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     1. Cereal Killers 


       


      


     Reality suddenly smacked me across the face and I sat there, mouth open, stunned by my new perspective. I should have been at the head of the classroom, overseeing students taking a biology test. 


     Instead, I was looking at the front of the room. On a desktop before  me was the test, the test that I composed a few days before for my sophomore biology class. 


     And I was staring at  … me! My eyes widened in shock and disbelief.  


     “Melissa. Oh, Melissa,” the me in front of me said. “Earth to Melissa. 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 Melissa? Oh, yeah, Melissa was my niece, my youngster sister’s 15-year-old daughter, who was in my first period sophomore 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 Melissa’s seat, then that would mean … OMG! My head grew light and I feared I might pass out.  


     Suddenly, Mr. Baxter 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, Melissa, 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 Melissa. 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. 


     “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.” 


     Yeah, that’s right. A freakin’ box of cereal was responsible for me standing in the hall, wearing a short, sleeveless blue floral dress. It was the reason I sported teal-colored braces, silver hoop earrings, and a loose ponytail, with hair tickling my bare back. 


     I knew all those details of my teen girl appearance because that’s what Melissa, the real Melissa, looked like when she entered my room, hazel eyes filled with worry, about 10 minutes before school started. 


     “Oh, Uncle Richard, I’m so stressed out about this biology test,” she 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.  


     Melissa 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 Melissa’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 Melissa voice. 


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


     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,” I said, looking down at breasts pushing against the front of the dress that Melissa had put on this morning and now I was wearing. I resisted the urge to rub my hands over them 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.” 


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


     Now 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. 


     “Oh, Melissa,” he said. “Don’t forget your backpack.”  


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

       


     “Good news,” 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 15-year-old niece, braces, eye makeup, earrings, and all. Only now it was my reflection. I was Melissa. 


     And although the body I now inhabited was too young to drive, I was the one behind the wheel because my old body no longer had the skills to drive. Melissa had bumped my head when she got in 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. 100 percent certified craziness. 


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


     “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, Missy? You’re sure not acting like yourself today,” she said.  


     “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. 


     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. And as I lowered myself onto the seat, my eyes locked on my breasts and suddenly I realized a strapless bra was encasing them in silky cups. I’m not even going to talk about cleaning up after I finished relieving myself.   


     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. 


     What I also can tell you about my day is that three times I saw guys smiling at me as we sat in class and every time I realized that they were doing so because they so enjoyed the view that I was giving them of my panties. By lunch, I finally had learned to sit with my legs together.  


     “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, Melissa, 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? 


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


     I smiled. “No, I’m Melissa, 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.  


     “Melissa! 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 Melissa 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 Melissa, you’re 15 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 Melissa, 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 empty boxes and then looked through them again. We sifted through the flakes on the table and on the floor. 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, Melissa. 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. “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 told 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, Melissa 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 Melissa’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, 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 head, 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.” 


     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. 


     “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 15-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?” Mom 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.  


     “Now, I’m afraid I 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 wide white soles and shoe strings.  


     “Now, here’s a little fragrance to finish things off,” Mom said, 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, made me start to feel pretty and a little girly. 


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


     “Everything,”  I said. “But mostly that 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, Melissa, and have fun with your friends tonight.” 


     Oh, that was creepy. My sister addressed me as her daughter. Yes, I had decided to start referring to Melissa as “Uncle Richard.” It was safer than dwelling on the absurd reality, which could send me naked and screaming now the street. But now Mom had legitimized that reality–- at least a little bit. And so had I. I was thinking of her as “Mom,” I realized. 


     On the plus side, this new dynamic might help me get through my first date with a boy. 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

       


     Yes, the date was about pizza and movies for the three couples gathered in the basement of Felicia, another of Melissa’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 old enough to drive. 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– Melissa’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 private place. 


     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. “Missy, 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. 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 Melissa 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 harden. 


     “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.  


     But again, my Melissa 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. 


     At this point, I suspected that he would agree with anything I said except, “Let’s stop.” 


     As I leaned into him with arms still around his neck, we continued to kiss and he began to unbutton my romper. Next 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 added. “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 … ” I asked Richard. 


     “No! Not that either!” he said. 


     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 said, “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.” 


     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 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, that is too funny,” she said. “But if are Melissa, 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.  


     “And I hope that you had a good time,” he chuckled. “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.” 


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


     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. 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. 


     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. 


     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.  


     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.  


     But morning came and went with no transformation. At noon, we were relieved by more girls from the squad. And someone’s mother drove six of us 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 …  


     Melissa!? 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! 


     Looking across the table, I saw Melissa 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, Melissa– I mean, Missy,” 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!” 


     Melissa 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.  


     “Then that must mean Misty is in your body!” 


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


     “Okay, okay,” she said into the phone. “Yes, he’s not happy about it either. Pick us up at the Pizza Hut.” 


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


     It wasn’t exactly a good 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. 


     “Misty is freaking out in your body,” she said. “Mom gave her a Xanax. She will be here in about 5 minutes and then we’ll go home. We have to get her calmed down so we can explain things.” 


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


     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 soon as Misty in my body calmed down. Katherine and Melissa went out to search for more Sugar Rush cereal.  


     “This is so weird,” she said as we sat at the kitchen table. “You mean that last night, in Felicia’s basement, that was … “ 


     I nodded. “Yes, that was me in Melissa’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 I blushed. “I understand,” I said. “Jason’s body turned me on. And this female body turns on that male body you’re in. I think the same thing happened for Melissa when she looked at girls– or pictures of girls.” 


     She took a few seconds to appraise her new male body. Then she sighed and used her hand to re-arrange the package between her legs. 


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


     “Don’t be,” I replied. “It’s nature. It’s embarrassing to admit it, but I’m feeling a little turned on too.” 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, she was staring at me.  


     We sat there awkwardly for awhile and then she said,  “I’m sure they’ll find another coin soon.” 


     I laughed again. “Well that’s what I thought when I agreed to go out with Jason last night,” I said. “And that’s what I thought when the car wash started this morning. Maybe it will be different this time. But this might take awhile, especially since they have to drive farther and farther to find the cereal.” 


     Misty in my body put her hand on her chin. “If that’s the case, then you might have to be me tonight and tomorrow.” 


     I nodded. “I’m afraid so.” 


     She gave a half smile. “Well, then, you should know that I have a date with Carl tonight and tomorrow afternoon I’m supposed to be a bridesmaid in my sister’s wedding. 


     “I can coach you on the bridesmaid thing, but I think you will need some practical experience before your date with Carl. They’re going to be gone for awhile. 


     “And you have condoms in your purse.” 


     Richard stood up. “Want to go upstairs, Misty?” 


     Taking my hand and helping me to my feet, he added, “And you are 18, you know.” 


      


      


       


  




  

     2. With This Ring 


       


       


     My wife, Emily,  was  a cheerleader sponsor at Worthington High School, where she taught English. And it was no coincidence that Mandy, was a cheerleader. Our master manipulator daughter, a junior there, was the one who convinced Emily to take the position when it opened up. Actually, it was an easy sell, since my still sexy blonde mate had been a cheerleader in high school as well. 


     “Well, okay,” Emily had said to Mandy. “But I’m doing this only for you.” 


     “Yeah, right,” I had laughed, just before she poked me in the ribs.  


     But, there was collateral damage. By that, I mean that I often got roped into helping out at events, especially fund-raisers, such as bake sales, trivia contests, and walk-a-thons. Mostly, I just lifted and carried heavy stuff. It was an easy gig, and I didn’t mind. 


     “Please, Daddy, please,” usually was all it took to make me cave. 


     One such activity was the annual back-to-school bikini car wash, which now was occurring all around me on this warm, bright day in late August. Some of the parents had suggested that the bikini-wearing girls just draw in customers by waving signs out in front of the gas station, and then the old folks would wash the cars.   


     Mandy and her friends were having none of it. Hair in high ponytails, dressed in their favorite beach attire, and still glowing from summer tans, they wanted to wash the cars. Actually, I think that they wanted to throw soapy sponges at each other, squirt each other with water,  and show off their bodies to drooling teenage boys behind the windshields. Or maybe I just remember that from a soft porn video that I saw in the college dorm years ago.   


     But the girls really did want to wash the cars, and it certainly was more visually pleasing to watch them than it would have been middle-aged men and women.  Both Emily and I seemed to keep in much better physical shape than most of the parents. Standing a statuesque 5-8, she was nearly 40, but looked at least five years younger, with green eyes and long shapely legs that I wouldn’t have minded seeing stick out of a bikini bottom, had she been wearing one. I was 6-2 and just over 40, with brown hair, brown eyes, and Mandy had told me more than once that some of the girls had crushes on me. Mandy looked more like her Mom than me, thank goodness. 


     And allowing the girls to do the work and have the fun really was a better business strategy. They did the work and they earned the money. Also, men and boys were more likely to bring their cars in for a wash if they knew that teen girls in bikini tops would be leading over their hoods, scrubbing windshields.  


     Suddenly, there was another poke in my ribs.  


     “You’re a dirty old man,” said Emily, pretending indignation, as we stood in a shady area, overseeing the car wash. She was an amazing woman. Did that include mind-reading too? 


     “You know it!” I laughed.  


     “Just don’t get any ideas,” she replied. “Or you will go to jail. Then, later, you’ll have to deal with me.” 


     I kissed her. “No worries,” I said. “Facing your wrath would be far worse than going to jail. Beside, you’re the only woman for me, now and forever.” 


     “You silver-tongued devil,” she said and put her arm around my waist. 


     “But I wouldn’t have minded seeing you in a bikini, too,” I said. “Certainly can’t say the same about most of the other mothers.” 


     “You are a disgusting, reprehensible sexist,” she replied. 


     “Yeah, I am that too,” I smiled. 


     Just then Zoey came running up to us. “Ms Phillips, Ms Phillips, I found this,” she said, the delicious bouncing of her breasts continuing for a  second or two after she stopped in front of us. Yes, I really was disgusting. reprehensible, and a dirty, old man. 


     Zoey wore a teal and white polka dot bikini that revealed far more than it covered on her petite, but buxom body. Her long, brunette hair was tied up in the back in a white ribbon and she had big oval sunglasses over her blue eyes. A senior, she was one of the girls that Mandy thought had a crush on me.  I was flattered. And, if I were 20 years younger, unmarried and …  


     “Here,” she said, placing a small object in my wife’s hand. “I found this ring over near where you parked your car. Did you lose it?” 


     “No, I didn’t,” Emily said. I’ve never seen it before.” 


     Zoey looked at me and smiled, but still was talking to Emily. “Oh, okay,” she replied. “But maybe you should hang onto it anyway. If no one claims it, you can keep it.” 


     “But you found it,” my wife countered. 


     “No, that’s okay,” Zoey said and turned to leave. Then she stopped and looked back at me. “Oh, goodbye Mr. Phillips. I’m really glad that you’re helping out with our car wash. See you later!” 


     Emily poked me in the arm with her empty hand. “You old heartbreaker, you. She really has it bad.” 


     I raised my hands in a what-are-you-going-to-do? gesture. “Hey, what can I say? It’s this animal magnetism.” 


     Emily dropped the ring and it started to roll away. I picked it up and examined it.  It was cheap looking gold band.  


     “I don’t think it’s worth anything, but someone might coming looking for it,” I said and offered it to my wife. 


     “No, you hang onto it,” she said. “You’ve got plenty of places to store it in those disgusting cargo shorts that you still insist on wearing.” 


     Just then, Mandy called for her mother to come and make change for a customer. 


     As I watched the transaction, I idly slipped the ring on my little finger– and suddenly the world went black. 


     When the light returned, I felt change before I noted it visually. Water  ran down my chest and  legs. Wet pavement pressed against my bare feet. The sun was warm on my shoulders. Then I noted that I was holding a hose in one hand and a soapy sponge in the other. 


     But this couldn’t be! I was standing up in the shade with my wife, fully clothed and dry! 


     Only I wasn’t. Stunned speechless, I looked down at smooth, bare legs that stretched up to my– teal and white polka dot bottom?!? My arms were bare too. And the hands holding the hose and sponge weren’t mine. They were much too tiny. 


     And then came the sight that almost made me pass out. As I looked down, I saw breasts bulging out of a teal and white polka dot bikini top. 


     “Zoey! Earth to Zoey!” someone close by yelled. “Hey, girl, wake up! Spray your side of the car.” 


     I looked up to see Mandy on the other side of a car and she was looking at me. She couldn’t be talking to me. I wasn’t Zoey. I was Darren Phillips. 


     Panicked,  I looked up toward the shady side of the gas station. That’s where I was supposed to be, overseeing everything with my wife. 


     And that’s where I was with my wife! Darren– me!– was still there! Only I wasn’t. Only now I was standing on the other side of a car from my daughter and she was calling me “Zoey” and yelling at me to wash my side. 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

       


     Okay, I told myself, don’t panic. You’re a military veteran. You saw action in Iraq. The important thing is to keep calm and scope out the situation before acting. This can’t be happening. You can’t be in a bikini, washing a car with your daughter and also standing with your wife, watching yourself. 


     I  knew that my inner being, whatever it was that made me who I was, was right here in the body of this busty cheerleader, with soapy water running down her cleavage, tickling across her bare belly, and soaking into the soft, snug material that stretched across her crotch.  


     And I recognized that the contradiction of man’s mind in an attractive girl’s body was prompting what I could only describe as a phantom erection in that flat groin.  


     If I could feel it there, I suddenly realized, then that groin was mine, as were the bare belly, the bountiful breasts with what I once considered spectacular cleavage, and the plump cheeks that I could  feel squeezing out of my bikini bottom. I was Zoey. 


     Catching my reflection in the window of the car that I was supposed to be washing, I confirmed that. 


     So who was that standing with my wife? And where was the real Zoey, whatever it was that made her who she was inside?  If I was in her body, then didn’t it make sense that she was in mine? 


     Were the same sort of panicky thoughts running through her mind, as she assessed being in a new male body? Was she being turned on at the idea of having a penis? Did she know how this switch happened? I had to find out. 


     Suddenly, a blast of water hit my face. “Zoey, hurry up over there,” said the girl formerly my daughter but who now appeared to be my classmate and fellow cheerleader. 


     Forgetting my predicament for an instant and acting totally on instinct, I squirted her back. “Hey,” I shouted. “Cut that out.” 


     Which, of course, prompted her to spray me some more. As the car pulled away, we blasted each other with full power. In seconds, we both were laughing and giggling and in tandem we turned our hoses on the other cheerleaders. Other cheerleaders? For this moment, at least,  I guess so. Instead of a male teacher and coach, I was a female cheerleader. 


     Of course, they shot back. They threw sponges. We threw sponges back. A dozen bikini-clad bodies– including mine– glistened in the sunlight. 


     “Okay, girls. Show’s over. You’re got customers waiting.” 


     The voice sounded familiar, as it should have, since it once belonged to me. It was Mr. Phillips.  


     And he was acting just like nothing had happened! Of course, so was I, so maybe he was just keeping up appearances as well, until he could figure out what happened.  


     Then again, maybe he really was Mr. Phillips and maybe I was really Zoey, and maybe I had been suffering some sort of temporary mental breakdown when I thought that I was him. 


     No! I was him, dammit! I was Darren Phillips, husband to Emily and father of Mandy, and some way, somehow, I had been evicted from my real body. I had to find out what was going on. 


     I put down the hose and sponge and walked up toward the shady area. As I moved, everything seemed foreign and awkward. My boobs bounced, my bottom wiggled, and my arms didn’t want to get near my sides. I walked, I realized, just like my daughter and her friends.  


     Water ran off my long hair and down my bare back. I felt naked, and exposed, and incredibly self-conscious about my appearance. And it didn’t help that a slight, cool breeze prompted my nipples to press against the wet fabric of my bikini top. 


     “Uh, Mr. Phillips, could I speak to you for a moment?” I asked, as I pushed my sunglasses up on my head.  


     “Sure,” he said. “What’s up?” 


     Despite myself, I blushed. I couldn’t help it. It was just so embarrassing to stand there in this curvy, female body in front of my wife. She was the one who was supposed to look great in a bikini. Not me. 


     “Er, in private, if you don’t mind,” I said.  


     He looked at Ms Phillips. I mean, Emily. 


     She smiled. “Sure you can, Zoey,” she said and walked down into the parking lot. 


     “What can I do for you, Zoey?” he asked. 


     “Mr. Phillips, are you okay? Is there anything wrong?” I asked. “Do you feel like yourself?” 


     He laughed. “Of course, I do,” he said. “Why would you ask such questions.” 


     Even though I now was in the body of a 17- or 18-year-old girl who had yet to spend much time in the outside world, I had 40 years of life experience and reading people. Being a teacher especially had been beneficial for learning that skill.  


     He looked away when he answered my questions. And he was blushing slightly, not something that I would do in that body. 


     Intentionally, I waited to see what would happen. And he responded just as I thought he would. He refused to look me in the eyes. 


     “Mr. Phillips, you’re not telling me the truth,” I said finally. “And I think that’s because you’re not really Mr. Phillips. Are you?” 


     That cracked the dam and a confession quickly followed.  


     “Now, I’m not,” he said softly, as he fought back tears. “You know who I really am and I know who you really are.  


     “I’m so sorry, Mr. Phillips,” he said. “I didn’t mean for this to happen.” 


     As he spoke, I Iooked down toward Emily to make sure she wasn’t heading back toward us. Fortunately, she now was occupied talking to another parent. 


     “What happened exactly?” I asked, looking up at my former body, which was a good 10 inches taller than the new me. “What did you mean to happen?” 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

       


     As it turned out, Zoey hadn’t found the ring in the parking lot. She had bought it as part of a set from a black magic website online. They were advertised as body swap rings.  


     Mr. Phillips’ face really turned bright red now. “I really like you,” he said. “Ms. Phillips was supposed to put on the ring, not you, while I had on the other one. That was supposed to cause the swap. 


     “I just wanted to see what it was like to be your wife for a little while, to kiss you. You know, stuff that that. I’m so sorry this happened. 


     “And, to tell you the truth, I really didn’t think that they would work. It was just like a fantasy, you know?” 


     Shivering now a bit in the shade, I felt my nipples stiffen even more and looked down at them. 


     “These things have a mind of their own,” I said. 


     He chuckled. “Tell me about it,” he replied. “So does this thing between my legs. As I stood up here and watched you and the other girls, it got really hard. You know? And I was afraid it was going to explode. 


     “And when I watched you walking up this way, it got even worse, even though I was afraid and knew why you were coming.” 


     I put my hands on my prominent hips. “You know, I could kick you there and that would solve the problem,” I said. “But it wouldn’t fix the bigger issue. And, besides, I’m a nice girl. I wouldn’t do that anyway.” 


     We both laughed at my attempt to lighten the mood.  


     I looked down at my small hand. “I’ve still got one of the rings on my finger. And you still have the other on yours. What do we need to do to switch back?” 


     Mr. Phillips shook his head. “There’s nothing we can do,” he said. “According to the directions, they only work once.” 


     “Once!,” I yelled and we both looked frantically toward the car wash, afraid that I had attracted attention. Fortunately, no one was running this way or even looking toward us. The sounds of cars moving in and out, running water, and passing terrific had helped mute my girlish squeal. 


     “Yeah, once,” he said. “But that’s okay. It lasts only 24 hours and then we’ll be ourselves again. We just have to pretend to be each other until about noon tomorrow.” 


     “Or we can tell my wife and daughter and your parents what you’ve done,” I said. 


     Suddenly a voice I knew only too well spoke from behind us, “That’s probably not a good idea,” Emily said. “It’s probably best if we just keep this among the three of us.” 


     Then she burst out laughing. “Oh, this is just too precious!” she exclaimed. “My big, strong, masculine husband is now stuck in the body of teenage girl in a bikini.” 


     “I’m so sorry, Ms. Phillips,” my body said. “This was a stupid thing to do. I never thought magic was real. It was just that I thought the rings would help me pretend to be you, to be Mr. Phillips’ wife.”  


     “Instead, you’re Ms. Phillips’ husband,” I said. “And I’m stuck like this.” 


     I looked up at my wife. “Okay, Emily, what would you suggest that we do for the next 24 hours?” I asked. 


     “First, you should call me Ms. Phillips, young lady,” she said, and then laughed some more. 


     “This is so not funny!” I said, stamping my foot. 


     “Okay, okay, I understand, and I apologize. I realize that this is really awkward and embarrassing for both of you,” she said and paused. “But it is a little bit funny, especially the thought of my husband in a bikini and really rocking it.” 


     Even Zoey in my body laughed at that. “Thanks, Ms. Phillips,” he replied.  


     “Oh, this is too much,” I said. “I think that my head is going to explode.” 


     It didn’t take much for Emily and Mr. Phillips to convince me that the best course was to keep the switch a secret. After all, what was the alternative, except extreme humiliation? 


     “And the first step is that you must act as you appear to be. Darren you now are Zoey. And Zoey, you now are Darren to me and Mr. Phillips to the students. No exceptions. 


     “Zoey,” she said, looking at me, “you must call me Ms. Phillips.” 


     “Yes, Msss Phillips,” I said sarcastically.  


     “And another thing, Zoey,” she added. “Why don’t you come back to our house after we have lunch? You and Mandy can get ready for your dates together. Then you can spend the night with us. I’m sure that your parents wouldn’t mind. And tell Mandy that I just invited you.” 


     “Dates!?!” I screamed. 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

     Before running off to join the other girls for the ride to the restaurant, I asked Emily if maybe we should tell Mandy about what happened 


     “Absolutely, not. And that’s to the benefit of both you and her,” she said, as I grabbed a tee shirt from my bag, pulled it on and then wiggled into some cutoff jeans. 


     “Think about it. As her father, wouldn’t that be embarrassing for you to stand there in front of her in that body? And what do you think would be her reaction if she knew that she was going on a double date with her father as the other girl? 


     “Oh, no, Zoey. She wouldn’t be happy about that,” she said emphasizing the name and patting my shoulder. “You just run along now and play the part until tomorrow. And don’t forget to stop at your house later to pick up a nice dress to wear on your date tonight. I’m afraid that you’re a little big up top to borrow any of Mandy’s things.” 


     As I slipped into my sandals and put the bag on my shoulder, she giggled.  


     “Sorry … Again,” she said. “It’s just that looking how adorable you are on the outside and knowing who you are on the inside … “ 


     “I know, I know,” I said. “You don’t have to remind me.” 


     The embarrassment kept coming too. Mandy and I were going out to dinner and a movie with two of the players from my baseball team! John Roberts, the first baseman, was Mandy’s date. And Mike Phelps, a pitcher, was mine. When I was still Darren, I had seen them at the car wash too, sidling up to the girls, whispering in their ears, and touching them on their arms. Phelps had kissed Zoey too! OMG, no way would I let that happen tonight.  


     Then, again, if I had to pretend to be Zoey and well …  there were uglier guys on the team, I guess. And recalling that image of the two of them together made me feel … Oh, no, what was I thinking? 


     At “my house,” I tried to solicit Mandy’s help in choosing a dress without being too obvious about it. Same for the shoes and accessories. 


     Perhaps I didn’t do a very good job, but no way could I sort through all those dresses, bras, panties, and shoes with no guidance! Just stepping into that feminine closet full of frills and ruffles and lace nearly caused a panic attack. 


     “You don’t seem quite yourself, Zoey,” she said. “Are you okay? 


     “Maybe a little too much sun?” I said, sitting on the canopy bed. “I’m feeling a little light headed and having trouble concentrating.” 


     Yeah … if that only was the real problem. 


     Back at our house, wow, was it weird pretending that I didn’t live there.  


     “Hi, girls,” Emily said. “Zoey, I’m so happy that you’re staying with Mandy tonight.” 


     “Hi, Ms Phillips,” I replied, and rolled my blue eyes at her. When Mandy wasn’t looking, she quickly stuck out her tongue at me and then went into the kitchen. 


     “If you girls need any help getting dressed, just let me know,” she called from the kitchen.” 


      Help? I didn’t even know the front from the back of the dress that we had picked out for me to wear. And how in the hell was I supposed to wear a bra that didn’t have any straps? 


     But upstairs in Mandy’s room, I discovered that I could. First, though, I had to undergo the humiliation of undressing in front of my daughter and the embarrassment of watching her do the same in front of me. Also, I had to shower. For a brief moment, I feared that Mandy would suggest that we do that together. But then I realized that was I just indulging in a male fantasy and that was not something that girls did together, except maybe in a locker room. 


     Looking at myself naked in the bathroom mirror was bad enough, believe me. So  was showering by myself. It too was the stuff of male fantasy, magnified a hundredfold. With a man’s mind, I was the voyeur, the peeping tom, salivating as I watched Zoey soaping up and rinsing off.  


     But I also was Zoey, nearly swooning over the luxurious sensuality of rubbing a loofah on my soft, sensitive flesh, across my breasts, down my tummy, over my smooth legs and into …  


     Nipples are erogenous zones, I remembered from high school sex education class. And Zoe’s nipples, mine for the moment, certainly were not an exception to the rule. 


     “Zoey, you okay in there?”  


     Mandy’s voice suddenly brought me from back from a place that I had no business going, self pleasure. And I had been urged on by that mental image of Mike kissing me … I mean Zoey in the parking lot. “Uh, yes,” I cried. “Be right out.”   


     I nearly wrapped a towel around my waist and walked out into the bedroom. But then remembered who I was and adjusted it accordingly. 


     Mandy already was dressed in a blue floral sundress with narrow shoulder straps. With her hair down on her shoulders, she looked sweet, and innocent, and just a little sexy.  


     “Oh, Mandy, you look great!” I said. And I meant that sincerely, both as her father and her girl friend. In fact, as the latter, I might have felt a little envious. 


     “Now, let’s get you dressed,” my daughter said.  


     After I stepped into white panties, Mandy snapped my strapless bra in back. And, by golly, it did separate and lift. Not that I really needed any help in that department. Earlier I had noted that my breast size was 36D.  


     In hindsight, I should have chosen a dress with straps or a sleeveless top, one that would allow me to wear a bra with straps. But it was too late for that now, and my girls were going to be on full display tonight. That wasn’t a totally unpleasant thought, especially since Mike would be one of those who would be looking at them. As the day passed, I realized, I was becoming more and more comfortable with my teen girl body and even proud of it. Of course, it was not if I had much choice. It was adapt and accept or be totally miserable for another 18 hours or so. 


     It looked as if I had chosen to accept. Inside my head, I was still a father, husband, and coach, but, more and more, I was willing to just go with the flow in this body that I now inhabited. 


     With my hair still drying, Mandy zipped me up into a light orange dress with sweetheart neckline, tight bodice, and flared skirt that didn’t quite make it to mid thigh. The bra cups of the dress had points on the tops, as if my breasts needed more attention. My shoes were black ballet flats with little bows on the toes. And when I looked at myself in the mirror, I wasn’t envious of Mandy anymore. 


     Mandy sprayed me lightly with perfume that smelled of gardenias. 


     “All set?” she asked. “The boys will be here soon.” 


     Too soon! Although I had started to enjoy the mental image of Mike and Zoey being together,  the reality that I was Zoey and soon would be on a date with him sent a cold chill down my bare back. How was I going to get through this night? 


     “Sure!” I said brightly, as we headed for the door. 


     “Don’t forget your purse,” Mandy said, pointing at a little leather bag on her bed, a bed that she and I would be sharing that night.  No way was I even going to think about that right now. What was coming up next was frightening enough. 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

     Mandy sat in front of the dark gray Camaro with John, and I sat in back with Mike. He cleaned up nicely, I thought. His black hair was neatly combed, and he had recently shaved. He took my hand and I didn’t resist. Above all, I told myself, I had to remember that Mandy didn’t know who I really was, or did anyone else besides my wife and the real Zoey. I didn’t want to embarrass my daughter by freaking out while on a date with her.  


     Besides, the hand-holding wasn’t really so bad. I didn’t even mind either when his leg slid over a bit to rest against mine. 


     At dinner, Mike actually put his hand on my bare leg under the table cloth. Okay, I could handle that too. In fact, it even felt nice. In response, I put my hand on top of his.  


     Near the end of dinner, we girls went to the powder room. I watched what Mandy did and tried my best to mimic it. When in Rome … after all. 


     “What movie are we doing to see?” I asked as I touched up my lips. 


     “Whatever is on at the drive-in,” my daughter said. “Does it matter?” 


     And then she gave me a sly, conspiratorial look. 


     The drive-in! 


     We lived in one of the few places in the country that still had a drive-in theater. And, evidently, horny teenage couples still went there for the same reason that their ancestors did– to make out.  


     I laughed. “Oh, no,” I said. “It doesn’t matter at all. I was just curious.” 


     I gave the conspiratorial look right back to her. Inside, though, I was freaking out. 


     On the drive, the boys talked about baseball, and, without thinking, I started to join in. 


     “Wow, Zoey, where did you learn so much?” Mike asked as he put his arm over my bare shoulder, in a move that I had employed many times when I was his age and sex. 


     “Oh, I don’t know,” I said, slightly embarrassed that I had forgotten my role for a moment. “I just pick things up.” 


     Mike’s arm stayed around my shoulder as we entered the drive-in and parked. I figured it was there for the duration. Oh, well, it didn’t feel so bad. In fact, it made me feel warm, and not in a summer day kind of way. It was more in a secure and comforting kind of way. If that was all he was going to do while we watched the movie, I could handle that, no problem. 


     Of course, that wasn’t all he was going to do. I was just denying the inevitable. And the inevitable quickly arrived during the preview of upcoming movies. He nuzzled my neck and nibbled on my ear.  


     “That’s an awesome dress and you look terrific in it,” he whispered. 


     “I wore it just for you,” I whispered back.  


     Where did that come from? I didn’t pick it for him. I hadn’t known which dress to pick and, with Mandy’s help, I somehow had chosen this one. I could have just as easily chosen an ankle-length granny dress.  


     Or maybe not. Maybe I really had chosen it with Mike in mind. After all, my Darren brain was still the captain, but, more and more, my Zoey body was charting the course as the navigator of this ultra-feminine vessel. 


     I glanced into the front seat to see John’s head close to Mandy’s as well. No doubt the same courtship was occurring up there. It was a ritual that I became intimately acquainted with decades ago as a teenage boy. Now, incredibly, I was experiencing it from other side. 


       Based on my guy credentials, which had been temporarily suspended, I knew what was coming next.  Mike didn’t disappoint either. He leaned over and kissed me. It was a sweet kiss, a polite kiss, and, from his posture, I could tell that it was not one that he expected me to return. 


     So I didn’t. Instead, I reached up and stroked his cheek. “That was nice,” I said, as again I remembered Mike and me in the parking lot, when I was in a polka dot bikini and washing cars and he stopped by to say hello. 


     I must admit, though, that his next move did take me by surprise. I was expecting another kiss, a little more passionate this time. 


     Instead, his left hand pressed firmly around my right breast. Well, as much around it as he could manage. Especially in this strapless, pushup bra, they were more than a handful.  


     Still, it was enough contact to ignite an electric spark that flared in my boobs, flamed down my chest, and exploded just below my tummy. If I had been standing, I might have collapsed. Yes, I had plenty of guy experience making out at drive-ins. But I had never, ever felt anything like that.  


     Well … this certainly was worth looking into a little more, I decided.  


     But with one of Mike’s arms over my shoulders and the other in front, I didn’t have a lot of room to maneuver. I pulled his face down closer and gave him my first ever kiss as a girl.    


     I think that he liked it. And, for awhile, we mostly just kissed and he fondled my breasts. Tongues joined in. It was nice. And I still hadn’t noticed what movie was playing.  


     Eventually, though, I sensed a dampness in my panties. That reminded me of what guys experience during sustained make-out sessions. And I knew Mike soon would intensify the seduction in response to that. 


      He did, too, sliding his left hand up my leg and under my dress. The bodice was so tight that it couldn’t go far, so then his hand detoured toward my belly. He lightly traced a circle around my belly button, and once more the sweet spot just below my tummy ignited. This time, I wiggled my bottom. I couldn’t help myself.  


     I’m not sure, but I think that I moaned too. My eyes had been closed most of the time, but I opened them just long enough to see Mandy glancing back. Despite myself, I giggled. If she only knew who I really was …  


     “Hey, girl,” I said to her. “Everything okay up there?” 


     “Sure is,” she laughed. “And I can see it’s okay back there too. Just be a little quieter, okay? We’re trying to watch the movie.” 


     Then she returned to doing the same thing with John that I was doing with Mike. 


     My eyes closed again and I let Zoey navigate where my sexual arousal would go next. More and more, this body wanted to move, to press against Mike’s. At the same time, my right hand found its way across my lap and into my boy friend’s crotch.  


     Now, it was his turn to moan. And from what women had done to me in the past,  I knew just what to do to him. “Do you like that?” I whispered.  


     “Want me to stop?” I asked teasingly and lifted my hand up. 


     Mike nodded his head violently. 


     “It would be better if you unzipped your pants,” I whispered. 


      He quickly did so before his hand went back under my dress and this time found its way into my panties and between my legs. 


     Mike didn’t have much staying power. From my own experience at that age, I knew that he wouldn’t.  


     But long after I felt him soften and heard him moan, I continued to wiggle in ecstasy and see fireworks exploding on my closed eyelids, as he massaged my sweet spot. Yes, I knew what it was like for a guy, intense and localized pleasure and then release. This, though, was fulfillment on a scale that I never could have imagined.  


     In the midst of my third or fourth orgasm in rapid succession, I smiled and thought that this kind of sustained sexual pleasure would be worth surrendering my man card and turning in my  polo shirts and cargo shorts for dresses and bikinis. All this and I wouldn’t have to pay for dinner anymore either. 


     I wondered if  you could buy a pair of those rings with 48- or 72-hour settings. But, hey, 24 still allowed for plenty of enjoyment, I decided. I might have to get that website from Zoey. 


      


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

       


     The boys dropped us off about 11 at Mandy’s house. Well, actually, they parked in front and we kissed and groped each other for awhile longer. 


     Then they walked us to the door, we kissed some more before saying good night.  


     “I had a good time, Mike,” I said.  


     “Me too, Zoey,” he replied, as he smiled and headed off down the sidewalk. 


     “Girl, you were such a slut tonight,” Mandy said. “But then you’re always a slut.” 


     “Thanks,” I said, as I repositioned the girls in my strapless dress. “You weren’t so bad yourself.” 


     We laughed and Mandy unlocked the door. 


     Inside, the house was mostly dark. “Mom, Dad,” we’re home,” Mandy yelled. “Where are you?” 


     A light came on in the hall, and Mrs. Phillips looked down at us from the top of the stairs. She was wearing a cheerleaders sponsor tee shirt and panties.  


     Suddenly, my Darren brain snapped to attention for the first time in hours and told Zoey to back off. “Oh, crap!” it said inside my head. “Don’t tell me that Emily has been doing the same thing with Zoey in my body that I was doing with Mike in Zoey’s!” 


     And standing there with my big boobs in a strapless bra and my feet in ballet flats, I realized the total absurdity of this situation. I was jealous of myself. Only … it wasn’t really myself. It was just my body, inhabited by a teenage girl. 


     Could that be adultery? Is your wife unfaithful if she has sex with your body while it’s inhabited by someone else? 


     “Hi, girls,” Ms Phillips said. “I hope you had a good time.” 


     She looked at me and, even from a distance, I could swear that I saw a twinkle in her eye. She knew what I feared had been happening here and she knew what I had been doing with Zoey’s boy friend at the drive-in. 


     “I’ve just been up here reading,” she added. “Your father fell asleep in the living room waiting for you and I didn’t want to wake him up.” 


     As Mandy started up the steps, I made a quick detour to the right, and, sure enough, there was Mr. Phillips asleep in his recliner. A half bottle of Scotch sat on the table next to his chair. And his pants were unzipped, with his hand down his jockey shorts. 


     I smirked. Well, what do you know? Zoey in my body had been doing at home what I had been doing in her body with Mike at the drive-in. Only she had been doing it by herself. 


     Mandy already was in her room as I hurried up the stairs. Mrs. Phillips stood at the top waiting. “You really didn’t think that I would … ” she whispered, as her voice trailed off.  


     “For a second there, I’m afraid I did,” I said. “I’m sorry.” 


     She laughed softly. “Hey, I had enough difficulty training that body of yours the first time. I wasn’t about to start again with a beginner driver.” 


     She kissed me on the forehead. “Good night, Zoey,” she said. 


     “Good night, Ms Phillips,” I said. 


     Later, as we lay back to back in bed, Mandy said, “Zoey, are you asleep?” 


     “Uh, uh,” I replied. “What’s up?” 


     She paused. “Well, Mom told me something and said that I shouldn’t tell anyone, especially you,” she said. “But I just can’t help it. You can’t tell her that I told you.” 


     My heart started to pound a mile a minute. Oh, no! Emily wouldn’t. She didn’t. I would never live down the humiliation. 


     “What is it?” I asked reluctantly. 


     “She said that she’s going to name you cheerleader captain this year,” she said. “Congratulations!”   


      


       


       


       


      


  




  

     3. Coach’s Daughter 


       


       


       


     Under the restaurant table, I slapped his hand from my bare leg for the third– or was it the fourth— time? Would this lunch never end? 


     It was bad enough that I was sitting there in a blue “skater dress”– that’s what Andrea called it, anyway– and matching “ballet flats” with bows on the toes. Wearing the tiny dress with nothing but panties on beneath made me feel exposed and vulnerable. And even catching a glimpse of the feminine little shoes on my now feminine little feet made me cringe. But having to endure being molested by a horny teenage boy just so my wife could ensure continued funding for her research was way beyond the pale. 


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


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


     “Excuse me, please,” I said, as I got up and gave my wife a I-want-to-leave-now look. “I have to go to the bathroom.” 


     Andrea smiled. “Don’t forget your purse, dear.” 


     I smiled back. “Oh, thanks, Mom,” I said.  


     Like I needed the purse. I didn’t really need to go to the bathroom either. I just had to get away from the 16-year-old, pimply faced kid with the grabby hands and the father who was a major funder of my wife’s research at the university. 


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


      I put my purse down on the counter between sinks. Actually, the little leather bag belonged to my stepdaughter, Jennifer, and it was empty except for some tissues and lip gloss. Jen– the real Jen– had all the important stuff that she keeps in her purse with her, 400 miles away. 


     But through the miracle of science, when I leaned on the counter and stared into the mirror, I saw Jennifer, with long, curly blonde hair hanging down to her breasts on one side and down her back on the other. Her dress was sleeveless with a halter top– my wife told me that too.  She had a delicate little silver bracelet on her left wrist. Although I couldn’t see them. I knew that her ears were adorned with silver studs. I knew that because I could feel them. That’s because I was her! Or rather, an exact duplicate of her. 


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


     I took a deep breath and looked down. Hair fell in front of my blue eyes. I started to rinse my face with cold water to help regain composure. But then I realized that probably wasn’t a good idea, since Andrea had applied makeup to my face and I had no idea how to repair any mess that I might make. 


     She also had picked out the clothing that I was wearing and dressed me as well, from the skin out, including a black strapless bra– 34B, she said– and  panties. She brushed my hair, misted me with a light, flowery perfume and once more reminded me of the names of the father and son  with whom we were having lunch. She told me again why this meeting was so important and why Jennifer had to be there, even though she was delayed by stormy weather in Chicago, where she had been visiting cousins and doing some pre-school shopping.  


     “We’re probably going to get the funding,” she had said about an hour before, when she first told me about what she was proposing. “But  Mr. Beckham’s son, Carl, really likes Jennifer and she had agreed to join us for lunch before they head back to California. I told them that she would be there. That was going to be the icing on the cake to ensure it. 


     “Now she’s stuck out of town. But you can take her place, and no one will know the difference.” 


     While I taught history and coached football at the local high school where Jennifer was going to be a senior and co-captain of the cheerleader squad, Andrea and her research team at the university were developing an organic 3D duplicating machine. With Beckham, a technology geek, helping finance, they intended to invent a mechanism that could turn one living thing into another. As often happens with scientists, I don’t think that they gave much consideration to the possible consequences of such a device. They just wanted to prove that they could do it. 


     I now provided clear evidence that they could. I saw that in the mirror.  


     After Jenny called to say that she wouldn’t be back in time for the luncheon, Andrea had smuggled the copier out of the lab. It was easy to do since it looked much like a remote control for a television. 


     And since this was the last Friday before school started, I was at home when she came in and asked me to take Jenny’s place. 


     “Absolutely not,” I said. “That’s crazy.” 


     But Andrea had persisted and eventually wore me down, as often happens when wives want their husbands to do something. 


     “It’s absolutely safe, Brad,” she said. “We’ve tested it repeatedly in the lab, with animals and people. You don’t have anything to worry about.” 


     I ran a hand over my short brown hair and sat down on the sofa. “If it’s  so safe, why haven’t you gone public with it yet?” I asked. “Why did you sneak it out of the lab? Why do you still need more research money?” 


     Andrea plopped her slender 5-8 body onto my lap and stroked my three-day beard. “It’s just bureaucracy,” she said. “But we have to cross all the t’s and dot all the i’s. That’s why we need more money from Beckham. Pleassseeee.” 


     When I finally surrendered, my blonde wife gave me a big kiss and then bounced up to get her purse from the kitchen table. “Okay, here is what’s going to happen,” she said. “I’m going to open this little door at the front of the copier and put in a strand of Jennifer’s hair. Then I’m going to point it at you and hit the ‘duplicate’ button. You still will be in your own clothes, but your body instantly will transform into an exact copy of Jenny’s. 


     “Then, 24 hours from now, I’ll use one of your hairs to turn you back into you.” 


     “Twenty-four … !” I started to protest. But it was too late. 


     Andrea pointed and pressed, a flash briefly blinded me and suddenly the whole world looked bigger. 


     “Yes, 24 hours,” she said. “I’m sorry, Brad– I mean Jennifer,” she giggled. “But that’s the minimum. That transformation is too stressful to be repeated any sooner.” 


     I stood up and my tee shirt, previously hanging just below my waist, fell to my knees. “Why didn’t you tell me that before?” I demanded in my new high, feminine voice, sounding just like the angry teen that I appeared to be.  


     I pulled long hair out the back of the shirt and it fell down my shoulders. I stared at the bulges on my chest. I almost touched them and suddenly thought better of it. 


     Andrea laughed. “That’s okay, Jennifer,” she said. “Those are yours for the time being.” 


     She put down the remote, stepped beside me, and put her arm around my narrow shoulders. Formerly 6 inches shorter than me, she now was at least 2 inches taller.  


     “I’m sorry, Brad,” she said. “I shouldn’t tease you so much. You’re doing me a big favor and I really appreciate it. But you have to stay that way for 24 hours because that’s the minimum for safety. Although it doesn’t seem that way because the change is so instant, it’s a very stressful process on a living being. 


     “Of course, if you prefer, we can leave you that way through the weekend or you could even show up for school Monday looking like your stepdaughter’s twin, if you’d like. I’ll bet the football team would love that.” 


     Then my wife laughed again. “Oh, I’m sorry, sweetie,” she said. “There I go again. I’m having way too much fun at your expense. Come on, I’ll get you dressed and we’ll go have lunch. Just relax and think of this as a big adventure. You’re getting to see what life is like as a member of the opposite sex, and as a cute high school cheerleader, no less!” 


     Big adventure is right, I thought, as I picked up my purse and headed back out of the women’s bathroom. “Andrea’s going to owe me big when this is all over,” I muttered. 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

      


     To her credit, Andrea recognized that without me telling her. “I really owe you for doing this for me,” she said as she drove us home. “While you were in the bathroom, Beckham promised to send a check as soon as he gets home.” 


     Then she patted me on my bare leg. “And that goodbye kiss you gave Carl was a nice touch.” 


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


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


     My wife nodded her head. “Point taken,” she said. “I’m sorry about that. 


     “But now all you have to do is go home and lie low until 11 a.m. tomorrow, when we can change you back and no one will be the wiser. Jennifer’s rescheduled flight should get in about 2.”   


     Of course, none of that happened, starting with when we stopped the car in the driveway. Our neighbor, the mother of one of Jennifer’s cheerleader classmates, was pruning flowers and immediately came over to greet us. 


     “Oh, Jenny,” she said. “It’s good to have you back from Chicago, and you just look darling in that dress.” 


     I felt my face flush with embarrassment. “Uh, thanks, Mrs. Meadows,” I said. Then I rushed in the house, movement brushing the hem of my short dress against my bare legs. 


     Five minutes later, Andrea came inside. “What were you thinking?” she asked. “Running off like that looked really suspicious. I told her that you weren’t feeling well.” 


     Sunglasses back on top of my head, I was sitting on the sofa, legs crossed, doing the bouncing shoe thing one more time. “Well, what do you think?” I replied. “I’m not exactly myself right now.” 


     My wife, who I suddenly noticed was acting more and more like my mother, sat down beside me and took my hands in hers. “Okay, I get it. Sorry,” she said.   


     “Why don’t you go change into something more comfortable? And I’ll get started on making your favorite dessert for dinner tonight, banana cream pie.” 


     I stood and took off the ballet flats. “You’re really trying to drive me crazy, aren’t you? That’s Jennifer’s favorite dessert. I’m your husband, remember?” 


     And like an angry teen, I stormed off to change clothes. 


     “Sorry again!” she called. “You’d better put on some of Jenny’s stuff, just to be safe. After all, the neighbors now think she’s back from Chicago.” 


     As much as I hated to admit it, she was right. If Mrs. Meadows or, God forbid, her daughter, Nicole, should stop by, seeing Jennifer wearing her father’s oversize clothes would look a little questionable.  


     But standing in the middle of Jennifer’s room, I felt that I had just landed on an alien planet. I didn’t know what to do next. Finally, I decided to call my wife. 


     “Can you come in here, please? I’m going to need some help.” 


     To her credit, Andrea helped without teasing me once. She unzipped my dress, unsnapped my bra, and picked out clothes for me to wear, including another bra, shorts, sneakers, and a blue tank top with “NHS Cheerleader” in gold letters. She also put my hair up into a ponytail.  


     Then she stood back to appraise me. “There,” she said. “That should be more comfortable for you.” 


     I nodded, as I stared at Jennifer’s reflection in a mirror on the closet door. “Thanks,” I said. “Yes, more comfortable, but still extremely uncomfortable, if you know what I mean.” 


     Suddenly, Andrea put her hand to her mouth. “Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “I just thought of something. If Nicole calls or texts Jennifer, she will find out that she’s still in Chicago. Then we’ll have to explain you. We can’t let that happen. “l’ll call Jennifer and tell her everything so she can cover for us. 


     “Of course, that will mean … “ 


     Oh, crap!  


     “I know what it means,” I said. “She will know that I pretended to be her, that I wore her clothes, and had lunch with a boy who likes her. I can’t wait for her to come home and ask me about my day.”  


     I certainly wasn’t going to tell her about my night though. Nor would I tell Andrea either.  


     It started when she insisted that I take a shower and sleep in Jennifer’s pajamas in Jennifer’s bed. I had wanted to sleep in the tank top and shorts on the sofa, doing little more than brushing my teeth before settling in. The less I had to deal with this body, the better. Now that Jennifer knew that her stepfather, the high school football coach, was pretending to be her, I was feeling pretty panicky about all of the implications of that. 


      “I know that you don’t want to see that body naked,” she said as if she had read my mind, while we stood in the hallway between bedrooms.   


     “But you must remember, that is not Jennifer’s body. It’s yours, transformed into a copy of hers, and it’s going to be perfectly natural for you to feel new sensations … and new desires Also, you’re not biologically related. 


     “Now, go get a hot shower. It will relax you so you can get some sleep. And sweet dreams.” 


     She kissed me on the forehead. Not only was Andrea treating me more and more like her daughter as time passed, but I was growing more and more accepting of the role. Possibly most disturbing, that banana cream pie seemed to taste much better to me than it had in the past.  


     “Okay,” I smiled as I kissed her on the cheek and then headed into the bathroom. “Good night.” 


     Inside the bathroom, I let my hair down and took off the top and shorts. Then I looked in the mirror, at Jennifer’s double standing there in her bra and panties. That’s what I had to remember. I was her double. Not her. I turned left and right, appraising my body and allowing myself to smile a little. Andrea’s advice had helped, I realized, and acceptance was much less stressful than resistance. 


     I reached behind my back to unsnap my bra and watched my smooth face distort as I struggled to get my hands high enough and in the right position. Finally, I succeeded and felt an instant sense of relief. I shrugged off the straps and the bra fell to the floor. 


     And there they were. Naked breasts. Briefly I felt a sense of guilt, as if I were a Peeping Tom, looking at my stepdaughter through a one-way mirror. 


      But no. Those were my naked breasts. 34B  breasts. Cheerleader breasts. They were nice and firm too. I cupped them in my feminine hands to gauge their weight. Not too heavy, I decided. Just right. 


     In the shower they were just right too, as I gently scrubbed them with a soapy pouf, my eyes closed in pleasure. I then ran it down my new curves and pushed it in circles on the smooth cheeks of my small, but plump bottom. Finally, I directed it into that area that should have held my manhood, but didn’t. It was flat, soft, and extremely sensitive, and, when my knees buckled briefly, I quickly realized that I didn’t dare loiter there long. 


     Reluctantly, I left the shower, and my body mostly dried on its own as I struggled with my long hair. And avoiding my body with a fluffy towel was just as well, I decided, considering what had almost happened in the shower. 


     Then I put on Jennifer’s pink robe, slipped my feet into her fuzzy scuffs, and padded into the bedroom. Looking around, once more I briefly felt like a voyeur. Like I didn’t belong there. As before, though, the feeling quickly passed. After all, if I didn’t belong there, then where? Certainly not in bed with Andrea.  


     But she was wrong. The shower didn’t help relax me. Well, not in the way that it always had before anyway. Yes, it made me feel better. But it also left me feeling …  Well, empty, if you want to know the truth. 


     And that emptiness led me to turn off the light and slip naked under the leopard print satin sheets to see if I could do something about it. 


     With one hand fondling my breasts and the other eventually finding its way between my legs, it turns out that I could. I could, that is, when I closed my eyes and remembered Carl. He really hadn’t been the jerk that I first thought he was, and he was kind of cute too. The kiss wasn’t icky. It was nice, and so was the way his hand caressed my leg.   


     In fact, I could several times, as I thought about him kissing me some more, nibbling on my ears, squeezing my breasts, and …  


     Finally, sometime during the night, I no longer felt empty and drifted off into a deep, contented sleep. 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

       


     But that contentment disappeared pretty quickly after I awakened. As Andrea brushed the many tangles out of my long, wavy hair and I whined and complained with nearly every stroke, her phone rang.  


     “It’s Jennifer,” she said, and left me sitting on the sofa in a yellow tank top and NHS Cheerleader practice shorts, as she walked into the kitchen for privacy. 


     I stared down at long, bare legs and stretchy blue material pressed against my flat crotch. Yes, I certainly had enjoyed last night, after Andrea talked me down from the ledge, so to speak. But I was more than ready to be myself again and would be able to so in just a couple of hours. 


     I was trying to brush out more tangles when Andrea came back in. She did not look happy. 


     “Oh, no, what now?” I asked.  


     Andrea sat down beside me and took one of my hands in both of hers. It was the kind of thing a mother would do when trying to comfort a child. And it did feel comforting … But why did I need to be comforted? 


     “Delayed again,” she said. “More storms moved in, more are expected, and lots of flights have been delayed or cancelled. Earliest that she can get a confirmed flight out now is midnight. 


     “She could get on a stand-by list, but then she’d have to hang around the airport and I didn’t want her doing that. It’s much better if she waits at my sister’s house. At least there, she can do things with her cousins.” 


     Yes, that was bad. I felt sorry for Andrea and especially Jennifer. Air travel can be so frustrating. But why did Andrea feel the need to comfort me?  


     She raised my chin and looked into my questioning eyes. “You’ll have to be Jennifer a little longer, I’m afraid. We have no choice.” 


     No choice! Of course we had a choice. At 11 a.m., I could safely change back to myself. Or not. And it was my choice to change back. Why would Andrea think that Jennifer staying stuck in Chicago prevented that? 


     I pulled away, stood up and stomped across the living room in my bare feet. “No way!” I shouted. “I did you a favor and you promised I could change back in 24 hours. Now, you say I can’t?” 


     I stopped, put both hands on my hips and I screamed, just like an angry teenage girl, “That’s not fair!” 


      Andrea nodded that she understood my frustration. “Let me explain,” she said. And over leftover banana cream pie for breakfast, she did. 


     A big fund-raiser, a trivia contest, was set for the cheerleaders tonight in the high school commons area. The cheerleaders had to be there, in uniform, to assist, helping with registration, picking up answer sheets at the tables, and waitressing, which mean taking orders for drinks and snacks and delivering them to the tables. 


     “If Nicole’s mother hadn’t seen us yesterday, we could just tell the sponsors that Jennifer is stuck in Chicago,” said my wife, who disturbingly was acting even more like my mother in the way she spoke to me, touched me, and generally treated me. 


     “But she told Nicole and Nicole called Jennifer last night, just after I did. And Jennifer played along that she was home to cover for the fact that you were seen. And I’m sure that Nicole has told other girls on the squad that Jennifer is back as well.  


     “We’re stuck. Well, you’re stuck, I’m sorry to say. I’m so sorry about this, Jennifer … Er, I mean, Brad.” 


     And once again Mom talked me down from the ledge, explaining that it really wouldn’t be so bad, since I knew the kids and the teachers and I was familiar with the building. I had to agree that what she said made sense.  


     “And Jennifer promised that she never would mention what you were doing for her,” Andrea said. “She knows how embarrassing this must be for you, and so she said it would be like it never happened. 


     “You just have to remember that you’re not the football coach,” she added. “And you’re not an adult and not a man. You’re a cheerleader. You’re a teenager and you’re a girl.” 


     Finally, I nodded in agreement. What else could I do? 


     “Okay, good,” Mom said, as she patted my hand. “Now Jennifer told me what uniform you need to wear and that you are supposed to ride to school with Nicole. I’ll help you get dressed late this afternoon, after you shave your legs.  


     “And one more thing,” she added. “Jennifer was very emphatic about this. She said that you are supposed to be good to Bobby Alvarez.” 


     “Bobby Alvarez?” I asked. “He’s a wide receiver on the football team. Why should I be good to him. He’s not the best player and he’s kind of a wise-ass, if you want to know the truth.” 


     Andrea laughed. “And he’s also the boy that Jennifer has been dating all summer,” she said. “Don’t you ever pay attention to anything besides football?” 


     I laughed too. “Well, I am now, it seems.” 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 
 

    

       


     Nicole was a tiny redhead that I had in history class two years before. And as she drove us to the high school, I noted that we were dressed exactly alike, right down to the blue sparkly spankies under our tiny blue and gold skirts.  


     “Cheerleader skirts seem to get shorter every year,” Andrea had said as she dressed me. “I’m guessing this little piece of nothing is maybe 12 inches long.” 


     Our sleeveless tops– or shells– were white trimmed in gold, with “NHS” emblazoned in blue across the front, and they just covered our midriffs. We also wore bright white sneakers with blue ankle socks and large, glittery blue and gold bows in our hair. Nicole’s hair was down, while mine was in a high pony. 


     Our makeup was similar too, with bright red lipstick the eye-catcher. 


     God! Did it feel weird walking into the school looking like my cheerleader stepdaughter instead of a coach and teacher. I focused on remembering to address teachers as “Mr.” and “Ms.” instead of their first names. And I tried to ignore how vulnerable and exposed I felt in my tiny uniform.   


     As the trivia teams settled in and prepared for the contest, I noticed why Jennifer said that she wanted me to be good to Bobby Alvarez. He and some of the other players were there with a trivia team to support the cheerleaders. 


     That was so nice of him! 


     I made it a point to be the cheerleader waitress for his table. And not once did he seem like the wise-ass that I thought he was when I was a football coach. Instead, he was friendly and polite. And he had the nicest brown eyes and sweetest smile!  


     Why hadn’t I ever noticed that when I was his coach? What a stupid question! The Brad in me was fighting to retain some control of my thoughts and identity. But dressed the way I was, in tight, revealing clothes, and with all those cute boys at my table, especially Bobby, it was a losing battle. Brad’s rough, tough masculine demeanor didn’t have a chance. I was having too much fun being a flirt and an exhibitionist.  


     I used every opportunity to brush my breasts against Bobby and even some of the other boys when I picked up empties or put down more sodas and snacks. It just felt so delicious. And it was even better when they’d look at me afterward.  


     When I came out of the girls’ bathroom during intermission, Bobby was waiting. He grabbed my hand and pulled me off into a darkened corridor. A good six inches taller and more than 50 pounds heavier, he backed me into a corner and then leaned in close so I could feel his hot breath and smell the musky cologne that he was wearing. 


     “You are so beautiful, Jennifer,” he whispered. “I’ve been fighting all night to keep my hands off you.” 


     I giggled. “You shouldn’t have fought so hard,” I whispered. “I wouldn’t have minded.” 


     Then he kissed me. And I kissed back. It was sooo much better than when Carl kissed me. I wrapped my arms around his neck and he wrapped his around my waist. We kissed some more. He moved his hands onto my breasts and massaged them. My nipples hardened and I felt a stirring in my tummy. I also felt a stirring against my leg. 


     Finally, we came up for air. “We have to get back,” I whispered.  


     “Okay,” he said, and nearly melted me with his smile. “We’ll finish this later. I am driving you home, right?” 


     Well, that was a rather important detail that Andrea neglected to tell me. Or maybe she didn’t know. Maybe Jennifer didn’t tell her. But at this point, it didn’t matter.  


     “Yes, you are,” I said, and kissed him on the cheek. 


       


     *  *  *  *  * 


      


     Nicole and I and the rest of the cheerleaders stayed around after the contest ended to clean up the commons area. I told her that I was riding home with Bobby. 


     She laughed and winked. “Of course, you are, Jennifer,” she said. “Who else would you go with?” 


     As we started for the door, one of the cheerleader sponsors, Ms. Douglas said, “You and the other girls did a great job tonight, Jennifer. Tell Coach hello for me.” 


     I grabbed my purse and waved. “Thanks, Ms. Douglas,” I said. “I’ll be sure to tell him.” 


     Bobby was waiting outside and once more took my hand. He walked me to his car, but didn’t open the door. Instead he popped the trunk and pulled out a blanket. 


     Then he led me toward the back of the school, where the football stadium was, where I had stalked the sidelines for a decade, leading the Screaming Eagles to many more wins than losses. 


      “Where are we going, Bobby?” I asked. “I thought that you were going to drive me home and then, you know, we could … “ 


     He looked down at me and smiled. “This is better,” he said. “You’re a cheerleader and I’m a football player and the season is about to start. Let’s celebrate by doing it under the goal posts.” 


     Of all the things that never occurred to me that I would do in my life, having sex with a horny, teenage boy on a football field in the dark had to be No. 1. But there was a kind of bizarre cosmic symmetry to all of this. I was– or, rather, had been– a football coach and Bobby was one of my players. And that would be our relationship again on Monday. But for now, under the moonlight on a Saturday night in late August, I was a cheerleader and Bobby was my boyfriend. 


      Bobby spread the blanket between the goalposts. “Ready to score?” he asked, as he pulled me close and kissed me hard. Once again, I kissed back, and, this time, tongues intertwined.   


     In the midst of our passion, as my body trembled and my knees buckled, I remembered again what Jennifer had said: “Be good to Bobby Alvarez.” 


       I certainly wanted to make my stepdaughter happy. Also, she promised not to say anything to me or anyone about what happened this weekend. It was going to be as if she were here and not in Chicago. And that made me exceptionally happy. Come Monday, when school started, it would be as if this never happened to me. Only it had. 


     I came up for air and sat down sideways on the blanket, pulling Bobby with me. We kissed some more and he pulled my hand onto his rock-hard crotch. 


     “Are you trying to tell me something?” I ask, rubbing it gently.  Having been a teenage boy myself in another lifetime, I knew what he was going through. And I knew how quickly he would lose control before I came even close to being satisfied. 


     “Let me help you with that,” I said. I pushed him onto his back, unzipped his jeans, and pulled them down his legs. As I lowered his jockey shorts, he moaned, and grasped my head, his fingers locking in my blonde hair. 


     “Easy, easy,” I whispered. “I’ll take care of you and then you can take care of me.” 


     He loosened his grip and let me take care of business. 


     “Ohhh, that was great,” he said afterward, as I pulled tissues from my purse to clean off my hand and lips and Bobby’s private parts. 


     “I aim to please,” I said, leaning in to kiss him. 


     He chuckled. “Well, you did. Little Bobby and I thank you very much.” 


     I giggled. “Little Bobby?” 


     He took mock offense. “Hey, you’re the one who named it that,” he said. 


     I giggled some more. “Of course, I did. And now I’m going to make Little Bobby big again. And why don’t you help me do that?” 


     “You bet I will,” he said, as I continued to use one hand to gently fondle him. “It’s just that you make me so hot, so hard, so fast. I’m afraid … “ 


     Suddenly growing frustrated and wanting to get some action for myself, I pulled Bobby on top of me and said, “Okay, girls, that’s enough chit chat. Show me what you can do!”  


     And just as suddenly, he raised up on both arms and looked at me in stunned shock. “Oh, my God, Coach says the same thing at practice,” he said.  


     “And it’s not just the words. Your tone of voice is the same too!” 


     I pulled him back down and put one of his hands on my breast.  


     “Well, I guess that’s what happens when you’re father is a coach. You pick up stuff like that,” I said. “You don’t mind do you?” 


     Instead of answering, he kissed me again and went to work on both of my breasts. My nipples suddenly seemed the size of pencil erasers and I felt dampness in my panties. 


     “I take that as a negative,” I said, wiggling under his muscular body and feeling Little Bobby start to rise once more. 


     “Coach says that too,” he replied. 


     “But does Coach do this?” I asked as I pulled Bobby’s head down near mine and slowly rimmed his ear with my tongue. 


     Now he was practically panting, and I was loving it.  


     “So, do you mind if I talk like him?” I asked innocently, growing ever more eager for Little Bobby to pleasure me. 


     “Hell, as long as you look like this and feel like this, you can talk like anyone you want. I’ll even call you ‘Coach’ if you want.” 


     I don’t know if what Bobby said was appropriate or ironic, considering our relationship on the football field,  but the fact that only I knew the truth combined with my physical arousal made me so hot that I feared my hair and the big bow in it suddenly would burst into flames. 


     I giggled. “Yes, do that,” I said, my toes practically curling with pleasure. “Call me Coach Nelson.” 


     “Okay, Coach Nelson, buckle up. I’m about ready to score,” he said, as he moved a hand down my chest and snaked it under my sleeveless shell.  


     “I hate sports bras!” he yelled when he couldn’t gain access to my breasts and quickly pushed his hand down to and under my tiny skirt.  


     “But I love cheerleader skirts!” he exclaimed, as his hand pulled down my spanky and then my panties and removed them over my bright, white sneakers. 


     “Okay, Coach Nelson,” he whispered again, his voice straining with passion as he resettled his body on top of mine. “What’s the next play?” 


     I locked my long, bare legs around him, pulled a now erect Little Bobby toward the end zone, and told my favorite wide receiver the same thing that I probably would tell him at football practice Monday afternoon. 


     “Go deep, Bobby! Go deep!” 
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