panties, sweetie, just to make sure. Okay?”

Inside my head, the real me was screaming, “No! No! No!” But to Mom, I said meekly, “Okay, I will. Thanks.”

*     *     *

Posing in front of the mirror in the guest bedroom, I looked at myself in the hot pink halter top, with little white polka dots. I had pulled up my hair with a bunchie, or a crunchie, or whatever the Hell you call it.

A heart-shaped piece of silver metal connected the two triangles covering my breasts. The look was terminally cute. The bikini bottom was black.

When did girls stop wearing top and bottoms that matched? I wondered.

As I stepped into my flip flops, I thought to myself, How can I pretend to be a teenage girl in front of all those other girls. They’re know. They’ll see that I’m not really one of them. They won’t know who or what I am. But they’re know I’m not Sophie.

“How can I do this? I feel naked and exposed,” I said softly. “And how can I pretend to be something I’m not?”

But something that you’re quickly getting a whole lot better at pretending to be, a little voice inside my head replied. And if you need it, you always have the PMS thingie as an excuse for anything you say or do!

OMG, the little voice was so right. I couldn’t help but giggle at that.

Looking in the mirror once again, with my hands on my hips, I said, “You can do this because you don’t have a choice. For now, you are that girl in the mirror. Your are Josh’s girlfriend and Michelle’s daughter. Act like it!”

So, wearing my hot pink and black bikini, I joined the other kids at the pool. One of the first things I noticed was how much more buoyant my girl body was than my adult male body. The second thing was how prominent my boobies were as I floated on my back. Yep, those were nipples pressing against the wet fabric of my bikini top—my nipples.

As I closed my eyes to try and forget that disturbing sight, I heard Josh said, “Well, hello there, sexy.”

Then he splashed me. And pulled me under. And squeezed by breasts.

In a flash I went from angry and trying to fight him to arousal and awareness of who I was right now—his girlfriend. Suddenly, it was fun to wrestle with him!

Then I realized how much stronger he was than I, and I panicked. I screamed. Of course, everyone else, including Josh, thought that it was the scream of a girl having fun with her boyfriend.

Perhaps that’s what it really was after all because I didn’t try too hard to get away.

Stopping for a breath as we treaded water, he said quietly, “So, Sophie, how did you like being a big strong man the other night? Did you get lucky?”

He laughed.

I wanted to punch him in the face, maybe because Sophie-as-Josh almost did get lucky with me as his prom date. But then I realized that Josh didn’t know what happened after he changed back into himself and went home, leaving the medallion with Sophie-as-Josh. He didn’t know she changed into me and left me as her. 

Instead, I slapped him playfully and said. “Josh, you’re terrible! I’m not that kind of girl, even when I was a boy, and you know it.”

“Yeah, but I wish you were,” he laughed as he splashed me again and we wrestled some more. When he squeezed my breasts a second time, I grabbed his trunks and pulled him to me. We kissed. And kissed some more. I felt his erection pressing against me, and, lost in the moment, ground my pelvis against his.

It felt wonderful! And the pleasure intensified for me as I watched his eyes roll up in his head, pleasure that a little girl like me could have power like this over a big boy like that! Tee. Hee.

Yikes! Where did that come from?

Panic returned as I realized who I was and what I was doing. To pretend acceptance was one thing, but to pretend my way into underwater intercourse as a teenage girl with a teenage boy was quite another. I pushed him away and swam toward the girls in the shallow end.

Standing up and pulling my long, wet hair behind my bare back, I watched Josh climb out at the other end and go inside. My male mind—or what was left of it—sympathized with how frustrated he must feel, while my female body ached for fulfillment. I was lost in a chaotic cross-fire of male-female emotions.

“You okay, Sophie?” one of the girls asked. When I didn’t respond, she asked again, “Sophie. Hey, Sophie! Are you okay? Did that asshole Josh do something stupid?”

Finally, my wandering mind rejoined my body in the pool. Through the tight Spandex of my bikini bottom, I felt cool water on my flat crotch. I felt it running off my hair and down my back. I felt my nipples go rigid again. And I realized someone was talking to Sophie—to me.

“Uh, yeah, thanks,” I said. “I’m fine.”

I knew why Josh was going inside and decided that, once I got back in the cozy confines of my bed, with its hot pink sheets and zebra print comforter, I too should consider a little self-gratification. After all, a girl’s gotta do, what a girl’s gotta do. Tee. Hee.

*     *     *

Attending prom and a pool party was quite enough exposure as Sophie, thank you very much. Since school was out, I decided that I’d spend the rest of my time as a teenage girl indoors, until Craig came on Wednesday to change us back. Everyone who saw me might think I was my girlfriend’s 16-year-old daughter, but I wasn’t. And pretending to be was making me schizophrenic! I mean, I’m a man on the inside, ya know? But when I pretended, sometimes, it was like I really was a girl, especially around Josh.

So on Monday morning, I decided I’d just put on my Sophie clothes and do some cleaning around the house. That would keep my busy for awhile and also maybe improve the relationship between the real Sophie and Mom after we changed back.

Of course, I had absolutely no idea what to wear. Sophie-as-Josh had dressed me for prom, and Mom picked out what I wore to the pool party. And truth be told, I really didn’t want to choose what girl clothes to wear. If I did, it was like I was accepting this as my life now, ya know?

Still, I couldn’t clean house naked! Tee. Hee.

So I put on some white panties and bra, snug denim shorts—like I had a choice—and a black and white floral cropped top with a gathered neckline and short puffy sleeves. It had ruffled trim around the bottom and my belly button showed!

And, yeah, I thought it looked cute on me, okay?

As I stood there and gazed at my reflection, I tried to reassure myself that it was okay to look cute. “I might as well make the best of it,” I said to the girl in the mirror.

“I just hope Sophie isn’t doing anything crazy in my body, like getting drunk in a bar, acquiring a sexually transmitted disease, or giving my right hand carpal tunnel syndrome!”

With that sick image in my head, I should have bellowed with laughter. That’s what Craig would have done. Instead, I giggled.

Well, that’s what a girl would do, and, right now, you are a girl, I told myself as I blew a kiss at the mirror.

Spying Sophie’s phone on the bed, I suddenly was tempted to grab it, return to the mirror, and, you know . . . When in Rome . . . Or when you’re a man who suddenly finds himself in a teenage girl’s body, with a cute outfit on, in front of a mirror . . . take a selfie!

“Oh, God, no, Craig!” I yelled. “Get control of yourself, man. Time to clean house!”

So I did, until the phone rang. It was Mom. And she wanted me to go out in public—again. Ooooh, I so did not want to do that! She said that I would be doing her a big favor by going to lunch with her, her real estate client, and his teenage son. It would really help “seal the deal,” she said. And like cleaning the house, putting on a dress again and pretending to be Sophie again in public would improve their relationship and be better for all of us.

“Sure, Mom,” I said cheerfully. “I’ll be happy to.”

After a long pause, she replied, “Is this Sophie Anne Kramer, my often sullen 16-year-old daughter? It certainly doesn’t sound like her.”

“Oh, Mommy, of course it is!” I giggled. “I gotta go so I can get ready. Bye—ee!”

*     *     *

Under the restaurant table, I slapped Todd’s hand from my bare leg for the third--or was it the fourth--time? Would this lunch never end?

It was bad enough that I was sitting there in a blue skater dress and matching ballet flats with bows on the toes. Wearing the tiny dress with nothing but panties on beneath made me feel exposed and vulnerable. And even catching a glimpse of the feminine little shoes on my now feminine little feet made me cringe. But having to endure being molested by a horny teenage boy just so Mom could sell some real estate, well, . . .

Of course, I had no idea what to wear and how to fix my hair and makeup. YouTube helped with the last two. My hair was In a “high, messy ponytail,” with loose strands along the sides of my face. I couldn’t ever remember seeing the real Sophie with her hair fixed like that. But it definitely suited her—er, me!

Picking what clothes to wear was the real challenge, as it is with any other teenage girl. Tee. Hee.

But when I opened my closet door, the skater dress immediately drew my attention. I had seen the real Sophie wearing that and it looked really cute on her. I even remembered the shoes she wore with it. Is that weird or what?

 After again, pushing away Todd’s hand, I pulled the hem of the chiffon skirt as far down as I could, which wasn't far. I crossed my leg and jiggled a flat on my toes. It was a distinctly female gesture that I had seen women do in public, and, I must admit, found it to be a bit of a turn on when I was a man. Now in their shoes, I understood why they did it. They were nervous or agitated or angry. Maybe even all of those. I certainly was.

And just bouncing my shoe wasn't enough to relieve the tension.

"Excuse me, please," I said, as I got up and gave Mom a I-want-to-leave-now look. "I have to go to the bathroom."

Andrea smiled. "Don't forget your purse, dear."

I smiled back. "Oh, thanks, Mom," I said.

Like I needed the purse. I didn't really need to go to the bathroom either. I just had to get away from the 16-year-old, pimply faced kid with the grabby hands and the father who was going to make a million-dollar real estate purchase with Mom as his broker.

Of course, I almost walked into the men's room. Veering quickly to the right, I stepped into a woman's public restroom for the first time in my life. Seeing no urinals, I experienced a brief moment of panic, fearful that I had walked into the wrong facility. But then I remembered . . .  Yeah, this was the right place for me now. God, this was messed up!

 I put my little leather purse down on the counter between sinks. Of course, it was the real Sophie’s purse and all the stuff in it was hers. I didn’t know what was in it and I didn’t want to know. It was none of my business.

But through the miracle of magic, when I leaned on the counter and stared into the mirror, I saw Sophie, her hair in a high, messy ponytail. Her dress was sleeveless with a halter top. She had a delicate little silver bracelet on her left wrist. Although I couldn't see them. I knew that her ears were adorned with silver studs. I knew that because I could feel them. That's because I was her! Or rather, an exact duplicate of her.

I stroked my smooth face. Sophie did the same. I squeezed my breasts. Sophie did as well. Realizing what I had just done, I jerked my hands away. Sophie did the same, her expression of disgust mirroring what I had felt when I realized what I was doing.

OMG, this was sooo confusing. Just when I thought I was getting it together to make the best of being Sophie until Wednesday, I had to go to this stupid lunch with my stupid mother and be mauled by this stupid boy and . . .

“Get your shit together, Sophie,” I said.

I took a deep breath and looked down at the soft, feminine swell of my chest. Loose strands of hair fell in front of my brown eyes. I started to rinse my face with cold water to help regain composure. But then I realized that probably wasn't a good idea. Without YouTube, I had no idea how to repair any mess that I might make.

As I opened the bathroom door, identity crisis suddenly didn’t seem like such a big problem anymore. Todd was off somewhere too, while Mom and her client were holding hands and looking into each other’s eyes! Then he leaned over and kissed her. She kissed back and . . .

That’s when I stepped back inside the bathroom to compose myself. My mother—no, my girlfriend!—was involved with another guy. When I became Craig again, where did that leave me? Would she even tell me about it or just see him behind my back?

I wanted to cry. I really did. But that would mess up my makeup too. And if Mom saw that I had been crying, she’d want to know why. I manned up, blew my nose with some toilet tissue, and this time made a much louder exit from the bathroom.

We left the restaurant not long after.

“I really owe you for doing this for me, Sophie,” Mom said as she drove us home. “While you were in the bathroom, Beckham agreed to the purchase price and I’m going to make a huge commission. And for your help with this, I’m taking you on a big shopping trip this coming weekend. How about that?”

Then she patted me on my bare leg. "And that goodbye kiss you gave Todd was a nice touch."

I removed her hand, pulled sunglasses off my hair, and put them on. Then I crossed my arms and my legs and started that jiggling shoe thing again.

"I didn't kiss him," I replied. "He kissed me. And thinking about that still makes my skin crawl. He even tried to stick his tongue in my mouth!"

Mom nodded her head. "Point taken," she said. "I'm sorry about that.”

The Craig in me wanted to reply, “I’m going to give you something else to be sorry about when I get my body back.”

But the Sophie I appeared to be said, “Thanks, Mom. And the shopping trip would be great.”

*     *     *

At home again, I was changing back into my shorts and top when a scream startled me. No, wait, that was more of a squeal.

“Oh, Sophie, I’m sooo happy,” Mom gushed, as she burst into my bedroom and enveloped me in a fierce hug. “I saw what you did, sweetie, the laundry and the dishes, and you even vacuumed!”

As she pressed my head into her chest, I heard her gasp.

“Oh, my God! You even cleaned your room again!” she laughed in delight.

Pushing away a little, I smiled sweetly and said, “I guess you like it, huh?”

“Oh, Sophie, you don’t know how much,” she replied. “Putting in the hours I do at the office and then coming home to more work . . .It was really wearing on me, sweetie, especially during this last year, when we’ve been fighting so often.”

“I’m sorry, Mom,” I said, hugging her. “I should have been more considerate.”

 “Yeah, you should, young lady,” she said. “But I should have been with my mother as well when I was your age. And I was your age one time, whether you believe it or not.”

I giggled and said, “Well, I don’t know about that . . .”

Mom playfully slapped me on the arm and said, “Now, cut that out. My point is that I know it’s really tough to be a teenage girl . . .”

No kidding! a little voice inside my head said. Especially when for 40 years, you’ve been a man!

“Of course, it’s lots of fun too,” she continued. “But girls have to cope with so much as they grow into puberty. A girl’s life isn’t easy at your age.

“And I’m not just talking about periods and hormone surges either,” she continued. “There’s also peer pressure and issues with self-esteem and . . . but my point is I should have been more considerate of what you’ve been going through, and, from now on, I’m going to try my best to do that. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said as we embraced again.

But it really wasn’t okay. Mom—Michelle—was seeing someone else. When I became a man again, our relationship wouldn’t ever be the same. Worst case scenario, we might totally split and that could mean I’d never see Michelle or Sophie again.

But, for right now, I was Sophie, while still being man enough on the inside to want to improve their future together, even if I might not be in it.

“So . . .” I added, spreading my arms wide, “how do you like the new me?”

“I love her!” Mom replied, hugging me once again.

*     *     *

While Mom spoiled my plan for seclusion on Monday, my BFF Caitlin intervened on Tuesday. If you wanta know the truth, I was kinda glad she did too. If not, I’d probably spent much of the day worrying about what was gonna happen when I became Craig again, just like I had most of Monday night. Michelle and I had been seeing each other for almost two years and the real Sophie was almost like a daughter to me. In fact, Michelle often said that we were so much alike that it was a little scary.

Tee. Hee. And now it was a lot scary, cuz I was her daughter and Mom seemed clueless, which was good, I guess. At that moment, I wasn’t feeling so good about being the real me again, which maybe explained why I was embracing this temporary life of a teen girl, ya know?

Not that I wanted to be a girl, like, forever. But being one right now was okay cuz that could distract me, especially when someone else was around and I had to be Sophie. I’d have time enough to worry about the boyfriend-girlfriend thing and Michelle cheating on me when she wasn’t my mother.

So, about 11 o’clock, I was being lazy in bed in this silky, satin PJ cami and ruffled shorts outfit that looked so cute and comfy that I just had to wear it, when my phone buzzed.

When I checked, I saw a text from Caitlin. OMG, there were like a gazillion texts from her and, for some reason I hadn’t noticed them before.

Oopsie! Maybe that was cuz I forgot to charge my phone and the battery was like totally dead when I plugged it in a few minutes again.

“Girl, where r you at?” Caitlin said. “If u don’t answer. I’m calling the police!”

“I’m here,” I quickly replied. “Sorry.”

“I’m coming over,” she said. “Be there in 5.”

Of course, she would, she lived just down the street from Mom and me.

I was still wearing my PJs and my hair was in my face when my taller, blonde friend came charging through the front door in a pink bikini top and cutoff shorts.

“Girl, why aren’t you dressed?” she demanded. “It was bad enough that you missed being at the pool yesterday. Josh was there too and not very happy cuz he has to work today. He said you weren’t answering his texts either.”

“Uh, sorry, Cat,” I said. “Mom made me go to this business lunch with her yesterday cuz this guy has a son and, well, other things were on my mind, ya know, and I forgot to charge my phone.”

“You forgot to charge your phone?” she said in astonishment. “I don’t believe it.”

I wouldn’t have either. No teen girl forgets to charge her phone. Except if maybe she’s been one for only two days. Tee. Hee.

“Yeah, well, I did,” I said as I headed back to my room and she followed. “I’ve got PMS big time . . .

Oh, yuck! Did I just say that?

. . .  and that boy had more arms than an octopus and well . . . I just forgot. I’m sorry.”

“No worries, Sophie,” she replied, as we entered my room and she went straight for a drawer---my bikini drawer, as it turned out. “Now let’s get you dressed. Then we’ll grab some lunch and head for the pool.”

Do girls always pick out what they want their friends to wear? I ask cuz that’s what Caitlin did. Being a girl for just a little more than three days, I wasn’t about to argue.

She said the turquoise bikini was the perfect complement to my pink nails

And you know what? She was right! The suit looked sooo adorable on me. It had a flirty skirt bottom and a top with a sweet bow between the cups.

Also, Caitlin gave me a side pony and then added a pink headband. I don’t know why she did both. But she had been doing this girl stuff far longer than I, so I wasn’t going to argue. Not to mention that I reeeelly liked the look. Tee. Hee.

I liked it so much that I asked her to take photos of me with my phone.

Where did that come from? Well, duh, it came from the fact that I was now a 16-year-old girl instead of a 40-year-old man.

“You got it, girl,” she laughed. “Then we’ll send them to Josh at work to make him horny.”

And, ya know what? It was kinda fun striking poses and being silly with my bestie.

At the pool, we mostly just lay back in lounge chairs and talked with our girlfriends. Well, I didn’t do much talking. I mostly just closed my eyes, listened, and enjoyed being outside in the sunshine. During this time of day at home, as a man, I would have been behind a computer.

I was afraid that I’d feel naked again in a bikini, as I did Sunday, and I guess I did a little at first, especially when we walked to the pool. But around the other girls, I felt totes relaxed.

Totes? Again? I guess I must have picked that up from hearing Caitlin say it a couple of times, or maybe the real Sophie. Probably it was a good idea for me to use words like that when I talked too, since I didn’t want it to be obvs that I wasn’t a real girl.

“Hey, babe, you look lit in that bikini!”

Huh? OMG! I opened my eyes to see a brown-haired boy standing beside me. Tall and bare-chested, he looked down with a huge smile on his face.

Suddenly, I did feel naked again, so naked that I was afraid that everyone would realize who I really was. Being around Josh was one thing. He was like my boyfriend and stuff cuz I’d inherited him from the real Sophie, ya know? But this boy! This boy was different. This boy curled my toes—or at least it felt like he did, not to mention what he did to my nipples and tummy.

“Uh, thanks,” I said, as I forced a smile.

God, it seems sooo weird hearing Sophie’s voice when I speak, and sooo weird lying here in public with only tiny bits of fabric covering my boobs and girly parts and sooo much bare skin exposed, I thought. So weird cuz this is a boy I am genuinely attracted to, unlike Josh, who I didn’t pick, and Todd the octopus. For the first time, this is me being me as Sophie, not me being Craig inside Sophie, ya know what I mean?

Oh, I am such a girl, babbling like this. I’m go glad it’s in my head and not out loud!

I should have said something more to him, something funny or witty or intelligent. Instead I giggled.

Oh, God, I am such an idiot!

Well, at least I didn’t feel naked anymore, I suddenly realized. Oh, no! Now I felt naughty! Naughty in a boy-girl kinda way, ya know? I wanted to do things with that boy. But that couldn’t be! I was a man.

Sure you are, girly, a little voice said in my head.

I couldn’t deny the pleasant tingle I felt in my tummy as I looked up into the boy’s blue eyes. I couldn’t deny that my nipples hardened.

The struggling man in me didn’t want to, but I smiled. It was better than nothing, I guess.

“I’ll see ya around,” he said and left.

“O. M. G., Sophie. Who was that guy?” Caitlin asked, as my heart continued to pound in my chest.

“I, I don’t know,” I stuttered. “He looks a little familiar, like maybe I should know him. But I don’t.”

“But I’ll bet you wish you did!” Caitlin giggled.

At that point, conversational chaos erupted among the girls as to the boy’s appearance, identity, and his decision to interact with me, and I was forced to participate for what seemed an eternity. I guess I did okay cuz like I was as genuinely excited as they were. Maybe even more so.

As she drove us home, Emma looked over at me and said, “So, Sophie, you ready to kick Josh to the curb?”

“What?” I asked, pretending surprise, but I knew exactly what she meant.

“Oh, girl, if you’re trying to convince me you weren’t interested in that guy, you seriously need acting lessons.”

“But I don’t even know his name,” I replied.

“Yeah, but he said that he’d see you around,” she said.

“Girl, he picked you out of the herd to talk to. He’s interested. You’ll see him again.”

“Oh, okay,” I said, knowing that I would not because tomorrow I would be a 40-year-old man again, a man who’s love life appeared to be in shambles.

Only I did! I saw him that night in my dreams. I was back in the pool with Josh. We were locking lips. My legs were wrapped around his waist and pulling him tighter and tighter. What I wouldn’t let him do on prom night, I was about to let him do in front of a crowd. His penis pressed urgently against me, I reached down to help guide it in under my bikini bottom. Only when I opened my eyes, I was looking into the face of the brown-haired boy.

Talk about having it bad. Bad enough that I had to do something about it before going back to sleep. It was like in the shower and then in bed Saturday night when I pretended I was doing it with Josh after prom, only better! Dreaming about doing it with the brown-haired in the swimming pool was sooo much better. A girl could get used to this.

*     *     *

Incredibly, I saw him again Wednesday morning, when I opened the front door, expecting to see Craig, there to take me out for my birthday and then switch us back into our original bodies.

‘Oh, my God! It’s you!” I exclaimed.

“Me, who?” he grinned, and I felt my knees weaken. He was sooo cute when he did that!

“You know who, mister,” I said. “We saw each other at the pool yesterday.”

He laughed and replied, “Oh, that. I just thought I’d do a little reconnoitering before our big day.”

“Our big day? What are you talking about?” I demanded with my hands on my hips.

“Sophie, it’s me,” he said. “It’s . . .”

And suddenly, before he could say the name, I knew. OMG! I knew!

“Craig?” I exclaimed. “But it can’t be you. You’re too young! You’re like . . . almost . . . my age!”

“Yeah, I know,” he said. “Having sex as a man was great, but then I got to thinking that it probably would be even better as a young man so . . .”

“You found a box of my college stuff, with yearbooks and a sweatshirt,” I finished.

“Bingo,” he said. “So I used the medallion and . . . here I am.”

As I stood there with my mouth open, suddenly realizing that I had the hots for my own teenage male body, I could think of nothing more to say. And based on what he said to me yesterday, maybe he felt the same way about me!  I mean, it was just one sentence, but . . . OMG, this was sooo messed up!

“Come on, let’s get going,” he said, “We can talk more during the day.”

“But with you looking like that, it’s gonna look like we’re on a date or something,” I said, finally finding my voice.

“I have a boyfriend, you know.”

He laughed. “Yeah, I know. Believe me, I know. But we’re just pretending, right? I’ll behave myself. I promise. No big deal. Right?”

Yeah, right. 

“Happy 17th birthday, Sophie,” Craig said as he held the door open for me and I slid into the passenger seat of his car.

“Thank you, Craig,” I replied.

“Looks like you’ve adapted well,” he said as he pulled out of our driveway.

“Like I had a choice. You did this so you could have sex as a guy,” I said, buckling the seatbelt across my breasts.

But the truth was, during the five days or so that I had been Sophie, I had adapted well, maybe too well. Now, I told myself, determined to resist the attraction I felt for the boy next to me, I was ready to man up and deal with whatever awaited me with Michelle. That’s why I was ready for us to switch back, so I could be Craig again and then get on with our annual birthday lunch and shopping date.

I knew that she’d want to look nice for our day together, so I’d taken special care of my appearance. Instead of shorts and a top, I wore a dark blue skater dress, with small white flowers on it. It had spaghetti straps and a sweetheart neckline. A blue band kept my hair pulled back from my face. Also, I’d put on a little makeup and added gold stud earrings and a necklace.

“I always liked that dress on you,” he said.

“You mean on you,” I replied. “And why don’t we just switch back now? That’s why I wore it, you know.”

“And I see you’re wearing wedges,” he continued, ignoring my question.

“I don’t like being short,” I snapped. Boys can make me so mad sometimes!

And so it went until we got to the restaurant, our restaurant. I wanted to switch back. He ignored me

I ordered broccoli-cheese soup.

“The same thing you always order,” he grinned.

“It wasn’t intentional,” I replied. “Don’t make a big deal out of it.”

“But it is a big deal,” he said, as he finished a bite of sandwich. “Don’t you see? I not only look like you. I act like you too. In a lot of ways, I am you.

“And look at you,” he continued. “A girl’s life suits you. You’re Sophie all over. You’re dressed the way she would dress. You ordered for lunch what she would order. And you’re behaving like the same emotionally unstable adolescent that she is.”

“I am not!” I seethed through clenched teeth, as I put my spoon down, picked up my purse, and went to the bathroom.

I needed some time to cool off. Yes, he was correct in much of what he said. But what was his point? Why was he torturing me this way?

“Are we gonna change back or what?” I asked, as I sat down again at our booth and crossed my legs.

“I’m sorry I upset you,” Craig said. “That wasn’t my intention. I’m just not very good at understanding what’s going on with teenage girls, I guess.”

“Ha. Ha,” I said. “You are so funny. So, are you gonna turn us back or what?”

“You can be Craig today. I promise,” he said. “But I’d like it to be at the end of our date, instead of the beginning.”

My crossed leg bounced in irritation under the table as I shook my head. I leaned on the table with my elbows and countered, “Why in the world should we do that? It’s your birthday, not mine. You’re supposed to be the one going shopping, not me.”

“But I want it to be you,” he said, leaning toward me, his eyes staring into mine. “I want you to be Sophie today, and I want to be the boyfriend buying you all kinds of pretty clothes.”

I stared back and bit my lip as I tried to figure out what to say. I started to tell him a second time that I had a boyfriend, but thought better of it.

“I love it when you do that,” Craig grinned. “It’s so cute.”

Dammit! This guy was pissing me off and making me ache for his bod at the same time. Oh, this was so wack!

And he was pretending like there was no attraction!

“Look,” he said. “I’ve been talking to your Mom this week, and she’s told me how the two of you have been getting along so much better. And I know it’s because you’ve been making such an effort to improve things for me. I know that’s the mature male adult inside that emotionally unstable girl body that’s responsible for it too.

“That can’t have been easy for you because I know, based on my own experience, that being in someone else’s body, over time, makes you more and more like that person,” he continued. “I know that I like to eat and drink what you, as Craig, liked to eat and drink. I know that I think about things more logically instead of emotionally.

“Also, I know that I like wearing jeans and tee shirts. I know that my speech has changed. And, heck, I suspect that my vocabulary even has expanded, although I have no idea why.”

Backing away, I looked down at my lap.

“And you think the same type things have happened to me,” I said softly.

“I know they have. This wasn’t supposed to happen if you touched the medallion just briefly. But I think there’s something about being in another body for an extended time that also makes you more like the person you look like,” he said firmly. “So, for today, I want us to be each other, with each other, you understand? I want to see me through your eyes, and I suspect that you’d enjoy doing the same, although being a bratty little girl, you might not admit it.”

Quickly, he put both hands up in front of his face and grinned.

“Just kidding,” he said. “But will you do this for me, please? That will be your birthday present to me. Then I’ll give you the medallion to change back.”

When I nodded, a weary child giving in to a persistent adult, he smiled and added, “Okay, until our date ends then, from this moment on, you are Sophie and I am Craig. No breaking character. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said. “I guess you’d better pay the check then, Craig cuz I wanta go shopping! And if we’re gonna do this, with you looking like that, then we’re gonna be boyfriend and girlfriend, mister. You’re gonna hold my hand and . . .”

Suddenly I realized what I was about to say, paused, and blushed. OMG, I wanted to kiss this boy! And maybe even some other stuff too!

“And what?” he asked?

“Oh, just shut up and drive me to the mall,” I said.

First stop? Victoria’s Secret!

“What? No, I don’t want to go in there with you,” Craig said, as I took his hand and led him toward the entrance to the store.

“Hey, it’s my birthday, boyfriend,” I said. “And I’m 17 today, I’m a young woman. I want some pretty lingerie from here and maybe some perfume and makeup.”

“But what will people think?” he hissed.

“Hello? That you’re my boyfriend buying me pretty stuff cuz you love me?” I giggled as I took his hand. “Now come on, boyfriend!”

Yeah, I realized I was saying “boyfriend” a lot. Tee. Hee.

And I’ll admit it, I wanted to make him feel uncomfortable, to feel what a man feels when he’s dragged into a place like this. But I kinda also really wanted him to buy me some pretty things here, ya know?

I also wanted him to be as attracted to me as I was to him! Maybe he already was. But, dammit, I wanted the boy to show it! Guys can be so clueless.

As we left, I asked him to carry the VS bag with my new pink push-up bra in it, along with pink hipster panties, Pink Paradise perfume, and Pink Mimosa lip gloss.

“Wasn’t that fun, boyfriend?” I teased, taking his hand again.

“Cut that out!” he protested, but then looked down at me and smiled.

“Sophie, you are something else,” he added, pulling me close and squeezing my shoulders. OMG, yes!  More please!

I knew this was insane. I was in heat for a boy whom I used to be and soon would be again. But, hey, right now I was a girl through and through, with damp panties to prove it.

“Where to now?” he asked.

I wanted to say let’s go parking in some secluded place. Instead, I said, “I think you know where.”

You-know-where was an upscale second-hand clothing shop where I’d taken Sophie on a previous birthday. She loved to take lots of clothes, especially dresses, into the changing room and then do fashion shows for me.

And that’s exactly what I did for Craig this time, only my intent wasn’t quite so innocent as hers had been. I modeled a short black and white plaid skirt with a slit in the side, paired with a tight, low-cut black tee that didn’t quite reach my belly button.

“Whatcha think?” I asked, as I extended my arms and turned in a circle.

“You look marvelous,” he laughed.

“I think so too,” I said.

Then I pranced around in a skin tight, thigh-length black dress that was cut out around the midriff.

“Whatcha think? Too slutty?” I asked.

“Definitely too slutty,” he smiled.

“Good, then I want it!” I squealed.

“No way,” he replied. “Not with my money.”

But we did leave with the black top/skirt outfit, a yellow floral, strapless dress with a sweetheart neckline, and a lavender party dress with a tulle skirt.

“Are you broke yet, Craig?” I asked, as he opened the car door for me.

“Not yet, princess,” he replied. “What do you have in mind?”

What I had in mind was a cross-body, brown Michael Kors purse that I remembered wanting a year ago, but wouldn’t admit to Craig that I did because it cost too much.

Huh? Wait a minute. I wanted it a year ago? No! Sophie, the real Sophie, wanted it a year ago. Me? I’m still all man on the inside. I was just going to ask Craig to buy it for me so she could have it later.

Yeah, that was it.

Starbucks was the final stop, where I had a mocha frappuccino--- my favorite--- and Craig a black coffee.

“So, did you have fun, Sophie?” he asked after I taking a sip.

“Ya know? I kinda did!” I said, taking the paper off my straw. “And I got you lots great stuff for when we swap back.”

“Well . . .” he said, looking down. “I’m afraid that’s not going to happen.”

“What!?!” I shrieked, drawing concerned glances from people all around us.

“Please, keep your voice down, Sophie,” he said.

“This is so unfair,” I replied, fighting back tears. “I’m still a man in here. I don’t wanta be girl. And you promised . . .”

“Well, not exactly,” Craig said, leaning toward me.

“What I told you at lunch was the truth,” he continued. “I really did want to see me through your eyes, and I thought you’d enjoy it too. Was I right?”

I paused before saying, “Well, yeah, like, I guess. But that was when I thought we’d be swapping back and you just said . . .

“Oh, this is just so unfair!” I said through clinched teeth. “Why did you lie to me? And why are you doing this!?!

“Please, don’t get so emotional,” he whispered, as he put his larger hand over mine. “Someone is going to call the cops if you don’t tone it down. Let me explain.”

He pulled the medallion out of his pocket and handed it to me. “Just like I promised, you can be Craig again,” he said.

“But I’m not going to be Sophie.”

“What!?” I exclaimed, but managed to do so in a voice that did not incite panic. It wasn’t easy.

“If you decide to switch back . . .” he began.

“If!” I interrupted. “Why would you say ‘if’? Do you think I don’t want to be me again? Do you think I want to be a girl?”

“I don’t know,” he replied. “Please, let me give you the full picture.

“If you become Craig again, I will disappear, looking the way I do now, and you will never see me again. I’ll establish a new identity somewhere else.”

“You like being a boy?” I asked.

“Yes, I do,” he said. “I liked being a girl too. But I was a girl for almost 17 years, and, given this chance, I want to see what it’s like as the other sex. If I was still 40 years old, you bet I’d swap back with you. I wouldn’t want to lose 20 years of my life. But this way . . .”

He held up his hands in a “what can I say?” gesture.

“And if you decide to be Craig again, everything that was yours will be yours again, your house, car, finances. I haven’t taken anything nor will I try to.

“Only you won’t have a girlfriend anymore.”

“Oh, my God, why not?” I said, but considering what I saw at lunch Monday, I wasn’t really surprised.

“Your Mom called me Saturday night and we talked for a long time,” he explained. “Basically, she said she didn’t want to see me anymore. She said our relationship is stagnant and that she’s tired of living 60 miles apart and we’re long overdue for a commitment and she doesn’t think I want any of that.

“You know, typical woman/relationship stuff. A man can be happy with the status quo, but a woman never is.”

I gave him a look.

“What?” he asked with upraised hands. “It’s true. You were a man for 40 years. You haven’t forgotten that in just a few days.”

Then he looked at me long and hard. I averted my eyes in embarrassment.

“Or have you?” he chuckled. “Have you become more of a girl than even I suspected you would?”

“Of course, I know,” I said. “And no, I haven’t!”

“Okay, don’t get emotional on me,” he said, clearly trying to make me more emotional.

Oh, that boy! I opened my purse and put the medallion in it. “Okay, you’re a boy now and you’re gonna stay a boy. And I’m not gonna have a girlfriend anymore,” I said, “Can we get out of here?”

“I’m not finished, Sophie,” he said. “There’s something more you need to consider. I know this isn’t fair and I’m sorry. But that’s the way it is.

“If you become Craig again, Sophie won’t exist anymore. Michelle won’t have a daughter.”

OMG, I was so attracted to and angry with this newly minted boy that I wasn’t thinking straight. He was right. I was too emotional, with probably some PMS contributing.

How long does a girl have to deal with that until she starts her period? I wondered. And suddenly panicked.

Oh, crap! And now I was crying. Why? I had no clue.

Maybe it was because Craig was right. If I became a man again, Michelle would have no daughter. I should have thought of that right away. Yeah, I was mad at her. But I still loved her.

As I removed a tissue from my purse and blew my nose, Craig said, “On the other hand, if you remain as Sophie, she still will have a daughter and we can tell everyone that I’m Craig Banner’s nephew, named in his honor.”

“Why would we do that?” I sniffed.

“Well, if you stay as Sophie, I still will have all Craig’s assets, including the house and the savings and checking accounts. I’ll keep the house, but maybe get an apartment up here in the city and go to college in the fall. And who knows? Somewhere along the way, I might run into you and your mother.”

“Oh, I see,” I said, as I rose from the table. “I think I’m ready to go home now. I have a lot to think about.”

“I’m sorry to put this on you,” Craig said, as he stood up too.

“But not sorry enough to switch us back,” I replied.

“No,” he said. “Of course, I’ve had more time to think about this than you. You didn’t know I was going to hit you with all this on your birthday. Also, I know this is the time of month you usually have your period and I know that can affect a girl.”

“You bastard!” I said and tried to slap him. He caught my hand and pulled me close. His eyes looked intently down into mine and he almost smiled.

It was a good thing he didn’t!

“Now, you need some time to think too,” he said. “And when you’ve decided, call me and let me know. Okay?”

“Yeah, I’ll do that,” I said, as Craig took my hand and we walked back to his car.

*     *     *

Craig’s coming over for dinner tonight and I’ll introduce him to Mom as the nephew of her old boyfriend. We’ve been dating this summer and I thought it was time she finally met him.

Yes, I broke up with Josh. He might have been a good choice for the old Sophie, but not this girl. I wanted someone more like . . .well, you know who I’m talking about, don’t you?

Anyway, after putting the medallion in a safe place, I thought about the situation for a couple of days as I endured my first period and, for the first time, got up close and personal with my girly parts. Oh, yuck! It’s not a pretty picture when they’re angry like that.

But I survived that ultimate confirmation that I am a girl and called Craig. “I want to talk some more,” I said.

“Of course, you do,” he said. “Girls always do.”

“Just shut up and meet me at Starbucks, you male chauvinist pig,” I said.

For kicks I wore Pink Paradise perfume and Pink Mimosa lip gloss from VS, as well at that yellow floral, strapless dress with the sweetheart neckline. I mean the boy bought all that for me on my birthday. It was the least I could do. I wanted to make him so hard that he would beg for mercy—or maybe relief. Tee. Hee.

“So, if we’re gonna do this thing, I want to get some things straight,” I said to him across the table at Starbucks.

“What thing?” he said, as I watched him squirm, trying to find a way to ease the pressure on his third leg.

“You know damn well what thing, Craig,” I replied. “I’m tired of playing games, mister. Do you want to date me, or not?”

He laughed. “You have to ask?” he said. “Didn’t I make that plain? Of course, I do.”

“Well, you could have fooled me,” I said indignantly. “You could have said so like a man, instead of hinting all around it.”

“I’m sorry,” he said and seemed genuinely sincere. Well, there was hope for the boy after all.

“I guess that I should be been clearer about that,” he continued. “But I am just learning to be a boy, you know.”

“Well, duh, do you think it’s been easy for me being a girl?” I asked, and then quickly regretted it. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that.”

“But you’re right,” he acknowledged. “So let’s start fresh, okay?

“I like you very much, Sophie, and I’d like to get to know you better. Will you have dinner with me?”

I grinned. “Well, I need to think about it. I hear you’ve got a lot of money for a young guy, and I’m thinking that I might like to marry into those kinds of assets one day.”

He laughed and replied, “Well, that’s true. I have come into quite a bit of money recently, especially for someone my age.

“But you’ve done well for yourself as well. You have a closet full of pretty dresses.”

I giggled, then added, “And shoes don’t forget the shoes.”

“Bras, panties, bikinis, slutty dresses . . .,” he said, arching an eyebrow. “They’re all yours when you have a girl’s life.”

“A girl’s life also means having periods,” I replied. “And I didn’t like my first one very much. I need compensation. So for me to have dinner with you, and for you to stay in the running as a potential boyfriend, you’re gonna have to promise me something.”

“Sure,” he laughed. “What is it?”

I leaned across the table, intentionally showing him the swell of my boobies above my low-cut dress.

“Any boyfriend of mine must treat me like a lady, tell me I’m pretty, open doors for me, buy me presents and flowers, and pay for everything. Also, he will have to understand what it’s like for a girl, especially when she’s having a bad day. From my experience, that’s a pretty rare combination.

“But if you think you qualify, I’m willing to go to dinner with you.”

He smiled, leaned forward, and kissed me softly on the lips.

“Let’s find out if I do, okay?” he asked.

“Okay,” I said.

So, with August winding down, Craig about to start his freshman year in college, and me about to be a high school senior, he’s coming over to meet Mom.

Craig and I have a great relationship and I’m so happy that I decided to stay as Sophie. That means Mom still has a daughter, and I’m still a part her life, although in a decidedly different role. I’m thinking she’s probably going to marry the real estate guy, which means her former boyfriend will be her bridesmaid. Tee. Hee.

And, if all goes as I hope it will, she one day will be the mother-in-law to her former daughter. Is that wack or what?

Oh, yeah, Mom and I are back to fighting again. I don’t think it’s as bad as before. But she, like, makes me so mad sometimes. And she can be so unfair! Still I love her and I know she loves me.

Last week, as we walked hand-in-hand one night after dinner, Craig said, “Who knew something like this would happen when I asked you to do me a favor for prom?”

I giggled and replied, “And who knows what would have happened if we’d had sex in our SUV and you found out right then what sex was like for a guy?”

Craig stopped, pulled me close, and kissed me passionately under a street light. “I’m glad you didn’t,” he said. “This is better.”

#     #     #
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