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  By Portia Hab


  



  “Oh, Uncle Richard, I’m so stressed out about this biology test,” Kimmy said, as she dropped her black backpack on the floor near my desk.


  My niece could make straight A’s if she were so inclined. But she was not so inclined, especially when it came to sciences. She preferred to coast academically and have a good time socially. Now, just a few weeks into the school year, she was afraid that she was going to fail her first biology test. If she did so, that would endanger her standing as a cheerleader.


  I turned down the 80s music playing on my nearby Sirius receiver and leaned back in my chair, hands behind my head. “Did you study for the test?” I asked, looking the petite brunette in the eyes.


  “Yes, Uncle Richard, I did. I really did,” she said, before looking away.


  Following a long moment of silence, she added, “Well … some.”


  I chuckled. “I understand totally. Your Mom was the same way.


  “I don’t know what to tell you, kiddo,” I said.  “I love you and I’m always here if you need help studying. But I can’t take the test for you.


  “Listen, you’ve got to pull yourself together. You’re a smart kid. You can do this.”


  She poked at the backpack with a black sneaker and knocked it over. Pens, lip gloss, breath mints, tissues, and other assorted objects fell out. I didn’t see any books.


  We both reached down to pick up the items and bumped our heads. That seemed to lighten the mood and we both laughed.


  I picked up a cheap looking gold coin. “What’s this?” I asked.


  “Oh, I found that in a box of Sugar Rush cereal this morning,” she said.


  I flipped it to her. “Maybe it grants wishes,” I said.


  Kimmy smiled. “Boy, I could use one,” she replied.


  I nodded my head knowingly. “And that wish would be?”


  My niece closed her eyes, squeezed the coin and said, “I wish that I didn’t have to take the biology test and that I would make a good grade on it anyway.”


  Suddenly, the world went black. An instant later, I felt myself squeezing that coin and opened my eyes to see me sitting in a chair behind my desk.


  “What the …” I screamed. Only it wasn’t my voice. It was Kimmy’s.


  My masculine voice, meanwhile, was keening “Eeeeeee! Eeeeee!” in a most unmasculine way.


  I rushed to close the door, nearly adding an “Eeeee!” or two of my own when I felt the hem of a dress brushing my suddenly bare legs.


  “Shhh. Quiet,” I whispered in my new Kimmy voice, realizing that I now had– OMG! – braces. Pink braces!


  “But what happened? What happened?” she sobbed as she stood up. “I’m you. And you’re me!


  “I can’t be you! I’m a girl! I’m a cheerleader!”


  I walked back and looked up at her as she patted over her new body in disbelief. I used to be 6-0 and she was 5-4. Now it was the other way around.


  “Tell me something I don’t know. And I can’t be my own niece either. But here we are,” I said, looking down at breasts pushing against the front of the sleeveless blue floral dress that Kimmy had put on this morning and now I was wearing, along with silver hoop earrings, several bracelets of various materials and colors and– ewww! The girliest accessory of them all– an anklet! I resisted the urge to rub my hands over my breasts to confirm that they belonged to me now.


  “It must have been this coin,” I added, looking at it still in my hand.


  Then I made a wish that we were back in our own bodies. Nothing.


  “Here, you try it,” I said. She did. Nothing.


  “Maybe each coin works only once,” she said. “We’ll have to get another box.”


  But it was too late for that now.


  Suddenly, the door opened and two girls came in. “Hi, Mr. Baxter. Hi, Kimmy,” said Misty, also a cheerleader. “Hey, you’re not giving Kimmy the answers to the test, are you Mr. B?”


  Oh gawd, it was sooo weird to look at her through Kimmy’s eyes instead of my own. It was like– oh, this sounds so crazy. But it was like I was feeling what the real Kimmy would feel, like I was jealous of how pretty Misty was with her red hair, blue eyes, and breasts that were so much bigger than mine–er Kimmy’s.


  Ewwww! I’m not jealous of Misty. I don’t have breasts. Oh crap! Yes, I do! They might not be as large as hers. But they’re big enough! Too big!


  But they’re just right for Kimmy. She is pretty too! She has nothing to be jealous about!


  Only she’s me now and I’m her!


  The room was filling up. Looking into each other’s eyes, Mr. B and I realized that we had no choice. We’d have to go with the flow until further notice.


  I headed for my seat in the second row, feeling hair from my loose ponytail tickle my bare back.


  “Oh, Kimmy,” my uncle said. “Don’t forget your backpack.”


  After I retrieved it and sat down, time blurred and I don’t remember anything until reality suddenly smacked me across the face. Instead of standing at the head of the class, overseeing students taking a biology test, I was one of those students– my own niece! I sat there, mouth open, stunned by my new perspective.


  On a desktop before me was the test, the test that I composed a few days before.


  Well, at least I should get a good grade! I thought hysterically, as I fought back the urge to run screaming from the room.


  Glancing up, then, I was staring at  … me! My eyes widened in shock and disbelief. This couldn’t be happening!


  “Kimmy. Oh, Kimmy,” the me in front of me said. “Earth to Kimmy. You’re supposed to be taking a biology test not staring off into space.”


  Was the me in front of me talking to me? No, he couldn’t be. My name was Richard Baxter. Who was Kimmy? Oh, yeah, Kimmy was my niece, my youngster sister’s 16-year-old daughter, who was in my first period biology class, and who sat in the second seat in the second row.


  I looked around me. Only … it appeared that I was in the second seat of the second row. Yikes! If the Richard Baxter me somehow was at the front of the class and I was in Kimmy’s seat, then that would mean … OMG! My heart pounded. My head grew light and I feared I might pass out.


  Suddenly, Mr. B was beside me. He coaxed me up and then gently led me toward the door. Every movement of my body felt awkward and alien.


  “Come on, Kimmy, let’s get you out in the hall for a minute, maybe get a drink of water. I’m afraid you’re stressing out over this test.”


  Then he looked back toward the rest of the class. “Okay, gang,” he said. “I’m going to be right outside the door for a minute. No funny business.”


  Out in the hall, with the door closed, he leaned down and said quietly, “Uncle Richard, are you okay? Listen, you’ve got to pull yourself together.”


  Funny. Just about a half hour before, it seemed like I said the same thing. Only I was Uncle Richard then and he was Kimmy. At least, I think that’s who we were.


  “Listen,” he said. “I understand. It’s taken a little while for the reality to sink in that we are each other. And I guess that sitting there in my seat looking at your own body suddenly kinda freaked you out. I’m not sure how I’m holding it together. But I am–- at least right now. Maybe it’s because I’m in an adult body now. And maybe you’re having trouble cuz, well, because you’re not an adult anymore.


  “But we’ll get through this. We just have to get to the end of the day and then we can buy another box of Sugar Rush cereal and we can fix this.”


  OMG, I was acting like such a girl. And my adorable but often flighty niece, in my body, was being the responsible one. And she was right.


  A freakin’ box of cereal was responsible for me standing in the hall, wearing a dress– and looking the part– as my calm and collected uncle assured me that everything would be all right.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Of course, I wasn’t around my classroom much of the time during the school day, because I had to attend my– Kimmy’s– classes, but I suspected that he was as exhausted as I was from maintaining this charade. What I can tell you with certainty is that I almost walked into the men’s restroom. Big surprise, huh?


  “Girl, where are you going?” Misty asked, as she grabbed my arm. “Jason might not like you comparison shopping.”


  I stopped, stunned both by what I was about to do and by her comment. Holy crap! Is my niece sexually active? Does Katherine know?


  “That’s not funny, Misty,” I said.


  She looked at me quizzically. “Is something wrong, Kims? You’re sure not acting like yourself today,” she said.


  As I looked up at her and my hazel eyes met her blue ones, I realized she was more than someone I envied. The senior and cheerleader captain also was like my big sister.


  “Sorry,” I said. “That biology test really had me stressed out. And I’m still not back to normal yet. It seems like my mind is somewhere else.”


  Actually, I had my mind right there with me. It was my body that was somewhere else.


  I giggled at that realization, which prompted a questioning look from Misty before she walked away, muttering something about me having my period.


  Ewwww!


  Going inside the girls’ room did nothing to relieve the stress that I truly felt, although not because of the test. An absence of urinals reminded me why. I had nothing but a void between my legs, with soft cotton panties pressed up against a flat groin. I avoided looking in the mirror, quickly stepping into a stall and closing the door.


  I lowered those panties with a scalloped waistband and lavender bow down smooth, bare legs. Crap! There was that anklet again! But it did look kinda cute above my black sneaker.


  As positioned myself on the seat, my eyes locked on my breasts and suddenly I realized a strapless bra was encasing them in silky cups. Oooooh, men’s clothes never felt like this!


  Staring at my cleavage, I wondered what my cup size was. This time I didn’t resist the urge.


  Not nearly as big as Misty’s, I told myself, as I gently squeezed my breasts and, for a split-second, actually wishing they were larger!


  Ewwww! Richard, get a grip, man! I told myself.


  I’m not even going to talk about cleaning up after I finished relieving myself.


  If men had to wipe too after they peed, there’d be a toilet paper shortage! I told myself as I flushed. Oh God, man, get a grip! You’re being so random!


  Head down, I walked to the sink to wash my hands, refusing to look directly at myself in the mirror. I still couldn’t bring myself to stare into the face of this new reality. Feeling it with every step, with every sway of my hips and bounce of my breasts was bad enough, as was the sensual feeling of the soft dress against my legs and long hair against my shoulders. Plus, I had braces!


  Oh, I have to see those, I suddenly decided, in complete contradiction to my previous strategy of avoiding visual confirmation at all costs. I looked in the mirror.


  Yes, I was Kimmy all right. I was my sister’s daughter. Tee. Hee. That sounded like a country song.


  As I watched, I ran my tongue across my braces, the same way I’d often seen the real Kimmy do it. I also took a closer look at my earrings. They were cute! They weren’t just hoops. They had little Tinker Bells on them!


  After that, I made three guys very happy.


  Oh, take your mind out of the gutter! I was a good girl!


   It wasn’t what I did so much as what I didn’t do. I didn’t sit with my legs together. That provided them with an unobstructed view of my panties. I guess I shouldn’t have smiled back when they smiled at me.


  Oh, well, Kimmy’s been a girl for life, I told myself. She can handle it. But I hope I don’t screw up her life too much. And God only knows what she’s doing to mine! OMG, I hope she doesn’t get too inquisitive when she’s standing at a urinal next to another guy!


  By lunch, I finally had learned to sit with my legs together.


  *     *     *      *      *


  “Good news. I’ve been saving it until the end of the day,” my niece now in my body said as I drove us to the grocery store to buy a box of Sugar Rush cereal.


  No question that I could use some of that, I thought, as I took a quick glance in the rearview mirror and once more felt a surge of panic in my stomach as I spied the reflection of my 16-year-old niece, braces, eye makeup, Tinker Bell earrings, and all. Only now it was my reflection. I was Kimmy.


  And although the body I now inhabited didn’t have a license, I was the one behind the wheel because my old body no longer had the skills to do so. At least, that’s what I feared. My niece insisted she could handle it. But I didn’t want to risk it. She had only recently turned 16 and hadn’t taken her driver’s test yet.


  “Hey, while we’re like this, why don’t you also take my driving test for me?” she had joked as we got in my car.


  “Very funny, Mr. B,” I said sarcastically.


  Kimmy had bumped my head when she lowered my body into the car, unaccustomed to being so tall, and I had to scoot the seat way up to reach the brake and gas pedals. The leather seat was cool against my legs. One hundred percent certified craziness.


  “Yeah, well, I certainly could use some good news,” I said, sitting up straight to see over the steering wheel. “What is it?”


  He chuckled. “Well, Kimmy, you passed your biology test with flying colors. Your place on the cheerleading squad is assured.”


  If looks could kill, he would have keeled over. “Ha, ha,” I said in my teen girl voice. “You have no idea how happy that makes me.”


  He touched me on the arm. “Hey, really. It is good news. Don’t you see? My wish was to make a good grade on the test without having to take it. And that’s just what happened! The coin granted my wish.”


  He happily slapped his hands on the dash. “Now all we have to do is get another coin and wish to be ourselves again.”


  As I pulled into the parking lot, he added, “And I have to tell you that one trip to the men’s room was enough for me. How do you deal with that thing? And what’s up with it coming to attention when senior girls come into your classroom? I thought it was gonna explode when I saw Misty in the hall this afternoon.


  “Uncle Richard, are you a dirty, old man?”


  I smiled. “No, I’m Kimmy, a sweet, innocent girl. You’re the dirty, old man, Uncle Richard.


  “But I’m ready to give it all up. Now, run in and get a box of Sugar Rush cereal, will you? I’m tired of wearing a dress, tired of wiggling when I walk, and tired of guys sneaking peeks.”


  He ran. But he ran like a girl with his arms out and his wrists limp. It was sooo embarrassing.


  Back in the car, he ripped open the box and felt around inside for the coin. And as he searched, a look of concern grew on his 40-year-old face. “It’s not here!” he cried. “It’s not here!”


  I grabbed the box with one of my small hands and removed his much larger with my other. Then I poured out the contents on the floor of the passenger side. He was right! The coin wasn’t there. What the Hell?!


  Panicked, I looked at the front of the box. Near the bottom, a blue banner read, “Real magic wishing coin included in random boxes of Sugar Rush cereal for a limited time only.”


  “Oh, perfect! Just perfect,” I screamed, my voice becoming more high-pitched with very syllable. “We’re gonna have to buy every box in the store!”


  And we did.


  *     *     *     *     *


  At Katherine’s house– well … my house now too, since I was her daughter– we were still dumping boxes of cereal on the kitchen table and searching frantically for a coin when she came in. Sugary flakes of corn and wheat had overflowed onto the floor around us. And we had tossed boxes everywhere.


  “Kimmy! Richard! What in God’s name is going on here?” she yelled.


  A Realtor, she was divorced and two years younger than Uncle Richard. All three of us had brown hair and hazel eyes. She was 5-6, two inches taller than the new me.


  “I can explain, Katherine. We were …” I began.


  But she didn’t allow me to finish. “You bet you will,” she exclaimed. “And what’s up with you calling me by my first name, young lady?”


  Uncle Richard tried to intervene, “Mom, please, let her– him– explain.” 


  Hands on her hips, Mom was really wound up now. “Mom!?! You’re calling me Mom and Kimmy is calling me Katherine? Are you two on drugs?”


  Then the man formerly my niece and I saw it at the same time. A coin! It had been in the box that I dumped just as Katherine stormed in. But distracted by her anger and possibly still stunned a bit that we finally had found what we were looking for, we both just stared, as it glistened in the light from the ceiling fixture.


  Then as we both started to pick it up, Katherine grabbed it.


  “Is this why you’ve made such a mess of my kitchen?” she stormed. “For this cheap piece of fake money?”


  We both stood up. “Please, Kath– er, I mean Mom– please, give me the coin. It’s very important,” I said.


  But she was on a roll now, an unstoppable force. “I swear, Richard, you should know better. And Kimmy, you’re 16 now. You’re old enough to know better too. I just wish I knew what is going on in your head sometimes!”


  For the second time that day, the world went from light to black and back to light in an instant.


  And now Katherine– Mom– knew what was going on. Her wish had been granted. She knew what was going on in my head and her daughter’s head too. She knew that we had switched bodies because of another one of those coins.


  She stared at each of us in disbelief. And, then, incredibly, she laughed. “Oh, my God!” she said. “Richard, you’re my daughter now. And Kimmy, you’re my brother?”


  My face turned red and I slammed a fist on the flake-filled table. “And you just used up the wish for the coin that was going to turn us back,” I steamed. “Now we have to find another one!”


  But we didn’t. We examined more than two dozen boxes and then looked through them again, as we moved from sitting at the table to the floor, where, without giving it a thought, I tucked my bare legs under me just like a  … girl! Ewwww!


  Altogether, we had spent more than three hours in our futile search.


  All that time inhaling fumes from the hyper-sweet cereal perhaps gave us sugar highs, and, at one point, Katherine surveyed the empty boxes and giggled. “You know what we all are?” she asked.


  “Cereal killers!”


  Despite fatigue and frustration, we all laughed.


  A few minutes later, Uncle Richard– yeah, it was just easier to call her that now– looked at the kitchen clock and said, “OMG, Jason is going to be here in 30 minutes to get me–I mean you, Kimmy. You have to get ready!”


  As I stood up, I said, “Oh, hell, no! I’m not about to go on a date in your body with a boy.”


  Looking down, I saw flakes stuck to my bare legs. I brushed them off.


  “We’ll tell him I have a headache or something,” I said, as we all stood up and I was reminded that I still was the shortest person in the room, instead of the tallest. Then I remembered what I heard Misty mumble.


  “I’m having my period. Bad cramps and stuff,” I said. “How about that?”


  “We have to go buy more cereal. We have to find another coin.”


  By this time, Katherine had mellowed and, despite the mess in her kitchen, was sympathetic to both of us. “It really is asking a lot of your uncle to expect him to go on a date with a boy,” she told her daughter now in my body.


  “But Richard, she really likes this boy,” she said, turning to me. “And the date is no big deal really. It’s just eating pizza and watching movies at a friend’s house.


  “You go on the date, eat some pizza, watch some movies, and we will go out and get more cereal. When we find a coin, Kimmy can make the wish and, just like that, you’ll be back in your own bodies, maybe even while you’re eating pizza.”


  It was difficult to argue with that logic. I didn’t want to endanger my niece’s relationship with a boy she liked. And two could track down Sugar Rush cereal in our small town just about as quickly as three.


  So the two of them marched me up the steps and into Kimmy’s bedroom. “Okay, girl, turn around and we’ll get you out of that dress,” Uncle Richard said.


  Katherine snorted a laugh and then stepped between us. “I’m sorry, dear. I know that’s you in your uncle’s body. But it would just be too creepy seeing my brother undress my daughter. Why don’t you wait outside?”


  Uncle Richard raised his hands in exasperation. “Maaum! That’s just gross!” he whined.


  My sister pointed toward the door. “Go,” she said.


  He reluctantly left the room, closed the door, and then as quickly opened it again. “Have her wear the white romper,” he said. “And the brown sneaks with the white laces. Touch up her makeup and use a little fragrance too, please.”


  Katherine nodded, and said again, “Go!”


  Then she looked at me. “Okay, Richard, it’s just us girls now. Kick off your shoes. Then turn around and I’ll unzip the dress and unsnap your bra.


  Freed from the body-hugging garment, I wiggled my shoulders out of the tiny straps and the soft dress whispered down my torso and over my hips. It caressed my legs on the way to the floor. The sensual feeling of it all made me blush. And I felt flushed a second time when my sister removed the bra and freed my breasts to sway under their own weight.


  Katherine noticed my embarrassment and smiled. “Girls’ clothes feel good, don’t they?” she said. “See what you’re missing by being a boy? Or rather, see what you were missing when you were a boy?”


  As we faced the mirror, she noticed that I was keeping my eyes closed. “This is not your fault, Richard,” she said. “You’re not doing anything bad or perverted. This just happened because of some crazy coin.


  “Go ahead, look at yourself. It’s your body, at least for right now. Knowing my daughter, I’ve sure that she’s taken a good look at yours. Maybe even taken that thing between her legs out for a test run during your free period at school.”


  “Ewwww, Katherine! Like, barf!” I giggled, probably still riding a sugar high. “That is, like, so disgusting.”


  Mom giggled too. “Yes, it is, isn’t it?” she said. “But you, of all people, know what guys are like. Right?


  “Now, open your eyes and accept this temporary reality that you no longer have one of those yucky things between your legs.”


  I shook my head. “No thanks,” I replied and then paused. “Maybe after you put another bra on me.”


  Actually, I decided not to look at myself until Mom wrapped my breasts– they were 34B, she said – in a lavender bra and put me in panties to match. I didn’t want to see visual evidence that I had a vagina down there instead of “one of those yucky things.”


  “Okay,” she said. “You can look now. Don’t be embarrassed.”


  Still it was difficult not to be as I gazed at the partially clad body that rightfully belonged to my 16-year-old niece. Although I knew that I wasn’t, I still felt like a pervert.


  But as I allowed Katherine to gently turn me left and then right to appraise the new me and saw her doing the same to her daughter in the mirror, something clicked. It was as if my male mind synched in with this female body– at least for right now.


  “What do you think?” she asked. “Okay?”


  Facing forward again, I cupped my breasts, tossed my hair, and then ran my tongue over the braces. “Okay,” I said.  “Until you can find another one of those coins. But please hurry.”


  Standing behind me, Katherine smiled and I realized by our reflection how much we resembled each other– mother and daughter.


  “I’m afraid I’m starting to enjoy this too much,” I said, as I twirled around and ran my hands over my firm bottom clad in silky panties, still gazing in the mirror.


  The white linen romper with flared legs buttoned in front, so I could put that on by myself. I cinched the matching belt around my narrow waist and then put on the brown shoes with thick white soles and shoe strings.


  The man inside of this girly body silently approved of my attire. That’s because I knew that, as a teenage boy, I wouldn’t have liked it because it didn’t allow easy access for eager hands.


  I giggled, as I put on hand on my hip and studied my appearance.


  “What’s so funny?” Mom asked.


  “This whole thing,” I said, for some reason choosing not to tell her what I was really thinking.


  “Okay, now, here’s a little fragrance to finish things off,” she added, as she sprayed a mist into the air and pushed me into it. The bottle said “Love by Chloe” and it smelled light and flowery, and, God help me, it made me start to feel pretty and even more girly.


  Mom saw me shudder. “Something wrong?” she asked.


  “Everything,” I said. “Inside I’m a 40-year-old man and I look like this?” I said, holding both hands palms up in front of me.


  “And I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I’m starting to like what you’ve done to me. It almost feels natural, you know?”             


  She smiled. “For that body, it is,” she said. “Get used to it, Kimmy, and have fun with your friends tonight.”


  After a brief pause, as if composing her thoughts, she added, “And it won’t be just pizzas and a movie tonight either, just so you know.”


  OMG, what was she talking about? Of course, I knew what she was talking about. I just didn’t want to accept it. And this was one girl who wasn’t …


  As if reading my mind, she added, “Just go with it, Kimmy. You’re a girl and you have a boyfriend. Put your male mind on pause and enjoy the night.”


  Then she took my face in her hands and kissed me on the forehead. “Okay, Kimmy?” she smiled.


  Oh, that was creepy. It was just like I was her daughter. But her kiss and re-assurance also made me feel good, safe, loved, you know?


  Being called Kimmy didn’t sound so strange anymore either. Yes, I had decided to start referring to Kimmy as “Uncle Richard.” It was safer than dwelling on the absurd reality, which could send me naked and screaming down the street. And, I realized, I had been thinking of my sister more and more as “Mom” as she helped me prepare for my date.  Now Mom had legitimized this new relationship dynamic. I was her daughter, not her older brother.


  On the plus side, this mother-daughter time together just might help me get through my first date with a boy.


  As if she had read my mind, Mom added, “That’s right, sweetie. I called you Kimmy. And until we find another one of those coins, that’s who you are. And I’m your mother, not Katherine. Okay?”


  Feeling very much like her daughter at that moment, I nodded and said, “Okay, Mom.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yes, the date was about pizza and movies for the three couples gathered in the basement of Felicia, another of Kimmy’s cheerleader friends. But it also involved a small bottle of rum that one of the boys smuggled in.


  I suspected that I was younger than most of the crowd. I knew for a fact that Misty was a senior. And I knew that I was younger than my guy, Jason, since he was also. He was cute too! OMG! Yes, I thought that because, well … he was, standing about 5-11, with blond hair and blue eyes. Of course, I had seen him around school, and thought little or nothing about him. But now, you might say, I was looking at him with new eyes– Kimmy’s eyes.


  And evidently, her body had something to say about how I looked at him as well, because I felt all fizzy in my tummy when I was near him. And if he touched me, it sent a little electric jolt from my boobs into my girly parts.


  “Enjoy the night,” Mom had said. Okay, I will!


  As we sat around a table and ate, I listened to the conversations– or tried to anyway.  Mostly I zoned out as the boys talked about the football team and the girls talked about other girls. This had been an exhausting day in so many ways and just as I had allowed myself to get a little comfortable with this body, suddenly I was surrounding by alien beings– teenagers!


  Misty shook my arm. “Kimmy, what is with you today?” she asked. “First you almost walked into the boys’ bathroom at school. Now you’re just sitting here like a zombie.”


  I looked up from the half-eaten slice of pepperoni pizza in front of me. “Huh? What did you say?” I asked.


  Misty shook my arm. “Hey, girl! Are you in there? What’s the prob?”


  I shook my head and smiled. “Oh, sorry,” I said. “I’m really worried about my uncle. He wasn’t himself today.”


  Felicia, a tall blonde, laughed. “What he needs is a good lay,” she said. “And I’m sure that Ms Collins, the French teacher, would be happy to oblige.”


  That revelation came as a total shock. “Really?” I asked. “She likes me, er, my uncle?”


  Felicia got up to dim the lights. “Of course she does, you ditz,” she said. “Haven’t see you seen the way she looks at him?”


  I made a mental note to do so, as she continued, “Now, let’s watch some movies!”


  “Yeah,” Misty’s hulking boy friend, Carl, laughed. “Let’s watch some movies!”


  His emphasis on “watch” sent a chill down my spine. Of course, I should have seen this coming and Mom did kinda warn me. Three teen couples alone in a darkened basement with a bottle of liquor? With the pretense of watching movies, this was going to be a makeout session.


  And it was. In a room set up as a home theater with lots of seating, each couple had its own private leather sectional. With a rum and coke in his hand, Jason led me over to the one on the far left, just as “Footloose” began playing on the big screen.


  We sat down and he put his arm around me. No pretending to stretch as we watched the movie and then slowly lowering it onto my shoulders. No, none of those old-fashioned preliminaries. Straight to it.


  He took a drink and then whispered in my ear, “I’ve been looking forward to this all day. Haven’t you?”


  Oh, my God! His embrace felt wonderful! But, at the same time, it was all I could do not to freak out! Instead, I grabbed his drink and took a huge gulp– probably not the best strategy in this small body. 


  I started to hand it back, but then took a second chug. Alcohol, I suddenly had decided, would at least calm me down and that’s all I wanted to do at the moment.


  Of course, alcohol also does other things. But I didn’t have time to think about those because Jason set the drink on a table and then leaned in to kiss me. The Richard in me resisted but then my Kimmy body told him, “Back off. I’ve got this,” and responded just as passionately. Tongues entwined. And my toes curled.


  When we came up for air, Jason lifted me slightly and pulled me onto his lap sideways. As we kissed some more, his left hand snaked around my back and began to massage my right breast. I moaned, as I felt my nipples hardened.


  “Oh, yes,” I whispered in his ear. “That feels sooo good.”


  Somehow fighting through the flood of feel-good female hormones, a fleeting thought occurred to me about what else alcohol can do– lower inhibitions and encourage you to do things that you wouldn’t do if you were sober.


  That thought was joined by a abrupt reminder from the adult male inside me that I was not Kimmy.


  But again, my girly body intervened. “Relax,” it said. “Enjoy this. You know you want to.”


  And I did want to. I locked my arms around Jason’s neck and pressed my breasts against his chest. He pulled his arm out from between us and straightened me onto his lap, face to face, as I tucked my legs alongside him. The Richard inside me re-surfaced just long enough to observe that cheerleaders sure are flexible.


  “What?” Jason asked when a feminine little giggle escaped my lips.


  “Nothing,” I whispered. “Aren’t you glad I’m a cheerleader?”


  He nodded his head. “You bet, baby,” he said. “But I sure wish you’d worn something a little more …”


  “Accessible?” I giggled.


  I was so right about guys, I told myself, and giggled some more.


  With his mind on other things– Tee. Hee– I don’t think he heard me.


  Suddenly, I panicked. Well, duh! I was a man in a girl’s body making out with a boy! But, no, there was more to it than that. I feared that people were watching us instead of the television.


  Oh, wow, Pops, welcome to the 21st century, a little voice inside my head said. This is what kids do in a room together! Nobody’s watching you or the television!


  Glancing around, I saw that Felicia was in much the same position with her boyfriend as I was. Farther to the right … Oh, no! Carl was by himself! What happened to Misty?


  Oh, there she was!


  Coming up off the floor, Misty wiped her mouth with her hand and straddled the pleased recipient of her blow job. Now all three of us girls were astride our mighty stallions! Tee. Hee.


  As I leaned into Jason with arms still around his neck, we continued to kiss and he persisted in trying to unbutton my romper.


  Oooooh! He was so determined. I liked that in a boy.


  And finally … Finally, his hot hands were inside, squeezing and massaging. I wanted him to unfasten my bra. I wanted to feel his hands against my bare breasts.


  But he had other ideas. Inside the romper, his hands moved down my sides. I felt myself growing wet. Eager for more, I wiggled my bottom on his lap. In response, Jason’s raging hard-on pressed urgently against my crotch.


  And that’s when Richard shouted “Enough!” inside my brain, chasing away alcohol-infused compliance. “This is your niece’s body,” he shrieked. “As much as you want to right now, you can’t have sex with this guy.”


  He was right, of course. But it just didn’t seem right to suddenly leave Jason “hanging” like that, so to speak. I didn’t want to damage their relationship.


  “How about if I just, you know, for Jason? ” I asked Richard inside my head.


  “No! Not that either!” he silently replied.


  So, what’s a girl to do?


  “Jason,” I whispered. “I have a really bad headache and I think I’m growing to throw up.”


  Without waiting for a response, I bounced off his lap and bolted for the bathroom. Fortunately, the television provided enough light for me to find my way.


  Inside, I breathed deeply, flushed the toilet, and rinsed my face.


  In the TV room, I heard Misty say, “She’s telling the truth, Jason. She hasn’t been herself all day and I guess she didn’t want to disappoint you by not coming.”


  Thank you, Misty!


  The ride home was mostly quiet, with me apologizing most of the way. By the time we got there, he had softened, in more ways than one.


  “Better not kiss me on the lips,” I said. “I may be coming down with something.”


  He nodded, and kissed me on the cheek. “Good night,” he said. “Hope you feel better soon.”


  Impulsively, I reached over and gently squeezed his crotch. Instantly his penis came to rigid attention and I giggled. “Just a little something to remember me by,” I said.


  On the way to the door, I straightened the romper and nestled the girls properly in their cups. Jason’s hands had almost freed them. Ah … Jason’s hands. My crotch was still wet too. Looking down, I was relieved to see no visible dampness between my legs.


  “You’re home early,” Mom said as I walked in the front door, my legs still a little wobbly from a close encounter with my first female orgasm.


  “And I’m guessing you didn’t find a coin,” I said.


  She shook her head. “I’m sorry. I really am. We’ll start looking again first thing in the morning.”


  “Where’s Uncle Richard?” I asked.


  Mom smirked. “Oh, hearing you ask that is too funny,” she said. “But if you are Kimmy, I guess that’s who she is right now. Your Uncle Richard is in the bathroom. Seems like he’s spending a lot of time in there.”


  She laughed when she realized the implications of that and, despite myself, so did I.  “Well, I hope he’s having a good time,” I said.


  Just then, he stepped out of the bathroom at the other end of the hall with a magazine in his hand.


  “Is that a Playboy or a Penthouse?” I said.


  “Ha. Ha. Very funny,” he said.


  “I hope that you had a good time,” he added with a chuckle. “And I hope that you didn’t do anything that I wouldn’t do.”


  I put my hands on my hips. “Well, I don’t know what you wouldn’t do,” I said. “But don’t worry. I was a good girl. The big question is whether you’re being a good boy in my body. And I don’t think you are.”


  “Of course, I am,” he quickly replied. But by the way that he blushed, Mom and I knew that he was not.


  “I hope you’re using lotion,” I said. “I don’t want my body back with damaged anatomy.”


  “Lotion?” he asked in a way that made me think he wished he had thought of that.


  Quickly, he changed the subject. “Did you tell her about tomorrow?” he asked Mom.


  “No,” she said. “I was leaving that for you.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Saturday turned out to be a perfect day for a fund-raiser carwash. And so, at 9 a.m. promptly, there I was in the parking lot of a local gas station with other bikini-clad cheerleaders, sudsing and rinsing cars, trucks, and each other. I had enough Richard left inside me to realize that we presented a scene right out of a soft porn movie. I had never seen so much glistening cleavage in my life. Some of it mine! And I doubt that it was coincidental that most of the drivers were young males.


  With my hair in a high ponytail, I sported a hot pink bikini. As I stretched to wash a car, I often had to pull down the top to keep the girls from escaping out the bottom of it. Oh, what a poor girl must endure to raise money for cheerleader camp.


  My bosom buddy, Misty, meanwhile, wore a black two-piece with rhinestones. It looked great with her fair skin and red hair and provided impressive lift to her heavy breasts.


  Wow, what would it be like to be in that body instead of Kimmy’s? I thought in passing, as we pretended to wash cars, but mostly just played and flirted and had a good time.


  I especially had a good time when Jason stopped by in his blue Mustang.


  “You forgive me for last night?” I asked, as I leaned in his window.


  He pulled me closer and lightly kissed me. “Yeah, I guess,” he said. “Are you feeling better?”


  I smiled and replied, “Well, I’m still not myself. But I’m trying.”


  Then, still feeling bad about the night before, I impulsively decided to show him just how much I was trying. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pulled myself waist-deep into his car, raising my bikini-clad butt like a pink flag outside the window. My long, bare legs waved wildly in the air and my painted toes curled as I passionately delivered one helluva tongue kiss to my unsuspecting guy!


  “See?” I giggled, as a extracted myself from the window and smiled brightly.


  “Yeah, I see!” he grinned. “I’ll call you later.”


  As he drove off, I looked over to see Misty smiling broadly. “Well, that’s more like it, girl,” she said. “Glad to see you’re feeling better.”


  “But I’m still not really myself yet,” I replied.


  “How about Mr. B?” she asked.


  “He’s not either,” I said. “But we’re working on it.”


  Mom and Uncle Richard were out buying more Sugar Rush cereal. After I had yelled and screamed when they told me about the car wash the night before, they had tried to calm me down by saying that, with any luck, I would be transported back into my male body as I was washing a car this morning. Of course, they had told me much the same thing in regard to the pizza party and makeout session.


  Still, I relented. Surrounded by other girls in a public place, I reasoned, at least I wouldn’t have to worry about losing my virginity. And the little Richard voice inside had added that there could be worse ways to spend a Saturday morning. He was right too.


  In addition to continually pulling down my top, I kept checking my bottom for an erection that wasn’t there. It certainly felt like it, though, as I mingled amongst and occasionally rubbed against a multitude of scantily-clad cheerleader boobs and butts. God, what I wouldn’t have given to be mingling and rubbing with these girls as a teenage guy!


  You big perv! my inner Kimmy giggled.


  Pressing a sponge against my chest to “cool off” was a real turn-on too. In truth, it made me hot to feel the water trickle down my cleavage, onto my tummy and into my bikini bottom. It made me feel even hotter if I noticed a guy watching me. That’s right I was a horny high school cheerleader right out of a soft porn movie.


  And I wasn’t ashamed of it either.


  Why should I be? I told myself. I didn’t cause this. There’s nothing I can do about. And, at any moment now, Mom and Uncle Richard are going to find another coin and switch us back. So I might as well make the most of this opportunity and enjoy being a pretty girl in a teeny bikini.  


  But morning came and went with no transformation. At noon, we were relieved by more girls from the squad. Giggling and laughing, we walked to the local Pizza Hut. We pulled cutoff jeans and tank tops from our oversize purses and put them on before going inside. Still, our damp bikini tops made the shirts almost transparent, meaning that six sets of nipples were briefly visible as the cool air stiffened them.


  Admiring them wasn’t as hot as rubbing against soapy boobs and butts, but still … I felt the need to put my hand below the table and search for a phantom erection.


  I sat directly across from Misty, and we were both pulling pizza onto our plates when suddenly the world went black. In an instant, it was light again and I was looking at …


  Kimmy!? What the hell?


  Looking down, I saw big breasts in a black bikini beneath a white tank top. I noted freckles on my bare arms and red hair framing my face.


  Oh, Christ! Now I was Misty, the sexiest girl in school!


  Looking across the table, I saw Kimmy also checking out her body. She squeezed her breasts, ran hands down her arms, and touched the sides of her face. Then she smiled nearly ear to ear. Well, at least she was back. But what about me? And what about Misty?


  “Uh, Kimmy,” I said as I stood up. “I need to talk to you.”


  When she hesitated, I added, “Please!” and motioned with my head for her to follow me. The other girls were talking and digging into the pizza and consequently didn’t pay any attention to our departure.


  Inside the bathroom, I put my hands on my new, wider hips and said, “Look at me!”


  Kimmy looked puzzled. “What’s wrong?” she asked. “You look fine to me.”


  Breasts bouncing, I paced back and forth in front of the sinks.


  “I would if I were Misty,” I said, waving my arms. “But I’m Richard! When you went back into your body, I got shifted into hers! What the hell happened?”


  She covered her face with her hands. “Oh, my God, I’m so sorry, Uncle Richard,” she sobbed. “I don’t know what happened. Mom and I found a coin and then I said that I wish I were back in my own body.”


  The realization hit her at the same time it hit me. “I didn’t wish for us to switch back into our original bodies!” she gasped.


  “That must mean Misty is in your body!”


  Just then her phone rang. “It’s Mom,” Kimmy said.


  “Okay, okay,” she said into the phone. “Yes, he’s not happy about it either. We’re on our way.”


  Kimmy squeezed me, firm, damp breasts pressing against firm, damp breasts. “I’m so, so sorry,” she said.


  It wasn’t exactly a proper time for me to be distracted by such things, but, hey, I might be busty Misty on the outside, but little Richard still was with me on the inside. It felt good.


  “Misty is freaking out in your body,” she said. “Mom took her home, gave her a Xanax, and tried to explain things. We need to go now in your car.”


  We went back to the table, grabbed our purses, and told the others that we’d see them Monday.


  “My car?” I asked as we stepped outside, suddenly remembering that Katherine dropped me off for the car wash, when I was Kimmy. Mine was at her house.


  “I’ll show you,” Kimmy said as she took my hand.


  OMG! A pink Fiat!


  “You’re kidding,” I squealed in my new Misty voice.


  “Hey, Uncle Richard, you’re a real girly girl now,” Kimmy giggled. “Now, open your purse and let’s find your keys.”


  As we drove, what we finally decided was that the coins were mischievous as well as magical. If a wish was stated concisely and the parameters were limited, no problem. But if the desire wasn’t clearly stated, then chaos could ensue. In our case, that meant me bumping Misty out of her body and sending her to mine. I guess that we should consider ourselves lucky that it wasn’t even more complicated. Everyone at our table could have been shifted into another body in a domino effect.


  *     *     *     *      *


  As we came in the door, Katherine was just inside and put a finger to her lips. “He … she … is just sitting on the sofa, staring into space. I guess the Xanax helped.”


  Then she looked at me and added, “Oh, Lord, Richard, I’m so sorry all of this is happening to you.”


  Then, unable to restrain herself, she giggled and said, “But you look really cute. Being a redhead suits you.”


  “Ha. Ha,” I replied, shoving hair out of my eyes.


  Then I dropped my large, leather shoulder bag by the door. “Gawd, why do girls carry so much crap around with them all the time?” I asked, blowing more hair out of my face.


  “Cuz we need stuff, Misty,” Kimmy added, as she giggled too.


  “Yeah, fine, whatever,” I said, as we moved into the kitchen. “Let’s just go and find some more cereal, okay?”


  “Someone needs to stay with Misty … er, Richard,” Katherine said.


  “I want Richard to stay.”


  Turning around, we saw Richard– well, Misty in my body– standing there. “He has my body, I want him to stay, please,” he added.


  My immediate thought was that’s not a good idea, but, at the same time, I felt my heart race a little at the idea of us being alone together. Wow. That was weird!


  “Uh, sure, I guess,” I said finally, as I sat down at the table. “You two go find one of those gold coins and hurry, please.”


  “We’ll make a wish to switch you back as soon as we find one,” Kimmy said.


  Oh, no! That rang immediate alarm bells.


  “Please, no,” I said. “Just bring it back here. I’ve been the victim of two poorly worded wishes already. Bring it back here and I’ll do the wishing this time. I don’t want to end up as my sister this time.”


  “And I don’t want to be you either,” Katherine added. “That’s a good idea. We’ll bring it to you.”


  Looking at me she smiled. “And there’s that beer you like in the refrigerator, Misty,” she said, putting a special emphasis on the name. “It probably wouldn’t hurt for you to have one to help you relax too.”


  As soon as they left, Richard headed for the refrigerator. He still wore the cargo shorts and Rolling Stones tee shirt that Kimmy put on when she had my body this morning. Only now, Kimmy had her body back and Misty was me.


  Gawd, thinking about this craziness made my head hurt! I wondered if I had any aspirin in my purse. Maybe a Midol? Tee Hee.


  Hearing me giggle as he grabbed a beer, Richard asked, “What’s so funny?”


  “This whole thing,” I said. “It’s pretty bizarre, don’t you think?”


  As he twisted off the cap and took a long swallow, I added, “You shouldn’t be mixing alcohol with drugs.”


  “I shouldn’t be in your body either,” he replied. “But here I am.


  “You want a beer?”


  “Aren’t I underage?” I said with a smile.


  “Well, you’re 18. You’re legal,” he said and raised an eyebrow.


  Yikes! Was a girl in my body coming on to me in her body?


  He twisted off the cap of another bottle of Dos Equis and handed it to me. “I won’t tell,” he said.


  For a few minutes, we sat silently there, across from each other, and drank our beer. Then he got up and grabbed a second.


  I wanted to tell him to slow down, to relax, that he didn’t need the beer because everything was going to be all right and he would be Misty again soon. But I didn’t. It was like … well, I don’t know … I guess it was kinda like I was thinking of him as really being Mr. Baxter, my teacher, and I was Misty, his student, and he was an adult man and an authority figure and I was a teenage girl– a legal age teenage girl– and … Ewww! I didn’t want to take that any farther.


  “I have a crush on you,” he said, as he sat back down. “Well, I guess I should say I had a crush on you when I was Misty. That’s why I took your biology class.”


   I felt my face grow red with embarrassment.


  “You’re cute when you blush,” he said.


  Oh gawd, I just wanted to crawl under the table. My student in my body was flirting with me in hers!


  “Can we change the subject?” I asked, both hands around my beer bottle as I looked at my lap.


  He laughed. “Well, I guess the Xanax and now the beer has loosened up my tongue– and my inhibitions,” he said. “Sorry about that.”


  This time, the silence seemed especially awkward before he finally broke it.


  “So …” he began. “Last night in Felicia’s basement, that was really you in Kimmy’s body?”


  I nodded. “Yes, that was me in Kimmy’s body,” I said.


  She laughed with my voice. “Oh, wow, Mr. B, that is really wack.”


  I laughed too, in her voice. “You’re telling me,” I said.


  Misty in my body shifted uncomfortably in her chair. Her Richard face turned red.


  “Are you okay?” I asked.


  She shook her head. “No,” I’m not. This thing between my legs is really wack too. Looking at you is causing it to get really hard.”


  Now it was my turn to blush again.


  “I understand,” I said. “Jason’s body turned me on. I think the same thing happened for Kimmy when she looked at girls– or pictures of girls.”


  “The funny thing is that I really didn’t notice it when I was with Kimmy’s mother,” she continued. “But then I saw you and …”


  That’s when I realized something else that was funny. Well, actually not so funny. More like scary. Only, it was maybe like scary in a good way, you know? Looking at her in my body was kinda making me feel the same way I did when I was Kimmy with Jason.


  That called for a long drink of beer, which, by the way, didn’t taste nearly as pleasant as it did when I was a man.


  When I looked back at Richard, he seemed to be appraising his body. Then he sighed and used his hand to re-arrange the package between her legs.


  “Sorry about that,” he said. “It feels like it is going to explode.”


  “Don’t be,” I replied. “It’s natural. It’s embarrassing to admit it, but I’m feeling a little turned on too.”


  OMG, that had to be the beer talking! I didn’t mean to say that!


   I looked down to see the nipples of my ample breasts pressed through the fabric of both my bikini and top. When I looked up, he was staring at me.


  “I see now why some of the guys at school called me Big Red,” he said.


  Genuinely puzzled, I replied, “But you– I’m not that tall. I’m not big at all.”


  Then I saw where he was looking. Oh, God, just shoot me. I didn’t know whether I was so embarrassed because I was so dense or because I had such big boobs.


  “Those are 36Ds and you’re 5-6,” he grinned. That’s why the call me– you– Big Red.


  “I never thought of them being big when I was in that body,” he continued. “I just kinda grew into them, you know? But seeing them through your eyes … “


  “You really shouldn’t be mixing drugs and alcohol,” I said because I could think of nothing else to say.


  “You know what I’d really like to see through your eyes?” he asked.


  “No,” I replied.


  But I did! Oh, yes, I did! And you know what? I wanted to show him too! The beer! It had to be the beer!


  “I’d really like to see what my bare breasts look like through your eyes,” he continued.


  He called them his breasts inside of mine, I noticed. I wondered if he was playing word games, thinking I’d be more likely to show them to him if I didn’t think about them as being mine. Which they were! At least until Katherine and Kimmy returned with a coin.


  Oh, pleasure hurry, you two!


  Still, even though I realized he was trying to manipulate me, it kinda turned me on, you know? It was like we were playing this sexy game. I felt butterflies in my tummy too.


  Or maybe it was the beer.


  Anyways … what could it hurt?


  I burped and we both laughed.


  “Please,” he said.


  “Will you give me an A in biology?” I giggled, as I stood up.


  “You got it!” he said, as he backed his chair away from the table. “Will you do it in front of me please?”


  “Oh, kinda like a strip tease?” I said, giggling again, before I finished off my beer. “Sure, why not?”


  Standing in front of him, I saw that his assessment of his own condition was accurate. He was about to explode. And seeing my bare breasts, I was certain, would provide him with his first orgasm as a man. Boy, was he going to like that!


  Following my line of sight, he laughed. “You see what I mean?” he said. “I don’t know how you guys deal with this.”


  “Well, it’s like you having these 36Ds. You get used to it,” I giggled, as I pulled the tank top over my boobies and tossed it on the table.


  “What do you think?” I asked.


  “Oh, God, it’s … it’s … going to … I can’t take it!” he shrieked. “Can I touch it? Will you touch it? Please, do something!”


  So I did do something, but not what he was asking. This was a game and it was my turn. I reached up behind my neck and untied the string holding up my black bikini top.


  The guys were right to call me Big Red, I thought. Yes, they were big, but they also were beautiful.


  They were firm and perky too! I decided, as I lifted them with both hands and squeezed.


  For an instant, I was so focused on enjoying my girls that I forgot I had an audience.


  “Please!” I suddenly heard him plead. “Please, can I touch them?”


  As I looked up, I saw that he was standing in front of me. The erection pressed against his shorts was just inches away from my bare tummy. His hands were even closer to my breasts.


  I smiled up at him and said, “Sure, Mr. B! Enjoy yourself!”


  And in a moment of intense self-awareness, I knew that his pleasure would be mine too. I don’t know that I had a crush on him. But with a beer in my belly to lessen my inhibitions, I certainly was sexually attracted to him and wouldn’t mind if he did even more than touch my boobies.


  But just as his hands began to squeeze, we heard a car pull up.


  “Oh, crap!” I screamed as I grabbed my tank top and suddenly realized Mr. B somehow had dropped his shorts without me noticing.


  “I’m going to the bathroom to get dressed,” I added as I ran, big breasts bouncing. “Put your pants on!”   


  *     *      *     *     *


  About two hours later, I was dozing in my recliner, empty beer bottles on the table beside me. I don’t know if Katherine and Kimmy suspected anything when they came in. And I don’t want to know.


  Their sudden arrival so scared me straight that I was eager to take the coin and make the wish that put Misty and me back in our own bodies. Also, I intentionally avoided looking at her in my body to see how she felt about switching back so abruptly.


   Honestly, I did feel a little sorry for the poor girl as she was so close to her first and only male orgasm that she wanted so desperately. And I was such a big tease.


  But now, thankfully, this bizarre Saturday finally was over. After showering and putting on a fresh tree shirt and cargo shorts, I was well on my way to achieving my goal of drinking myself to short-term amnesia so that all that had happened the past two days would seem like an alcohol-fueled nightmare when we returned to school on Monday. I hadn’t really been two teenage girls, including my own niece! I hadn’t really made out with a boy. I hadn’t really worn a bikini at a bikini car wash. As a busty redhead I hadn’t really almost had sex– or at the very least, some heavy petting– with my own body!


  Then the doorbell rang. Crap!


  If I had been a little bit more awake and coherent, I would have had the good sense to peek through the security hole before opening the door. Had I done that, I would have tip-toed away, grabbed a couple more beers from the refrigerator and resumed implementing my sanity strategy.


  Instead, I opened the door to see Misty standing there with a big smile on her face and wearing a …  well, I don’t know. The outfit looked a bit like a cheerleader uniform, but nothing that I’d ever seen Kimmy and Misty wearing at football and basketball games. She also carried a large shoulder bag.


  “Hi,” Mr. B,” she said cheerily, through brightly painted red lips.


  “Misty, what are you doing here?” I replied. “And why are you dressed like that?”


  “I dressed like this for you,” she said, putting down the bag and spinning in a circle on the front porch. “Do you like it? It’s what we wear for cheerleader competitions.”


  Her tiny white skirt flared out, revealing blue panties with white polka dots underneath, the same color scheme as the huge bow that pulled her red hair back into a prominent ponytail. A tight, glittery, blue and white, off-the shoulder crop top holstered but didn’t diminish the profile of her 36D breasts, while revealing most all of her tight abdomen and belly button.


  “Yes, you look nice, Misty,” I replied. “Now, what are you doing here? Haven’t we had enough of each other for the weekend?”


  She giggled at that. “Oh, Mr. B, you say the funniest things,” she said, as she grabbed the bag and pushed by me and into the house.


  “Misty, wait, no. I don’t want you here, please,” I pleaded as I followed her in.


  “Why not?” she asked as smiled broadly, dropped the bag again, spread her legs, and put her hands on her prominent hips in what I guess was a cheerleader pose of some kind. “Aren’t you glad to see me? Don’t you like the way I look?”


  “Misty, please,” I said, as I moved to re-open the door. “This is inappropriate. I’m your teacher. You are my student. And you shouldn’t be alone with me inside my home. I don’t care how wild and weird things were back at Katherine’s house, they weren’t real. They simply weren’t.


  “And, thank God, Katherine and Kimmy came home when they did.”


  “You wanted to do it too,” she said as she put her small hand over mine on the doorknob. You can’t deny it.”


  “No, I can’t,” I acknowledged. “And I can’t explain it either. But that’s all over now. And I just want to forget what happened and, even worse, what almost happened.”


  “Well, I don’t want to forget. I want to have sex with you. I wanted to before any of this happened too. I took your biology class to be near you,” she said.


  “Then what happened today made me want it even more. We were so close too. That’s why I’m here to finish what we started.”


  Finally realizing I had to be forceful or this girl wouldn’t leave, I used my serious voice, the one that especially terrified underclassmen.


  “No,” I shouted. “I’m your teacher and you’re my student. I will not have sex with you. I don’t care how sexy you look in that outfit.”


  “I brought something that will take care of that,” she giggled and showed me a gold coin she had secured in the waistband of her skirt.


  “Oh gawd, no!” I yelled. “Don’t tell me that’s one of those coins from Sugar Rush cereal!”


  “Okay, I won’t,” she giggled again. “But it is. And you’ll never guess where I found it!


  “It was in a box we had at home. Can you believe the luck?


  “And, since you won’t have sex with me as my teacher, guess what I’m going to do with it!”


  And she did.


  An instant later, I was the one wearing the sexy cheerleader costume, and Misty was in my body looking down at me with a lecherous grin on my face.


  “Oh, yeah,” he said, looking down at his crotch. “That’s what I wanted to feel again. And with you looking like that, I kinda think the man meat in my pants is even harder than before, if that’s possible.”


  He grabbed my hand and added, “Here, wanta feel?”


  “OMG, Misty!” I squealed in my teen queen girly voice, staring down at my voluptuous body in disbelief. “No, I don’t want to feel. How could you do this to us?”


  “No, you are Misty and I’m Mr. B,” he corrected me.


  “I did it so you won’t be a teacher having sex with one of your students,” he said as he pulled me into the living room, just to the right of the entrance. “Now I’m the teacher and you’re the student and it won’t bother me nearly so much.”


  It won’t bother me nearly so much either, I suddenly thought to myself and then realized the absurdity of that. No, no, it’s still wrong. I don’t want to do it.


  But you do want to do it, a voice inside my head– my voice? Misty’s voice? – countered.


  And it was insistent.


  Don’t you remember how turned on you were when you showed him your breasts and you saw that pocket rocket in his pants and he was about to touch you and . . .     


  “But how do we turn back? Do you have another coin?” I asked, my resistance weakening by the second, as Richard sat down in my– his– recliner and pulled me in front of him.


  Oh, God, was it these female hormones coursing through my body that was making me so compliant and, yes, even eager for sex with my own body? Was it that this body had been attracted to his for some time? Was it that, before we were interrupted, I might have been just seconds away from having his penis in my mouth and, then, even better, my vagina, and I really, really wanted to experience sex as a girl?


  “Oh, don’t worry about it,” he replied. “We’ve got all day tomorrow to find another one.”


  “Oh, okay,” I said, not believing such dumb words had just come out of my mouth, but not caring either. Really. This was insanity. My too readily acceptance of this was like the words from a country song: “Sober enough to know better. But drunk enough not to care.”


   “Do you think I’m pretty?” I asked.


  “I think you’re gorgeous, Big Red, especially in that slutty cheerleader outfit,” he grinned. “I’m so glad you wore it.”


  Then, as he started to scoot out of his cargo shorts, he saw that he wasn’t wearing underwear. “Oh, that’s convenient,” he laughed. “Now, how about we get this party started?”


  When I saw his rock hard penis staring up at me, I licked my lips. It wasn’t anything I did consciously. It was just something … that happened.


  Then I kneeled down between his legs, took his rod in one of my small hands and admired it. He closed his eyes and groaned.


  OMG, I suddenly realized, this was just like what I saw her doing with Carl! I giggled and stroked it a few times, prompting even more moans of pleasure from my high school biology teacher. Tee. Hee.


  “Oh, this is so big!” I gushed. “I hope you don’t hurt me with it!”


  He opened his eyes and laughed. “Well, Misty, believe it or not, I’ve seen your boyfriend’s junk and, when I was in that body, we didn’t have any problems. I don’t think you and I will either.


  “But first, I think you need to take your oral exams.”


  “Oh, yes, Mr. Baxter,” I giggled as I leaned forward. “Right away, Mr. Baxter.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  An hour later, he lay on the sofa, with me astride him. I had taken off my top and sports bra and my boobies with their big pink areolas and nipples swung in front of his face as I leaned forward, smiling at him.


  He smiled back and said, “Well, Misty, that blow job definitely was worth an A. But I still don’t think you’re living up to your potential as a slutty cheerleader. We’ll just have to see what else you’ve got.”


  “Oh, yes, Mr. Baxter!” I giggled.


  As he stroked my smooth face with one hand, I could feel him exploring between my legs with the other.


  “Oh, your panties are soaked too,” he exclaimed. “That just won’t do for a proper young lady. You get out of those right away.”


  “Yes, Mr. B,” I giggled.


  “But before I do, could I try something?” I continued as I scooted my body farther down his torso.


  “What’s that?” he asked, as he squeezed my boobies and I squealed in delight.


  “This,” I said, as I finally moved far enough down to free his again rigid penis. It popped up like a flag pole.


  Then I pressed my breasts against it and moved my body up and down to create friction. Oh gawd! I could feel every contour of his penis rubbing against my soft flesh and it felt sooo good!


  “I’m not sure exactly how this is supposed to be done,” I giggled. “But I thought it might be fun to try. You think I can get extra credit for this?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he gasped, as he began to thrust. “You can.”


  As with his first orgasm, it didn’t take long for this one either.


  Was I that quick on the draw when I was Mr. B? I wondered, as I wiped milky fluid off my face and tasted it.


  Probably not, I rationalized. I mean that is a horny girl inside my male body, just like I’m a horny guy inside hers. And, in terms of arousal, there’s something to be said for the perversity of that.


  I giggled. Not many slutty cheerleaders used words like “perversity” and phrases like “terms of arousal.”


  And speaking of perversity … Not many guys can say they tit-fucked their own penis and then tasted the cum.


  With that realization, I exploded into squeals of laughter.


  “What’s so funny,” Misty?” Mr. B asked, as he regained his breath.


  “Oh, nothing,” I replied. “I’m just being a silly girl.”


  “Where in the world did you learn to do something like that?” he asked.


  Realizing that telling him a girl once had done that to me might be counter-productive, I just giggled and said, “I think I read about it.”


  Then scooting back past his crotch and onto his stomach, I added, “But I am a silly girl who’s more than ready to get really and truly fucked. Can you handle that, Mr. B?”


  He could.


  “I want to see both our faces, as we do this,” Mr. B said, as he leaned me against the bathroom counter in front of a large mirror and pulled down my wet panties.


  “It will be like so mega-hot!”


  Yikes! Did Mr. B just sound like a slutty cheerleader too?


  Like, yeah, that’s the strangest thing that happened today, I thought as I giggled some more and realized that, no matter how much I looked like Misty and he looked like Mr. B, we still had some of our real selves on the inside as we acted out this mutual wet-dream fantasy.  


  I daintily stepped out of my panties and wiggled my plump butt. I didn’t care why he wanted to do it this way, doggy style always was one of my favs when I was a guy and I couldn’t wait to try it as a girl.


  Mr. B flipped up the back of my skirt and slapped me on the butt.


  “Ohhh, so that’s what it looks like,” he laughed. “That is such a nice piece of ass!”


  Then he moved into position, leaned over, and took my swinging boobs in his hands. As he kneaded them and nuzzled my neck, I felt the tip of his penis searching for entrance and thought I would lose my mind!


  “Please, hurry!” I squeaked, as I pushed back against his crotch. “I want you inside me now!”


  “You do the honors, Misty,” he whispered in my ear.


  Needing no more encouragement, I moved one of my hands from the counter and reached down between my legs. Searching frantically, I finally found what I was looking for!


  “Oh, God, yes!” I shrieked as I guided my former penis into my wet, dripping pussy for my first fucking ever as a slutty cheerleader.


  “Oh, God, yes!” Mr. B yelled, as he shoved deeper into me.


  We both stared into the mirror, our faces, and especially our eyes, hungry with lust and desire.


  And as I stared at our image, it almost seemed that I could feel what Mr. B was experiencing, just as intensely as I could what it felt like to have his penis inside me. I wondered if he was enjoying the double whammy of pleasure as well.


   I had little time to wonder, though, as I watched his face tense and then he began to pump and pump and pump until we exploded nearly simultaneously into a mind numbing orgasm and then collapsed in blissful exhaustion.


  Oh, God, it was best sex I’d ever had as a slutty cheerleader! Tee. Hee.


  And I’ll bet it was Mr. B’s best ever as a man too.


  “A+?” I gasped, as my girly parts finally stopped quivering and I regained a little strength in my legs.


  “A+,” he whispered in my ear. “Definitely. Now, I need a beer.”


  “But I want to cuddle,” I whined in pretended outrage.


  As he stood back up, he slapped me on the butt again and laughed.


  “You women, you’re all the same,” he said. “But I have something even better in mind.


  “After we shower– together– I’m going to take you out to dinner. There’s a little black dress, stockings, and heels in your bag, along with a lacey black bra and panties.


  “And after I’ve wined you and dined you, I’m going to bring you home and we’re going to do this all over again.”


  “But Mr. B,” I said in my best little girl voice. “I have homework.”


  “Yes, you do,” he agreed, as he pulled up his shorts and I played with my hair in front of the mirror. “And I’m your teacher, remember? Your biology teacher.


  “And after we’re finished with our work at home tonight, there won’t be any part of each other’s anatomy that we haven’t fully explored.”


  Suddenly, the fleeting thought occurred to me that if I had agreed to have sex with Misty after she knocked on my door, then she now would be the one primping in front of the mirror and wearing the little black dress later. And I would be the one headed into the kitchen to get another beer, with the limp penis between my legs already growing hard at thought of what she would look like all dressed up. We wouldn’t have to spend Sunday searching for another coin to change us back before school on Monday either.             


  But then I watched myself chewing seductively on my lower lip, as I brushed a loose strand of red hair from my face. I cupped my large, pale breasts, or as much as I could with my tiny hands, and lifted them. I squeezed the nipples and was more than a little turned on both by how good that felt and the sexy image I presented.


  I thought to myself, You wouldn’t do a student when you were a teacher, remember? But as a student, you have no problem doing a teacher. This is the only way it could have happened.


  And you like it this way. You’re a slutty, horny cheerleader with big boobs, Misty. And you’re going to look fabulous in that little black dress.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Well, that was a pretty exhausting two days, pretending to be two different teenage girls and then searching to Hell and back on Sunday for another coin in a box of Sugar Rush cereal.


  It was so exhausting, in fact, that I decided to take the day off. Normally, I wouldn’t. I mean, a teacher has obligations to both his students and his employer, right?


  But then today I’m not a teacher


  I’m still Misty. Or Big Red, which I kinda like as a nickname. And she’s still me and she’s the one with responsibilities.


  Poor Mr. B. Finding one of those gold coins wasn’t as easy as he thought it would be. ‘Course, we didn’t spend as much time searching as we originally planned, since we needed to take breaks from time to time. We took one break in the stall of the women’s bathroom at Applebee’s. Tee. Hee. We took one in the city park behind the maintenance building.


  But the best one was in his classroom, with me bent over his desk and him taking me from behind again. I was dressed to tease and please, too, in a tiny, off-the shoulder black crop top and a flirty little black floral skirt, and black, open-toed stiletto heels. This ginger looks great in black, don’t ya know!


  And I was wearing a push-up bra, to enhance my cleavage. Yeah, like I needed that!


  “Misty, that is no way for a proper young woman to dress for school,” Mr. B said to me as I walked into his classroom while he was grading papers. I’m going to have to punish you.”


  “Oh, please, no, Mr. Baxter,” I pleaded. “I’m sorry. I’ll do better.”


  “I’m sorry, Misty. It’s too late,” he said. “Assume the position.”


  Tee. Hee. So I did. And as he pushed in and out of me, the suction making an abnormally loud sound in the quiet room, I looked out over the room where I had been a teacher just two days before. I remembered what it was like to be Mr. Baxter, a 40-year-old man with obligations, bills to pay, no girlfriend in his life, and no social life to speak of at the moment.


  And I thought of how much it fun it had been to be a pretty girl, with no job and responsibilities, having sex with my aging, but still attractive biology teacher.


  I realized something else too. I had a boyfriend. When I got home from Mr. B’s house early this morning, I finally remembered to check my phone and I found a text from him. We were supposed to have a date last night. Only I wasn’t home when he came to pick me up and he was worried about me. That wasn’t very nice of me to treat him that way. ‘Course I wasn’t me at the time. Tee. Hee.


  And I wouldn’t have been the me I am now if the real Misty hadn’t used that coin to swap us, without my permission. This was all her fault.


  But she also had been correct. As soon as we were in each other’s bodies again, we both hungered for sex with each other, just as we had at Kimmy’s house.


  Ewwww! Sex with your own body while you’re in the body of the person who is in yours! That is so wack!


  But it also was so hot! And even though she’s probably not so happy still being Mr. B, the biology teacher on Monday morning, I’m sure she would tell you that too.


  And if she wants to have sex again as a man, there’s always Ms Collins, the French teacher! I’ll remind her of that. Maybe that will make her feel better.


  Maybe they will ask me to be a bridesmaid! Tee. Hee.


  We’ve both pledged that we will keep on looking for those wishing coins so we can swap back, although I probably won’t be spending as much time searching as he does. You see, I found one of them in a box of Sugar Rush cereal. I just didn’t tell him about it.


  Before I do anything rash like become Mr. B again, I’m gonna have a date with big Carl and do a little comparison shopping, if you know what I mean. I understand he has some impressive junk. Tee. Hee.


  #     #     #     #     #
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