

  

    
      
    

  




  

    Bun in the Oven Trilogy


  


  Magical Transformations into Mommies-to-Be


  By Portia Hab


  




  

    1. Pregnant Pause


  


  Although my wife, Bella,  was 38 years old, you’d never know it around the holidays, especially Halloween. In fact, our 13-year-old daughter, Danielle, who still enjoyed trick or treating, seemed more mature as late October approached. In fact, her bedroom seemed the only respite from the madness.


   By Oct. 30, the rest of our home looked as if the address should be 1313 Mockingbird Lane, at least on the inside, with spider webs stretched nearly everywhere, skeletons hanging in the closets, and bats perched on every ceiling light fixture.  And I swear that my heart raced a bit when I went up or down the stairs, fearful that a green-eyed dragon might be hiding beneath them. Hermann, Lily, and Grand Pa would have felt right at home.


  Sometimes, Bella intentionally teased me as the magic day approached, saying things like, “Don’t stand too close to the bed” or “Watch out in the basement.”


  And the costumes. Oh, yeah, the costumes! That’s where Bella really lost her mind. I think that maybe she was influenced for all of this by old “Roseanne” Halloween episodes on TV. Or, Hell, maybe it was the Simpsons’ “Treehouse of Horror.” Whatever the cause, I was the innocent victim, since Bella loved couples costumes.


  Yes, we were Herman and Lily, as well as Homer and Marge. Other years, we were Danny and Sandy from “Grease,”  Ferris and Sloane from “Ferris Bueller’s Day Off,” and Fred and Wilma from “The Flintstones.” Once we were Mickey and Minnie.


  “Oh, Daddy, you make such a cute Mickey!” Dannie had screamed in delight, which only provided Bella with unneeded encouragement for her Halloween madness. Meanwhile, she seemed totally oblivious that others– notably me– weren’t nearly as excited about the bewitching season as she was. 


  Why did nearly middle-aged adults need costumes? Why, they needed them to attend costume parties, of course. If we weren’t invited to one, Bella often planned one for our enchanted residence. Additionally, she insisted, we should be in costume while I chaperoned Dannie and her friends trick or treating  and she handed out goodies at home.


  Not surprisingly, she loved shopping at Spencer’s in the mall, but especially so in October. And on this Halloween’s evening, which also happened to be a Friday, she came home from there even more crazed that normal, if that was possible.


  “You’re gonna love our costumes this year!” my blonde and beautiful but certifiable wife said as he sat a small bag down on the kitchen table.


  “Oh, yeah?” I said from the stove, where I stirred a pot of chili, filling the kitchen with a spicy aroma.


  “Since you hadn’t come up with anything yet, I was hoping that you’d forgotten. Unrealistic expectation, I guess. Huh?”


  Wearing black leggings and an emerald green hooded sweatshirt, she laughed and kissed me on the cheek.


  “Oh, you big silly,” she said. “I was waiting for it to come in at Spencer’s. It was a special order.”


  Oh, joy. This was going to be good. Or, more accurately, this was going to be bad. If she special ordered, it had to be. What this year? Superheroes? Mario Bros.? Minions? Kermit the frog and Miss Piggy?


  “Please tell me that we’re not gonna be two giant boobs, sharing one bra,” I said. “I’ve seen pictures of couples dressed like that and it gave me nightmares.”


  Of course, that could be problematic, since I was taking Dannie and her friends trick or treating in a few hours and she would be staying home. Also, we didn’t have any Halloween parties to attend. At least none that I knew of.


  But two adult costumes certainly could not fit in that Spencer’s bag on the kitchen table. Her purchase had to be something extremely bizarre, even by Bella’s standards.


  As it turned out, I didn’t know the half of it. Yes, boobs would be involved, but not in a way that I ever could have imagined.


  Her green eyes sparkling, Bella pulled a tiny, clear plastic package out of the bag.


  “Here are our costumes,” she said, holding it up.


  I could see what appeared to be two gold coins.


  Despite myself and knowing that Bella seemed to have no limits– and little common sense– when it came to Halloween, I laughed.


  “Do tell,” I said, as I took the package and looked at them more closely. “I don’t think that these are going to cover much, especially since there appears to be just one for each of us.”


  She took the coins back and said, “You just wait. These are magic!”


  And there it was. My sweet, otherwise intelligent wife had just gone over the cliff with Thelma and Louise. Yes, I complained sometimes, but only in a kidding way.  In truth,  Dannie and I loved Bella and always accommodated her childlike love of Halloween.


  But magic? It wasn’t real, of course. I told her so, and it didn’t go well.


  “Oh, yes, it does. It does on Halloween. Don’t you know that?” she said. “And we’re going to use these coins to have the best, most realistic Halloween costumes ever. You just wait and see!”


  Okay …


  Labeling on the package said, “Cute Couple Costumes. Even Your Own Mother Won’t Recognize You After You Use These Magic Coins.”


  Opening the plastic, Bella said, “There’s one for you and one for me,” she said. “You hold it in your hand and when someone says ‘So Be It,’ you change.


  “I’ll go first.”


  Just as she said the “magic” words– yeah, right– Dannie walked into the kitchen.


  Dannie inherited my brown hair, but otherwise looked like a miniature version of Bella, with green eyes and a slender, but feminine build and long legs.


  Suddenly, Bella’s legs were even longer! They were sticking out of short, yellow gym shorts, and they were hairy!


  “Oh, my God, Mom, you just changed into Paulie!” Dannie screamed.


  Just as I had, our daughter had witnessed the impossible, my 30-something wife now looked like a tall, gawky teenage boy, wearing a maroon tee shirt with a gold emblem that read, “Dancing Elk Condors.”


  While her body looked male, though, her now short and curly hair remained blonde– only with a yellow head band– and I still could see Bella in the eyes and face, even though it now was masculine.


  “What the Hell just happened?” I exclaimed. “Magic isn’t real! And who is Paulie?”


  Appraising her new body, my wife said in a decidedly male voice, “Oh, but it is real. Don’t you see?”


  Then she handed me the bag and added, “Now, it’s your turn.”


  “But who’s Paulie?” I asked again, as I took the bag with coin in it, still not totally accepting of what I had just seen.


  Dannie laughed.


  “Oh, Daddy, he’s the boyfriend in a movie called ‘Juno’ and it’s about … “


  Bella held up a large hand and interrupted.


  “Oh, sweetie, don’t tell him,” she said. “I want it to be a surprise.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Suddenly realizing the implications, I dropped the bag as if it had burned my hand.


  “Uh, uh. No way,” I said. “If these coins are supposed to make us a cute couple and you’re the guy, then that means that I would be … “


  Hands on her now slender hips, Bella nodded her head.


  “That’s right,” she said. “You’ll be the girl.


  “But what’s the big deal? After 24 yours, you can turn back and … “


  I threw my hands up and screamed, “Twenty-four hours! There’s no way. I’m sorry, Bella. This time, you’re just asking too much.


  “Look, if you had asked, I might have complained, but I would have been Wilma to your Fred or Minnie to your Mickey. But now you’re asking me to be a real teenage girl for a full day.”


  “Hey, Daddy, this time when you go trick or treating with me tonight, you could get candy too!” Dannie offered. “That is if the walking wouldn’t bother you too much.”


  Seeing an ally, Bella quickly added, “Wouldn’t it be fun to be young again for just a little while? And what better time than Halloween? And tomorrow we could hang out here at the house, if you’d be embarrassed to be seen out in public with your boyfriend.”


  She put a special emphasis on the last word and smiled sweetly.              


              “Pretty please,” she said. “Do this for me.”


  Reluctantly, I picked up the bag and started to remove the coin.


  “But there’s something you’re not telling me,” I said. “What was this ‘Juno’ movie about? And why would walking a little bit bother a teenage girl?”


  “It’s a surprise!” Bella said. “Use the coin and find out!”


  “Yeah, Daddy,” Dannie agreed and giggled. “Use the coin and find out!”


  As I grasped the coin, my wife said, “So be it,” and instantly I knew what the surprise was.


  I wasn’t just a teen girl. I was a pregnant teen girl! I stared down in disbelief at a prominent belly pressed against an orange and white striped shirt, hanging over a brown mini skirt and jeans.


  “Oh, crap!” I screamed in a high, girlish voice. “And you two knew. Didn’t you?”


  Both smiled. And Dannie, now  an inch or two taller than me, gave me a hug.


  “Oh, Daddy, you look so cute,” she said.


  “Yes, Duncan, we did,” Bella said. “We wanted you to be surprised. But your name is  ‘Juno’ now.


  “That was the name of the girl in the movie,” she said. “And Paulie is the one who got her pregnant and loves her, but she’s not sure how she feels about him.”


  I put my hands on my feminine hips.


  “Well, Paulie, you got that last part right,” I said. “Right now, the jury definitely is still out on how I feel about you.”


  Now a good 10 inches taller than me, Bella took my hands, pulled me close and kissed me before I could resist.


  “Oh, come on, now,” she said. “We’ve been married for 15 years. We love each other. Even though you’re a girl now … “


  “A pregnant girl,” I interrupted.


  She smiled and continued, “Even though you’re a pregnant girl now, I still can see the man I married in your eyes and face and you can still see me. Right?”


  I nodded.


  “Okay, then,” she said. “Let’s have fun with this Halloween make-believe. It’s not like I’m really a guy and you’re really a girl– a pregnant girl. It’s all just a magic manifestation. Let’s make the most of it for a day and pretend, okay?”


   It might all be a “magic manifestation,” but I didn’t just look different. I felt different as well. Intellectually, I knew that I should continue to be upset about this. I had been tricked. Yeah, it wasn’t done maliciously. I was certain of that. Bella just got a little crazy every year at Halloween. But emotionally, I just wasn’t upset. I was accepting, passive even.”


  “Okay,” I said, and smiled for the first time since the six-pack abs that I once had suddenly became a bun in the oven.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Looking in the mirror, I saw that I still had brown hair, only now it was in a ponytail in back, with strands hanging on both sides. And yes, that was still my face, only much younger and feminized. And yeah–- although I hated to admit it– I was cute.


  Having put on a pair of my jeans and a long-sleeved tee shirt, Bella stood just behind my right shoulder and I could see her watching as I examined my new form.


  “You don’t have to wear those clothes, you know,” she said. “The magic changed your body to fit them, but now there is nothing special about them.”


  After a pause, she added, “Actually, they’re kind of frumpy, don’t you think?”


  I was only half-listening, my mouth open and my brown eyes wide as I examined my foreign shape.


  “I’ve got boobs,” I said, as I squeezed my new breasts. “And they’re in a bra. I can feel the nipples too. Oh, this is so weird!”


  Bella laughed and said, “Of course you do! You’ll need them to breast feed the baby!”


  As I put my tiny hands under my belly and lifted up, I was too pre-occupied to panic at that disturbing visual.


  “And it’s going to be so much fun walking around with this bowling ball,” I added. “Now I know why Dannie thought walking might bother me.”


  Bella stepped closer and put her arms around me and her hands over mine.


  “Yes, it feels like a bowling ball when you’re carrying it around sometimes,” she said. “I was pregnant too. Don’t forget.”


  I turned my head and looked up.


  “Pregnant too?” I asked. “Too? No woman should tell a man that she understands his discomfort because she was pregnant too.’”


  She kissed me and stroked my smooth cheek.


  “Only on Halloween, she can,” she said. “And you’re living proof.”


  Suddenly Bella got excited and started jumping up and down and squealing, actions totally inappropriate for any male.


  “I just remembered,” she said. “I never throw away anything related to Halloween. I still have the dress that I wore when I was pregnant with Danielle. You can wear that to go trick or treating with the girls.”


  Dannie, who had been watching silently as I inspected myself in the mirror, added, “Or, Daddy, we could paint your belly like a jack-o’-lantern and you could wear some of my black leggings and one of Mommy’s sports bras. That would be so cute!”


  “Wait a minute!” I screamed in my shrill girl voice, as I threw up my hands. “Who said anything about me going trick or treating?”


  But, of course, I was going. Dannie and my boyfriend insisted.


  At least they gave me a choice, and I opted for the orange dress with a jack-o’-lantern face painted in black on the belly. Although I felt myself becoming more and more compliant and Dannie really wanted to paint my pregnant belly, I manage to resist her pleading. The idea of me sitting in a chair, wearing only a bra and panties, as Dannie stroked my tight tummy with a brush was just too much to contemplate.


  Bella and Dannie paired the dress, which had 3/-4 sleeves and ended just above my knees, with my daughter’s black tights and shoes. They brushed out my brown hair and added an orange and black blow.


  “Okay, here’s the cover story,” Bella said to me as Dannie and I prepared to go gather her friends, who lived nearby. “Dannie’s parents are at a Halloween party tonight.


  “So, as boyfriend and girlfriend, you and I are taking care of things for them. You’re taking the girls trick or treating, and acting as babysitter, and I’m handing out candy here at home.


  “You’re Juno, and I’m Paul,” she added. “I’m not crazy about Paulie.”


  I laughed and said, “And I’m not crazy about being pregnant and unmarried. When will you make an honest woman of me?


  Finally, I was allowing myself to loosen up and have a little fun with this seemingly impossible situation. I stood up on tiptoes and kissed him.


  Suddenly, it occurred to me that I had just kissed a boy and thought nothing of it, and he had kissed me too. Oh, gross!


  “We’ll talk about that later tonight,” he said and raised a eyebrow.


  The implication gave me a brief chill. Of course, we were boyfriend and girlfriend. And of course, these bodies already had sex– at least in the magical world. But the subtle suggestion that they might again while we inhabited them … Well, no thank you to that visual!


  Leaving the house and Paul behind and getting free treats suddenly seemed much more appealing.


  “Come on,” I said to Dannie, who was dressed as Little Red Riding Hood in a red, black, and white dress with  lace trim, an apron, and a cape, as well as white tights. “Let’s go get some candy!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Oh, Mommy!” Dannie said as she rushed in the front door with her bag of candy.. “Daddy– I mean, Juno– was so cute.”


  I followed slowly, one hand at the small of my back and the other practically dragging my goodies. I blew hair out of my eyes for about the thousandth time.


  “Yeah, it was great,” I said sarcastically, as I plopped down in a chair and lifted my aching feet onto an ottoman. “People asked me when the baby was due and if it was a boy or girl and they wanted to know what I was going to name it.”


  Dannie sat down on the edge of the ottoman and removed my shoes.


  “Thanks, sweetheart,” I said, and wiggled my tiny toes.


  She giggled as she moved to the arm of the chair, and gave me a squeeze. It felt warm and comforting.


  “He– she– told them that she was going to name it ‘Lucifer.’ And you should have seen their faces!” Dannie said, her green eyes sparkling.


   Paul sat on the other arm and hugged me from that side.


  “I would have expected no less from a saucy wench like you,” he said with a big smile and patted my tummy.


  “I want a beer,” I said as I squirmed in the chair and pulled at one of my bra straps. “And this bra is killing me!”


  “You’re too young to drink and you have a bun in the oven,” Paul said as he headed for the kitchen. “I’ll get you a nice, soothing cup of Earl Grey tea.”


  Actually, the tea did seem to help me relax, as Dannie excitedly told Paul about the cute costumes that we had seen, the houses with the best treats, and  her friend Michelle’s invitation to spend Saturday night at her house. At some point, I guess, I felt asleep in the chair, because, the next thing I knew, a geeky boy who strangely resembled my wife was gently shaking me by the shoulder.


  Or was I dreaming about this strange character waking me up? When I opened my eyes, I knew I had to be dreaming. I had boobs, and I  was wearing an orange dress with a jack-o’-lantern face covering my huge belly. Oh, my God, this wasn’t a dream. It was a nightmare!


  “Shhh! Shhh! It’s okay,” the geeky boy said. “You must have been having a bad dream.”


  I shook my head, felt the weight of long hair, and put my small hands on my huge belly.


  “No,” I said. “I just woke up to a bad reality.”


  Paul helped me to my feet and took my hand.


  “I hated to wake you up,” he said. “Doing all that walking with that extra weight is exhausting,” he said. “Believe me, I know.


  “You were sleeping so soundly, I almost just let you spend the night in the chair,” he added. “But you’ll be more comfortable in bed. Dannie’s already asleep in her room. She was tired too.”


  In the bedroom, Paul helped me get undressed and we went to bed. I was in a fresh pair of cotton panties and a knee length nightgown. He was in a pair of my boxer shorts and a tee shirt.


  “Thanks for being such a good sport about this,” he said as we lay in the dark. “You’re probably going to have trouble getting comfortable. That’s why I almost left you in the chair.”


  I was on my back, my hands on my belly because I didn’t know what else to do with them. At least I no longer had that torture device around my chest.


  “No kidding,” I said. “But, you’re welcome. I know how much you love Halloween. But please, I don’t want to be pregnant again.”


  I felt his body shift and then he kissed me.


  “I do love it and you won’t be. I promise,” he said.


  Following a long pause, he added, “You’re not the only one feeling discomfort, you know. And every time I kiss you … “


  I giggled, a distinctly girly giggle that almost took my breath away. Was that me? Of course, it was. For the time being, I was a teen girl, not a man. And I was lying in bed next to my boyfriend, who was awkwardly telling me how much I turned him on.


  “Oh, cry me a river,” I laughed softly.


  He chuckled, “But you don’t understand. Every time I kiss you, it gets hard and, at first, feels really good. Then it almost hurts.


  “And lying here in bed next to you, touching your soft skin, and smelling your hair, it really does hurt. It feels like it’s going to explode.”


  Again I giggled and said, “Oh, please. Man up, Paul!”


  He rolled over, put his arm across my pregnant belly, and nuzzled my ear. I felt his rock hard erection pressing against my hip.


  “I want to ‘man up.’ That’s the point,” he whispered. “And I know that you like it when I kiss you. I can tell.”


  I laughed and pushed him away.


  “Not tonight,” I said playfully. “I have a headache … And I’m pregnant.”


  In the dark, I heard him sigh and roll onto his back.


  “I don’t blame you,” he said. “I deserve that. And I’m definitely not going to pressure you.”


  Suddenly, I realized that he didn’t understand that I was teasing him, that I was turned on too. Men could be so dense sometimes!


  I rolled onto my left side and saw the source of his pain tenting up against white boxer shorts. As I reached across and grabbed it, I heard him gasp.


  “Get out of those shorts, and I’ll make the pain go away,” I whispered.


  *     *     *     *     *


  What’s a teen girl– even a pregnant teen girl–  to do on a Saturday when she has nothing else to do? Why, she goes shopping, of course.


  “Oh, come on, Daddy– I mean, Juno– it will be fun,” Dannie pleaded. “You and Paul still have all day before you can turn back, and all you’ve got to wear are those frumpy old costume clothes and the orange dress. Let’s get you something cute.”


  Paul had dressed in some of my man clothes again. I was still in my knee-length nightgown. He laughed.


  “Yes, let’s get you something cute!” he said.


  Actually, although I tried not to show it, the idea did appeal to me. I mean, considering what I had done the night before with my hands and mouth, I was now in full-girl mode and that meant wearing pretty clothes.


  I had to wear my original Juno clothes to the mall, but I came home in a cute, little blue floral dress that reached to about mid thigh. It was sleeveless and tiered at the bust, with a flared skirt.  Of course, that wasn’t the only thing I tried on. Paul and Dannie “forced” me to model all kinds of cute clothes for them, including a  distressed denim overall dress and a camisole midi dress with a baby peaking out just below the waist. We had to stop often for me to rest. But I have to admit, it was worth it. I loved the way I looked in the dress. And I loved the way it felt, especially when the hem brushed against my bare legs.


  Then we had a late lunch at the food court and dropped off Dannie at her friend’s for the sleepover.


  By the time Paul and I got home, we had less than an hour left before we could return to our original bodies by simply saying “Un be it.”


  To pass the time, we cuddled on the couch, and made small talk, just like boyfriend and girlfriend. As Paul rubbed his large hand along my bare leg, I stopped it with my much smaller one.


  “You’re going to get yourself in trouble again,” I giggled. “You’ll get all hard and whine about how it hurts and beg me to make it all better.”


  He used his other hand to squeeze one of my breasts.


  “Would that be so bad?” he said in a husky voice.


  I pushed his hand away from my boob and crossed my arms on my belly.


  “Well, maybe not for you,” I said. “But what about me? A girl has needs too, you know. What are you going to do about that?


  “After you got what you wanted last night, you fell asleep on me.”


  Paul blushed and put his hand atop mine on my pregnant belly.


  “I’ll make it up to you. I promise,” he said.


  I shook my head and looked over at the clock on the wall.


  “We don’t have time for you to make it up to me the way that I want you to,” I said. “In just a couple of minutes, our 24 hours will be up.”


  He looked over at the clock and smiled.


  “The package didn’t say that we have to change back at 24 hours,” he grinned. “It said we could change back after 24 hours.”


  He stood up and then pulled me to my feet.


  “Dannie’s not here and we have the whole night to ourselves. What do you say? Can I make it up to you in the bedroom.”


  I leaned up and kissed him. Then I gently squeezed the bulge between his legs.


  “I was hoping you could talk me into it, you silver-tongued devil,” I giggled. “Let’s go.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  The sex was like nothing I’d ever experienced during my 40 years as a man. Paul had warned me that a woman’s sex drive can be intensified during pregnancy. Of course, I hadn’t had sex as a woman who wasn’t pregnant, so I had no way of comparison. But I certainly wouldn’t argue with him about it.


  Paul didn’t fall asleep either. I didn’t let him. Unlike that first night together, when I’d been embarrassed to acknowledge my own sexual needs, I embraced my female desire and, with occasional pauses to allow him to catch his breath and rehydrate, I kept him aroused and eager to please me.


  Of course, my belly complicated some positions, such as missionary style. But there were plenty of other options. Paul took me from behind as we lay side by side. He pulled me to the edge of the bed, spread my legs, and took me straight on. And he mounted me doggy style, my breasts swinging free below me. That was my favorite, as evidenced by my screams for more and more and more …


  Poor Paul. Eventually, I did allow him to sleep and snuggled into his chest, my tummy pressed against his side and my arm over his chest.


  A few hours later, barefoot and dressed in my cute dress again, I cooked a late breakfast for my man.


  “Cut it out!” I said, as he pressed his erection against my bottom, while I scrambled eggs. “Dannie’s going to be back later today, you know.”


  Then I put the spatula down on the counter and turned around. I locked my arms around Paul’s neck and kissed him hard.


  “I need to get some nourishment in you so we can have sex again before she comes home!”


  We did too. Several more times. Then we both dressed in our original Juno and Paulie clothing and  retrieved the package with the magic coins from the top of the refrigerator.


  “Well, that was a weekend I’ll never forget,” Paul said.


  “You think?” I laughed.


  Then I felt it.


  “Oh, my God,” I exclaimed. “My belly. Something moved in it.”


  My knees weakened and Paul helped me to a chair.


  “That can’t be,” he said. “This was just a magical manifestation of two movie characters. The girl in the movie wasn’t really pregnant. And you’re not supposed to be either.”


  “Tell me about it,” I said, feeling my face break out in a panicky sweat. “Hand me that coin. I’ve had enough of this.”


  Paul handed one to me, clinched the other, and said, “Un be it.”


  And instantly my boyfriend was my wife again.


  But I was still Juno. I looked down at my still pregnant body in the cute little dress and screamed.


  “Oh, no,” Bella gasped. “Why didn’t you change back?”


  “I told you I felt something,” I sobbed. “I’m really pregnant!”


  The small print on the coin package confirmed that. It said that staying as the Juno character past 24 hours would result in a real pregnancy and the instant mother-to-be would have to carry to full term before she could change back to her original form.


  So I became Dannie’s pregnant cousin and Bella’s pregnant niece. Duncan took an unexpected leave of absence from work for two months. And Dannie told me that I now had no excuse not to buy lots and lots of cute maternity clothes.


  Of course, we’ll put the baby up for adoption, just as the real Juno did. In no way am I prepared to be an unmarried teen mother, although sometimes I do have thoughts about what it would be like.


  Was the sex worth it?


  As I sit here eating pickles and ice cream, with my swollen feet elevated, thinking about that night still makes my swollen nipples hard. So, yes, I guess it was. 


  




  

    2. Mommy-To-Be


  


  

    April


  


  It was a normal late Saturday morning at my girlfriend’s house– until the screaming started.


  The screamee was my girlfriend’s 16-year-old daughter, Tiffany.


  “What’s wrong? What happened?” I asked anxiously as Linda pulled Tiff through the kitchen, where I was finishing up the dishes, and into the living room.


  I followed. Linda sat down on the sofa and pulled her daughter next to her. Tiff was sobbing more than screaming now, but …


  Tiffany no longer looked like the brown-eyed girl that she had been just a few minutes before, when the two of them went to the basement to do laundry. Tiffany looked like … Well, she looked a lot like her pregnant best friend Paige. How was that possible?


  But it was true. Tiffany’s hair was shorter and turning blonde. Her eyes were blue. She was growing taller right before my eyes. And then there was the baby bump. There was no mistaking that.


  “What happened?” I asked again.


  “Look at me!” Tiff sobbed. “I’m not me anymore. Who am I?”


  Linda and I looked at one another and then my girlfriend said, “Sweetie, I think you’re turning into Paige.”


  Tiffany looked down at her growing belly and the sobbing intensified. “Oh, my God, you’re right! I’m pregnant. I can’t be pregnant! How did this happen?”


  Linda leaned into the daughter who had suddenly grown taller than her and stroked her hair.


   “Shh. Shhh. It’s okay, honey. We’ll figure this out.”


  Tiffany now was an exact twin for Paige, only in clothes far too small for her taller frame. For the first time, I noticed that she had some costume jewelry in her hand. Tiff held it up when she saw where I was looking.


  “This shocked me,” she said. “And then I started to change.”


  She tossed it onto a pile of clothes next to her that probably should have gone into the laundry basket. Tiffany typically left her stuff scattered all over the house.


  Just then, the doorbell rang, and before Linda had a chance to answer it, Paige’s mother burst into the house.


  “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that I didn’t knock,” she said. “But Paige is missing. She was supposed to be home hours ago. Have you … “


  And then she saw Tiffany– or rather who used to be Tiffany but now appeared to be Paige.


  “You were supposed to be home long ago, young lady. We’re moving to California tomorrow, and you know it. You have to get packed. And your father has to start his new job on Wednesday. We don’t have time to waste,” she said. “Why didn’t you call? Why are you still here?”


  Paige’s mother started toward the girl that she thought was her daughter. Linda stepped between them.


  “That’s not Paige,” she said. “That’s Tiffany.”


  The obvious idiocy of that statement stunned Paige’s mother into silence, for a moment at least. Then she laughed. And laughed. And laughed.


  “Very funny,” she said. Then she turned to Tiffany and added, “Why are you wearing Tiffany’s clothes? Go put on your own. We’re going home.”


  Linda crossed her arms.


  “She’s not going anywhere,” she said.


  Previously shocked into silence by the insanity of this situation, I suddenly realized that I must get involved, if for nothing else than to avoid the two women fighting.


  “Linda is telling the truth,” I said as I crossed and sat down next to Tiffany, putting my arm around her. “I saw Tiffany change into Paige. It really happened.”


  Feeling an uncomfortable lump, I stood up slightly and pulled the clothes and the jewelry out from under me. Something shocked me.


  But I was too concerned about what was happening between Linda and Paige’s mother to give it much thought.


  “You’re both lying,” she said. “Or maybe you’re both crazy. Paige, why don’t you say something?”


  Just then, Linda glanced at me and her jaw dropped. “Oh, Bryan, now you’re changing too!” she shrieked.


  Tiffany looked too and her new blue eyes grew as large as saucers. “Oh, no, you’re turning into me!”


  Tiffany then looked up at the woman who thought she was her mother. “I’m not Paige,” she said. “I’m Tiffany. Really, Mrs. Mueller, I am. And now Bryan’s turning into me. I know it’s crazy. I know it is. But it’s true.”


  Still, Mrs. Mueller didn’t seem swayed by what she heard and what she  now saw, a grown man turning into a teenage girl. Even though I wasn’t all me anymore, I retained enough of myself to realize that this was a dangerous situation and I had to try to do something to prevent someone from being hurt.


  Paige’s mother still intended to push past Linda. I tried to stand up to intervene, but with shorter legs and a shift in my center of gravity I fell back on the couch next to Tiffany.  Fortunately, a phone call intervened.  Mrs. Mueller’s instinct to instantly answer a call outweighed her intent to do battle with Linda and take her daughter home.


  “John, I’ve found …” she started to say after she answered, but never finished.


  “What? Where? She’s at the bus station? With Bill? Are you sure?


  “Yes, I know you know what your own daughter looks like. But are you sure it’s her? Okay, okay. I believe you. I’ll be right there.”


  As she clicked off the call, Mrs. Mueller looked totally shell-shocked.


  “I don’t know what’s going on here. You should all be ashamed of yourselves.”


  And she stormed out the door.


  All eyes turned to me. I knew why Tiffany had been screaming. I wanted to scream, but I did not. Tiffany stood up and looked down at me.


  “Oh, Bryan, I’m so sorry. You are me. I don’t know why. But you are. Just like I’m Paige.


   Linda sat down next to me and gestured for Tiffany to sit on the other side of her. Then she put her arms around both our shoulders.


  “This is insane, I know,” she said. “If I hadn’t seen what happened, I wouldn’t believe it either. Magic like this just isn’t real. But here we are.”


  She pulled me into her. I didn’t resist. I just felt numb and lifeless, as if I were a spectator instead of a participant in this Freaky Friday fantasy. For a moment, when there was danger, adrenaline kept me going, ignoring what was happening to my body. Now the danger was gone. And, so it seemed, was the person I used to be. Instead of an adult male, I was a petite girl. My mind simply couldn’t process that.


  “Paige’s mother saw you change from Bryan into Tiff, and she still didn’t believe it,” she said. “I still don’t believe it. My daughter’s her pregnant best friend. And my boyfriend is my daughter.”


  I sensed Linda turn to me, but I kept my head down. I wouldn’t, I couldn’t make eye contact. I was too embarrassed. Too humiliated. Even though I had done nothing wrong, it felt like I had. Fortunately, my male clothes were baggy enough that I couldn’t see the breasts that I felt on my chest.


  “Bryan, I know that this is the most difficult for you. You’re a 40-year-old man in the body of a 16-year-old girl. I can’t imagine how you must feel.”


  She squeezed my shoulder. “But don’t worry. We’ll figure out what happened, and we’ll reverse it. I promise you.


  “But first things, first,” she said as she got up, grabbed my hand and pulled me up with her. “Until we get this fixed, you can’t walk around like that. Let’s get you into some of Tiffany’s clothes, and then we’ll research this necklace on the internet.


  The real Tiffany, now a blonde six inches taller than me and six months’ pregnant, took my other hand. “I hate this too,” she said. “But we’ll get through it together, you’ll see. With any luck, we’ll be like this for only a little while.”


  *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *


  In Tiffany’s bedroom, I made a concentrated effort not to look in a mirror. How I felt was bad enough. To see how I looked, I was afraid, would push me over the edge.


  I had already stepped out of my shoes in the living room, and if Linda and the new Paige hadn’t been holding me up, I would have tripped on my jeans. My too large socks fell off in the hall.


  “Drop those pants and take off that shirt,” Linda said.


  I did, and stood there in my boxers. The cool air on my bare chest– my breasts!– felt so disturbing that I nearly looked down.  Instead, I closed my eyes.


  “Boxers too,” she added, and I complied.


  “Okay, put on these panties and shorts.”


  I opened my eyes just enough to take them. Then I backed up to the bed and sat down to put them on. The soft cotton of the panties snugged up against my crotch– my now flat crotch. The denim shorts wouldn’t go on.


  “Lie down on your back and pull them up,” the new Paige suggested. “That’s easier.”


  Linda saw how miserable I was about all this. “I’m so, so sorry, sweetie,” she said. “This will soon be over. Now, stand up, please and turn around.”


  With my eyes still closed, I could feel her put my arms through straps and then close a snap at the middle of my back. A bra! I was wearing a bra! And I could feel my breasts–- No, not my breasts! Tiffany’s breasts! I could feel Tiffany’s breasts lift and lighten, while the straps pulled down on my shoulders.


  “And here’s a top,” Linda said. “Tiff, put her– I’m sorry, Bryan, but that’s what you are for the moment–  put her hair up in a ponytail so it won’t bother her so much. She’s not used to long hair. And find her some shoes, maybe flip-flops. Those are easy. Then you two meet me in my office and we’ll see if we can’t figure out what happened and how to fix it.”


  

    MAY


  


  Using the internet, we found out what happened to Tiffany and me. The legendary Medallion of Zulo is what happened to us. Linda found all kinds of references to how it worked and how mysterious it is, suddenly appearing and then disappearing at the worst times. Tiffany had found it  as the two were doing laundry in the basement, using a washer that came with the house when Linda bought it two years ago.


  Paige had spent the night before with Tiffany and left some of her clothes behind. Tiff tossed them in the basket to wash with hers. And when  she accidentally dropped Paige’s bra behind the washer, she touched the medallion at the same time she picked up the bra. Likewise, I had touched the medallion and Tiffany’s clothes at the same time when I pulled them out from under me.


  Finding information that helped explain what happened seemed to bring me out of the almost-zombie-like trance I was in, which was good. But as I came back to reality, I also realized how alien my new body seemed. I was shorter and softer. My hips felt gigantic and my breasts even more so. The bra seemed to be some sort of torture device that put pressure on me in all kinds of new places. Panties and shorts pressed so tightly against my groin that I couldn’t believe they weren’t crushing my balls … Except that I no longer had balls. As Linda had said, I was a 40-year-old man in the body of a 16-year-old girl.


  And my toes. My toes had pink nails!


  I willed myself to ignore the physical discomfort of it all and focus on what Linda told us as she read from the screen.


  “This all just seems to be hearsay and folklore,” she said. “But some of the information does accurately describe the necklace. So that’s encouraging.


  “Also, there’s good news and bad news,” she said looking up, first at her pregnant daughter and then me. “The good news is that Bryan should be able to change back to himself in 12 hours.” 


  “All right!” I screamed in a high, feminine voice that startled me so much that I quickly put  a hand over my mouth. Linda and the new Paige laughed at what must have been a shocked look on my face.


  “All right,” I said in a quieter, but still disturbingly feminine voice. Suddenly I had hope and I felt more like my old self, only in drag.


  “What’s the bad news?” the real Tiffany asked.


  “Well, maybe it’s not bad. I don’t know,” Linda said. “But it definitely seems to be something to be concerned about.


  “Anyone who gets pregnant while in someone else’s body can’t change back until the baby is born,” Linda says. “But it doesn’t say what will happen if you get changed into a body that is pregnant. So maybe you can change back after 12 hours and maybe you can’t. You might have to wait three months before you can become Tiffany again. We’ll just have to wait and see.”


  The longest 12 hours of my life followed– 12  hours that we spent  making forced conversation, cooking lunch, finishing the laundry, and trying to ignore the bizarre reality that Tiffany now was her pregnant friend and I was my girlfriend’s daughter.


  When the time came, Tiffany touched the medallion and some of her own clothes. Her body shifted slightly. Her hair started to darken. Then the changes stopped and she was Paige’s pregnant twin again.


  “I was afraid of this,” Linda said. “And I’ve been thinking about what we will have to do because of it.


  “Come on, girls, let’s sit down on the sofa and I’ll tell you what I think we should do.”


  I shook my head, feeling the ponytail– my ponytail–  sway to and fro. “I’m not a girl,” I said.


  Linda smiled. “Well,” she said as we sat down. “About that.


  “Tiffany is stuck as Paige until she has the baby in July. That’s three months. There’s nothing we can do about that.”


  I quickly saw where this was going. “No! No!” I said, crossing my arms under my breasts. “I won’t be Tiffany for three months! I have a life too, you know.”


  Linda put her hand on my  leg, my smooth, bare leg. It felt good– and bad.


  “I know you do, sweetie,” she said. “Believe me, I know that. And you’re my boy friend. I don’t want you to be my daughter for one second longer than you have to be.


  “But how do we explain Tiffany’s absence for three months if you turn back to yourself? She’s a child. People will ask questions. Her friends. Her teachers. My friends and the people that I work with. She can’t just disappear.”


  I shook my head side to side and bit my lip. Tears welled up in my eyes.


  “You’re an adult,” she continued. “Well …  you were an adult, an adult who works at home, lives in a rural area, and travels often. Your temporary disappearance won’t raise nearly as many alarm bells.”


  She reached over and turned my face toward hers. With a tissue she gently wiped my eyes and then gave me another to blow my nose. I hadn’t cried like this since … well, never. I couldn’t believe what an emotional wreck I suddenly had become. She hugged me and I sobbed on her shoulder.


  Intellectually, as a 40-year-old man, I knew that what Linda was proposing made sense. But as an adolescent with a whole new set of hormones– female hormones— I didn’t want to hear it. I wanted to be me again, dammit!


  “Okay,” I finally whispered. “Okay, I’ll do it because I love you and because I love Tiffany.


  I lifted my head and smiled, not a  totally sincere smile, but not a totally fake one either. “But after three months, I’m going to be the manliest man you’ve ever seen! And you’ll just have to live with it, woman! No more washing dishes either!” I said, before blowing my nose again.


  Linda patted me on the head and handed me another tissue.


  “You’ve got a deal,” she said with a smile. “


  *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *    *


  Because Paige’s mother had seen me change into Tiffany, Linda was able to convince her to not tell the school that Paige was moving away with the family. The story would be that she was staying behind to live with her best friend, Tiffany, and finish her sophomore year before joining her family in California. When the baby was born, it would be put up for adoption, Tiffany would change back into herself, and I would be Brian again.


  At least that was the plan.


  Because Tiffany and Paige really were besties, Tiffany would have little difficulty pretending to be her friend, and, because we were living together, she could coach me on how to be her 24/7.  And from the moment that I agreed to the plan, Linda said, I would be called Tiff or Tiffany at all times and the real Tiffany would be called Paige.


  The new name was the least of reality-changing adjustments for me. I had to go to school again– as a girl. I had to walk, and talk, and act like a girl. I had to wear girl clothes. Oh, the clothes. They were tight, and soft, and skimpy, and, well, embarrassing! When I wore a skirt or dress– and Linda said that I had to because her real daughter wore them– I felt naked and exposed. Although my boobs weren’t particularly large– 34B— they seemed to get in the way all the time. I hated wearing bras. And I hated not wearing bras because it hurt when I didn’t. My shoulder-length hair was always in the way too, if I didn’t put it in a ponytail. But Mom said that I couldn’t wear it that way all the time. And earrings bugged the hell out of me, especially hoops, but Linda said I should wear them too.


  Finally, though, I started to develop a fashion sense for my teen girl body. I learned which tops to wear with shorts and which to wear with skirts. I learned which shoes went with dresses and which ones did not. I learned to put on makeup, fix my hair, and do my nails. I learned how to walk in heels and properly carry a purse. And I learned how to deal with a period– Yech!


  I also realized that I was wearing some of the same clothes and shoes that I had bought the real Tiffany as birthday and Christmas presents. Weirdorama.


  On Friday of my second week as Tiff, I noticed Linda watching me as I swung my bare legs into the car for her to drive us to school. I adjusted the seat belt between my breasts, checked my face in the mirror of the sun visor … and saw that she still was staring.


  “What?” I asked, throwing my hands wide.


  Linda laughed. “Oh, Brian, you’re a natural,” she said.


  “Thanks a lot!” I said, as I crossed my arms and legs and kicked off the heel of one of my flats. “Now, can we go to school, please? I don’t want to be late.”


  Mom patted my smooth leg. “You bet,” she said as she put the car in reverse.


  “And don’t call me Brian,” I added as I took  sunglasses off my head, put them in my purse, and then adjusted the hem of my dress. “I’m Tiffany, remember?”


  Keeping her eyes on the rearview mirror, Linda said, “I hope you have Tampons in your purse. You’re probably going to need one today.”


  From the back seat, Paige chimed in. “It started last night. I made sure she has some, along with extra panties.”


  Not long after, Paige called to me one night as we lay in our beds in the room that we now shared. “Tiff, Tiff,” she whispered. “You’re really getting the hang of this being a girl. You’re not embarrassing me anymore.


  “Tiff? Did you hear me? You’re doing really good. I know it’s difficult for you and I’m sorry if I was too critical.”


  I heard her all right, but I pretended to be asleep. Her words had sent a chill down my spine. I really was getting the hang of being a girl– and I didn’t want to. I was losing myself. I had to remember who I was, even as I pretended to be someone else so that we could pull of this absurd three-month masquerade.


  I’m not sure how long we lay there in the darkness before Paige made it worse. “It’s not like we’re pretending anymore,” she said. “It’s like we really are best friends.”


  Probably worst of all, pretending required that I spend time with Tiffany’s boyfriend, Eric, while Paige, for some reason, found herself drawn to Bill, the father of her baby.


  Our first Saturday night date, just one week after I became Tiff, came much too soon. I wasn’t ready, although Paige assured me that I was.               She was wrong. Dinner and a movie were okay, but then we were alone in his car in a dark driveway. And I could see it coming. He was going to kiss me. When he did, I feared that I would hurl pepperoni pizza all over the front seat of his Camaro. Instead, I closed my eyes and pretended that I was Bryan kissing  Linda. That seemed to help and I actually felt like my old self as  I enjoyed the brief moment of passion.


  But Linda didn’t squeeze my breasts. She didn’t lift my top and suck on my nipples. She didn’t put her hand under my skirt and feel me up.


  Oh, Christ! It was awful and wonderful. Little electric shocks zapped down through my tummy from my engorged nipples to my wet– well, you know– and back again. I wiggled and moaned. I pressed myself against Eric and he pushed his tongue into my mouth.


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” I hissed in his ear. As a man,  arousal had been focused mostly in one place for me. As a girl, it lit me up like a Roman candle, from my tiny toes to the base of my pony tail. My ears seemed on fire. As if he knew that, Eric raised his head and put his tongue in one of them to turn up the heat– and the desire.


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” I said again, as he started to pull down my little cotton panties with the red hearts.


  “Oh, no! No!” I yelled suddenly, as a remnant of the man that I once was gained control. I pushed Eric away and pulled my panties back up.


  “Not in the car!” I said. “Not in our driveway! My mother might be watching!”


  What was the real reason? Was I holding on to manhood buried deep inside a teenage girl who yearned to do the dirty deed right then and there, no matter who was watching? Or did I really think that this wasn’t the proper place?


  “I’m sorry,” I said and gave Eric a quick kiss. “I’ll make it up to you. I promise. I had a nice time. Night.”


  And I was out of the Camaro and running for the front door before he could respond. My mind raced as I stepped inside, hoping to avoid Mom on the way to my bedroom. What did I just say to Eric? That I would “make it up to him”? Did I mean it? Of course I didn’t. Or maybe I did.


  “How was your date with Eric?” Linda said suddenly from behind me. Where had she been hiding?


  “It was fine,” I said, as I stopped and tapped my shoe on the hardwood floor. “Really, it was fine.”


  Linda put her hands on my shoulders.


  “Oh, Brian, I hope that you will forgive me when this is all over. If there had been any other way, believe me, I wouldn’t have asked you to do this.”


  Arms crossed below my breasts, I continued to tap my foot and fought back tears.


  “I know,” I said softly. “I know. Can I go now? I’m tired.”


  Mom turned me around. “Give me a hug first,” she said. “I want to know that you’re okay.”


  We hugged, our boobs pressing together. As a man for 40 years, I had no idea how such intimacy between mother and daughter was supposed to feel. It was comforting. And it was disturbing, although not nearly as disturbing as what had almost just happened in the Camaro.


  “Good night, Tiff,” Linda said. “Sweet dreams.”


  Yeah, like that was going to happen. 


  From then on, I insisted that we double-date with Paige and Bill whenever possible, although Paige didn’t always want to do that. Otherwise, I made sure that Eric and I always were in a place where we could not pick up where we left off that night in his Camaro. I knew that was something he wanted to do, and, with a little encouragement, I was afraid that it was something that I wanted as well.


  But prom was coming up. I didn’t know what teens do these days after prom– or maybe even during it– but I had a pretty good idea.  The thought excited me. It made my panties wet and my nipples hard. It also scared me. The real me– Bryan– seemed to be slipping farther and farther away. Could I keep hold of the real me until Paige had her baby?


  Paige and I spent one whole Saturday trying on prom dresses and shopping for accessories. As, side by side, we appraised our appearance in  full-length mirror in a dress shop, I realized that Bryan still was alive inside  the daughter of his girlfriend. I had been a girl long enough to know that the default setting for judging one’s appearance when trying on clothes, especially prom dresses, is criticism. But I could truly appreciate the beauty of these two teens, even as I knew that Paige was thinking that she looked ugly because of her enlarged breasts and the baby bump.


  As if on cue, she proved me right. “I look horrible,” she said. “I can’t go to prom looking like this.”


  I shook my head, as we continued to stare at our reflections. “No you’re not,” I said. “You are beautiful. And you are going. We are besties, remember?”


  In truth, pregnancy made her even more attractive. With short blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, she stood an elegant 5-8 without heels. She had a straight nose, high cheek bones, and a blinding smile.  As a woman, she wouldn’t be just beautiful, she would be breathtaking.


  On the other hand, I could only be described as terminally cute. I had shoulder-length curly, brown hair, big brown eyes, an upturned nose, full lips, and braces. Braces for cripe’s sake! And pink, no less! The real Tiffany would have judged my body to be too fat, but the Bryan in me knew that it was just right, with perky boobs and a bottom just  big enough to complete my hour-glass shape.


  With my encouragement, Paige selected a long, emerald green grown. I couldn’t make up my mind, but kept returning to  a short, flirty dress, with bodice of silver sequins and a sweetheart neckline. The hot pink skirt was layered silk and barely thigh length.


  Finally, Paige could contain herself no longer. “Oh, my God, Tiffany, take that one already. You know that you want it. And it is so you,” she gushed. “Eric will love it!”


  Then she laughed. “And all the other boys will too. Girl, you are so hot!”
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  Six weeks after prom, Paige wakened me from a sound sleep. “Tiff. Tiff. I need to talk to you. Tiff, are you awake?”


  I raise up on one elbow, not even noticing anymore the way the weight shifted on my chest whenever I moved my body without a bra on. “I am now. What’s up?”


  Paige raised up too, and I heard her groan a little bit, which reminded me that the baby was due in just another month.


  “I don’t want to give up the baby for adoption,” she said. “I want to keep it.”


  I wasn’t sure that I heard her correctly. “Say that again,” I said.


  “I want to keep the baby,” she said.


  This time, I sat bolt upright, and, without even thinking about it, straightened my tank top over my breasts, as I plopped both feet on the floor.


  “Have you told Mom?” I asked.


  Paige sat up too. “No, and I’m not going to. You know how she is. She’s stubborn. She has a plan and she’s going to stick to it.”


  I stepped across the darkness and sat next to my bestie. “But if you’re not going to tell her … “


  Paige put her fingers on my lips. “I’m not going to be Tiffany again either. I’m going to be Paige. Bill loves me and I love him. We’re going to run away together.”


  I didn’t say anything immediately, and, as I thought about it, what she was saying made perfect sense. Even before the prom, I had noticed Paige wanting to spend time alone with Bill. After the prom, she wanted it even more. The real Paige and Bill had been in love too, but her parents had prevented her from seeing him after she got pregnant. That was one of the reasons that her father accepted a job offer in California. And the main reason that Paige and Bill wanted to run away together.


  “Truthfully, I’m not surprised,” I finally said. “That baby has been a part of you for two months.”


  I put my small hand on her belly. “And it’s part of Bill too.”


  Paige squeezed my hand. “But I don’t want to hurt Mom. If I run away with Bill, she won’t have a daughter anymore once you turn back into Bryan.”


  I put my arm around my best friend and pulled her close.


  “Well, girl friend, I’ve been planning to tell you something as well, but I didn’t know how to do it because I didn’t want to hurt you.”


  Her blue eyes looked down into my brown. “What is it?” she said.


  “I’m not going back to being Bryan anytime soon,” I said, as I pushed long, brown hair behind one ear. “I missed my period.


  “I’m going to be a mommy too.” 
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  My smart, beautiful daughter, Nicole,  was scheduled to leave for college in little more than a  week.  But I had a fear– perhaps irrational– that she wouldn’t follow through. I was afraid that she would change her mind at the last minute, forfeit her academic scholarship, and stay home to be near her boyfriend, Mason, who was going to the local community college.


  From there, the next step would be living together, followed by an unplanned pregnancy and a decision to stay home with the baby, instead of following her dream to become a doctor.


  I guess that I’m being judgmental here, but I saw that very thing happen to my sister. Then, as a high school teacher, I saw it occur year after year with my female students.  Their senior year, they had big plans and ambitions.  And the next, they were working as cashiers at McDonald’s or Walmart.


  I didn’t want that to happen to my daughter. I didn’t want her to end up barefoot and pregnant before she was 20.


  In hindsight, I guess that I should have trusted her  to make the right decision for herself and then supported her, whatever her choice. She was 18, after all. And my wife Brooke and I had encouraged her to be strong and independent.


  But I didn’t.


  It wasn’t like I was looking for a way to ensure that Nicole didn’t stay home to be with her boyfriend.  It was just that, quite by accident, I came across a way to do that, while on a business trip to New Orleans. It’s amazing what you can chance upon in out-of-the-way corners of the French Quarter late at night.


  So, on a Thursday in early August, I presented the offer to Nicole  and my wife, without telling Brooke my true intention. Hair still damp, Nicole had just come back from the public pool and wore an orange bikini, with a top that tied behind the neck.


  “$1,000 for a shopping trip? Really?” Nicole asked. “What’s the catch?”


  Brooke nodded and added, “Yeah, Alex, what’s the catch?”


  The two clearly were mother and daughter, both attractive brunettes with green eyes, long legs, and slender figures. During our 20 years of marriage, Brooke had filled out a bit, but it had been in all the right places. When she was all dressed up, she still took my breath away. And I had no doubt that Nicole would do the same to some lucky man– hopefully not Mason.


  Hands turned up in front of me, I feigned innocence.


  “Catch? No, catch,” I said. “It’s just that I suspect that Nicole probably would like some new clothes for college.


  “I suspect that you wouldn’t mind some as well,” I added, looking at Brooke.


  “Yeah, right,” Nicole said. “Daddy, I know that you’re afraid that I’ll back out of going away to college at the last minute to stay with Mason. This offer has something to do with that. Right?”


  I smiled and nodded.


  “You caught me. Yes, it does,” I said. “I want you to see that you can have a good time without him for a few days. And I don’t think that you would mind some new clothes. Right?”


  Nicole crossed her arms. “And?”


  “Okay, here’s the deal, princess,” I said as I put my arm around her bare shoulders. “I need some reassurance, okay?


  “If you will leave your cell phone here with me, drive up to the Mall of Americas early tomorrow and spend the weekend there with your mother, shopping and having a good time, I’ll feel a lot more confident that you are going away to college and follow your dream to be a doctor.”


  She looked up at me. “But, Daddy, my phone? What’s the point of that?”


  Brooke cocked a green eye. She too was suspicious.


  “Yeah, Alex, what’s the point of that?”


  “It’s called going cold turkey,” I said. “Look, you know that I’m a bit paranoid about this. I’ve told you about my sister and I’ve talked to you about how sad it makes me to see my former students not following their dreams.”


  Brooke and Nicole looked at one another.


  “Hey, humor me, okay?” I added, seeing from their expressions that my strategy was working. “I’m offering to give my two favorite girls a shopping weekend, and asking only a small favor in return.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  On Friday, I gave them three hours to drive to the mall and then called Brooke to confirm that they arrived safely.


  “Have a great time, and I’ll see you Sunday afternoon,” I said as I hung up.


  Then I went into Nicole’s bedroom.


  Oh, crap! I couldn’t believe that I actually was going to do this.


  Do it? Hell, I still very much doubted it would even work.  But Brooke and Nicole were away for the weekend and I had the item I purchased at the little magic store in the French Quarter. Might as well try it.


  I pulled pink panties out of a drawer and wrapped them around my wrist. Then I snapped a silver band on top and lay down on the bed, a white pillow with glittery eyelashes under my head.


  Calling the band a “body double bracelet,” a store employee named Boudreau had said, “We just got a new shipment in two days ago, but they’re going fast. You want to be somebody else for awhile? This will do it.”


  Simply wrap something with the DNA on it of the person you want to be around your wrist, he had explained, and then put the band over it.


  “In 15 minutes, you will look just like that person,” he said. “Leave it on longer, and you will be able to act and talk like him. Leave it on long enough, and, Hell, you are him– or her, I guess.


  “I’m not the expert on this that my cousin is. He owns the place and I’m just filling in for him.”


  After 12 hours, he added, you could use the same technique to become yourself  again or even someone else.


  So  … the plan was for me to become Nicole and break up with Mason while she was away for the weekend. Having her cell phone would ensure that they would not communicate– after she called him Thursday night to tell him that she would be out of town and unable to talk or text.


  Not only was I going to break up with him, I was going to be nasty and abrupt in doing it, telling him that I didn’t want to see or talk to him again. Of course, I knew that Nicole would call Mason when she returned, but I was betting that I could do enough damage and cause enough confusion that they would not get back together.


  Yes, I now know that this whole thing was mean and stupid and ill-advised. But I couldn’t see that at the time. I selfishly was thinking of what I wanted for Nicole, instead of allowing her to make her own decisions, without me interfering.


  As I lay there on my daughter’s bed, looking around  at the posters and pictures, the makeup on the vanity table, and the bras and panties in the laundry hamper, I got so creeped out that I closed my eyes. This was so wrong. But not wrong enough that I wouldn’t go through with it – if it even worked at all, which I doubted.


  And with my eyes closed, incredibly, I dozed off. When I awoke, I quickly realized that the band had worked. I looked down to see much smaller feet poking out of my bunched up jeans and, most disturbing, prominent mounds under my tee shirt. When I sat up, I brushed back long, brown hair that had fallen into my face. Twisting around in bed to get up, I noted that  those tiny feet didn’t quite reach the floor.


  I giggled. It was a girlish giggle. A Nicole giggle. Not a sound that a man would make. Startled, I put my hand over my mouth.


  But then I did it again, just for the fun of it.


  I pulled the jeans off my legs and was mortified to see– oooh, gross!– white jockey shorts. I stood up and walked over to the full length mirror on the closet door.


  Oh, this won’t do at all, I thought, as I judged my appearance.


  I pulled a lavender bra and panties out of the white chest of drawers and quickly discarded the men’s clothes. I slipped the panties up my bare legs and snugged them against my flat crotch. I put my arms through the bra straps,  reached behind me to snap the band, and then adjusted my breasts in the cups.


  That’s when it struck me. I had put on a bra without giving it a second thought. I had breasts. I was a girl. I was Nicole! And I still had the silver band pressing the pink panties against my wrist! Quickly I removed them.


  Oh, man, how long had I had them on? And here I was standing in my daughter’s room in her underwear. As my heart raced, I quickly donned an aqua polo and crochet-trim denim shorts, which were on the floor by the bed.


  Looking once more in the mirror, I felt great relief, but I also noticed that my hair was a mess. Oh, that wouldn’t do at all. I sat down at the vanity table and brushed out the tangles. With each stroke I better understood my new reality. I was still me, still Alex, inside my head,  but I had kept the band on long enough that I didn’t just look like Nicole, as the magic shop owner had explained. I also could talk and act like her, as the ease with which I put on my bra demonstrated. And maybe I even was thinking like her as well, I realized, as I put small gold studs in my ears and light makeup on my face.


  That was a good thing, I decided with a smile.  It would make me even more convincing as Nicole when I broke up with Mason and increase the likelihood that he wouldn’t want to have anything more to do with her when she returned Sunday.


  Now, where was my – I mean Nicole’s– phone? It was time to ensure my– I mean Nicole’s– future. 


  *     *     *     *     *


  Well, this wasn’t what I intended.  We were on our way to a pool party at a friend’s house. And I was wearing the bikini that my daughter had on just the day before.


  A few hours before, I  called Mason to tell him that I hadn’t gone on the shopping trip after all and I wanted to talk to him.


  “Great!,” he said. “There’s a pool party at the Simpsons’. Wear that orange bikini, babe. You know I love how you look in that.”


  Yeah, I could have refused. I could have just ended the relationship right there on the phone. But, hey, I had the whole weekend. What was the rush?


  Besides, my man liked me in the orange bikini, and I loved to make him happy. Might as well give him a last look at the merchandise before I closed the store. As I sat in the passenger seat of Mason’s Camaro, with the seatbelt strap between my breasts, it occurred to me that  the bracelet had made me a real life Dr. Jekyll-Mr. Hyde, only I was of two minds in one body, instead of two minds in two bodies.


  Oh, well, nothing to worry about. I might be wearing a little blue sun dress over my bikini  and have my hair up in a high ponytail, but Alex was still in charge. I think. I might be in Nicole’s girly body, and it might be attracted to Mason because he was 6-2 and athletic with a cute smile, but no worries. Later tonight, he would be history.


  Bart Simpson’s parents weren’t home either, so the party included alcohol, mostly rum and vodka for Cokes and orange juice.  Still, things didn’t get out of hand. Most all of them were good kids. I had either taught them in school or knew them by reputation from the other teachers.


  With the exception of that bitch, Rachel. I had seen her coming on to Mason a couple of times in the hall. I’d have to keep an eye on her tonight. She thought that she was so hot in that skimpy little black bikini. Really, she was just a slut and everyone knew it.


  For awhile, the guys  played around in the water, throwing a football and acting all macho the way they do when they know girls are watching. For a brief moment, I actually thought about joining in. Then I realized that watching them kinda turned me on, you know?


  Also, I was having too much fun with the other girls, as we talked about boys and clothes and how excited we were for our first year of college to start.


  “So, Nicole, you’re really going to do it, huh?” a redhead named Emma said. “You’re going almost a thousand miles away to school and leaving Mason here by himself?”


  I smiled as I sipped a rum and coke.


  “Oh, I trust him,” I said, as I stared at Mason’s butt and wondered why I never had noticed how firm it was during all of the times that he had been at our house.


   “Being separated like that will just make our relationship stronger,” I added.


  Rachel giggled and said, “Sure it will, Nicole.”


  That bitch.


  And then it was just like that line from “Gypsies in the Palace” by one of my favorite singers– well, one of Daddy’s favorite singers– Jimmy Buffett: “Hey, Snake, this party’s getting dull. Throw someone in the pool!”


  And that someone was me! Before I knew what was going on, Mason had scooped me up in big, strong arms.


  “No! No!,” I screamed, as I kicked my legs. “Put me down! Put me down!”


  Of course, as I beat on his chest with my little fists, I didn’t really want him to. And of course, he didn’t. Instead he tossed me in the deep end.


  When I came up sputtering, he jumped in beside me and I started splashing him.


  “You bastard!” I shrieked in mock outrage, as he splashed me back.


  Suddenly, we weren’t splashing anymore. Mason grabbed me around my bare middle and started kissing me.             


  I pounded on his shoulders and pulled back.


  “Stop it! Stop it!” I screamed.


  Then Mason smiled and I smiled back. He started laughing and I laughed with him.


  When he kissed me this time, I didn’t fight back. In fact, I locked my arms around his neck as we sank below the surface.  Underwater, we continued kissing, as I wrapped my legs around his mid-section and pressed my breasts against his chest.  He grabbed my bottom with his big, rough hands, and pulled my torso down just far enough that I felt his boner through both his swim shorts and my bikini bottom. I wiggled and squirmed and pushed my body even harder into his.


  Finally, we came up for air.


  “Hey, you two, get a room!” Bart yelled. “All of the bedrooms are empty. Help yourself!”


  Everyone laughed as we swam together into the shallows.


  “Maybe later, right babe?” Mason said, as he pulled me close and kissed me again.


  Thankfully, I sobered up at just about that moment, courtesy of the plunge in the pool and what followed shortly thereafter. No more rum and Cokes for this girl. No more deep-water groping either. I needed to retain control for what was to come later.


  “In your dreams!” I said, making it sound as playful as possible, as I stepped out of the pool and pulled up my bikini bottom with both hands.               The cool air made my nipples hard, and water streamed off my hair and down my back.


  Back at the house, as we pulled into the darkened driveway, Mason said, “I had a good time tonight.”


  Before I could stop myself, I replied, “I did too.”


  Now, how was I supposed to tell this guy to get lost after I just told him that I had a good time? Maybe this wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought.


  Just then, he made it even tougher. After we unbuckled our belts, he leaned across and pressed my right breast with his left hand as he kissed me. His right hand snaked under the hem of dress and stroked my thighs.


  “I’m really going to miss you when you go away to college,” he whispered, as he nuzzled my neck and moved his right hand onto my still damp bikini bottom.


  I moved my head enough to find his lips and kissed him hard, our tongues entwining. I grabbed his face with both hands and turned my body toward his.


  Breathing hard now, I gasped, “I’ll miss you too.”


  No! That’s not what I wanted to say!  Even so, I said it again!


  “I wish that you didn’t have to go,” he said, as he pulled back and smiled sadly, his brown eyes staring into my green.


  Ah, yes! Here it is. The guilt trip. He was going to make it easy for me to break up with him.


  “But I know this is the best thing for you,” he quickly added. “I want you to go.”


  Oh, crap!


  “Tomorrow will be our last Saturday together for awhile,” he continued. “I want to make it special. I want to take you out for a nice romantic dinner. Okay?”


  Oh, double crap!


  How could I break up with the guy when he just said that? Okay,  I’ll just get a free dinner and then do it. No problem. No hurry. I’ll just go inside, change back to Alex until tomorrow afternoon, and then become Nicole again to end the relationship tomorrow night.


  “That sounds nice,” I said and kissed Mason good night. “You better not come inside. It’s late and I don’t want to … “


  “Yeah, I know,” Mason said. “You definitely don’t want to wake your father. I know that he’s not exactly crazy about me, although I don’t know why.”


  That made me so sad. I just didn’t understand why Daddy didn’t like him. I kissed him again and gently stroked his cheek.


  “Don’t take it personally,” I said. “He’s just protective of his little girl. You know how fathers are.”


  He nodded. “I know how yours is,” he replied.


  “See you tomorrow night about 7? And dress nice. I want this dinner to be special.”


  Once inside, though, I didn’t change back into Alex. The Nicole part of me didn’t want to. She wanted to slip into a soft cami and shorts and  think about what she was going to wear tomorrow night as she drifted off to sleep with her head on the glittery eyelashes pillow.


  Since no one else was home, I saw no problem with that. I’d just let her have her way tonight. Tomorrow night, though, I’d take charge and end this relationship.


  Yeah, through Nicole’s eyes, I could see that Mason really wasn’t such a bad guy.  And he was kind of cute. But still he was an anchor on her future and I intended to cut her loose from that for her own good.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Drifting off to sleep wasn’t as peaceful as I expected it to be. It wasn’t what I saw when I closed my eyes that quickened my pulse though. It was what I felt– Mason’s lips on mine, his hands on my breasts, and his manhood …


  Beneath my eyelids, I saw us in the pool, only this time no one else was around.  And we didn’t have to worry about not being able to breathe under water.


  As we kissed and pressed against one another, he peeled my orange bikini bottom down my legs. Then I did the same with his shorts and wrapped my legs around his firm, naked butt. He lifted up my bare bottom with both hands, as his erection probed for entry.


  It soon found it.


  I awoke in a cold sweat and breathing hard. Wow! Did Nicole have  orgasmic dreams like that?  Or was it  the result of a male mind in a female body?  Whatever it was, it was powerful. And as I looked down, I realized what had helped make it that way. My small hand was inside my soft jersey shorts and my fingers were inside …


  I decided that I shouldn’t wait until the morning to shower.


  I took another shower in the morning anyway. Then I brushed out my hair and put on a little blue sun dress with white polka dots and spaghetti straps. I guess that I should have just put on shorts and a top, you know? It wasn’t like I was going anywhere. If someone saw me at the mall or someplace, it could cause even more complications later.  And one– Mason– was enough.


  Maybe I put on the dress because I was feeling especially girly, which was natural, I guess. And I absolutely loved the way the  hem caressed my bare thighs when I walked. But it also was weird and a bit troubling. It was a good thing I was going to end this relationship with Mason tonight and go back to being Nicole’s father again. Another day and Alex might be gone entirely.


  No, that wasn’t going to happen. I was a man, a husband, and a father, and I was going to do what was best for my daughter …  Meanwhile, I was walking around the house in a  flirty little dress.


  For my final date with Mason I chose a dress that Daddy would never approve of. But, hey, he wasn’t here. Well … he was, I guess, but he wasn’t exactly in charge of the fashion decisions.


  My choice was a sleeveless mini-dress in  an overall cheetah print of gold and black, with a plunging v-neckline, open back and ruffle trim. And a dress like that meant that I’d also have to wear a plunge, strapless and backless bra, secured with adhesive, for my boobies, which were 36C, by the way.


  Tee. Hee. I was going to give that boy an eyeful to remember before I told him that I was ending the relationship. I guess that might sound kinda cruel, and I don’t mean it to be. Mason didn’t seem like such a bad guy, and I was starting to think that maybe I– I mean, Daddy– was unfair to him. But I also knew that he wanted only what’s best for me, and ending this relationship was the best thing for me to do before I headed off to college next week.


  Mason picked me up at 7, just as he said he would. Well, the boy was punctual. Had to give him that.


  I met him at the door. And when I opened it, he gasped. I love that in a boy!


  I twirled around in my high-heeled sandals, long, brown hair swirling across my bare shoulders.


  “You like?” I said with a big smile.


  “Of course, I do,” he replied. “You’re gorgeous. But I’ll bet your father … “


  I put a finger to his lips as I closed the door behind me.


  “What Daddy doesn’t know … ” I said and took his hand to walk to the car.


  When Mason opened the door for me, I noticed that he cleaned up really well. He wasn’t wearing a suit or anything. But he was dressed in a nice button shirt and slacks. His hair was combed. And he smelled nice.


  “You look good too,” I said, sitting down and then lifting both legs into the car.


   As it turned out, our romantic dinner wasn’t at a restaurant. It was at a picnic table in a nearby state park. From the trunk of his car, Mason pulled out a couple of candles and a red-check table cloth.  Then he lifted out a wicker basket containing bread, cheese, fruit– and wine. Ewww. I didn’t like the wine that Mother and Daddy drank. They said it was “dry.” I thought it was yuck-o.


  But, hey, Mason was making the effort, and with a genuinely sweet gesture too, I’d at least try a sip. And given the slight chance that I might like it and drink a glass or two, the worse that could happen would be that it would fortify me for what I was doing to do later that night. Right?


  My boyfriend popped the cork and poured two glasses of the white wine.


  “Here’s to us, whatever happens after you go away to college,” he said, lifting his glass for a toast. “I’ll miss you like crazy, but you’re doing what’s best for you and I respect that.”


  Oh, triple crap! Why did this guy have to be so nice? Still … I wasn’t going to be swayed from my original goal, which was to break up with him so I– I mean, Nicole– wouldn’t be tempted stay home to be with him, instead of going away to college.


  On the other hand, I suddenly realized, his niceness was the threat. Women and girls are suckers for that stuff. If the real Nicole was here right now, instead of me, she probably already would have folded.


  That wasn’t going to happen to me! And I– I mean, Nicole– was going away to college next week, without the anchor of a relationship with this guy holding her back.


  Following Mason’s toast, I sipped the wine. Oh, my! It was cold and sweet and delicious, nothing at all like my parents drank.


  “It’s called Moscato,” Mason said, as if reading my mind. “Do you like it?”


  In the candles’ glow, I nodded and smiled.


  “Yes, I do,” I said. “It’s perfect, just like everything else tonight.”


  Oh, man, I couldn’t believe I  said that. That’s not the way to prepare a guy for breaking up with him. I needed to think twice before I said anything more for the rest of the evening.


  But thinking once, much less twice, became increasingly difficult as I drank the wine, which was just too good to resist.


  Oh, what the Hell! Feeling a little relaxed and light-headed from the wine wasn’t going to lessen my resolve. But a little too late into the bottle, I realized that it wasn’t going to fortify my resolve either, as I mistakenly believed earlier.


  I didn’t need wine for that, though. I was a man on a mission, albeit a man with his boobs on prominent display in a cheetah print mini-dress with a plunging neckline.


  As we  made small talk and finished the chocolate-covered strawberries that Mason had brought for dessert. I noticed my eyelids getting a bit heavy. So did he evidently.


  And as I poured the remainder of the bottle into my glass, he said, “Nicole, I’m not so sure that’s a good idea. I don’t think you should drink anymore wine.”


  Why, that little twerp! I was a 40-year-old man! Who was he to question how much wine I could drink!


  But I– I mean, Nicole– didn’t reveal my anger. “No, problem,” I said, smiling sweetly. “It’s tastes sooo good. I just don’t want any of it to go to waste, you know?”


  As Mason placed the plates, glasses, and leftovers into the basket, I sat with my elbows on the table and my chin in my hands, watching him. Yes, indeed, he really did have a nice butt!


  “Okay, Nicole, I think that I’d better get you back home,” he said when he had finished cleaning up and closed the trunk. “I just hope that I didn’t get us both in big trouble by bringing that wine.”


  He helped me to my feet and, with his big, strong arm around my waist, walked me to the car. When he opened the door, I wrapped my arm around his neck, pulled his face down to mine, and kissed him


  “No, problem,” I whispered. “My parents aren’t home. You can even come in, if you want. They might have some more wine!”


  Mason helped me tuck my legs inside. Oooh, his hands on my bare legs felt so nice.


  “Oh, I don’t think so,” he said. “I think that maybe coffee would be a better idea.”


  The drive didn’t do much to clear my head. But I still remembered my mission. I was going to break up with Mason tonight because I thought it would be best for us, since I was going away to college.


  My legs, though, were feeling the effects of the wine a little more than  I realized.  They didn’t want to get out of the car. And when Mason took my hand and helped me out, they didn’t want to stand on their own. The high-heeled sandals didn’t help either, and I almost fell.
“Oopsy!” I said as I clutched his arm to regain my balance.


  “Allow me,” he said and swept me into his arms.


  I wrapped my own around his neck.


  “Oh, thank you, kind sir,” I said and kissed him again.


  At the door, I fished the key out of my little clutch purse and handed it to Mason. He opened the door and carried me inside.


  “I think that I need to lie down for just a minute,” I said.


  Of course, I still was going to break up with him. How could anyone possibly think otherwise? But I had decided that he deserved a special reward for being so romantic and gallant on our last date.


  And, besides, ever since that dream last night, I had been horny as Hell. I was going to rock his world before I sent him packing.


  “Oh, I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” he said.


  I gave him my best sad puppy look.


  “Oh, please,” I said. “I leave for college next week. And my parents aren’t home. Let’s take advantage of this.”


  The guy was putty in my hands.


  “Well, okay,” he said, adjusting me in his arms.


  I have no idea why, but I directed him into my parents’ bedroom, downstairs, instead of mine, upstairs. He gently sat me down on their king-size bed. I pulled him down beside me.


  “Nicole, I don’t think this is such a good idea,” he said. “You’ve had too much to drink and I didn’t bring any condoms.”


  I squealed with delight.


  “The perfect combination!” I grinned and gave him a deep kiss with tongue. “Now, turn off the light and hurry back here to turn me on.”


  When the light flashed on later, I was riding Mason’s erection, wearing only my plunge bra and sandals. As he bucked, he helped hold  me on by squeezing down on my plump bottom.


  “What the Hell?!” an angry female voice screamed from behind me.


  *     *     *     *     *


  That’s right. Brooke and Nicole came home early. And my wife had walked into our bedroom to see me screwing Mason.  If we had been in Nicole’s bedroom,  she might never have recovered from the trauma of seeing her father wearing her body having sex with her boyfriend in her bed.


  As it was, the consequences were bad enough, after I climbed off Mason and said, “Brooke, I can explain.”


  Standing there in a sexy bra and high-heeled sandals, I couldn’t, of course. Not in any way that would be believable to a sane person.


  “Mason, you’d better go,” I said, grateful that Nicole upstairs probably hadn’t heard what was going on.


  Hands on her hips and  her face as fierce as I’d ever seen it, Brooke added, “Yes, Mason, you’d better!”


  Then she looked at me and said, “Who the Hell are you? And why do you look like my daughter?”


  Convincing her of who I was would have been much simpler if  the bracelet had worked a second time. Disastrously, it did not. As we learned later, the one that I bought was a knock-off made in China, instead of the real thing.


  When I called the owner of the magic shop in New Orleans, he said, “Yeah, we’ve been getting lots of complaints, and I’m sure sorry about that. It’s going to be six weeks before we can get more genuine magic bracelets. I can put you on the waiting list, if you’d like.”


  Considering what I had done, sitting home in humiliation for six weeks, looking like my daughter, would have been suitable punishment.


  But it was worse. The real bracelet didn’t work either. Just before it arrived, I started getting sick in the mornings and– you guessed it– I was pregnant.


  I called the magic store a second time.


  “Sorry about that,” he said. “Once you have sex in a borrowed body, you’re stuck with it.  Boudreau should have told you that when you bought that first bracelet.”


  But Boudreau didn’t. So I was stuck as a body double of Nicole, only with one little difference; I was pregnant.


  On the plus side, the real Nicole was away at college now.  And during her shopping weekend with Brooke, she had decided that the best thing to do would be to end her relationship with Mason, even though he was a nice guy.  So, in a perverse way, my plan worked. She was following her dream.


  Brooke told her what I had done and asked her to go along with Mason’s belief that he had sex with her in our bedroom,  if he made any mention of that Saturday night. Fortunately, he did not.


  My smart, sweet, beautiful daughter was amazingly forgiving of me too.


  Only I wasn’t her father anymore. I was her cousin, Lexie, now living with my Aunt Brooke. Additionally, her husband, the scoundrel, had run off to parts unknown and left behind no explanation.


  Yes, people do still mistake me for Brooke. But I’m the one with the shorter hair, blonde dye job, and a bun in the oven.


   Since I have no birth certificate or identifying documents, the only job I’ve been able to get is working nights as a cashier at the local convenience store. Mostly during the day, I just sit home, barefoot and pregnant.


  Mason comes into the store sometimes and we talk. I think that he’s going to ask me out too.


  I wouldn’t mind so much. He’s a nice guy. And the father of my child, even though he doesn’t know it.


  If we get together, will I tell him? He deserves to know. But how would I explain to him that he impregnated the father of his girlfriend, who was now her cousin? We’ll just have to wait and see.                                                      
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