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A CHRISTMAS MIRACLE

The best part of Christmas for Charlie is going to Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party. Unlike Charlie, Gigi has rich parents, a big house, and complete freedom to do whatever she wants. So for one day each year, Charlie can bask in the extravagant life of his spoiled and beautiful friend.

Gigi’s mother is back from an exotic trip through Tibet. She brought a priceless artifact from an ancient Tibetan temple with her: a Tibetan wishing bowl. To Gigi’s mom, it’s just another expensive piece of art so she can flex her wealth to her friends. But to Charlie, it’s a tiny chance to have a better life.

So during that party, when nobody is looking, he wishes his life could be more like Gigi’s.


CHAPTER I

'Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house, not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse—unless you count the thirty-six drunk partiers downstairs, blasting loud music, chatting and laughing vibrantly under twinkling lights.

Gigi’s mom had to go through the large home to close all of the blinds, so that the nosy, uninvited neighbours would stop gazing into the house with their judgemental and jealous eyes. She was clearly starting to panic—worried one of those neighbours might call the police, just hours before Christmas morning.

She kept coming up to Gigi, tapping her gently on the shoulder, and saying, “It’s getting late. Don’t you think your friends want to go home now?”

Gigi rolled her eyes every time. “It’s not that late, mom,” she said. “Take a chill pill.”

Previous years, the party was always over by eleven. But this year was different; this year, we were eighteen, and most of us stayed after our parents left. We were officially responsible enough to get ourselves home, and to decide how late we got to stay up. Many of us—myself included—didn’t even live with our parents anymore.

And Gigi’s mother was clearly struggling with the new dynamic, now that her daughter was an adult. She had an awkward, forced smile on her face wherever she went in that house. She no longer felt as though she had the power to say ‘Don’t do that,’ or ‘Please don’t touch that expensive vase.’ All she could do was watch helplessly and hope for the best.

But for the most part, Gigi’s old high school friends were being respectful—even once the liquor started to surge strongly through our systems. A few display plates got smashed, and someone put a small hole through the wall in the downstairs powder room—but other than that and a purple stain on the white living room rug, everything was fine.

Gigi’s mother wasn’t treating Gigi any differently than previous years. The only difference with this particular year of Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party was that Gigi and her friends were all old enough to drink, and old enough to be free from the clutches of their parents. Instead of drinking hot chocolate and playing Rock Band in Gigi’s basement, we were drinking vodka and playing beer pong on the antique dining room table.

There were a few times when Gigi’s mom nearly gathered the courage to shut the party down. I watched as her face turned redder and redder and her body became more and more tense and confident; then Gigi’s father would appear in time to calm her down. After he would whisper into her ear, she would walk away and then Gigi’s father would disappear until he was needed once again to diffuse the anxious stay-at-home mother.

Gigi could do no harm in the eyes of her father. She was a precious angel who deserved and received everything. While everyone was crowding the kitchen to reset their drinks, I took a gander towards the large designer Christmas tree. Beneath the tree was a mountain of presents: large boxes tied with glittering paper and thick ribbons. I wasn’t surprised to see Gigi’s name on nearly every single tag. Ben, Gigi’s brother, only had a couple of boxes under that tree. Her parents had one each.

It wasn’t much later when I overheard Gigi telling Monica and Stacy about the apartment her father was buying for her. “It’s right in the heart of downtown Vancouver. It’s got a view of the ocean and everything. I just hope the sea planes aren’t too loud.” I peeked over her shoulder when she showed the listing on her phone. I wasn’t able to see the pictures—though I’m sure they were nice—but I did see the $1,100,000 price tag.

My parents always told me that happiness and money aren’t linked. “Happiness is relative,” my mother would say—probably just to justify the money she spent on cigarettes instead of on me. Oh well—I accepted long ago that I would never have a live like Gigi’s.

I found Ben sitting alone on the couch, drinking a beer and staring blankly at the heavily decorated banister. His skin was strangely pale and his eyes were glossy and distant. “You okay, Ben?” I asked. He was slow to look up at me.

Then, before he answered me, he stared into my eyes—and into my soul. It was almost as if he was trying to decide if I was trustworthy enough to talk to. His lips parted slowly, then his words came out. “Girls get everything,” he said simply.

“What do you mean?”

“They get everything,” he said, looking down at his feet with that sullen look. “You saw the presents—they’re all for her. He’s buying her an apartment… And did you see that Mercedes outside? That’s hers—they just bought it for her last week. You know what I got? I got a used Prius. I guess I shouldn’t complain—it’s a free car, right? But why would they give me a used Prius and then give her a brand new Mercedes Benz? I just don’t get it.”

“I saw some presents for you under that tree,” I said.

He looked up at me slowly and then he let a strangely emotionless chuckle out. “You’re right. I guess I’m crazy, right?”

“I just wouldn’t worry about it. Dads like to spoil their daughters. That’s just the way life is, I guess.” I was trying to cheer him up. I didn’t like seeing a person so down on Christmas Eve. It was supposed to be a time for happiness and joy. No one should feel neglected hours before Christmas morning.

“It’s not just my dad. She gets spoiled everywhere she goes. All women do. I went to a club last weekend. The girls all got in for free—the rest of us had to pay twenty bucks for cover. And then we went bowling on Wednesday—me and Gigi and some of her friends. It was free for all of them—but not for me. I had to pay twenty-five bucks an hour. They call it ‘Ladies Night’.” He laughed and shook his head. “That’s not even the worst of it. You know that the government spoils them too, right?”

“I don’t think that’s true,” I said. “Why don’t we go to the kitchen and get you a new drink—maybe a glass of water?”

I started to turn away, and then he kept talking. “She’s pregnant. I got her pregnant.”

A tense nausea filled my stomach. “You got your sister pregnant?” I said, keeping my voice down to a whisper.

Her perked up and shook his head quickly. “What? No! Gross. What’s wrong with you? Beverley—I got Beverley pregnant. No one knows yet, so don’t tell anyone. She’s keeping the baby; she made that very, very clear.” He looked back down at his feet. Now his eyes were wider than ever before. “We were just fooling around and one thing led to another… She said she was on the pill. I guess that was a lie. Now she doesn’t want me in the kid’s life. She said that I would be a bad influence. Maybe she’s right—but isn’t a bad influence better than no influence at all? She told me she doesn’t want the kid to know that I’m its dad. She told me I wouldn’t be allowed to see it. Can you believe that?”

“I don’t think she can do that,” I said.

He started laughing as if I just made a very funny joke. Then he shook his head. “You’re so naïve. I got my dad to call his lawyer—one of the best in the city. The lawyer basically just shrugged his shoulders and said that the best he could do, if we decided to pursue it and spend a small fortune, was visits on every second weekend. Can you believe that? It’s not up to me—unless Beverley becomes a criminal or something. Even then, she would still get preference in a custody hearing. The world is unfair, Charlie. It’s better to be a girl than a guy. Oh, and did I mention that I have to pay her five hundred bucks every month for child support, even though I don’t get to see the kid? Five hundred bucks—where am I supposed to get that kind of money?”

“You’ll figure this out, Ben. You’re a smart dude. Now get up and let’s join the rest of the party—try to get your mind off of Beverley.”

“Did you see the Benz in the driveway outside?” he asked again. “You know that’s hers, right?”

“You mentioned that,” I said.

He looked down at his feet and I realized he wasn’t planning on moving any time soon. So I carefully backed away.

Then, for the rest of that night, I found myself watching Gigi curiously—and the other girls as well. There certainly was something to what Ben was saying. They almost never had to get up to go to the kitchen—guys were always bringing them drinks like good little servants. It probably helped that Gigi was a very attractive girl, with smooth blonde hair that extended nearly to her hips. She was wearing a red dress with white cotton embellishments. The skirt of the dress was so short that every man in that room could almost see her perky bum, and her top was cut so low that we could all see her amazing cleavage.

She would tell a lousy joke and every man within earshot would laugh as if they were in a New York City comedy club. One of my friends even dropped to his knees seconds after Gigi spilled some of her drink onto her expensive red shoes. He used a tissue to scrub her shoes, ensuring they remained pristine. And I was starting to feel more and more like Ben as I watched—as if seeing reality for the first time.

It was almost midnight when I had to step away. I didn’t want to fall down the same rabbit hole Ben was currently trapped in.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then, I walked over to the fridge to get myself a fresh beer. That’s when I noticed the acceptance letter sitting conveniently next to the large refrigerator.

‘Dear Gigi Klein, I am delighted to inform you that the Committee on Admissions has admitted you to the Creative Writing class of 2023. Please accept my personal congratulations for your outstanding achievement.’

I looked up at the letterhead and saw that the letter was from the University of British Columbia—where I applied for the exact same program. I didn’t get in. My stomach ached at the sight of the acceptance letter, so I reached forward to flip the letter over. And that’s when I saw Gigi’s high school transcript. I couldn’t fight the curiosity. I reached out and grabbed it.

Gigi’s average was lower than mine. Her grade in English was nearly ten percent below mine. That ache returned to my stomach. I wanted to grab that acceptance letter and scrunch it into a tight ball. My mind immediately assumed the worst: that Gigi only got in because she was a girl.

I tried to calm myself down by reminding myself that Gigi had wealthy parents, unlike me. Maybe her dad just sent the school a hefty donation. Maybe he financed a new university library… Or maybe they just wanted to let more girls into the school so they could seem more progressive. I’d read an article that said schools were doing that—so maybe it was true.

I stepped back into the living room and I spotted Gigi from across the large, open space. She had her little posse around her, looking up at her with big, eager smiles. I had to bite down on my tongue to hide my rage. Why was I so angry? Was it really such a big deal?

I stepped away, into the long hallway between the living room and the bedroom cluster on the other end of the massive house. There was a large stone bowl sitting on a small antique table. The bowl was filled with a grey powder. The object seemed to be out of place.

I walked over to it and lifted up the heavy stone baton that was left inside of it. Then a female voice behind me said, “Please don’t break that. It’s very valuable.”

I turned around and saw Gigi’s exhausted mother standing five paces away.

“Sorry—I was just looking at it. What is it?” I asked.

She stepped up next to me. “It’s a Tibetan wishing bowl. You say a wish and then you stir the sand. My husband bought it at a Tibetan monastery. He paid a lot of money to bring it back here.”

“Does it work?” I asked.

She laughed. “It works to bring the room together—don’t you think?”

A crashing sound came from the kitchen, making Gigi’s mother spin her head around. “What was that?” she said. And then she darted off to go and assess the damage, leaving me all alone with that Tibetan wishing bowl. I stared down into the sand for a moment.

Had I gotten that university acceptance letter, my life would be completely different. I would have qualified for a student loan, so I wouldn’t have had to get a lousy job working at a shoe store.

So I quietly said, “I wish I had Gigi’s life,” and then I stirred the sand in that bowl. Nothing happened, of course. So with a sigh, I returned to the party. I sat down on one of the many living room couches and I continued to watch as Gigi’s mother zipped around the room trying to control the damage her daughter’s friends were creating in her house.

After that, the night became a blur. The alcohol had successfully seeped into my brain and the night slipped away from me. I was too drunk to drive home, so I went down the hall to the bedroom cluster and I fell onto the first bed I could find. I had a feeling it was Gigi’s bed, judging by the pink sheets and pinker walls. I knew she would kick me out the moment she found me—but I would worry about that later. Now, I just needed to sleep. I needed to rest my eyes and let the alcohol slowly work its way out from my system.


CHAPTER II

I woke up to the sound of a male voice saying, “Wake up. Everyone’s waiting for you to get out of bed.” The man nudged me a few times before repeating himself. Then he grabbed my arm and gave it a firm shake.

I had no idea who the man was, but I was too exhausted to care. I rolled over and tried to tell the man to go away—but I was only able to muster up a loud groan. He nudged me again, this time from my back. “It’s already ten. You have to get up. Christmas is waiting for you. Don’t you want to open your presents?”

“Go away,” I managed to say. My voice was broken and weak.

“Seriously. Get up,” the man said.

It took a few seconds before I was able to peel my eyes open, so I could see who was tormenting me. But before I saw his face, I saw the pink sheets, and I remembered that I was still at Gigi’s house—and still in her bedroom. I didn’t have to turn my head to realize the male voice behind me belonged to Ben. I was probably ruining their family Christmas. They were probably waiting for me to scram before they had their family breakfast and opened their gifts.

I groaned and tried to roll my body over. But the exhaustion was strong—too strong. I let my eyes close and then I began to doze off. I heard Ben sigh. “I guess she gets what she wants again,” he muttered under his breath. I was too tired to let that comment process through my brain.

It was four hours when he came back to nudge me again. “Seriously—get up. It’s two in the afternoon. We’re having dinner in three hours. You need to get your ass up.”

“Sorry,” I said with a groan. I didn’t feel any more rested than before. The nausea was still strong in my stomach and the pain was still sharp in the back of my head. I managed to roll onto my back with a great deal of effort, and then I found myself staring up at Gigi’s glittering chandelier. “Is everyone mad at me?”

“At you?” Ben said. “No one’s ever mad at you.” He said it with a great deal of sarcasm, which I found peculiar. I always thought that Ben liked me. I mean—he did confide in me during the party, after all. Didn’t that mean anything? Or was I just the only person around when he went on his drunken rant? “Now get up so we can get the gift opening over with.”

“Okay,” I said.

I sat up and rubbed my face with my hands. Ben was already out of the room and the door was closed, so I had a bit of privacy. I was slow to get onto my feet, and then even slower to get to Gigi’s en-suite bathroom. It was a big bathroom with two sinks, a separate toilet room, a shower and a separate Jacuzzi bathtub. I couldn’t figure out why a single person could possibly need two sinks—let alone a bathtub separate from the shower.

I went straight to toilet stall to empty my bladder. I didn’t bother attempting to stand. Instead, I took a seat so that my legs could have a moment to rest from the long journey between the bed and the bathroom.

I nearly dozed off on Gigi’s toilet seat. It didn’t help that the seat had a heater built into it. I ended up sitting for a couple of minutes once I was drained. Then I dragged my feet back towards the sinks. I ran the water until it was as cold as it could get, then I splashed some on my face, hoping it would wake me up. But as I splashed the water the second time, I felt something slap into my face like a wet mop. It got into my mouth and even up my nose. I coughed and quickly wiped my face, trying to pull the invader away. But as I pulled, my hair tugged, eliciting an ‘Ouch!’ from my lips.

My eyes still hadn’t adjusted to the daytime light (it didn’t help that I was keeping them closed when I wasn’t walking around). So I could only assume that my friends had pranked me while I was blacked out on Gigi’s bed. “Shit,” I mumbled. I ran my fingers up the long wet hair, trying to find the clips—or God forbid, the glue. But the hair was seamless, all the way to my roots. I bent forward, letting the hair hang down towards my toes. I tried again, running my fingers slowly downwards until I found out how the hair was stuck to my head. But again, I could find no clips or globs of glue or seams or anything. It was almost as though the hair belonged to me.

I was just about to stand up when I noticed my bare toes. My toenails were painted a muted pink colour. “Oh my God,” I groaned. They painted my toes as well? I could already envision the pictures that were up on Facebook: my blacked out body, all dolled up and humiliating. I wondered if my family had already seen the pictures.

Speaking of my family—they were probably wondering where the hell I was. Christmas morning had passed as I was still on the other side of the city. I reached down to pat my pockets, but I couldn’t find my pockets. I wasn’t wearing the T-shirt and jeans that I fell asleep in. Instead, I was wearing a long red satin dress with white cotton embellishments—just like the dress Gigi was wearing the night before. And under the dress, I was naked, which meant they stripped me down and changed me against my will. Had I been a girl, that would have been considered rape. But because I was a guy, it was just a silly prank… I pushed that thought out of my head, worried I was starting to think too much like Ben.

I reached down for the base of the dress, so I could pull it off before anyone saw me in it, and then I noticed my fingernails were painted the same colour as my toenails. I paused and stared at them for a long moment. They were painted nicely: a smooth application with no paint at all on my skin. Someone put a lot of effort into this little prank. Why didn’t they just draw cocks on my forehead like normal teenagers?

I pulled that dress over my head and I hung it up on a hook next to the door. Then I slipped out from the bathroom to find my proper clothes. But the bedroom was clean and tidy and my clothes were nowhere to be seen. I checked under the bed and then I pulled the sheets off of the bed, hoping they had just gotten buried while I tossed and turned in my sleep. But my clothes weren’t there. I checked under the bed again. Then I heard footsteps approaching the bedroom door.

I jumped up and scurried back to the bathroom, so that I wouldn’t be caught crawling around Gigi’s bedroom butt-naked, like some twisted freak. My future was already looking grim enough—I didn’t need some sexual misconduct charge lingering on my shoulders for the rest of my life.

As I closed the bathroom door, the bedroom door opened. “You coming, or what?” Ben called out.

And before I was able to reply, I saw Gigi in the mirror where I was supposed to be. She was standing there naked, staring at me with her big, glowing eyes and plump parted lips. I thought for a moment that I was staring through a window and not at all at a mirror, so I reached down to cover my crotch. She covered her pussy in the same moment. Then I went to cover my parted lips and she did the same thing. “I’m sorry,” I said. And she spoke at the same time—because she was just my reflection: she was me.

As that impossible reality sunk in, my skin became cold. I took a step back into the closed bathroom door and I watched as she took a step back into the same door. “Oh my God,” we both said, because we were the same person.

I held up my wet blonde hair as she did the same. I stepped closer to the mirror and so did she. Was I dreaming? Was this some sort of cruel, drunken nightmare?

Ben knocked on the door behind me, making me jump. “What’s taking so long? You don’t have to do your makeup for opening presents, you know.”

It was a moment before I forced myself to respond. “I—I know. I’ll be right there,” I said. And that’s when I heard the feminine voice coming out from my mouth. How was it possible?

“Hurry up, because I’m getting sick of waiting,” he called out. Then I heard him leave the room, closing the door behind him.

I uncovered my pussy and brought my hands up to my chest. I gently cupped my small, perky tits. They were soft and squishy, and they felt so real. I’d never touched tits before—not since I was breastfeeding and in diapers. I reached my hand down between my legs and—even though I couldn’t my cock—I expected to feel my cock. But it wasn’t there. Instead, there was just a subtle lump and then nothing. I used both of my hands to gently spread my vaginal lips. Then I stumbled back. My heart was racing. It simply didn’t make any sense. It wasn’t possible—yet it happened.

I knew right away that I had to get back into my proper body, but first, I had to go open Gigi’s presents so that Ben would get off of my back and let me concentrate.


CHAPTER III

I was trembling as I walked into the living room and saw Gigi’s entire family lounging. They all turned to look at me in the same moment—which was the exact moment my legs decided to lock and I became frozen two steps from the doorway.

“Merry Christmas!” Gigi’s mother said with a big smile on her face. The room was shockingly clean, as if she and a whole crew of professional cleaners spent the entire night tidying up after Gigi’s annual Christmas Eve party. Even the purple stain was no longer on the white rug. Maybe she went out and bought a new rug in time for Christmas morning.

“Come and sit down,” said Gigi’s dad, patting the spot next to him. The faces continued to stare at me, oblivious to the fact that I wasn’t Gigi. I wasn’t the girl they thought I was. In fact, I wasn’t a girl at all—even though I had tits and a pussy, and I was now wearing a skirt and a bra and a fitted white sweater.

“Are you okay, dear?” Gigi’s mother asked. I nodded my head slowly.

“I’m fine,” I said, breaking my awkward silence.

Ben rolled his eyes. “She’s got a hangover—a Merry Christmas hangover. Wonderful.”

“Ben, don’t be rude,” Gigi’s father snapped. Then he turned back to me. “Gigi, come sit down so we can open gifts.”

I walked forward slowly, feeling the tiniest draft teasing up my bare, shaven legs. I put on the longest skirt I could find, and it was still not even long enough to reach my knees. I had tried to find a pair of jeans or shorts, but Gigi’s closet was larger than my entire bedroom, and it was packed tight like a small thrift store. I’m sure there were shorts and jeans in there, but I didn’t have eight hours to find them. So I went with the skirt. Besides—I figured the skirt would be more inconspicuous, seeing as Gigi was always wearing either a skirt or a dress.

I took that seat next to Gigi’s father. He stared into my eyes with a big smile, and then he said, “Why don’t you open the first gift?”

I caught Ben rolling his eyes again. I could see why he was so angry. His father’s favouritism was unfortunately obvious. “Sure,” I said quietly.

The father pointed at Ben and said, “Ben, why don’t you grab that little present at the front of the tree there—in the white wrapping paper.”

Ben rolled his eyes again before standing up. He grabbed the little box and then he tossed it at me. I caught it just before it hit me in the chest.

“Straighten up your attitude, boy,” said Gigi’s father with a low growl.

“Sorry,” Ben said with a defeated tone.

I slowly peeled the paper off of the gift. I felt strangely guilty, opening someone else’s present. I had this strange feeling that the real Gigi was going to walk through the door at any moment and say, ‘What the hell are you doing with my stuff?!’ But I had another strong feeling churning inside of me, reminding me that I was the real Gigi. And where did that put me? Where was Charlie? Had Gigi woken up in my body, back at my house, to open presents with my family? Was Charlie going to walk through that front door at any moment and demand an explanation? Was I somehow responsible for all of this?

I looked over at the door now, half expecting it to burst open. That’s when I saw the Tibetan wishing bowl, and I remembered making my silly wish before the alcohol overwhelmed my system. That’s right: I wished that I could have Gigi’s life! And that wish apparently came true more literarily than I could have anticipated.

But now, the solution seemed obvious: just make another wish at that bowl—wish to have my normal life back. If it worked once, of course it would work again. My stress levels suddenly lowered and my body relaxed into that big, plump couch. I pulled my feet up onto the couch.

The couch was much nicer than any couch my family had ever owned. Hell, it was more comfortable than the bed I’d slept on for the past ten years.

I opened that first little box. Inside was a glittering silver necklace with a green gemstone. There was a receipt from Tiffany’s stuffed into the box—and it wasn’t even a gift receipt. The price was right there for me to see, as if Gigi’s father wanted Gigi to know how much he spent on her present. “If you want to return it, you’re more than welcome to buy something else,” he said.

“No,” I said. “I love it. It’s very beautiful.” I forced a smile. Then he leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. It was an awkward moment—being kissed by an older man. But I had to do my best not to cringe or squirm. I didn’t plan on spending more than an hour in Gigi’s body—but a lot of damage can be done in a single hour. I just had to keep my sentences short and keep my mouth shut when I wasn’t being talked to, and I knew I could get out of this unscratched.

I opened my next gift. It was a new stereo for the Mercedes Benz parked outside. “I’ll install it for you later today. The guy at the store said it was the best one they sell,” Gigi’s dad said.

I smiled and nodded my head. The receipt was once again stuffed into the box, and the number on the receipt was probably bigger than all of the gifts my parents had ever bought me combined. I couldn’t believe how spoiled Gigi was.

And how is a person supposed to react to receiving such a grandiose gift? What was Gigi’s normal reaction to receiving a car stereo system worth more than five grand? I opened my arms and Gigi’s father quickly accepted my hug. He kissed me again on the cheek, and I again had to fight away the urge to squirm and cringe.

Next, it was Gigi’s father’s turn to open the gift from Gigi. He looked excited and perked up. The box was small and I had no idea what was inside. “What is it?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess you’ll have to open the box to find out,” I said.

He opened the box quickly, revealing a cheap-looking watch. There was no receipt stuffed into the box, but it couldn’t have been worth more than two hundred bucks—much less than the shining golden watch that was currently on his wrist. Still, he turned to me and threw open his arms for a hug, so I hugged him. And then I awkwardly forced myself to kiss him on his stubbly cheek. “I love you, Gigi,” he said.

“I love you too,” I said. I had to bite down on my tongue to say it.

When the hug ended, I noticed Ben staring at me with a strange, confused look. Was I not acting properly like Gigi? Was I giving myself away? “What is it?” I asked. And then he looked away quickly, shaking his head.

“Nothing,” he said bluntly.

It was his turn to open the present from me—from Gigi. He peeled back the wrapping paper, revealing a video game for his Xbox. He stared at it for a moment and then he looked at me. “I already have this one,” he said.

“Really?” I said. “I’m sorry. I’ll buy you another one.”

“It’s fine. Don’t worry about it.”

Ben got a few power tools from his parents. He stared at them blankly before saying, “Not to be ungrateful, but what am I supposed to do with all of this? I don’t know even know how to use these things.”

“Well it’s time to learn,” said Gigi’s father. “You’re going to help me build a new deck in the spring.”

“I am?” Ben said.

Gigi’s father nodded his head. “The old one is falling apart.”

I felt bad for Ben. I was being showered with expensive presents, as if I was a rich rapper’s girlfriend, and Ben was getting nothing but chores. It was only a minute later when I opened another gift: five hundred bucks worth of makeup supplies, along with a five hundred dollar gift card for Sephora. And another minute later, I opened up a piece of original art, for my new Vancouver apartment. “It’s a Martin Lewis original,” said Gigi’s mother. “It will be very valuable one day. It’s already very valuable. I had to pay a lot of money to get it for you.”

It wasn’t my kind of artwork, but I managed to fake some enthusiasm anyway. As I hugged Gigi’s mom, I got another weird look from Ben. He was starting to make me feel uncomfortable. There was something about that gaze that just didn’t seem right.

I got another piece of artwork next, then some books, then a brand new camera with three lenses, then a gift card for the local camera store, then some expensive chocolate, and then some more accessories for my new car. I was exhausted by the end of the gift opening ceremony—tired of faking excitement for all of the toys that I wouldn’t even stick around to play with. But there was one gift left: an envelope, to Gigi and her mother, from Gigi’s father. He handed the envelope to me to open.

I forced a big smile and then I pulled out a card. Inside the card was a little note that read, ‘To my ladies: enjoy a relaxing afternoon on me.’ I read the note out loud, and then Gigi’s mother asked, “What does that mean?”

Gigi’s dad smiled and said, “Two professional spa workers should be here at any minute. While dinner is cooking, you’ll get a one-hour massage, a manicure and a pedicure, and a full facial. It’s their best package. I had to book it a year in advance to get them on Christmas day.” As if on cue, the doorbell rang. “That’s probably them. I’ll get the door.”

“But what about dinner? It can’t just cook itself,” said Gigi’s mother.

“I hired a cook. He should also be here in a few minutes. He’ll finish everything—and he’ll even do the dishes.” Gigi’s parents hugged and then Gigi’s dad came to give me yet another hug. Ben was already gone, already on his way to his room, probably to bitch to his friends on his computer about how spoiled his sister was.

“Well let me just go and baste the turkey before he gets here,” Gigi’s mother said, darting away. Suddenly, I was alone in the living room. It was my chance to reverse my wish at the wishing bowl. I stood up and walked towards that big bowl of sand. I looked down and prepared to make my wish. Then I stopped myself. Maybe I could make the wish after the massage. I’d never had a massage before, after all. And I wasn’t exactly thrilled about the idea of going home to my parents, to have some overcooked turkey with boxed mashed potatoes. It might be nice to eat a professionally home cooked meal.

So I stepped away from the wishing bowl. It could wait. The universe had gone through the trouble of making my original wish come true, so it only seemed fair to give it a few hours of my time.


CHAPTER IV

The massage was nice. The masseuse managed to get me right into that perfect relaxed state—halfway between asleep and awake. Then it was time for the pedicure, which was basically just a foot massage, and the manicure was basically just a hand massage. So I wasn’t so surprised when the facial turned out to be little more than just a face massage, which sounds weird, but it was actually very pleasant. I even found myself forgetting that I had a serious crisis on my hands, being trapped in the wrong body.

After the facial, it was back to the massage table for what the package referred to as, ‘The final relaxation’. The name sounded somewhat ominous—like something the mafia might say—as if they were going to put us to sleep for good.

My masseuse was a man, in his late twenties, with thick arms that were trying to bulge through his tight shirt. I had a feeling that he did some modelling on the side, because I was pretty sure I’d seen him before, possibly in a magazine. He knew how to knead his hands. I almost didn’t notice him pushing his hands beneath that thin sheet, rubbing his strong fingers down my butt cheeks. I tensed up for a moment, when his hands got particularly close to my asshole. I wasn’t sure if this was part of the ‘final relaxation’, or if he was just taking advantage of the situation he was in. Hell, if I was a hunk like him, I would probably push my hands a little bit too far down a pretty blonde’s body as well.

There was only a thin curtain between Gigi’s mom and me. I could hear her moaning gently as she fell deeper into her state of relaxation. She’d been moaning that way since the start of the two-hour package.

My man pushed his hand down even further, sliding it from my lower back to the very edge of my pussy. It felt nice, but something about it seemed wrong. Was he just trying to see what he could get away with? Was he just a young man trying to score a bit of action on Christmas? I turned my head as much as I could to look back at him. He smiled at me. Not knowing what else to do, I returned the smile. And then I realized returning the smile was a big mistake. I hadn’t just returned his pleasantry—I’d given him the green light to push that hand down farther.

His fingers slid gently down the length of my pussy. When he pulled back, he didn’t make it back to my back—or even to my butt cheeks. Now, he was just rubbing my slit with his strong, muscular hand. I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t believe how forthcoming he was. I couldn’t believe he had the balls to pull a move like that in this day and age, where the wrong look could throw you into the middle of a #MeToo controversy.

I tried to close my eyes and pretend like nothing weird was happening. It wasn’t my body, after all. It’s not like a strange man was rubbing me—and I could only assume that Gigi wouldn’t have any memory of this… I still had no idea where Gigi’s consciousness was now if I was inside of her. My assumption was that she was suffering through my family’s pathetic Christmas celebrations (or lack thereof).

The masseuse pushed harder, slipping two of his fingers between my now-oiled pussy lips. I wasn’t too familiar with the business down between my legs, but I could feel all of the different parts now as his fingers rubbed up and down. Even though I had no idea where the clit was (being a complete virgin and all), I knew exactly when his fingers pressed up against my clit. My body became tense and a whimper escaped my lips. He reacted to my reaction by keeping the tips of his fingers on that sweet spot and rubbing in careful circles.

My legs started to tremble and my body became suddenly hot. I pulled a deep breath of cool air into my lungs, and then things started to feel strangely wet between my thighs.

“Roll over for me, please,” he said in a casual, professional voice.

I was slow to roll over—and slower to process what was happening. Was a male masseuse fingering me? Did Gigi’s dad know that he hired some horny young man to feel up his daughter? Probably not. I couldn’t help but wonder if Gigi’s mom was getting a similar service on the other side of that curtain.

The masseuse pushed his hand between my thighs again, this time with the sheet pulled completely off of my body. He started rubbing me in hard, fast circles. I bit down hard on my tongue to stop myself from letting a moan out that Gigi’s whole family would have heard. He grabbed one of my small breasts with his other hand and he began to squeeze it. At the same time, two of his fingers pushed into my body. I gasped, and then I covered my mouth with both of my hands. I knew that this would all end badly if I was too loud. I didn’t want to get Gigi into any awkward trouble; she was my friend, after all. Though it was possible I was already getting her into some seriously awkward trouble.

He pushed his fingers in deep, and then he started to jam them in and out quickly. The sound of my wet cunt was loud—though the sound could have been him rubbing oil between his hands as far as Gigi’s mom was concerned on the other side of the sheet.

My hips rose off the massage table and I let a loud groan out. My body began to tremble and everything became hot. I felt like I was sweating. The room was suddenly bright and vivid. Warm energy was pulsing in my chest and between my legs. Then, I felt another gush of wetness.

The masseuse pulled his fingers out of me suddenly and darted to the little side table to grab a towel. Quickly, he pushed that towel up to my pussy. His cheeks were red and he was smiling awkwardly. “Is—Is everything okay?” I asked, trying to sound cool and collected.

“Everything’s fine,” he said in his own awkwardly casual voice. I leaned up and saw a big wet spot on his massage table. Did I squirt? Did I just make a big gushing mess of his equipment?

A little alarm chirped, letting him know that our time was up. “I’ll leave you alone while you get dressed,” he said. After he left, it took me a minute before I was able to stand up and put on my little outfit. My head was still spinning, still trying to process my unexpected sexual experience. I couldn’t help but wonder if that was a normal occurrence with Gigi, as an attractive, young woman. Did she have to constantly be on guard? Were men always trying to make moves on her?

As a man, I’d been trying for years just to get a girl to kiss me (I still hadn’t experienced my first kiss). As Gigi, I apparently couldn’t even leave my bedroom without being offered sex. Women have no idea how easy they have it, do they? An attractive girl (or even an average girl) will never know the torment of wanting sex so badly, but not being able to have it without a great deal of work and tremendous luck.

I was slipping into my sweater when Gigi’s mom poked her head in and said, “How was your massage?”

I could feel my cheeks turning red. I nodded my head and forced a smile. “Relaxing,” I said.

“My body is like pudding now,” she said. “Are you ready for dinner?”

I nodded my head, still with that big, red-cheeked smile on my face.

“I’ll go make sure the chefs have everything right,” she said. “I can’t imagine it will be more than twenty minutes.” She darted off. I could hear Ben and his father in the other room, watching a made-for-television movie. I once again had my chance to make things normal again at the Tibetan wishing bowl. I walked down the hall and approached the bowl. I stared down at the apparently magical sand, and then I said, “A few more hours.” I still wanted to taste the dinner that I could smell—and it smelled unbelievably amazing. Another couple of hours wouldn’t hurt, right?


CHAPTER V

Dinner was worth sticking around for. The turkey was moist and it had more flavour than I knew a turkey was capable of having. The garlic mashed potatoes were unbelievable, smothered in that warm gravy. Even the Brussels sprouts were unmatched—and I didn’t even like Brussels sprouts. Though maybe Gigi liked them, and now that I was in her body, I had her taste buds. Maybe the normal me—the male me—wouldn’t have enjoyed that dinner quite so much. It was hard to say, seeing as the turkey dinners I was used to came from the bargain isle of the grocery store.

I was hardly able to move when dinner was finished. I slumped into my chair, and then I noticed Ben staring at me with that strange glare again, as if he was catching on to me. “What’s up with you?” he said.

“What? I’m just full,” I said as one of the hired helpers took my plate away.

“I’ve never seen you eat more than three bites before.”

“It was delicious,” I said.

His eyes narrowed even more. “Since when have you ever complimented mom’s cooking?”

“Ben—quit being a brat,” Gigi’s mom said. “She’s in the Christmas spirit. Why are you being such a Grinch?”

“I’m not being a Grinch. She’s just acting weird. Am I not allowed to point out when my sister is acting weird?”

Now I felt like I had to sink further into my seat. I didn’t like that he knew something was up, even though I knew it was next-to-impossible for him to figure out my true identity—unless he knew about the wishing bowl. But even if he knew how powerful the wishing bowl was, there was no way he could possibly know that I wished I could be his sister.

“Why can’t you just get into the Christmas spirit?” Gigi’s mom asked.

Ben shook his head and then he took a long swig from his red wine, finishing the whole glass in a single, impressive gulp. Then he forced a big, sarcastic smile, and said, “Merry Christmas!” He pulled his cell phone out from his pocket and started texting his friends.

“No cell phones at the dinner table,” his mom said.

“Dinner’s over. Would you rather I move to the couch and be away from the family?” He was in a grouchy mood—and maybe I couldn’t blame him. Maybe he would have liked a two-hour massage. Maybe he wanted a Mercedes Benz. Maybe he wanted a new stereo system and some expensive jewellery… Well, probably not the latter. Maybe he didn’t want anything—maybe he just wanted to be treated equally. Maybe he just wanted his parents to pretend for one day that they didn’t have a favourite.

“Why don’t you go and play with your gifts for an hour or so, and then we’ll all gather back down here for some dessert?” suggested Gigi’s mom.

“Terry is coming over,” Ben said bluntly, as if he hadn’t heard his mother at all.

“Oh. Okay. That’s fine. Terry is such a nice young man,” said Gigi’s mother. “I’m going to go and get changed into something more appropriate for the evening.” She stood up and walked away with a look of defeat on her face. Maybe it was fair for Ben to be upset, but it was starting to seem like his mother was trying hard to break through to him, and he wasn’t exactly giving her much to work with.

Ben zipped off to his room. Across the table, Gigi’s dad was in a sort of food coma, with his eyes half closed and his head tilted back. So once again, I was basically all alone. And now seemed like a great time to wish myself back into my proper body. I got my massage and I got my delicious meal. What else was there to stick around for? More questions from Ben? I liked the idea of spending another night sleeping in Gigi’s big, soft bed, on her amazing and probably expensive mattress. But a good sleep wasn’t worth abandoning my body.

I walked over to that wishing bowl. I stared down at the sand and I took a deep breath. Before saying anything, I held out my hands and looked at my nicely manicured nails. I looked up at a decorative mirror on the wall. Maybe I would miss being ‘pretty’ for a change. It was nice, getting plenty of attention, being someone’s favourite for once.

I looked down at the sand again. What if I just stayed for dessert? One more hour, and then I could go back to my mundane, virgin lifestyle.

“What are you staring at?” Ben asked. I spun around quickly and nearly let out a yelp.

“What? Me? Nothing. I’m just waiting for dessert,” I said.

“You don’t eat dessert. The last time you ate dessert, you were nine years old.” He was holding a fresh glass of wine. He took a long sip from it, and then he stepped towards me with his narrowed eyes. “What’s going on with you?”

“I’m having a cheat day. I’ve had cheat days before,” I said, trying my best to sound like Gigi. I’d been friends with Gigi for a few years; I knew about her diet (and her modelling aspirations). And I knew that she sometimes had ‘cheat days’, though they were never quite as filling as this one.

“I can’t believe mom and dad have this stupid thing,” he said, brushing past me to look at the Tibetan wishing bowl. He picked up the stone stirring stick and dangling it between his fingers. “They paid so much money for it. It’s literally just a rock with sand in it.”

“It’s pretty silly,” I said, nodding my head with a forced smile.

“It’s not just silly—it’s a scam. They probably sell these things to every tourist. I bet there are five just in this neighbourhood.”

“Probably,” I said, faking a laugh.

Then Ben picked the bowl up. “They spent all that money on it, and I bet they wouldn’t even notice if it wasn’t here. We should hide it and see how long it takes for them to say anything.” Holding the wishing bowl with one hand, he grabbed a picture of Gigi from a nearby table and put it where the bowl was. “I bet they never notice.”

“Where are you going to put it?” I asked.

“I don’t know—somewhere they’ll never look. I bet they haven’t been in half the rooms in this house for ten years.” He turned around and started to walk away, picking his wine glass back up while he dangerously balanced that bowl full of magical sand.

“Wait,” I said. “They spent a lot of money on that. Maybe just leave it.”

“I know they spent a lot of money on it. That’s what makes this funny,” he said. He kept walking, so I followed him, watching the bowl closely as it teetered from side to side. If all of that fine sand spilled out, would it still work?

“Ben, c’mon. Don’t be a jerk. Just put the bowl down,” I said. My heart was pounding harder and harder every time that bowl teetered to the side. When he turned around the corner, some of the sand fell over the edge and dissipated into the air like pixie dust.

“Why do you care so much about this stupid bowl? I saw you looking at it earlier, too. Are you a big fan of the bowl?” He turned around sharply, making more sand spill over the edge and evaporate like water vapour.

“I don’t care about the bowl. I just don’t get why you hate it so much.” He wobbled slightly in his drunken state. One of his eyes was more closed than the other, as if he was almost blackout drunk—and maybe he was. He was in no state to be holding that expensive and magical bowl.

“Just like mom and dad, you love a fucking bowl more than you love me,” he said. Then he turned around and jogged drunkenly up the stairs. I just watched, not wanting to make him any angrier. If all he was going to do was hide the bowl, that wasn’t the end of the world—I could find it. But if I made him any angrier, then it was likely he would throw it out the window with the intent of smashing it into a million pieces. Then I would be stuck as Gigi for the rest of my life.

Though maybe that wouldn’t be so bad. She certainly had more going for her than I had going for me as Charlie. In a few months she would be moving to a beautiful city, into a nice apartment, to attend a respected school. And where would I be in a few months? Working at a shoe store, trying to save up for high school upgrading courses at the local community college, so I could spend years fixing my teenaged mistakes, just so I could have a shot at going to a post secondary institution?

Gigi’s life certainly sounded better on paper—and hell, it was probably better in more ways than I could count—but it wasn’t my life. It was her life, and I had my own responsibilities I had to return to. And not to mention, staying in Gigi’s body wasn’t fair to Gigi. She was a nice girl. Sure, she was a bit spoiled and her life was pretty much void of responsibilities—but it was still her life and not mine.

I needed to give Ben some time to cool down—and maybe some time to pass out. So it was looking like I was stuck in Gigi’s body for a little bit longer. I didn’t want to spend any more awkward time around her parents, so I went down the hall to my room. I closed the door and then I sat down on the bed and let out a big sigh of relief. It was nice to be alone for a minute. It was nice to have the pressure off of me for just a short moment.

I let my back fall onto the soft bed. The plush duvet consumed me comfortably and tried to convince me to fall asleep, even though it was only 7:30 PM. In a few hours, this would all be gone—at least for me. So I found myself wondering how I could make the most of my last few hours as Gigi. What could I do that I would never be able to do again?

I got up and started to explore the room, hoping something would pop out at me and fill my head with exciting ideas. I looked through the closet and then I looked through drawers, and it only took a few minutes to find her special shoebox under the bed. I carefully opened the box and then I gasped at the sight of her vibrator.

It was long and red, with a deep curve and a thick head. I held it up to my flat tummy, to see how big it was relative to my petite feminine body. The tip of the dildo nearly touched my sternum. “Holy crap,” I muttered. The toy was a lot more intimidating than I could have anticipated.

I pressed the button on the base of the toy and it started to buzz. It was a powerful buzz. I could feel that buzzing all the way down my arm, into my shoulder. I felt my face turning red as I thought about putting it inside of my body.

I looked around, just to make sure I was truly alone. Then I got up and went over to my bathroom, just so I could have an extra door between any potential intruder and me. I closed and locked the bathroom door, and then I carefully sat down on the tile floor. I pulled up my skirt to expose my cotton panties. Then I gently pulled the panties to the side, to expose my pussy.

Gigi kept her cunt perfectly shaved and smooth. Her slit was thin and tight, and her young lips kept the rest of her pussy cleanly hidden, until I gently spread them open, letting her glistening labia and clit push out. I felt flustered and embarrassed, technically seeing a pussy for the first time in my life. I felt naughty and wrong—I wasn’t exactly looking with permission from Gigi, even though I was Gigi. I reached down and gently touched the various parts. I couldn’t believe how sensitive the clit was. I was already terrified to press that big vibrator up against it.

But I had to try it. This would be my only chance. I took a big breath in and then I slid that long artificial cock down my pelvis. I pressed that button and then I held that tip gently against my clit. My body perked up and I gasped—similar to the gasp I made when the masseuse penetrated me with his fingers. I was hardly touching the vibrator to my clit, but it felt like I was sitting on a washing machine during a violent earthquake. I bit down on my lip, and then I heard “Fuck!” come out from my mouth.

My knees slid up towards my chest. I felt my eyes rolling towards the back of my head as saliva accumulated on the corner of my lip. I pushed that vibrator harder into my clit, then my legs started to tremble. I could feel my lips curling into a smile while the colour flushed from my face. I moaned, sliding that toy down, so the tip was now pressed against my opening. Now, it didn’t seem like I was in control of my body—of Gigi’s body. Euphoria had taken over, or maybe Gigi was back to pilot the ship for a few minutes. I pushed that vibrating tip into my body and then I began to shove it in deep.

I carefully rolled backwards, onto my back. I moved my feet outwards to spread my legs. Now I had both hands on that long vibrating cock. I plunged it up and down into my own body. I could feel fluid gushing out of me, splattering on the tile floor. Every second felt like an orgasm—what I knew to be an orgasm, that is. But I was about to discover that a real female orgasm is something much, much more intense than what a man feels for a measly few seconds at the end of a masturbation session.

The vibrating became more intense—possibly because I accidentally hit a button on the base of the large device. I pushed it down harder and pulled it up faster. The wet gushing became wetter and louder. My moaning became more consistent. I wanted to bite down on my tongue but I was worried I would bite it off.

After another loud groan, I had an orgasm. I fought the urge to scream. Warm fluid gushed out of my body and my whole body convulsed as if I was possessed by the devil himself. Then I pulled that long shaft out of me and tossed it aside so that I could feel my own body—my own soft skin. I couldn’t believe the pleasure that was pulsing through my veins. I couldn’t believe the smile that refused to leave my face. How could I ever go back to being a man after that? How could I ever masturbate again, knowing how amazing a female orgasm is?

I used toilet paper to clean up my moist mess, and then I noticed that my skirt was a victim of my wet gushing, so I went to the closet to pick out a new outfit.

My immediate urge was to pick out something low-key: maybe a black skirt and a grey sweater. Then I saw Gigi’s collection of dresses, and I wondered if a dress might be fun. I’d spent the day in a more-or-less low-key outfit. When would I ever get another chance to feel sexy? Besides, it’s not like I would have to live forever with any humiliation I felt in Gigi’s body. Once I was back in my own body, all of this would be nothing more than a vivid dream to me. Hell, maybe I would even eventually convince myself that this was all a dream.

There was a light green dress that caught my attention in the closet. It was a bit sparkly, and very short and low-cut. I felt the amazingly soft satin between my fingers, and then I held the dress up with both of my hands. It couldn’t have weighed more than a few ounces. It seemed impossible that it could be so light. I held it up to my naked body and then I looked at the mirror. My heart bounced and my lips curled into a smile. It was perfect.


CHAPTER VI

I was putting on a pair of red shoes to go with my green dress when there was a knock at my bedroom door. My heart stammered slightly. I still wasn’t finished getting myself dressed. I had my dress on, but I still hadn’t decided if I should wear a bra underneath. My breasts looked fantastic in the little outfit, but the fabric was so thin that my nipples were obviously visible. Though maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Girls wear translucent clothes all the time, right?

I walked over to the door in my three-inch heels. I grabbed the handle and opened it a crack. Then, an unfamiliar face poked into my room. “Gigi?” the young man asked. He couldn’t have been much older than me—maybe a year or two at most.

“Yeah?” I said. I wanted to ask who he was, but I knew that Gigi most likely knew him, so I tried to act casual.

“Are you busy right now? I kind of need your help with something.”

“With what?” I asked.

He looked down the hallway and then back at me. “I just need your help moving Ben,” he said with a low voice.

I remained paused for a moment. I figured the young man was Terry—the friend Ben said he would have over. But what was wrong with Ben? Why did Terry need help moving him? Did he finally black out from all the wine? “Okay, sure,” I said. “Can I have a minute?”

“I kind of want to move him before your parents see him,” he said. “It’s a little bit urgent.”

I felt awkward stepping out from my room in that little dress, without panties or a bra—but if it was urgent, it was probably more important than my self-esteem. We went down the hall to the stairs, and then up. I didn’t realize how tall Terry was until I was following him up the stairs. He nearly hit his head on the beam at the top of the steps, which was well above my head, even in my heels.

He looked around to make sure the coast was clear, and then he went to the bathroom door. He grabbed the handle and opened it slowly. “I just got here and found him like this,” he said. And the sight was much more shocking than I could have expected.

Ben was slumped over the toilet with his pants around his ankles and his semi-erect cock in his hand. On the vanity was a laptop, playing gay pornography. In the video, a man was sucking two cocks at once, with drool running down both sides of his face. Terry quickly closed the laptop. “I probably should have closed that before getting you. I bet he didn’t mean to put that on.”

It was a moment before the shock of the sight wore off enough that I was able to shake my head. “Is he passed out?” I asked.

“I think it’s safe to assume he’s out cold,” Terry said, motioning towards the empty wine glass, which was almost full when I last saw it half an hour before.

“Maybe—because you’re a girl—you can put his dick back in his pants? I don’t want to touch it,” he said. “Then we can lift him up and carry him over to his room.”

“Ew!” I said. “I might be a girl, but I’m also his sister. I’m not touching his dick.”

“Well we can’t just move him with his dick out. If your parents see—that won’t look good.”

“Just put a towel over him,” I suggested. And then I went ahead and grabbed a hand towel and tossed it over his lap, covering his long, thin dick. “You grab his arms and I’ll grab his feet.”

Ben wasn’t a huge guy—maybe one hundred and fifty pounds if he was soaking wet. I figured moving him would be a cinch, and then I grabbed his ankles. I tried to lift them up, but his legs alone were too heavy for my dainty arms. I strained and groaned, and was barely able to get them up onto my shoulders. That towel slid down and I got a view that I would have preferred not to get. “Fix his towel,” I said through clenched teeth. Terry managed to reach down and replace that covering hand towel.

We managed to move him three steps, then I had to drop him. He was too heavy. I couldn’t believe how weak I was—how weak Gigi was. I was pretty sure that I could lift more weight when I was nine years old than I could now in her gentle little body.

“Maybe we could each take an arm and we can drag him,” Terry suggested. So we tried that. I tried taking off my heels, but I found that the extra height helped strangely enough, so I put them back on. We were able to get him out into the hall, but now that hand towel was on the floor and his cock was dangling out again.

“Let’s just leave it,” I said. “We’ll move him quickly.”

We grunted and groaned as we dragged Ben’s dead weight to his bedroom. Once we had him on his bed, Terry ran over and closed the door, before his parents could come up and see the shocking scene. I had to take a seat at Ben’s desk to catch my breath while Terry pulled the covers over Ben’s body.

“Why is he so drunk?” Terry asked.

I shook my head. “I don’t know. He drank a few glasses of wine during dinner, and then I saw him drinking the one after—but it looks like he drank fifteen glasses.”

“His texts weren’t making much sense, so I figured he was drinking. But I didn’t think I would come over to this.” He took a seat across from me. His skin was glistening with a light layer of sweat. He did most of the work carrying Ben down the hall, after all. “I like that dress, by the way. It looks really good on you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“How was your party last night? I wanted to make it, but I got wrapped up doing family stuff.”

“It was nice,” I said, smiling and nodding my head.

“Sorry about last week. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable. That was just a joke—you know that, right?” He was staring into my eyes now. His cheeks were a light shade of red.

I had no idea what he was talking about. So I just forced a smile and nodded my head. “Yeah—of course I knew it was a joke,” I said.

He laughed nervously. “Good. I know it wasn’t my best joke, but it really was a joke. I mean—not that I didn’t mean what I said about you being pretty. You are very pretty. But the other stuff—that was all a joke.”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, nodding my head again. Now I was starting to worry this was a character I should have avoided getting too close to.

“So we’re all good then?” he said. “We can pretend like that didn’t happen?”

“Yep,” I said. I had no idea what I was agreeing to. I could only hope that I wasn’t doing any damage to one of Gigi’s relationships.

The room became silent. He stared at me with wide, glowing eyes, and then he looked away suddenly. I wasn’t sure where to look. I started trying to think of an excuse to leave the room.

“And should we talk about the other thing?” he asked suddenly. “I feel like we can’t just not talk about it.”

My heart stuttered. I still didn’t know what he was talking about, but I had a feeling he was either talking about some sort of awkward kiss, or maybe an awkward fucking.

“Maybe another time,” I said. “Uh—my mom asked me to find a bowl. It’s stone and it has sand in it. Maybe you can help me find it. It’s up here somewhere.” I jumped to my feet, excited for an opportunity to escape the awkwardness. He was quick to hop to his feet as well.

“Sure—of course. Let’s find it. Any idea where it might be?”

“Upstairs somewhere—that’s all I know,” I said.

“Okay. Let’s find it,” he said. He was quick to start digging around. We started our hunt in Ben’s room, looking through his closet and then his drawers. I pulled one drawer open and found, underneath some old textbooks, a stack of gay porn magazines. Ben walked up and noticed the stack as well.

After a quiet moment, he said, “Is your brother gay?”

“I don’t know,” I said, closing the drawer suddenly. Now I wasn’t just damaging Gigi’s life, but I was wrecking Ben’s as well. I needed to get back into my body as soon as possible, so I could stop destroying Gigi’s.

We went out to the hallway and looked through the many closets. Then we started searching through the many guest rooms that littered the upstairs. Finding that big bowl wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. Sure, the bowl was large, but that house was massive. There were so many closets and drawers and nooks to search. The possibilities were starting to seem endless.

I kept looking out windows at the lawn below, to see if the bowl had been thrown out along with the magical sand. But I wasn’t able to spot anything. It didn’t help that it was pitch black outside.

I was starting to panic, and apparently it was showing. Terry put his hand on my shoulder and said, “Hey, are you okay?”

“Me?” I said, forcing a smile. “I’m fine. Why?”

“I really hope you aren’t dwelling on what happened last week,” he said. “Like I said—it was a silly joke.”

“No. I’m not even thinking about the joke,” I said. And then I figured I would take the opportunity to give him some peace of mind. “The joke was fine. I liked the joke. Stop worrying so much about it.” I was about to realize I just made a very big mistake for Gigi’s sake.

“Really? You liked it?”

I nodded my head, hoping that would be the end of it. But sadly, it was just the beginning. As I tried to casually turn away, he grabbed me gently and spun me towards him. He leaned forward, and suddenly his mouth was pressed up against mine. We were kissing—I was kissing a man. I could feel his scratchy stubble against my face. I had to tilt my head up, even in my heels—even though he was bending forward. His hands felt massive on my small body. I felt so fragile and helpless. I was scared, but my nerves were buzzing with a peculiar excitement. In a weird way, it felt kind of nice to be so helpless, in the arms of another man who could easily overpower me with the smallest amount of effort.

But I didn’t want to be overpowered… or did I? Was I into this? I knew that I wasn’t gay. In fact, I’d had a bit of a crush on Gigi, ever since I’d met her. But now, I was tempted to stick my hand down the front of his pants so I could feel his warm cock throbbing. I wanted him to push me to my knees so I had no other choice but to suck his cock.

What was wrong with me? Why was I having these urges and these feelings? Was I feeling female hormones?


CHAPTER VII

We were suddenly on the bed. I was on my back and he was towering above me, looking taller than ever. I was motionless—completely still as I watched him pull off his shirt to reveal his surprisingly muscular chest. My eyes were drawn down to his abs, even though I’d never cared to look at a man’s stomach before in my life.

I reached out and felt the thick slabs of muscle. Then I heard a whimper slip out from my lips. I closed my eyes and tried to fight these urges away. I didn’t want to be fucked by a man. I didn’t want to escape Gigi’s body with a lifelong memory of being rammed by a well-built man. I was straight and I wanted to keep my head stocked with straight memories. And I was a virgin! So would this technically be the end of my virginity? Well, I suppose it depends on how you look at it. Was my own body being penetrated? No—it was probably across town eating a cheap Christmas dinner. But was I about to experience sex: the sounds, sights, feelings, and smells? Of course I was.

Terry reached down and pulled my dress up. Then his eyes widened at the sight of my pussy. “Whoa. You aren’t wearing panties,” he said.

I could feel my face reddening with warmth. “I didn’t have a chance,” I said, biting my lip gently.

“No problem. It saves us some time.”

He sunk down suddenly, before I could have a chance to process what was happening. It was a strange sight: the top of his head and his bulging shoulder muscles as he nestled himself comfortable between my smooth thighs. I could feel his scratchy cheeks against my legs, and then I could feel his scratchy chin against my crotch. He let his face linger for a moment before he made the first lick on my clit.

That first lick paralyzed me. I took a deep breath in and all of my muscles tensed up. For the first time ever, I wasn’t in control of my own genital pleasure. I couldn’t just stop when it got to be too much, and I couldn’t dial up the intensity when I wanted a bit more. I had to trust this man—and I still wasn’t entirely sure of his name. I could only assume he was Terry.

He began to draw circles with the tip of his tongue. Every time he passed my clit, I jumped slightly. How could it be so sensitive? I was tempted to push his head away, and at the same time, I was tempted to reach down and pull his face in tighter. My head was swirling with contradictions.

Now he was stroking up and down with his tongue, digging slightly into my opening. I heard myself moan, so I slapped a hand against my mouth. I didn’t want Gigi’s parents finding me like this. And I definitely didn’t want Ben waking up to find me with his best friend.

Now he was quickly flicking my clit with his warm tongue tip. I felt something else enter into the mix: something long. It was his finger, and he was pushing it into me. It wasn’t the first time I’d been fingered that day, so I had a slight idea of what to expect. But the feeling was so much more intense with him eating me out at the same time. I closed my legs in on his head, but he kept going. I groaned loudly, but that only made him finger me harder and faster. I could feel wetness dribbling down my butt and onto the guest bed. I had no idea if it was my vaginal juice or his saliva—and in that moment, I didn’t care.

The pleasure was so intense now. I tightly grabbed two handfuls of bed sheets and I groaned loudly. I brought my knees up into the air and then I bit down hard on my tongue instead of screaming at the top of my lungs. I felt a gush, and then I heard him gasp. I strained to look down and I saw that his face was glistening with moisture. It took a moment for me to realize I’d just squirted on his face.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. And he just grinned, as if he was completely content with what had just happened. He started crawling up my body. That’s when I noticed he was completely naked. His cock was erect and his tip was pointed right at me, as if it was looking at me. It was thick: a whole lot thicker than his finger. I could see it pulsing and throbbing.

He put his hand under my chin, cupping my face. He tilted my head back. I tried to move my head but he had a tight grip, reminding me that I was completely powerless as long as he wanted to rule my body. Another whimper escaped my lips. Then he stuck his hands under me and flipped me over with an effortless little move. He tugged my dress further up my back, making sure there was no chance it would get in the way. Then he slapped his heavy cock down between my butt cheeks.

“What are you doing?” I asked with a coy voice.

“You said you liked last week, so I’m giving you another taste.” His voice was suddenly deeper, making my bones tremble. I tried to take a deep breath in, but the air came in slowly, and in small bursts. He slowly drew the tip of his cock down, until it was lined up with my asshole. Now, I was really regretting telling him that I liked his joke. Now, I was realizing that his joke wasn’t just making a move—he had apparently made a very specific move during intercourse, and he was about to make that same move again.

I closed my eyes and tried to gather my sanity. I’d never had anything in my asshole before—not as Charlie and not as Gigi. Would it hurt less because Gigi had apparently tried it before? Or was it going to hurt all the same because I was technically experiencing it for the first time?

He used my pussy juice to lubricate the tip of his cock, and then he pulled his tip back to my tightly clenched hole. He groaned before he started to push. I clenched as hard as I possibly could, keeping my eyes closed as I tried to wish this nightmare to an end. “Relax, babe,” he groaned with his deep voice.

I had too much on my mind to relax. I couldn’t even remember how to relax, so I just kept clenching. Where was that damned bowl? How could I bring an end to this crazy adventure? Why did I make that wish in the first place? Why did I think I wanted to have Gigi’s life? Sure, she had more money, and she got plenty of things handed to her on a silver platter—but she had problems just like everyone. She had difficult relationships and anxieties of her own. All I was learning with this feminine excursion was that everything is relative. Sure, it would have been nice to have a father who could write a big cheque to get me into college—but was that really what I wanted? Did I really want to get into a school that I wasn’t qualified to go to? Did I really think that I would suddenly get good grades and earn a degree? Or was it more likely that I would just drop out and be left with more anxiety and confusion than ever before?

And the easy access to sex was starting to seem more like a hindrance than a bonus. Sure, it felt nice, but now I had even more anxiety on my plate. I had a man who thought that I was into him beyond sexual pleasure. I had a brother who I now had to keep a big secret from. Apparently I couldn’t go a whole day without having someone throw themself at me. And once the sex was underway, it was out of my control. Terry was free to do whatever he wanted and I was terrified half to death that if I rejected him, he would snap me in half!

So now, I was letting him into my asshole. I was trying to relax for a long enough moment for him to stuff his thick cock into my asshole. And with one suddenly push, he was in. I gasped and he groaned. I felt his long shaft sliding in deep. “Oh God,” I groaned. I tried to squirm forward, but he had me pinned. I clenched my hole and grabbed at the bed sheets—but nothing could stop him now. I could feel the intense heat radiating off of his body. I could almost hear a growl coming out from his mouth.

“It hurts,” I said.

“You’re fine,” he replied. “Just give it a second. Remember last time?” I couldn’t remember last time, but I took his word for it. I didn’t want it to hurt, so I tried my best to relax. I took a few deep breaths and then I forced my muscles to release his dick. Then he sunk in deeper without warning. I gasped and clenched again. Then I forced myself to relax again. Maybe he was right. Maybe that pain was less when I was relaxed. Maybe the pain was less when I wasn’t clenching for my life. But it was easier said than done. I had to take another series of deep breaths before I could relax my muscles—and then it was a battle to remain relaxed, especially once he started thrusting.

The pain was still there, but there was a peculiar pleasure as well. I was terrified of admitting it, even to myself—but something about the way his bulbous tip felt as it massaged the inside of my rectum was so spectacular. I loved the way he spread my butt cheeks open with the palms of his hands while he pumped his long shaft in and out of me. “You like that?” he asked over and over again. I don’t think he was actually looking for an answer. My moaning was just enough for him.

My body started to go limp. I let go of the bed sheets and then I let my face burrow into the soft guest bed. He was getting his whole cock into me with each thrust. I could feel his hard pelvis slapping my tush over and over again—until my body went numb all over: everywhere except for that tingling spot inside of my body. I screamed into that mattress, and thankfully my scream was muffled otherwise everyone in the house would have come running up the stairs to save me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I groaned.

With each thrust, he was pushing me up the length of the bed. He didn’t seem to notice, or maybe he didn’t care. I finally stopped sliding once the top of my head hit the headboard. My head was nestled between the pillows and I was staring over the edge of the mattress as the hardwood floor. I was in this position for a minute, being fucked powerfully, before I noticed the bowl on the floor. The Tibetan wishing bowl was still intact! Ben must have hid it under that bed, nestled against the wall. It was a good hiding place. I don’t think I would have found it if not by accident.

“Fuck! I’m going to come,” Terry groaned through clenched teeth. He was pounding me even harder now. The sound of his pelvis slapping against my ass was frighteningly loud. My hole was stretched wide and I was pretty sure that my pussy was squirting again—but I could feel almost nothing except for euphoria, as if I was high on drugs. I wasn’t sure I could take any more. And luckily, there wasn’t much more to take.

He pushed his big dick into my body and then I felt him unloading, deep inside of my hole. I felt each blast of hot goo, filling my cavern. I squirmed and moaned while he pushed down on my back to hold me in place. He made sure every drop was in me before pulling out. Then he stumbled off of the bed, and suddenly he was a different person. “Sorry—was that too rough?” he asked with a nervous voice. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. I—I think I just got caught up in the moment. Are you okay?” He was probably concerned about the fact that I wasn’t moving. But I wasn’t moving because I was still revelling in the euphoria that was slowly leaving my body.

“I’m fine,” I managed to say. I could feel his jizz pouring out of me now. I couldn’t stop it. Even clenching, I couldn’t close my hole completely. It would probably take a day or two before that hole was back to normal—sorry, Gigi.

“I’ll, uh, go find some paper towels or something to clean you up,” he said. Then he skirted away, leaving me alone in that room with that Tibetan wishing bowl.

I looked down at it, and it almost seemed as though it was looking back up at me. “I guess I have no choice, right?” I said to the bowl, as if it was listening.

I rolled off the bed, and then I awkwardly pulled the bowl out from its hiding place. I put it down on the nearby dresser before shaking my head. “Here goes nothing,” I muttered. Then I reluctantly asked for my normal life back. I had fun in Gigi’s body—much more fun that I could have anticipated. But it wasn’t my body. I had my own life that I needed to return to. I couldn’t just leave it behind. And to be honest, I didn’t want to stick around to deal with half of the problems that Gigi had to deal with.

I made the wish, but nothing happened. My heart stammered with a moment of terror, and then I remembered that I didn’t teleport away the moment I made the last wish. It took some time before things changed, and it would probably take some time again… Though I was feeling awfully sleepy. Maybe it was the big turkey dinner, or the exertion from the intense sex. After Terry helped me clean my butt up, I excused myself. “I think I’m going to head to bed,” I told him.

“Can I see you again soon? Maybe we can catch a movie or something tomorrow,” he said.

“Ask me tomorrow. And do me a favour—don’t mention any of this. Just pretend like it never happened.”

He nodded his head with a confused look on his face. That confusion was the least of my problems. I left him in that room, assuming he would get the bed cleaned up, and then I went to Gigi’s room, where this whole adventure started. I fell down on the bed and curled up under her soft satin covers. I was going to miss the fun of being Gigi. I was going to miss the excitement of being lusted over, and the fun of being spoiled beyond my wildest dreams. I was going to miss being so sexy—but I knew I was doing the right thing.


CHAPTER VIII

Maybe it was all a dream, or maybe it was real. Either way, it was a Christmas miracle. When I woke up the next morning, I was in my own bed, at my own house. It was early—not even 6:00 AM, so I wasn’t surprised that I couldn’t hear any activity in the house.

I was surprised to see that my phone was telling me that it was December 25th. I thought it was mistaken, so I checked my computer. Sure enough, all of my devices agreed that it was Christmas morning.

I hopped out of bed and sprinted to the bathroom to look in the mirror. I was relieved to see my own reflection—but that relief wasn’t complete. I couldn’t help but feel an ounce of disappointment as well. Being Gigi was fun, but it wasn’t a perfect fantasy.

I came out from the bathroom to greet her. She jumped, grabbing at her chest. Then she laughed. “You scared me. I forgot that you were home for the holidays,” she said.

“Merry Christmas,” I said.

She stared at me strangely. “And to you too. I need to start breakfast. I meant to start it twenty minutes ago, but I slept through my alarm.”

“Can I help?” I asked.

And that strange look remained on her face. “I suppose you can—sure.”

While I was cracking the eggs, my mom asked me, “Did you have a good sleep? You’re up awfully early.”

“I had a great sleep,” I said. “Maybe the best I’ve ever had.”

“You were out late at that party,” she said. “What time did you get home? You weren’t in when we went to bed at midnight.”

“I think I got home around then—maybe one at the latest,” I said, though I had no actual clue of when I got home. My last memory from Gigi’s Christmas Eve party was falling asleep on her bed. So I couldn’t figure out how I wasn’t currently drunk or suffering from a painful hangover… unless the party was also part of the dream.

We opened presents two hours later, once everyone was awake. It wasn’t the same as Gigi’s present ceremony. I only had two gifts to open, and the combined value of both was probably around $90.50. But somehow, it didn’t seem like something less. If anything, getting all of those gifts as Gigi just filled me with anxiety and a strange feeling of guilt. I didn’t want people wasting money on me—buying unnecessary crap that I would never use more than a couple of times. I didn’t want other people feeling like I was getting more than them. I didn’t have much in my life, but I liked what I had.

There were no masseurs coming to the house to whisk us away. We all hung out in the little living room and talked about fond memories. My mom looked shocked when I actually contributed to the conversation, instead of being a bratty teenager. It wasn’t long before she said, “You’ve really grown up over the last year. Hell, it seems like you’ve grown up overnight.”

I smiled. “Maybe I did,” I said.

It’s easy to get into the mindset that people who have more than you are happier. I have a feeling that it’s the opposite more often than not. That evening, we all sat down for my mom’s bargain bin Christmas dinner, and it wasn’t nearly as bad as I remembered from previous years. It was actually pretty good. The turkey was maybe a bit dry, but it filled my head with fun childhood memories, and it got us all talking about our favourite Christmas moments from past years. And to be honest, the packet gravy that took two minutes to make in the microwave was actually better than the gravy Gigi’s mom spent a whole day making.

Before heading off to bed, I gave my mom a big hug. “Thanks for everything,” I said. Though I wasn’t entirely sure why I was saying it—but I knew I meant it. She still had that confused look on her face, but she hugged back.

“You know, there’s a box down in the basement—in the far corner, behind the boiler. It’s labelled ‘grandpa’. It’s my dad’s war stuff. I know you’re interested in that kind of thing, and I’ve been waiting to give it to you. I think you’re probably mature enough now to appreciate it.”

So before bed, I went down to the basement to retrieve the box. It was heavy, despite being relatively small. Inside the box was a notebook, some old ammunition, a bayonet, a uniform, and a watch, which was still ticking. The watch was especially cool, because it had a large scratch in the side. I’d heard the story from my grandpa many years before, about the German bullet which grazed his wrist while he was storming Normandy.

I took the whole box up to my room. And the next morning, I decided to wear the watch.

I saw Gigi a week later. And strangely, I saw her on the train. She spotted me from across the train car and waved, so I walked over. As I got close, my heart started pounding. What if that day was real? What if she spent a day as me and she wasn’t sure if it was a dream or reality? I could see in her eyes that she had something on her mind: a mix of fear and utter confusion. Maybe she was just afraid to be caught using public transit.

“Where’s your Benz?” I asked. “What are you doing on the subway?”

She laughed awkwardly. “It’s in the driveway at home. I don’t like taking it out. It’s kind of embarrassing.” I didn’t have to ask her why, because I knew exactly what she was talking about. I’d been in her shoes, and I knew that awkward feeling. It’s not fun, knowing that everyone is judging you for having thing you didn’t earn. It was a feeling that Gigi was probably painfully used to.

“Where are you headed?”

“I’m going to the movies—to see that new Mel Gibson movie.”

“The action one? Are you on a date?” I asked.

She shook her head. “I’m just going alone.” She paused for a moment. “Sometimes it’s easier to go alone.” And I felt like the rest of her sentence transmitted to me telepathically; I felt like she was saying, ‘If I invite other people, they expect me to pay for their tickets and their snacks, and then they treat me with a phony friendliness, hoping that I’ll keep buying them stuff.’

I nodded my head. “I get that,” I said. “I was just headed to the mall. I don’t actually need anything, but I was just going to walk around and kill some time.”

“Well if you want, you can come to the movie with me,” she said, and then she stopped herself. I could see in her eyes that she was worried that I was going to pounce on the opportunity to sneak into her wallet.

“Sure,” I said. “If you don’t mind.”

She shook her head. Then I took the seat next to her. We were silent now. There was a strange tension, and I couldn’t help but think it was because of Christmas day—the first Christmas day, which may or may not have happened.

We got to the movie theatre and I went to buy myself a ticket. She offered to pay. “It’s nothing for me,” she said, and it was almost as though she was trying to say, ‘I know that you have almost nothing in your bank account because I’ve been you for a day.’

“I’d really rather just buy it myself. Thank you, though.”

“Well at least let me buy the popcorn. We can share,” she said.

“That sounds fine.”

We were silent again as we found our seats and waited for the show to start. She looked over at me, and when I looked over at her, she looked away quickly. Maybe she was worried that she was giving me the wrong idea—scared that I would make a move on her, the way so many guys before me made moves on her. But I didn’t plan on it.

“So what did you get for Christmas?” I asked.

“Just stuff,” she said. She was probably too embarrassed to list all of the items. “What about you?”

“Stuff,” I said. “But dinner was really good. And it was nice to be around family.”

She nodded her head. “Yeah. It was nice to be around family.”

And once again, that silence returned. I tried to think of something to say, not wanting the moment to get too awkward. “So your brother—you know he’s gay, right?”

She looked at me strangely. “What?” she said.

“Well, I guess I don’t know it for sure. But the other night, I was in his room, and I saw… some stuff.”

She stared into my eyes with the look of a frightened cat. “What stuff? The magazines in his dresser?”

I nodded my head. “Yeah. That.”

She nodded her head slowly. “I know. I found them on Christmas night, while he was blacked out,” she said. My heart stammered. Did she experience the same day I experienced?

The silence returned. This time, she was the one who ended it. “That watch,” she said, pointing at my wrist. “Was it your grandpa’s?”

“Yeah. How did you know?” I asked.

She stared into my eyes, looking even more frightened than ever. She shrugged her shoulders, but in that moment I knew that it was all real. She experienced my Christmas day when I experienced hers. It was real—as real as it could be, anyway. Maybe the events weren’t all exactly the same. Maybe she didn’t sleep with Terry and maybe she didn’t let the masseur finger her pussy. Or maybe she did—I wasn’t about to ask.

The movie was just beginning when she said, “Your family is so nice.” She looked at me and smiled.

“Your family is nice too,” I said. “Though your parents sure do love spending money.”

“For the past week, I’ve been trying to get them to work on it,” she said.

I looked down and saw her hand on the armrest. I was tempted to reach out and grab it, to hold it so that I could feel her gentle warmth. But I didn’t want to be another one of the many creeps who tried to get into her panties.

It was ten minutes later when she casually reached over and grabbed my hand, slipping her fingers between mine and holding tightly. She looked over and smiled at me before looking back at the movie.

I’m still not entirely sure what the point of that strange Christmas miracle was, but I knew that I was a different person because of it. And I would be lying if I said that I never touched that Tibetan wishing bowl again. It was a year later when I wished to spend another day in Gigi’s body. It was right before our anniversary. I have to admit: being fucked by your own body is a strange feeling, but as Gigi, I knew exactly what Charlie liked. And she got to learn a little bit more about what I liked.

THE END
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