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1.

If there is one thing worse than hauling firewood it’s hauling firewood for three assholes in summer. As my pile gets bigger the day gets shorter and my life inches a little closer to that day in August where I’ll be out of here and the three pricks that I for some reason call my family will get to enjoy the fruits of my labor.

I say 'for some reason' because I really have no reason to call these three my family. Technically, yes, my life was connected to theirs briefly by marriage. So, if legal technicalities are considered they are sort of related to me, though not by blood or bonds of affection or just about anything else that binds members of a family together. After Darren married my mom, Dolph and Blaine did become my stepbrothers. Not that they've ever treated me like a brother, or a friend, or even someone they would be more than mildly curious about if they ever found me flattened on the pavement, rendered roadkill by a passing semi.

On some level, I don’t exactly blame them. So their dad happened to marry some chick who happened to be my mom. It wasn’t like they got a new mommy any more than Darren became my dad. But you have to wonder about a pair of total sociopaths who find out that they’re getting a new member of the family and decide to do all they can to make his life hell.

I let the ax fall, snapping the log at just the wrong angle. Great. Now I’m going to get a lecture from Darren about how he’s got no use for chips this size because they burn up too quickly. Swing with your shoulders, follow through. Yeah, yeah. If you want a job done right, I can hear him saying. Well, then, why don't you do it yourself asshole. In a house with four males, I'm the scrawniest of the lot. So why am I the one out here sweating my balls off when it should be Dolph's turn? Well, it's pretty simple. When Dolph doesn't want to take his turn, Dolph doesn't take his turn. This means that I can rat on him to Darren, which will result in Darren getting pissed off at me and probably sticking me with the duty anyway. Then, I'll have Dolph on my ass too. Or I can just do it. So, here I am.

I can feel my throat constricting from lack of water. The air is too hot and dry for this kind of work. The bitch of it is that they’ll never even use all this. Even if Blaine gets his wish and he can have a bonfire when his dad is out of town, even then it would never all get used. This is just another in the endless series of tasks Darren dreams up. He seems to believe that young men have so much aggression and testosterone that if they don’t put it to some other use they’ll end up getting into trouble with it. Looking at the two goons he spawned, I can see where he came up with this theory.

Part of me can’t wait to get out of here. Of course, that’s the part that finds the prospect of sleeping on bus benches and wandering the city vaguely romantic. That part of me is an idiot, and the rest of me is smart enough to know it. The day I turned eighteen, Darren announced that he was giving me until the end of the summer to ‘figure something else out’.

What does he think I’m going to discover in that time? An inheritance that my mom left me? She was way too sick to have a dime to her name by the end. He ended up getting stuck with most of her hospital bills, which I guess I feel bad for him about. Anyway, unless I discover that I have a rich relative somewhere far from here who is willing to put me up, I’m essentially screwed.

I set my two badly-cut slices on the pile and set another log on the stump. Shit. My hands, already raw from doing this kind of work for hours, are starting to get callused. Dolph is the kind of guy who actually likes getting calloused hands. He’s lazy, but he would love it if these were his hands. Not me. I want to cry.

From the first time I met Darren, I knew that he was one of those guys that you couldn’t allow yourself to appear ‘sensitive’ around. Military posture, military haircut; Air Force for five years and then a military contractor ever since. Darren’s the kind of guy who looks you straight in the eye, squeezes your hand as hard as he can when he shakes it, and tries to test your strength and resolve with every interaction. I don’t think he’s trying to be a dick, really. He’s done it for so long that he doesn’t know another way to be. But even if it’s not personal, it feels like it is. Like he’s had it out for me from the first time I spoke. It’s like he can see inside me, see through the guy I’m trying to be around him to who I really am. Of course, he doesn’t really see that person. If he did, I’m sure he wouldn’t have even given me three months after I turned eighteen. He would have tossed me out on the street already.

I swing another log and to my relief, this one actually splits cleanly and even. Sweat pours down my nose as I crouch down and set another vertical log on the stump. I dunno, maybe he's hurting. He did lose his wife, the love of a woman far better than he could possibly deserve. Maybe he knows that and is broken up inside and uses these little tasks to keep me away because he can't stand to comfort me– he can't even comfort himself and the emotional toll of trying to care for another is just too great. But I doubt it. 

Thwack! I slice through another. Checking the pile of split logs at my feet, I see that I've got enough to collect. So, I let the head of the ax slice into the tree stump and pick them up, gathering them up. Involuntarily, my mind forms the perfect image of Molly Rismond. She's wearing a babydoll camisole with the bra strap showing, cut-off jean shorts, a pair of sandals, and a cute little smile. The smile is for me. She bites her lip, the cherry-colored lip gloss making those two perfect lips pop.

I start to get a chubby and then, just as involuntarily, I think about what it would be like to be Molly Rismond. Ever since I was eleven or twelve and I started to notice girls, I started to notice something else about them. It was never just that I was interested in them. Long before I knew what sex was or why I found myself thinking about the girls I liked, I used to think about what it would be like to wear their clothes. I didn't realize until Simon Klepperman told me what a 'tranny' was that there was even such a thing. We were in the back of the bus and he repeated this joke that his dad told at dinner. I laughed, too loud. Because of the way that he described the tranny in the joke I could tell that there was something seriously wrong with people who thought about the kind of stuff I thought about. If you were gay, okay, you were gay. And that was fine, or whatever. Guys could dress up like girls and act all feminine if they were gay. But if you like girls, you're not gay. And I was not gay because I liked girls. Which meant that I would have to be some kind of freak to want to put on girls' clothes myself. Whatever the guys around me were thinking about when they thought about girls they liked, they never pictured themselves as those girls. They never wondered what it would be like to dress up or feel what girls felt when guys looked at them. So, I decided that wasn't something I could ever talk about.

I was pretty secretive and actually pretty clever when I started. This was years before Darren was in the picture. My dad was gone, but he’d always been gone. My mom was an obstetrician’s assistant, so I pretty much knew her schedule. The nice thing about being a latchkey kid was that I could pretty much have the whole house to myself in the afternoons.

I’m probably making it sound like I did it every day, every time I had a chance. But it was never like that. I’d be playing single-player Super Smash Bros and I’d switch from playing as Yoshi to Princess Peach. I’d think about myself as her, all dolled-up and cute. And then I’d think about going into my mom’s room and putting on her underwear and clothes (what few items actually fit me), and of course her makeup. It never got too out of hand. I was really careful with everything and knew how much to take so that she would never notice that anything was out of place. All my mother’s makeup was cheap Walmart brand stuff anyway, so she was never all that precious about it. But even though I never looked all that convincing, it fed a need I had to feel pretty. Of course, once I started to get a little older, I started to buy stuff for myself. All of it on Amazon, very discreet. I never really had that much. My terror at being discovered always kept my avarice at bay. And like I said, it never became an everyday thing. I would just think about what it would feel like to change into my favorite pair of pink hip huggers or the little red thong that I kept carefully tucked away in the back of my closet, under the copies of Sports Illustrated and I’d get a little endorphin rush. Of course, when my mom started dating Darren all that changed. I knew there was no way I could risk keeping it up with him around. And later when I met his sons, I knew I had to quit for good. I had the idea that I wanted to give my panties and dresses a proper burial but then I realized how stupid that was since they could always be unearthed later. In the end, I threw them in the trash.

Maybe getting kicked out of the house and having to wander around searching will at least have one advantage. Once I’m gone, there will be no one I need to hide myself for. I can finally be me, or at least all the sides of me that I would rather weren’t there but are anyway.

I think these things as I round the corner of the shed. Then I see him sitting on the woodpile and everything changes.


2.

He’s wearing a tutu. Pink with the little nylon fairy wings just exactly as you’re picturing. He’s bald, and the tutu exposes his chest hairs. Not only that, there’s the patch springing from the bulge of fat behind his neck. He’s got garrish drag queen makeup on and he’s inspecting his cuticles. He doesn’t even look up when I drop the firewood I’m carrying on my foot.

“Jesus!” I shout, pulling my smarting foot out from under the pile.

“Hallelujah!” he answers, still not looking at me.

“Who the hell are you?”

“I’m your fairy godmother,” he says. “Fairy, get it?”

“How’d you get here?” I ask.

“Fairy dust.”

“Why are you here?”

“I’m here for you, queen,” he says. I just stare.

“Who are you?” I say again.

“You’ve already said that, sweetie. And I’ve told you. I’m here for you, Andy.”

“Look, you can’t be here.”

Drifters and derelicts are in our town, of course. Mental patients are a new one for me.

"You can't be here either, Andy," he says. "Not after your stepdad kicks you out. Eighty-seven days four hours isn't a heck of a lot of time. Why do you spend it monkeying around with this butch grunt work when you know he's going to kick you to the curb anyway?"

“How do you know all that?”

“Hon, I know a lot more than that. I know that there’s a beautiful girl under that flannel shirt and dirty Levis. And I think the world would like to meet her. Don’t you?”

If I’m not already red from the sun, then I’m sure my face is going bright red.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Oh, come on now. This isn’t going to be much fun if you spend the whole time playing coy. You’re a smart gal. You’ve seen this movie before, right? Lord knows it’s an old enough story. I’m here to offer you the night that you’ve always dreamed of. The Full Moon Party?”

It’s funny because in all that thinking about Molly Rismond I forget the whole context of why I had thought of her at all. Her party tonight. The Full Moon Party isn’t exactly an impossible social leap for me. But even if I’d been invited, which I wasn’t, I had no plans of attending.

“I’ve got enough to worry about,” I say. “I don’t need you showing up and complicating things.”

“I’m here to make things easy for you. Isn’t that what you want?”

“I– I don’t even know you.”

“But I know you. I’ve been watching you from afar, and I know that you’re not happy. Don’t you want to be happy?”

He hopped off the woodpile in a move that was somehow both magical and graceless. He seemed to float there, but so close to the ground that he might as well have stood.

“What do you want in return? For my happiness.”

“Nothing. You don’t have to give up anything you can’t get back whenever you want.”

“That’s awfully generous.”

“Will you shut up already? It’s transformation time and all this yacking is getting dull. Now, do you want to be a girl or don’t you?”

“Who said anything about– what?”

“I could make you the most beautiful girl that you’ve ever dreamed of. Prettier than you’ve ever thought you have any right to hope for. Just for the night.”

“I can’t,” I said, surprised at myself.

“Can’t or won’t? Because there are plenty of boys who don’t want what I’m offering. But I know you’re not one of them. I’m here for you, Andy. It’s okay. You don’t have to be afraid. No one else will ever know.”

“No one?”

“Trust me. Just close your eyes.”

He’s floated so close to me now that his face is level with mine. I look into his eyes with their fake lashes and gaudy eye makeup. If he’s got the kind of magic that he claims, how come he can’t transform himself? But I don’t say anything. I can feel my chest tightening. I want to cry. Just the thought of going through with what he’s offering is dredging up all these latent feelings I didn’t realize I had.

“It’s okay,” he assures me. “Have all the fun you want, just remember to be back by midnight.”

“Midnight? What happens at midnight?”

“Don’t worry about it. Everything will work out. Just take a deep breath and I’ll do the rest.”

Slowly I nod, letting my eyes fall shut. Then, as I feel him drawing closer, my eyes shoot open again as he pulls me towards him and gives me a big, sloppy kiss. Pow! Lights out. I’m transported. 


3.

When I say that the kiss transported me, I don't mean it in the sense that people mean when they talk about the romance of a kiss. I don't mean that I was pleasurable because it certainly wasn't that. I mean that one minute I was standing in front of my fairy drag mother and the next I'm standing in a grove of trees. It's night. Just faint moonlight peeking through the branches of the trees. And I'm not me. At least I'm not the me that I've always been.

I feel it on my hips and the backs of my thighs, a cool wind that touches me in places I’ve never felt the wind before. I turn my head and feel the velvety curtain of my hair obscure my face.

Oh my god.

I reach up and find the soft, glistening strands of hair cascading through my fingers. My cheeks are softer and rounder. Examining my nails, I find them decorated with French half-moons at the tips. Slowly, I allow my fingers to slide down to the smoothness of my neck and down further to the two perfect mounds peeking out from underneath my tank top.

“Holy shit!” a girl’s voice, my voice, gasps. It worked! This is really happening. Is this happening? There’s music thumping in the distance. I look down at the roots and foliage and watch as two girlish, dainty feet navigate them in a pair of cute, strappy sandals. Passing out of the densest part of the treeline, I can see huge spotlights set up next to kegs of beer. Bodies writhe and shake to the heavy beat of music. I know these people, at least some of them by sight. There’s Brandon Humboldt and Sasha Stern. I’ve got math class with that girl over there, I think. As I move closer, I find the people in the crowd I’m moving through are starting to notice me. Girls look at me with quick, savage glances that seemed designed to cut me. I feel exposed. But then I start drawing the attention of the guys.

There are four boys all standing around chugging their lagers and bullshitting. One of them gives me a look and the rest go silent, then they mutter to each other. I can’t make out what they’re saying over the music, but their body language says that they like what they’re looking at and they might do something about it. My stomach grows tense. I know a few of them. One of them is Kyle McKenna and another is Doug Steigal but I’m not sure about the others. I’ve never been looked at like that before, and it scares me. But I also kind of like the way they’re all peering in my direction. I can tell from the angle of their eyes that they’re checking out a lot more than just my face, which is getting hotter and (I fear) redder than it’s ever been in my life. Oh, shit.

I try to get lost in the throng of people and forget about them. I throw a look over my shoulder just to confirm that they aren’t still following me. Then, I find a collection of ice chests with mostly melted ice and a few lonely Bud Lights floating in the water. I grab one and try to open it but am careful not to chip my nail. These are so pretty that if I break one I’ll probably never be able to do them this way again. 

That’s when I start to remember the weirdness of everything around me. I’ve got tits! I’ve got a girl’s hair and body and, presumably much else and I’m thinking about a nail? What the hell did that fat guy in the tutu do this for?

I mean, sure it's fun. But what's going to happen to me? Am I going to be this way forever? He did say one night, didn't he? I take a rather unladylike slug of the beer and suppress a belch. Someone is setting off fireworks that explode with loud bangs over my head. The sound of them suddenly makes me afraid.

I can’t be here. I wasn’t invited and I’m not me anyway, so there’s no way I can stay.

“Hey,” says some guy who seems to appear out of nowhere. He’s got blonde short-cropped hair. I think he’s one of the few white guys on the basketball team. Mason?

“Hi,” I say in reply. “What’s up?”

“How’s your night?” he asks.

“Uh, kinda weird,” I say.

“What?” he says, struggling to hear me over the sound of the party.

“It’s weird.”

“Oh okay,” he says. Clearly wasn’t expecting this answer and has no way to respond to it. Couldn’t he ask why my night is so weird? What is wrong with this guy?  “What’s your name?”

“Uh, I’m Andi,” I say. I offer my still cold, slightly wet hand. He shakes it, holding onto my palm longer than anyone I know ever has. I feel the sexual tension building. Oh, god. I think he just checked out my chest!

“What school do you go to?” he asks.

“Remington High,” I say, giving the name of the school across town.

“Oh, were you at the game on Saturday?”

“No. Sorry, I’ve got to go meet some friends,” I say. He looks crushed, or maybe just confused. It’s those joky popular guys who always have the most fragile egos. I’ve got to find someone I know so I can stop getting hit on by all of these dudes. Not that Mason Whatever was such a creep. Not much for conversation, but I can’t pretend I didn’t like the attention at least a little. He must have thought I was pretty, or else why would he have been even bothered?

I finish with my beer and toss the empty can in a pile with some others. That’s when I notice her. Molly Rismond is maybe three hundred feet away from me, closer to the treeline at the edge of where the party lights end. She’s doubled over and puking her guts out.

I can rescue her! Without moving too quickly, afraid the sudden movement will spook the herd, I double-time over to the spot where Molly is upchucking.

“Hey,” I say. “Are you alright?”

Molly waves me away defensively, her head still facing the ground.

“It’s okay. I’ve got some mints in my purse if you want.”

I don’t know how I know this, but I do. I didn’t even notice I was wearing a purse before this. It’s a cute one, with thin little straps. But that’s not really the point.

“Who are you?” she asks beerily. 

“I’m, uh, Andi,” I say, relieved that my name can become a (cute!) girl’s name so easily that it feels natural. Molly wipes her mouth with the back of her hand then puts out her palms for the mints. I unfoil the roll and dispense three of them. She chews them then swallows.

“Thanks,” she says.

“Bad night?” 

She looks at me disbelievingly.

“Great night,” she says. “I just need to rally. Who are you here with?”

“Oh, I’m just kinda here…”

Do girls usually come alone to parties? I think not. Molly’s not buying it either.

“What, did your friends ditch you?”

“Actually, I just broke up,” I say. “With my boyfriend. So going to parties is, like, weird.”

“Asshole. Come with me,” she says. “We’ll get you set up with someone cool.”

I can’t believe it, but somehow I’m following Molly Rismond over through the crush of burnouts and thrashers to a part of the clearing where the cool kids I never fit in with are sitting around passing a bottle of Popov around.

It’s a cliche to call these guys jocks. I mean, Aaron isn’t on any of the varsity teams and neither is Connor. But these are clearly the popular people and everyone knows it. They date girls who are on the cheer squad or dance, and they have absolutely nothing in common with guys like me.

But tonight, I’m not a guy like me. 

“This is Andi,” Molly announces to the group. “She’s cool. So please, guys, no gang rape.”

“Ignore her,” says Connor. “She’s too hammered to even know what she’s saying.”

“He means you’re safe, no danger. We’re totally into women being empowered and stuff like that.”

Aaron lets go of a big puff from a joint.

“The future is female,” he says, coughing hard.

“Can I get some of that?” I ask. He passes the joint to me and I take a nice little toke. It’s slightly damp where his lips touched it. I breathe in deep trying to force the smoke down, but I end up choking on it hard.

“Gotta cough to get off,” Aaron says. He hands the bottle of Popov and I take a slug. It goes down harsh and burns my throat, but since it replaces the first burn it’s actually a welcome change.

“Why do the best things in life always burn your throat?” he asks, almost to himself.

“Oh, no. Don’t start to get philosophical now.”

“I’m serious. Think about it. Weed, booze. Super spicy chilis. Love.”

“Love?”

“You saying you’ve never been burned by love?” he says, throwing me a flirty little smile.

“Not in the throat,” I say.

“You must not be doing it right.”

He’s clearly kidding around, so I laugh; a girlish little chuckle I never would have made before tonight. What is it about being a girl that makes the stupid things guys like this say that makes it seem somehow not stupid at all?

“I like your top,” he says, by which he really means my boobs. I have boobs. Nice boobs.

“I think Molly’s is cuter,” I say.

“How do you know my name?” she says.

She told me it before, didn’t she?

“You told me before,” I say, not at all sure that she did.

“You’re paranoid,” Connor says to Molly. “What are you getting all weird about? We’re all having a nice time. Just chill.”

I start to feel a chill creep up my spine. What if they figure out that I’m not really who I say I am? What if I let on I’m not really a girl? Molly glares for a moment, but then her face changes and she throws an arm around my hip.

“Sorry. I’m not usually a bitch.”

“She’s just on the rag,” says Connor.

“Fuck off! I am not.”

She takes the bottle of vodka and takes a small slug. She looks like she’s about the retch again, but she manages to keep it down.

“It’s cool,” I say. I love that she’s got her hand around my waist. It feels so small and feminine. My waist, I mean. Actually, her hand is small and feminine too. I have a sudden flash of the two of us making out, hands exploring each other’s bodies. The guys cheer, their jaws dropping as Molly slides my shorts off me and–

Oh, god. I’m getting wet! I can feel that unmistakable heat and moisture between my thighs, that sticky sensation in my crotch. I hope nobody notices. All I want to do is bolt, make for the safety of the treeline and be alone. I want to touch myself so badly. I need to feel what it’s like to touch my wet little pussy with my fingers. But the more I think these thoughts, the more I want something else down there too.

“You okay?” Aaron asks. I realize that my eyes must be glazing over right now.

“Uh, yeah. I’m great,” I say. He offers me another hit of the joint, but this time I wisely decline. Molly has let go of me and is now touching Connor instead of me. I feel a little flash of jealousy.

“Let’s get out of here,” Molly says.

“Now?”

“Sure. We can have more fun somewhere else.”

“Woo!” the guys all start whooping at once. Aaron tosses the joint and stamps it out. I’m following them, I guess?

“Where are we going?” I ask.

“Somewhere fun. Waaay more fun than this.”


4.

I have no idea where we’re going, but we’re getting there fast. Letting Aaron drive was a terrible idea but I don’t have a right to complain because–

	It’s his truck. 
	Technically I wasn’t invited anyway. I just climbed in the cab and off we went. 


So, what the hell am I thinking? Well, it’s not like after the weirdness of this nice I’m in any fit state to exercise sound judgment. But also I’m drunk and a little stoned and I don’t want this night to end even if it means risking mutilation in the back of this car.

“Slow down!” Molly yells. I’m grateful she does it so that it doesn’t have to be me.

"Relax," Aaron says. He seems pretty alert, never taking his eyes off the road. But the way that he's taking these turns he would probably mow down some old lady even if he was stone-cold sober if she ever made the mistake of trying to cross the road. "Andi's not worried. Is she?"

He meets my eyes in the rearview mirror and I can’t help but blush. Maybe it’s just the booze, but being referred to as a girl is just the best. Puking, however, would be the worst and I’m starting to feel that acrid taste crawling up the back of my throat suggesting that I just might be throwing up soon. Stay tuned for that.

As we round a turn, I can see that we’re slowing down, turning off the road. We’re obviously nowhere near town.

“My dad has a cabin,” Connor explains. “He might even have some booze left over from the time he brought my stepmom. But even if it’s dry, there’s a hot tub.”

“Wooo!” everyone says, so I ‘wooo!’ too.

We pull up and the place is dark and spooky and exactly the kind of place where bad things happen to bad girls. That’s how it always goes in the movies. Girls who have sex die. Only virgins survive.

Connor opens the door and I scoot out over and get out on his side. We cross over, trying to avoid tripping in the dark as we make our way up onto the porch. It’s a weirdly big gap between the first step and the patio. Aaron goes first and then pulls Molly up. He offers his hand to me. I take it and feel a kind of electricity running through me just at the sudden physical contact.

It's weird. I've never felt that from a guy before. There's no lock on the door, just a latch. We enter and Connor flips on a single bare bulb that makes up all the illumination in the tiny space. He takes a seat on the couch and takes out his weed, starting on another joint. I look over and see Aaron picking up Molly and setting her on the kitchen counter. They start making out, oblivious of anyone in the room. I freeze. I don't want to make it awkward by calling attention to this, but then I can't exactly ignore it either. What the hell am I supposed to do in this situation?

I decide it would be rude to stand there staring, so I go over to the couch where Connor’s rolling his joint. I sit daintily like a girl with my knees together, hands folded primly in my lap. My tits look huge, at least to me. Connor doesn’t even glance at the kissing couple, or at me. But something tells me that he’s horny. I don’t know what to call it. Girl ESP? It’s just a feeling I have, like a smell that he’s giving off even when he’s seemingly doing nothing at all.

I noticed that my legs have unconsciously spread themselves. Probably too little to even notice, but I practically knock my knees together trying to shut them again. This is majorly weird. I had a thought that maybe, in some weird roundabout way, the situation would turn into me and Molly making out with the guys watching us. That would be so sexy. But Connor with his pot-stained breath, groping at me with his grotty fingers makes my stomach do flips.

When he's finished with the joint, he doesn't even light it. Just starts on another; head down, eyes focused on the task. Is he nervous? He can't be as nervous as me, can he?

“So…where’s that hot tub?” I ask.

“Huh? Oh, it’s out back.”

When he doesn’t say anything more, I ask–

“Can I see it?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Without looking up, Connor makes a beeline for the door. I follow after him.
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It’s almost pitch black as we emerge from the dim lighting in the cabin. He helps me down from the high step we step over brambles and loose twigs to get to the hot hub at the rear of the cabin. It gives a low hum like a sleeping insect, almost as if something inside has been waiting for people to return to it.

“It’s not really glamorous or anything,” Connor says as he unhooks the covers and slides them off. The night is warm but the tub still looks inviting.

“That’s okay,” I say. “It was just getting a little weird in there, ya know?”

"She's been all over him for days, ever since they got back together," he says. So, there was a point where they weren't together? These are the kinds of things you never hear when you're a lower-tier boy on the whole social scale. "They say that guys need sex more than girls. But I know that, in her case, she's the one who needs it bad. You can tell."

"Yeah. All that stuff about girls not caring about sex is a total myth," I say. "Not like I'm some kind of sex fiend or something." I feel the need to make qualifications for myself I never would have had to make as a guy.

“Sex is healthy and natural,” he says. “But does he have to flaunt it like that? I mean, good for Aaron, but it’s not like the rest of us want to see that.”

Actually, I really wanted to see that. But I also didn’t want to start drooling, which is why we’re out here right now.

“So, why are you alone tonight?” he asks.

“Oh, I’m– just a loner, I guess.”

“Is that it? I thought you had some boyfriend you were getting over.”

“Yeah, well. It’s not something I really want to broadcast.”

He seems to remember that there’s a joint still in his hand. He holds it up like, remember this? I nod, letting him know I wouldn’t mind if he sparked it right now. He lights it and takes a puff.

“I used to have a crush on her,” he says. “Used to. I can see now how that was not smart.”

“I get it. Molly’s hot. Really hot.”

He smiles a little at that, obviously enjoying the idea of a girl who finds other girls’ bodies attractive.

“But I can see how Aaron really has his work cut out for him with her. If I were you, I would have a hard time staying just friends.” 

He shrugs a little.

“It’s not always easy,” he says. “But, it’s like, what am I supposed to do? They’re my friends and we’ll all be doing different stuff next fall anyway, so who really cares?”

He passes me the joint and this time I burn my throat on the smoke, coughing hard. We stand in silence for a little while. 

“Hey,” I say. “What if we got in?”

“To what?” he asks. I nod at the open hot tub in front of us.

“Oh, yeah. We could do that.”

I undo the straps on my sandals first, fidgeting with them a little. Then, I take off my shirt, enjoying the feel of the cups of my bra as they hug my ample tits. He's already climbed into the tub by the time I start undressing. I slip off my shorts revealing a pair of red hip-hugger panties that look like a bikini bottom. I still can't believe how good I look down there, all compact and smooth without my bulge. It's absolutely perfect.

I get so lost in admiring myself that it takes me a minute to notice that Connor is admiring me too.

“You coming in or are you just going to stand there checking yourself out?” he asks himself with a smile. I decide that the best way to cover my blushing face is to slip into the water and make it look like I’m turning red from the heat. It works. Within minutes, I’m like a lobster. The bubbles conceal our bodies and just our heads are visible.

“I’m sorry I’m not too talkative tonight,” he says finally. I didn’t even notice how long we’d been sitting there silently.

“That’s okay,” I tell him. “I don’t really have much to say either.”

“I’ve never met a girl like you.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re just so…easy. I mean, not easy. But like easy to be around.”

“You think so?”

“Most hot girls know they’re really hot, so they play it up. But with you it’s different. You’re, like, more real.”

“I’m not really that hot. I mean, right now I am.” 

For some reason, this stupid line sounded good in my head. I blame the fact that I'm inebriated. Plus I've never been told I was hot before so I'm a little thrown off balance by it.

“You’re hotter than Molly. You’re like the sexiest girl who’s ever talked to me.”

I can’t believe this level of honesty from Connor. I never thought he was the kind of guy who would open up about feeling insecure.

"At my old school, I was such a loser."

“What?”

“It’s true. Nobody knew who I really was. I couldn’t open up to anybody about it, or, like, show the real me. I guess that’s just how everyone feels in high school.”

"Can I…kiss you?" he asks. He says it in such a gentle way like he's a little boy asking for a piece of candy on Halloween. But I look at him and I know that I want a lot more than kissing. This body has a whole set of new needs that I have to satisfy.

“Yeah,” I say. “You can kiss me.”

He slides over to me and puts his arms on my shoulders, which feel so slight and feminine. When his tongue enters my mouth, the taste of the weed is unwelcome but somehow the sweetness of his lips makes up for it. I can feel my nipples standing on end. His lips move from my chin down my neck, hands going for my bra straps which seem to slide off without effort. I hear myself moaning. I touch my own breasts for the first time, a sensation so sensual that it sends pleasure rocketing through my whole body. I've never been able to touch myself this way, and when he touches me it's even better. Those hands on my skin are like magic. If I wasn't already in a hot tub, I could probably tell you I was sopping wet. All I know is I'm hornier than I've ever been in my life but in a totally unreal way. I think about Connor looking at me, leering at my breasts and wanting to touch me, and it drives me wild with desire.

I move my hands down his back and let them slide down past his waist. He’s wearing underneath! His stiff cock grazes against my thigh and I want him inside me.

“Can we do it in here?” I ask, my voice rising with anxious anticipation.

"Don't worry," he says, then resumes kissing my neck. I can feel him tugging at my panties. I reach down and slide them off me, nothing between us now but the water. It's almost better that I don't see his dick first. Feeling it between my thighs, suddenly so hard and urgent, makes me gasp. He tries a few awkward thrusts before lifting me up and sliding me closer to position himself better. He's so strong. I spread myself to let him deeper inside. He's frantic, pushing and thrusting. The water interferes, but at the same time, I think it extends the pleasure. It certainly heightens mine. He gets so caught up with pounding my pussy that he starts to neglect my tits, so I begin rubbing and touching my nipples, pressing my breasts with my fingers trying to get myself off. I've never felt sexy like this before. I've always tried to imagine what I would look like with a girl's body, and now that I have it the pleasure is almost unreal.

I groan as he pushes himself deeper. There's pain, but it's a distant trivial thing compared to the pleasure I receive. I wrap my legs around his strong back and he presses me harder and deeper. The edge of the tub digs into my back, but he would have to try to drown me to get me to want this to stop. He grunts loudly with each thrust, and I can picture just what this is like for him. I think of my soft thighs, round, perky breasts, and how good my pussy feels against his stiff cock. I imagine myself jerking off, watching this scene. I picture myself as a porn star, getting nailed by a sexy stud. At the same time, I'm my guy self looking on and watching with envy. It's thinking about the dual pleasures of experiencing sex as both a guy and a girl simultaneously that makes me cum hard. I squeal and moan, throwing my head back as I do it.

“Did you just finish?” Connor asks. I’m not able to answer right away. He gives a few more thrusts, but he seems to lose some of his steam once he knows that I’ve already gotten where I wanted to go.

“Yeah, I think I did,” I tell him. “It’s okay. Keep going. I can do more.”
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He presses on, more insistent this time. It's rougher like he's trying to put all of his efforts into turning me out. Then, all of a sudden, he jerks, and I can feel his ropey cum squirting up inside of me. He pulls out.

“That was. Fucking great.”

“Yeah,” I say. Although I was working towards a second orgasm and am jarred and a little annoyed by the sudden stop. I want to keep touching. I have this overwhelming urge to be held. It’s like I’m suddenly alone in my own body for the first time and I can’t get used to it.

“How did you know I wanted to do that?” I ask. He shrugs.

“I wasn’t sure. But I figured we get in the hot tub and something’s going to happen.”

“So, you just took off your shorts in the hope that I wanted to fuck you? What would you have done if I said no?”

“Been humiliated. But no big deal. It’s happened plenty of times before.”

“You know, you’re a cool guy. I didn’t think so before. I’ve seen you around school, and–”

“What do you mean? I thought you went to Remington?”

Stupid slipup. Of course, I can’t admit to knowing him. What the hell was I thinking? Gotta keep my story straight so I don’t raise his suspicions.

“Oh, yeah. Well, I meant, like, at games and stuff.”

“So, you saw me at the game, in the middle of a crowd of people, and you had time to think, that guy right there’s not cool. Is that pretty much it was like?”

I laugh. 

“Actually, I was thinking how you seemed cool but didn’t always act cool. To people like me.”

“People like you? Insanely hot, down-to-earth chicks?”

“Stop,” I say, loving the compliment.

“Stop what? You’re definitely down to earth, obviously a chick, and, oh yeah insanely fucking hot.”

“Nobody’s ever called me that before.”

"Shut the fuck up," he says, grinning. "Have you ever been outside before in your life? You must get noticed everywhere you go. It would be impossible, like a crime, if guys weren't dying at your feet."

“Thanks.”

“No, thank you. Because you’re right. I am cool but also not that cool. To people. Lots of other guys who look like me probably wish they could be in this hot tub instead of me. So, how am I the lucky one?”

“Right place at the right time, I guess.”

“Oh, shit,” he says, fishing a soggy little piece of burnt mush out of the water. “Joint’s ruined.”

“Party foul,” I say, not even caring. This has already been the best night of my life and I’m pretty sure I’m already as high as I can be.

He climbs out of the tub and I get a glimpse of his cock. It seemed so much bigger a minute ago. But then I guess what they say about shrinkage is true. The rest of his body is fascinating to me too. When I was a guy, I would have glanced at him with nothing more than a flash of jealousy. True, he's not an adonis or anything. Aaron is the one with the rock-hard pecs and insane abs. But he's buff; great arms and chest. And he's strong glutes too, probably from doing lunges or something. I check out his ass as he bends over to grab his clothes. Hey, what the hell?

“Those are mine,” I say.

“So? Come get ‘em.”

“Connor, that’s not funny, man,” I say.

“Yeah, so, come get ‘em, man,” he repeats. Still wet himself, he runs off with my clothes like some panty burglar.
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I’m completely naked. Well, okay, I was naked before. But now I feel completely naked. I’m totally exposed in a hot tub in the wilderness. And I can either get out and walk around without my clothes, or else I can stay in this hot tub until I turn into jerky. Boiled jerky.

“Asshole,” I say under my breath. No sense in waiting around. I might as well get it over with. I cover my breasts, which still feel tender and excitable from sex. My nipples harden immediately. Damn, I’m still so horny. Just letting my hands come to rest over my crotch is making me want to touch myself. I could, I realize. I could do it right here and nobody could stop me. No, I gotta stay strong. Can’t get distracted. Find my clothes, and– oh, shit!

That’s when I remember. Midnight. That fairy godwhatever said midnight, didn’t she? Oh, shit!

What time is it? My phone's in my purse. My purse is in the cabin. So, I've got no choice. I have to march right in there, demand my clothes back, and then demand a ride home so that I don't get stuck out here when the clock strikes midnight.

I cover my breasts with my forearm and slowly rise from the tub, almost slipping. My center of gravity has changed and my wider hips are affecting the way I stand. Using both hands to climb out, I scramble around to the front of the cabin. I pull the screen door but the latch is down and I can’t budge the door. Ha, ha!

"Connor, what the fuck!?" I shriek, slamming the door with the palm of my hand. If what I think is about to happen does happen, then I'm going to change back at midnight. And if that happens, I'll be miles from home with absolutely no idea how to get back. Alone in the forest, with no clothes on. I'll probably die of exposure. Even if I don't, my life will definitely be over. I can't go back to Darren's house without my clothes. There's absolutely no way I could explain that. I pound on the screen door harder.

“Assholes!” I scream in a high-pitched girly voice that just slips out of me. I can’t believe this night. I want to cry more than I have since, well, since my mom died.

Then the door swings open. I instinctively cover my naked body. I expect to find Connor, but instead, it's Aaron standing there leering at me.

“Hey, chill. Just a joke. Sorry. We were just kidding.”

He’s completely naked too, of course. Just standing there hanging brain like it's the most natural thing in the world. And, well, he's got nothing to feel self-conscious about. I can see now how Molly is always so ready to go all the time. It's not just his sculpted abs that look like he's been playing in the NFL for five years. It's the shape of his calves, the lean muscle of his narrow hips, and the size of his biceps. And his cock. Just the sight of it makes my heart beat faster. Usually, I would just roll my eyes at guys like him and their antics. Now, though, I can't even tear my eyes away from his body long enough to do that much.

“You coming in?” he asks, stepping back to allow me the chance to enter. Still covered, I walk straight past him. Connor is sitting at the little kitchen table. He’s still completely nude too, of course. My clothes are folded neatly (or what passes for neat by Connor’s standards) on the table. Everything is untouched and unharmed. I take my phone from my pocket first, checking the time. 10:48 PM. Still time.

“I’m leaving,” I say in a flat tone.

“No, come on,” Connor says. “Look, I’m sorry. I was just fooling around. I thought you would laugh.”

“Yeah, Andi. We won’t tease you anymore,” says Aaron. “Promise.”

I’m about to pull on my top (forgetting that I have to put on a bra first) when I feel a small, delicate hand touch my back.

“Andi,” Molly says. I turn to look at her. She’s tipsy, a little bit hazy but I can see one thing in her eyes and there’s absolutely no doubt that she wants the thing she’s looking at. And that thing is me. “Come on,” she almost whispers. “Don’t go. Please.”

She puts her hand on my hip, then the other on my breast. My nipples harden at her touch and immediately I'm wet. Her face gets closer to mine, and I let my lips press against hers. The kiss is wet, passionate. I can taste the sweetness of her peach lip gloss colliding with the vodka she's been drinking. The fumes are repulsive, but her soft gentle kisses are nothing like Connor's. It's so much tastier somehow. I feel her hand migrating from my waist to the curve of my ass and I want to do the same thing to her. I've thought so many times of touching Molly like this, of us two girls getting to enjoy each other. As we kiss passionately, tongues exploring each other, I put my hand to her breast and feel her cute round nipples with the palm of my hand. Soon, I'm kissing her neck and sliding down so that my face is closer to those tits that I lust for. God, I'm getting so wet. I can feel the wet folds of my pussy, frothy as they separate as I bend. I can smell myself, the passion running from between my legs.

“Come on,” she says. “I wanna eat you out.”

I follow her to the bed in the corner of the room. I glance back at the boys, who are watching intently. Aaron is fully hard, stroking his chub lazily just enough to maintain his erection. He’ll have to wait. They both will. This next part is just for us girls.

I take a seat on the bed and spread myself. It's the first time that I've had the chance to examine my new vagina. From where I'm sitting I can see just a hint of the slit, but it's cute and pink with just a little tuft of hair peeking out. Molly falls to her knees, licking her lips as she looks at it. God, this is amazing! When she kisses my outer lips, I have to work hard to keep from squirming. It feels good. Really good. But it's way more intense than anything my cock has ever experienced. I moan loud, unable to control myself. When she sticks her tongue inside, I practically lose my mind. Pornstar sounds start pouring from my mouth. If I had the whole tip of my cock sucked it would hardly compare to just having her barely graze my clit. I press my tits together, pressing him hard and enjoying the feeling of them moving this way and that. She presses her face deeper, using her nose and lips together. She tickles my inner thigh with the tips of her fingers, and I buck involuntarily. I'm riding her face and loving it.

Finally, after what feels like ages, Molly peeks up at me.

“Why– did you stop?” I ask breathlessly.

“Because now it’s my man’s turn. I’m turning you over to him. You’re his now.”

I don’t want the pleasure to stop, so I nod. Molly moves over to the corner of the room. Aaron approaches. He looks like a bull ready to kill something if he doesn’t get his chance to rut. He’s going to turn me out and there’s no way I can resist. I purse my lips together, running a hand up my leg to entice him. He climbs onto the bed, his weight pressing onto me. He feels so hard and massive. His chest feels like it’s made out of river rocks. I’m already so wet that when he enters me, he slides in deep. I groan again, the sensation pleasurable but completely different.

He’s bigger than Connor. So much bigger, and more insistent too. Connor and I felt our way with each other, but Aaron’s out to hammer me as hard and fast as he can. It’s intense, and I find it almost hard to breathe with him on top of me. The air is forced from my lungs every time he presses down on me. He thrusts harder, faster, until I know without being able to say why he's about to come inside of me.

I buck my hips, tightening the muscles in my cervix to bring him to completion. He cums hard and loud. Beads of his sweat drip from his hair onto my tits. He gives another deep thrust inside me and then pulls out. As soon as he's done, he climbs off me.

“Jesus,” he says, striding over to the kitchen area again. “You were right, babe. Andi is a great lay.”

I don’t even answer, just lay there trying to recover myself a little. Then, finally, I remember.

“What time is it?”

“Just after eleven,” Connor says.

“How much after eleven? What’s the actual time?”

“Chill,” he says. “It’s all good.

His voice is neutral, but I can't help but wonder what he's really thinking. He had me himself already, but he can't be too happy having watched the girl he just hooked up with getting fucked by both his friends.

“You guys, I have to get home,” I say.

“You guys,” Aaron says, imitating my voice with a plaintive whine.

“I’m fucking serious!” I shout. “I have a curfew, okay?”

“Yeah, let’s go,” Molly says.

“Fine by me,” Aaron says. “Can I get my shirt?”

I don’t realize what he means until I realize that I’m sitting on his t-shirt. I raise my ass off the bed and slide the shirt out, throwing it in his general direction. I didn’t mean for it to miss. My aim is just way off and it falls to the floor at his feet. But I’m glad that I did it. It fits my mood. Where does this asshole get off treating me like a mattress? Like, do you not remember that you were inside me like two minutes ago, asshole?”

We all scramble to put on our clothes. I check the time. It’s 11:17. There’s still time. We can make it. My house isn’t that far. If we leave now, we could make it before midnight. At least I pray we can.
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“So, after driving us all the way out here like a bat out of hell, now all of a sudden Aaron has suddenly learned caution. He’s barely even going above the speed limit. I guess he doesn’t always drive like a maniac; just when he’s heading somewhere to get his rocks off. Sex mellows his road demon side, apparently. Just my luck.

I’m checking the time twice, three times a minute.

“You okay?” Connor asks.

“Fine. Just got a curfew, ya know?”

“Yeah. You said that. Stepdad’s really strict, huh?”

“How did you know he was my stepdad?”

"They always have to be ones playing hard ass. Mine's the same way. They've got to always be the biggest asshole to show off or something."

“My stepdad’s not like that,” Molly says. 

“That’s ‘cause Doug wants to get in your pants,” Aaron says.

“Fuck off!” she says, hitting him in the arm. He swerves the wheel slightly, responding to the blow.

“Christ, are you serious? I could have killed us.”

“Don’t talk that shit about my family,” Molly says.

“Alright, fuck. I’m sorry.”

"You're right, though," I say to Connor. "My stepdad is this world-class asshole."

“But your mom still loves him, right?”

“Yeah,” I say, not wanting to get into the whole situation with these guys right now.

“Don’t worry, Andi. We’ll get you there. And if we don’t, hey, you can always crash at my place.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah, of course. We’ve got you.”

I guess I shouldn’t be that surprised that I’m part of the group since I did just have sex with everybody in this car. Maybe it’s hard to imagine that my days as a male social outcast are over. And they may not be. If I’m about to turn back into a dude right now I seriously doubt that we’ll all remain BFFs.

I don’t want this night to end. I don’t even know how I can go back to being a guy after tonight. I’ve gotten to be the hot chick I’d always thought about becoming, and now going back to being boring old Andy is too much. Maybe the fairy’s magic can turn me back again? I’m almost too afraid to hope.

After what seems like forever, we approach the rural road leading up to my house. I check the time. 11:54!

“Uh, this is good. You can let me out here,” I say.

“You sure? Aaron asks. “I could drop you off at the door at least.”

“I don’t want my stepdad to hear the engine or notice the headlights,” I say. “I’m gonna have to be stealthy to slip in.”

Aaron pulls over. I practically bolt out.

“Hey, wait!” Molly calls from the front seat. “Let me get your number. We’ll hang out.”

“Oh, yeah. Sure.”

I read off the number fast I can, but I'm having trouble concentrating. My voice is doing something weird, deepening. I cough, but it just gets worse.

“You okay?” Connor asks. I nod, not wanting my rapidly changing voice to show. That’s not all that’s happening. My transformation is reversing. I can feel this tingling between my legs.

"Bye!" I say in the highest pitch I can manage and then slam the door. Shit! Probably too loud, but there's nothing I can do about it now. I stumble off quickly as I can, trying to find cover behind the trees. Mercifully, Aaron peels out so I don't have to worry about them catching me change form. I'm like a werewolf; my clothes are suddenly too tight and I can feel my spine lengthening as I return to normal height. My top feels like it's about to tear in the back but my flattening chest means that the front is looser than ever. I can feel my cock expanding between my legs, forming a lump that fills up my tight panties. Before I know it, I'm back to my old self, my tight shorts too short and without enough fabric to disguise my bulge.

I walk as carefully as I can but my center of gravity feels off after an evening of walking around with feminine hips and a woman's chest. Besides the discomfort, there's also the fear that some broken twig will give me away. I just have to creep in the back door, slink up the staircase and I'll be home free. The screen door to the kitchen doesn't have a lock, so all I have to do is enter quietly and I'll be okay. The kitchen is dark, but–

Blaine is sitting at the table when I come in. He looks up from his plate of cold chicken and stares at me. First, he's too stunned even to understand what he's seeing, then gradually he realizes that he's staring at me in drag and makeup. The biggest grin spreads across his face.

“Hey,” he says, just above a whisper. “Welcome home.” 
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