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“Come on, Daddy! This store is boring and I wanna go play at the McDonald's!”

I sighed. Madison was five and she was going through a particularly willful, bratty stage. We'd been in the antique store for less than a minute and she was already on the brink of a tantrum.

“No, Princess,” I told her. “Daddy wants to look around for a few minutes.”

She pouted, folding her arms and making a big show of her displeasure. As a divorced dad the weekends were my only time to see my daughter, and she was such a little beauty that I couldn't resist spoiling her a bit. I bent down and gave her a smile.

“Come on, honey. Just be a good girl for a few minutes, and then when we get to McDonald's I'll get you a Happy Meal and you can run around on the playground.”

“But there's nothing to do in this store! It's just a lot of boring old junk!”

I felt somebody looking at me and turned to see the smiling clerk. She was a young woman wearing a lacy black dress that clung to her curves. She was quite sexy really, and I thought I saw a little something in her grin. Was she flirting with me? No, she couldn't be. She was a real beauty and I was just a balding, middle-aged dad, well past my prime.

I gave Madison a little pat on the head.

“Go on now,” I said. “Keep yourself busy while Daddy has a quick look around the store.”

She ran off down one of the aisles, her frilly skirt swishing. I turned to find the young clerk standing right behind me, perhaps a little too close. She had an enigmatic little smile.

“Kids,” she said. “They grow up so fast, hmm?”

I chuckled.

“Sometimes it seems like it's not fast enough. My kid can be a real handful sometimes.”

“Yes,” the young woman said. “I'm sure it can be quite a struggle for a daddy to raise a daughter. A girl will always prefer her mommy, won't she? You want to be close to your little darling, to really understand her, but there's always a certain... distance. Isn't there?”

I swallowed, not sure what to say. On some level I felt like this young woman was being presumptive, perhaps even a bit rude, but her words spoke to me on a deep level. It was almost as if she was reading my mind, giving voice to the nagging worries I'd never said aloud. She was also so lovely that she was making me nervous like a schoolboy. Her eyes were icy blue and hypnotic, it was hard to look away.

The clerk turned, opening a little wooden box on the counter. She pulled out a gold ring and placed it in my hand.

“Well,” she said. “Here's something very special... for both of you. How do you like it?”

I looked down at the ring. It had a fancy and kind of feminine look, with a purple-pink stone, but it was sized to fit a man.

“A ring for both of us? Is there another, smaller one, to fit her?”

“No,” the clerk said. “There's just the one ring.”

“But, this ring is way too big for a little girl!”

“Don't worry, it will fit you both. It's a very special ring, for you and your little girl. A ring to bring you both closer together. Doesn't that sound nice?”

I looked into this strange woman's eyes, and then down at the ring again. What she was saying didn't really make sense, but for some reason I did feel tempted to buy the ring.

“How much does it cost?”

“A dime.”

I scoffed.

“What? You don't really mean ten cents, do you?”

“That's right. Just one shiny dime.”

“But, this thing looks valuable.”

“Oh, it is. But I'm not in this to get rich. It's more important to me to make sure that the right things get into the hands of the right people.”

I could hear Madison's little feet and she ran around, somewhere in the store. She'd be back soon, demanding that we leave. As tempted as I was to get the ring, something was holding me back. There was something a little too eager in the salesgirl's smile, a hint of mischief that made me wonder if she was trying to play some sort of joke on me.

But the more I looked at the ring, the more I wanted it. Somehow, it did feel as if I should be the one to own this thing.

I reached into my coat, got my wallet and took out a dime. When I handed it to the salesgirl she clutched it tight and moved back behind the counter.

“No returns,” she said quickly.

Before I could say anything she slipped off through a curtained doorway to the back of the store.

“Closing time,” she called out through the curtain. “Goodbye, now.”

I was left standing alone at the counter, but I wasn't alone for long. I felt a sharp tug at the hem of my coat and turned to see little Madison glowering up at me.

“Daddy, come on, already! I wanna go play!”

I sighed and dropped the ring into my coat pocket.

“Yes, Princess. Daddy's coming...”
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Madison scarfed down her Happy Meal and then she ran out to the little playground outside the McDonald's. There were no other kids there and she seemed a little lonely as she skidded down the spiral slide all by herself. I wanted to go give her a push on the merry-go-round but I knew she wouldn't like it. She said I pushed too hard. She was always telling me I was too rough, too big and clumsy, that the stubble on my jaw burned her cheek when I gave her kisses.

I was sitting on a bench in the shadow of the restaurant building, eating the last of my cold fries and watching Madison while she played. I'd dressed her up extra pretty in one of her little pink princess dresses but it sure wasn't slowing her down any. I was in awe of her seemingly boundless energy, the way she could play and play, her blonde pigtails bouncing behind her. Just watching that kid made me feel tired all over. Tired, and old. It had been another long week at the office, and these long weeks were hitting me a lot harder than they used to.

I glanced at my watch and then called out to Madison.

“We can't stay here for too much longer, Princess. We have to leave soon for your ballet class.”

She whined.

“Daddy, no! I don't wanna have to go to that stupid class no more! I wanna play soccer instead!”

“Oh, you don't really wanna play soccer, honey. It's much too rough and dirty for a pretty little girl like you. You could get hurt out there.”

Madison grabbed a wrapper from her Happy Meal, wadded it up and threw it at me, but it fell well short.

“Stupid Daddy! Always treatin' me like a baby, makin' me do stupid baby stuff!”

I gave her a smirk.

“You know what happens to bad girls, Madison. They get spanked, right on the tushie.”

Madison's eyes went wide, then she ran over to the swings and got on, keeping her back to me. I only spanked her rarely and even then very lightly, but the threat of it was one of the few ways I knew to get the kid to behave.

It wasn't long before Madison forgot all about our little spat. Even though she was alone on the playground she was making up all kinds of games to entertain herself, play-acting stories and having conversations with invisible characters. She was so uninhibited, so fanciful and free, but we were always arguing and I had no idea how to connect with my little princess.

Madison was growing up fast, and before I knew it she would be a boy-crazy teenager and the distance between us would be even worse. The thought was heartbreaking, but it seemed as if there was nothing I could do about it. I wished there was some way we could understand each other better, some way I could get in her head and see things the way she saw them.

I felt a buzz in my pocket and thought it was my phone, but when I took my phone out it was switched off. I could still feel the buzzing, but when I went digging into my pocket again the only thing I found was the ring.

I brought the ring close to my ear and I heard a faint, high hum. The stone seemed kind of warm too, shining strangely in the light. I wondered if there was some kind of machinery built into the ring, making it vibrate, but the thing seemed too small and insubstantial for anything like that. Was there some powerful magnet nearby, affecting the metal of the ring? I didn't see anything around that looked like it might do that.

I had the funniest feeling then, looking down at the ring in my hand. Some silly, childish part of me wondered if this thing might have strange power, if it might actually be magic somehow. Now, of course I didn't really believe in magic! I hadn't, since I was a kid. But there was something about this ring, the way it hummed in my hand, the glow of the stone, that made me wonder.

I thought, I should throw this ring away right now. I should toss it down to the ground and crush it under my shoe. But I told myself I was just being silly. After all, this was only some little ten-cent trinket from a junk store. It was no magical artifact. It more like some cheap prize from a box of Cracker Jacks!

I slipped the ring on my finger, intending to prove to myself that it had no real power, that it wasn't magic. But as soon as I put it on I felt it grip me tight, like a tiny golden snake constricting around my finger. The stone glowed hot pink and the vibration got stronger, traveling up my arm and all through my flesh. Soon my whole body was shaking so much I thought I might fall right off the bench.

The afternoon air was cool and still but my clothes were flapping wildly on my body and my hair was blowing all around as if I was caught in a hurricane. My hair blew across my face, making me sputter to spit it out of my mouth, and it took me a moment before I remembered that I was balding and my hair wasn't long enough to get in my mouth. My hair blew in front of my face again and I saw that it was now honey blonde, just like the hair of Madison and her mother.

I felt a painful spasm all over, as if every muscle in my body was contracting at once, and then suddenly my feet didn't reach the ground anymore and I found myself stranded on a bench that seemed enormous. My clothes were now hanging off me and as I watched I could see my hands becoming tiny and chubby, like a kid's. I felt a sharp nip between my thighs, like a terrier's bite, and when I grasped at the sagging crotch of my pants I couldn't find the bulge of my manhood. It was just gone, and I was all flat down there now.

There were two tugs at the back of my head, like somebody was pulling my hair, then I felt something soft swishing against both of my ears and when I reached up I found that I now had a pair of long, thick pigtails. But the shock of that was nothing compared to what happened next.

My clothing had become much too big for me and now it began to shrink against my skin. My pants split and crawled up my thighs, joining to form a frilly pink skirt. My shirt also became pink, tightened against my chest and then bloomed with ribbons and bows, joining with the skirt to become a very familiar little girl's dress. I was dressed just like Madison!

My shoes had been threatening to fall off my tiny new feet, but now they scrunched up into a pair of pink, shiny little slip-ons topped off with bows and my black socks became pale pink stockings with ruffles just below my knees. I could even feel my boxers tightening against me, the fabric going soft and silky. I reached beneath the skirt in a panic, fumbling for my manhood again but failing to find any trace of it.

Time seemed to stand still while I waited to see if my transformation was complete. I scrambled up to stand on the bench and turned around to stare at my reflection in one of the restaurant's mirrored windows.

I had become another Madison. I was a five year old girl, with Madison's face and her blonde pigtails and her little pink dress. I blinked and winked and worked my jaw, watching my Madison-self do all these things in the reflection. I touched my cheek and my neck, finding no trace of my facial hair or an Adam's apple. I raised my skirt slightly to look at my left knee, finding the little scar from when Madison fell off the porch a few weeks ago. I remembered putting a bandage on her knee that afternoon while she'd fussed and cried for her mommy.

Now Madison's knee was my knee too, complete with her scar. Her everything was my everything. I was my daughter's double, in every way.

For a moment I wondered if I'd actually traded bodies with Madison. I turned, half expecting to see a grown man stuck halfway down the slide, but instead there was little Madison still engrossed in her playtime and having no idea what had just happened to her father. She was still herself, but now I was her too.

I stared down at the ring on my little hand. It was obviously the cause of my transformation, but how? How did it get this incredible power?

Did the salesgirl at the store know that the ring could do this? Was that what she meant, when she talked about wanting to be sure that the items she sold would go to the “right people”? Did she sell me this ring, knowing it would change me into a little girl?

I looked around. Nobody else was in sight, so nobody had seen me change. Without external confirmation, could I be sure that this was really happening at all? Maybe I'd just fallen asleep on the bench and now I was dreaming that I'd changed into Madison. (If so, what a peculiar dream for a man to have, becoming his own daughter's twin!)

Maybe there was something wrong with the burger I'd eaten, the pickles were rancid or something, and I'd passed out on the bench and now I was hallucinating. I didn't feel sick, or asleep, but there had to be some rational explanation for what was happening to me now. I hadn't really found a magic ring that Madison-ized me!

I pinched my chubby arm and gave my cheek a little slap. The pain I felt seemed real but it didn't wake me up. I looked around at the bench, at the playground, at the street outside. I saw the McDonald's sign above me, the familiar double arches, plastic and yellow. There was a plane high above in the sky, and I could hear the distant roar of its engines. Birds were chirping in the trees and the city was humming with traffic. The leather satchel I'd be carrying was beside me on the bench, with the familiar stitching and logos, only now it looked twice as big as it was supposed to be.

Everything around me was so detailed, too detailed to be a dream or a hallucination.

I held my child hands in front of my face, studying my hairless, little girl fingers with their tiny, painted pink nails. I looked down at a little pink bow on my dress, its satin gleaming in the light. I studied my elbows and knees and pulled one of my pigtails in front of my eyes so I could see my long blonde hair.

This body looked just as detailed, just as real as everything else around me. As impossible as this all seemed, as much as I wanted it to just be a dream, there was no denying the reality of it. I was a five-year-old girl, a double of my own daughter.

“What the..?”

I didn't finish, my hand flying up to cover my mouth when I heard myself speaking with Madison's voice. I'm not sure why it was so shocking, when I looked just like Madison, to hear myself sounding just like her too. But it was. My daughter's voice was coming out of my mouth!

Madison was still playing by herself, oblivious to me. That was probably for the best. I shuddered to think about what it could do to the poor kid, if she saw her daddy like this. A kid needed her father to be a man, strong and in control. Seeing me now as a little girl, as another her, that might scar her for life!

Was I going to be stuck like this forever, or could I change back? I stared at the ring, visualizing myself as I'd been, and wished to be a man again. I felt my muscles stretching all over, my skirt crawling down my legs and reforming back into pants, and in an instant I was a grown man again.

I spun around to look at my reflection in the window and laughed with relief when I saw my familiar, homely face. I'd never been so happy to see my balding scalp, the graying stubble on my chin. I reached down, confirming that my manhood was back and everything was where it was supposed to be. I'd taken my life as a grown man for granted, but now it was positively exhilarating to feel big, strong and masculine again instead of feeling small, weak and feminine.

I shuddered, imagining what would have happened if I had been stuck as a little girl. Madison would grow up with a daddy who was her identical twin, a truly horrifying prospect. It would also ruin everything with my fiancee Trudy, if I just showed up one day as a little girl. Trudy was a real dish, young and sexy, and she sure wouldn't want to date me anymore if I was suddenly female and young enough to be her daughter!

And of course, as a little girl I wouldn't be able to do my job. I'd look absurd wearing a tiny suit, going into the office and straining to peek over my desk. Hell, if I was that young, I might even have to go back to school! My ex-wife Anna probably would have loved that. That bitch was always saying I was immature and irresponsible; when we were married she often complained that she felt more like my mother than my wife. She never forgave me for the affair, and I bet she'd get a real kick out of me being stuck as a little girl and having to go to school. Thank God I'd escaped all that!

I felt dizzy as the full weight of it all hit me. Magic was real. What did that mean, about how life worked? The world was full of strange things, things we tried to explain away with science. But maybe some of those strange things were magic. Five minutes earlier I'd been a normal man just trying to enjoy a weekend afternoon with his daughter, but now everything was different. The world didn't make sense to me anymore. For all I knew, right now there might be fairies hiding under the merry-go-round or trolls lurking in the dumpster. 

I reached to pull the ring off my finger, but then I hesitated. If I now had the ability to transform myself into Madison's double at will, maybe that was a good thing. Hadn't I been wishing I could get closer to my daughter, that we could understand each other better? Maybe this amazing ring could allow me to know her in ways I never could as a grown man.

I found myself tempted to do it again, to be Madison. A tiny, nagging voice in my mind told me I was being crazy to even consider it, that it was too risky. Something could go wrong. I might end up getting stuck like that forever!

But what was I supposed to do, if I didn't use the ring? Was I supposed to take it back to the shop and ask for my dime back? No, the girl said there were no returns. Was I supposed to just put the ring in a drawer or something and never look at it again? If I did that, I'd spend the rest of my life wondering, What if?

No. This was my ring. I paid for it. The salesgirl said she wanted it to go to the right person, and apparently I was the right person. I had every right to use the power of the ring. It would be cowardly to not use it, just because I was scared of its power.

If I could use this ring to be closer to Madison, I had to do it. I had to do this, for my little princess.
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I smiled, looking forward to this now. I told myself I would be careful with the ring, making sure nothing happened to it. I was going to be Madison's twin sister for half an hour or so, and we'd get to play together. Then when I became a grown-up again, I'd probably have a whole new understanding of her world. It was going to be educational, but it also sounded like it might even be kind of fun. How many people get the chance to be a child again? How many men get to see what it's like to be a girl?

I looked down at the ring and thought, I want to be Madison. The change seemed faster this time, but as I shrank I experienced a shiver of doubt, the terrifying thought that this really might go wrong and I'd never be an adult man again. I would have to guard the ring with my life, making sure that absolutely nothing harmed it. I was going to have to be more careful than I'd ever been before, about anything.

My little pink dress flapped into existence around me again and I felt my pigtails tickling my ears. Just like that, I was a little girl once more. I moved to get down from the bench but as I looked down over the side I realized how far it was to the ground. Madison still needed my help to get down from high chairs like this one, but there was nobody to help me now.

I scooted off the edge, landing hard on my tender little feet. I looked around from a bizarre new vantage point that seemed much too close to the ground. I couldn't even remember having been this small before, my childhood memories didn't go back that far. I almost felt like I was standing in a deep hole and peering out over the edge.

I took a step, expecting to be clumsy in my new body, but found that I could move easily. I heard my dress swishing with each step as the poofy princess skirt tickled against my thighs. It felt creepy and emasculating, but I told myself to not overthink this or make it weird. I wasn't myself right now; I wasn't a man wearing a little pink dress. This was what Madison was wearing, and I was just seeing what it was like to be her.

I walked up to the playground's edge, standing on the little curb. Madison finally saw me then, looking at me with wide eyes. She looked down at her own dress, and then back at me.

“You,” she began, “you look just like... just like...”

She looked over at the bench now, expecting to see her daddy there but only seeing the satchel I'd left behind. I saw the confusion and worry on her face and I smiled to reassure her.

“It's me, Princess. I'm Daddy!”

She scrunched up her face, obviously not believing me. I stepped down onto the playground and walked across the bouncy rubber mat until I found myself standing just a few feet from my daughter, at eye-level with her. It was disorienting and kind of terrifying to see my little girl so large now, just as big as I was, but I forced a confident smile.

“I used magic,” I said, “to change myself into you.”

Madison bit her lip and played with one of her pigtails nervously, and I realized I was doing the same thing.

“For real? You're Daddy?”

“For real,” I said. “Now we can play together, if you'd like to.”

Madison hesitated for a moment but then she smiled back, clearly delighted. I exhaled with relief. She was still small enough that something like this didn't seem impossible to her. If her daddy became her double that was just a fun thing and it didn't overturn her entire idea of how reality was supposed to work.

“Come on,” she said. “Let's ride the horsey things!”

The “horsey things” were the playground's bouncy rides, featuring figures of various McDonald's characters with saddles on their backs. She hurried over to a creepy Ronald with peeling paint and waited for me to get on the purple Grimace beside her. As a man I probably would have broken the thing's steel spring if I tried to sit on it, but as a little girl I had to stretch my thighs wide apart to fit on Grimace's back.

Madison started bouncing, showing me how it was done, and as I joined her the ride shook me around so much I was kind of worried about getting thrown off. It gave me flashbacks to my one visit to a Country and Western bar down in Austin, when I tried riding the mechanical bull and ended up being tossed across the bar and spraining my ankle.

I was really bouncing up and down on the ride now, the steady thump of my flat lap against the metal saddle reminding me that I definitely wasn't a man anymore. It all seemed so ridiculous, but as my pigtails swished against my ears and I felt the cool breeze on my bare legs, I had to admit that I was kind of enjoying myself.

I heard myself laugh, a high-pitched giggle that sounded just like a real little girl. Just like Madison. It felt good to giggle like that, so I did it again. Madison joined me, and then we were giggling together as we bounced. The more we bounced the more giddy and carefree I felt, and the more natural this all seemed.

I heard a scrape behind me and I turned around to see a girl from the restaurant coming out to carry a trash bag to the dumpster. She was pretty and young, probably not even 21 yet, but she looked like a giantess to me now. She gave us a funny look, a warm smile with a hint of worry and suspicion.

“Hey, little ladies. What are you girls doing playing out here all by yourselves? Where's your mommy, huh?”

I gulped, not sure what to say next, but then Madison answered before I could.

“That's my daddy,” she said, pointing at me. “He used magic to turn into a copy of me!”

I felt myself blush, as if my secret had been given away, but I reminded myself that there was no way this young woman was going to believe I was really a grown man in the body of a little girl. She was just going to think we were two kids playing a game.

“Our Daddy's inside,” I lied. “He's... just using the bathroom.”

I pointed over at the leather satchel I'd left on the bench.

“There's his bag. He'll be back out in just a minute.”

The young woman frowned slightly, but then she shrugged and went back inside. Madison gave me a smug little smile.

“You lied to her. You always say we're not ever supposed to tell lies, but you lied to the lady!”

“I couldn't tell her the truth, Madison. Sometimes we have to tell little lies, because... well...”

I fumbled, not sure how to complete that sentence, and Madison looked a little too pleased with herself for catching me being a hypocrite. I took a deep breath and tried to lower the pitch of my voice a bit, to sound more like Daddy again.

“We should get going now. We don't want you to be late for your ballet class.”

“No,” Madison whined. “I wanna stay here and play some more!”

She started bouncing wildly on the ride, giggling again. I knew I should be firm with her, but watching her bounce looked so fun I couldn't help joining her. I could feel that being a little girl was beginning to affect my mind. It was getting way too easy to forget who I really was and slip into childish behavior.

We were mid-bounce when Madison suddenly jumped off the clown's back, leaving me bouncing alone on Grimace.

“I'm bored of the horsies now. Let's play Mirror Me!”

I climbed off the Grimace and looked at Madison uncertainly.

“Mirror Me? What's that?”

“You gotta do everything I do, just like a mirror! Come on!”

She smiled and put her hands on her hips. I imitated her, but no sooner had I done so than she raised her arms straight up. I hesitated for an instant but then I raised my arms up too. She laughed.

“Good girl,” she said. “That's how you play Mirror Me!”

Madison started to dance around, stomping her feet and waving her arms, while I did my best to keep up with her. Soon we were both giggling again, but she was moving so fast it was hard for me to keep up with her.

“My turn,” I said. “Now you gotta mirror me.”

“No, let's play fashion models!”

She made me pose for her while she pretended to snap pictures. I walked an invisible runway, striking my best poses, and Madison took dozens of shots with her pretend camera.

“Come on,” I finally said. ”Don't you wanna be the model now?”

“No. I like it better if you're me, and I can make you do things and watch.”

I grinned, pleased by how this was working out. Madison was clearly having a great time; I was like the best toy ever, another version of herself to play with. And I couldn't deny that I was really enjoying myself too. It was really fun having Madison fuss over me like this, making me the center of attention for once.

She touched one of my ponytails, kind of stroking it, and gave me a funny little smile.

“Such a pretty girl,” she said. “Pretty, pretty, pretty.”

I squirmed, my face feeling hot. Even though I was really a grown man, even though this body wasn't even really my body, even though Madison was really complimenting herself and not me, hearing her say these words did feel good in some strange way. I kind of liked feeling pretty.

As we ran and played and laughed I felt drunk with happiness, a feeling I hadn't known since childhood. This was more fun than I ever remembered having with Madison, maybe more fun than I'd ever had, at all. I didn't ever seem to get tired and I just wanted to play and play, to swing on the swings and slide on the slide. I saw our reflection in the restaurant window, two beautiful little blonde twin girls laughing together, and it took me a moment to figure out which Madison was me.

I suddenly came to my senses, remembering that I wasn't really a little girl. I held up my wrist to look at my watch, but my watch had poofed away when I transformed. I hopped off the swing and Madison came to a stop as well.

“OK,” I said. “I've been you for long enough. We need to get going now.”

Madison gave me a strange look. She was smiling, but her smile had a little edge to it.

“Why'd you turn into me?”

I took a deep breath. It was an awkward question. She didn't want to know how I'd changed, but why. How could I explain it, in a way that would make sense to her little mind?

“I... Well, I just thought it'd be nice, maybe, for us to play together.”

“You really like being a little girl, don't you?”

This was getting even more awkward. A chilly gust of wind blew up my skirt and I had to kind of bend over and shove my skirt between my knees to hold everything down. I tried to make my voice sound more serious and grown-up, but I knew I had to look pretty silly like that.

“No,” I said. “I mean, it's not... I'm just trying to learn more about my little girl and figure out how to be a better daddy for you, that's all...”

She rolled her eyes like I was being silly, then she looked at me more seriously.

“How'd you do the magic, to make yourself into me?”

I smiled, glad for the change of subject. I held up my hand with the ring.

“I bought this ring back at the store. It's real magic, and I used it to turn into a copy of you.”

“Could you have used it to turn into anybody else?”

“Well, I don't know. Uh...”

The truth was, the idea of being anybody else hadn't even occurred to me. Madison snickered.

“So,” she said, “you could have been anybody, maybe. But you wanted to be me. You wanted to be a little girl.”

I felt my chubby cheeks blushing hot and pink. We'd been having such fun playing, but now it seemed like Madison was determined to embarrass me. Madison's kindergarten teacher had told us that she sometimes bullied the other girls, and I hadn't wanted to believe it but now it was suddenly all too easy to picture. The smug little sneer on my daughter's face was making me squirm.

“I wanna see the ring,” she said. “Let me try it on.”

She came toward me, standing close. I knew we were exactly the same size, but somehow she seemed really big now. Bigger than me.

“No,” I said. “Don't be silly, Madison.”

“I know it's not really magic. You're just lying, the same way you lied to the lady.”

“I'm not lying! Come on, if the ring's not magic, how do you think I turned into you?”

“I bet you're not even really my daddy.”

“What? Of course I'm your daddy, Madison!”

“No, you're not. I bet you're just some little girl who looks like me, playing a stupid joke.”

Madison knew who I really was, but she was enjoying teasing me. My heart was beating fast now, I felt furious and panicky. I was getting way too upset, too fast, my childish emotions overwhelming me.

“I'm not just a little girl,” I whined. “I'm your daddy! I am!”

“Let me see the ring. Let me see if it's really even magic!”

She grabbed my wrist, holding my hand still, and before I could stop her she'd yanked the ring off my finger. She clutched it in her fist and danced away from me, shrieking with laughter.

“I got it,” she sang, “I got it! I got the ring!”

Suddenly my adult mind snapped back into place as I realized just how dangerous this situation was. My adulthood, my entire future, was now in the hands of a petulant child. If anything happened to that ring, I really would be stuck as Madison's twin sister for as long as I lived.

“Madison, you give that ring back to me this instant! Give it to Daddy!”

“Nuh-uh! I wanna see it!”

She opened her fist and held the ring up to her face, smiling down at it. I wanted to lunge for the damn thing, to wrestle it away from her, but I was afraid we might break it or something. The thing was so precious, I couldn't risk harming it in any way. Besides, now that I was exactly as strong as my daughter, I knew I couldn't hope to overpower her.

I'd just have to stay calm, think like a grown-up and do whatever I had to do to persuade Madison to give me back the ring. Even if we were twins now, she was just a kid and I was still an adult on the inside. I could outsmart her.

“Princess,” I said softly, “be a good girl now, and give Daddy his ring.”

She smiled.

“You didn't say please.”

“OK,” I said. “Please, give me the ring.”

“You didn't say, pretty please with sugar on it. Like a good little girl.”

I bit my lip. I wanted to throttle the brat, but I knew I had to play by her rules. Right now she had all the power.

“OK,” I said. “Pretty please with sugar on it.”

She smiled, her eyes full of mischief, and kept her eyes on me while she slipped the ring on her finger. I rushed at her, in a panic now, but she held up a warning finger.

“Madison,” I said, “please, you can't wear that ring! It's only for daddies, not for little girls!”

She giggled.

“You're a little girl,” she said. “So, I guess it's not for you.”

“But, I'm not really! This was just for pretend!”

My heart was racing and it was hard to think. I could feel my maturity slipping away again, I was being overwhelmed by my intense, childish emotions. I had to get control of myself, before something terrible happened.

“Maybe,” Madison said, “I'll try being the daddy. Then you'll be the little girl, and I'll be your daddy.”

“No! Princess, don't even joke about that!”

She giggled, seeing the terror on my face.

“I'll make a wish,” she said, “so I can be the daddy, and then...”

Suddenly she grew, shooting up and up until she towered over me. Her baby face became sharp and homely, growing stubble, and her blonde pigtails retreated into her head while her hairline thinned until I could see her scalp through it. Her little pink dress stretched out and darkened until she was wearing the clothes I'd put on this morning, and suddenly I found myself looking up at the face I was used to seeing every morning in the mirror.

“I'm the daddy,” Madison said, her mocking, playground tone sounding bizarre as she spoke with my voice. “I'm all grown up now and you're just a little girl, so I'm in charge and you gotta do whatever I say!”

I rushed at her, trying to yank the ring off her finger, but she just held it up high where I couldn't get at it. I stood on my tip-toes and hopped up and down, but I didn't even come close to reaching the ring. Madison laughed, seeing my frustration, and I knew I was giving her exactly what she wanted. I stopped struggling and took a deep breath, trying to calm down.

“Please, Madison... You've had some fun now, but I really need that ring back.”

“Nuh-uh! I like being the daddy. And I like you being a little girl, Princess.”

That stung, hearing her tease me with the pet name I used for her, and I found myself blinking back tears. My childish emotions were growing stronger every moment, becoming harder and harder to control. I absolutely couldn't let myself cry now. I didn't want to give Madison the satisfaction, but I was also afraid that if I gave in and threw a tantrum I might get stuck as a kid and never find my way back to adulthood.

“Stupid baby,” I whined. I started hopping up and down. “Give me the ring, you stupid baby!”

No! This wasn't right. I was acting like a kid, just like Madison wanted. I heard a sound behind us and turned to see the girl from the restaurant coming out again with another bag of trash. She gave me a smile.

“Hey, honey. Is this your daddy?”

“No,” I blurted. “I'm the daddy and she's just a kid! She used a magic ring to change herself into me, and now she won't give it back!”

I froze, realizing how ridiculous it sounded, just like something a little girl would make up. The young woman laughed and looked up at Madison.

“Is that so?”

Madison grinned.

“Yeah. It's the truth.”

The woman looked around.

“Where's her sister?”

“Oh, she's not far.”

The young woman went back into the restaurant and Madison bent down and patted me on top of the head.

“Come on, Princess. We gotta get going, so you won't be late for your ballet class.”

“Ballet class? No, Madison! Come on...”

She stooped down and easily scooped me up, carrying me the way I always carried her when she was being stubborn. I struggled, but even using my full strength I was no match for her.

She grabbed my satchel off the bench and headed down the street, holding me against her side with her hand supporting my bottom. It was disorienting and terrifying, being in the arms of a giant version of myself. Madison's strides seemed impossibly long, each footstep falling with a mighty thump.

I was still struggling to get away, but then I realized how far down it was to the ground. I panicked, wrapping my bare, hairless little legs around Madison's waist and holding on as tightly as I could.

“This isn't funny,” I said, my high, whining voice sounding way too much like a real little girl. “Put me down right now, young lady! Please?”

My daughter glanced at the watch on her wrist. I recognized it as my own watch, or a copy of it anyway. I wondered how completely we'd copied each other's bodies. Did we now have each other's fingerprints? Was she carrying a copy of my wallet, full of copies of my credit cards?

“Come on, Princess,” she said, imitating my grown-up voice. “We don't have time for any more of your little games. It's almost 4 PM, and if we don't hurry we'll be late for your class.”

I was still struggling, but I froze as I realized something.

“Madison, when did you learn to tell time?”

She smirked, looking pleased with herself.

“I dunno. All of a sudden the numbers just made sense to me. I guess I'm getting smarter.”

This was bad. Madison's mind was rapidly maturing, she was learning things and becoming more grown-up, while I was regressing deeper and deeper into childhood. I was terrified that any moment now I'd forget who I was and become Madison for real, while she'd become the new me.

“Please,” I begged. “Give me back the ring, so we can change back into ourselves!”

We arrived at the ballet studio and Madison stood outside, bouncing me against her side so I could feel my pigtails swishing around my ears. I was whimpering now, struggling not to break down bawling.

“Quit being a crybaby,” Madison said. “Now's your chance to see what it's like to be a little girl. Just like you wanted.”

“But I don't wanna go to ballet class!”

“Aw, you'll have lots of fun, if you just give it a chance...”

I was always telling Madison that she'd enjoy ballet class if she gave it a chance, and now she was throwing it back in my face. I sputtered, too upset to speak clearly, and Madison just smiled and carried me inside.

The studio was only a converted sushi place in a strip mall and it had always seemed small to me before, but now it seemed intimidatingly large and the mirrored walls made it look even larger. There were nine or ten other little girls there, already wearing their pink tights and tutus and posing at the mirror, and when Madison set me down I found myself looking up at everyone. The other kids all seemed so big and I felt like a squat little dwarf.

Madison dug into the satchel and pulled out a pair of pink tights. She shoved them into my hands and gave me a little push on the rump, scooting me toward the restroom.

“Go on,” she said. “Get dressed for class, Princess.”

I looked around frantically, trying to find anybody who could help me put an end to this nightmare. The teacher, Miss Hill, was busy talking to one of the other kids. She was fresh out of college and she'd always looked so small and delicate to me before, but now she looked freakishly tall and powerful, like a giraffe. I knew there was no point trying to tell her the truth. She wouldn't believe me any more than the girl at McDonald's did.

I stood on my tip-toes, gesturing for Madison to bend down so she could hear me.

“OK,” I whispered in her ear. “If I go along with this, when the class is over will you give me back the ring?”

She smiled down at me.

“Maybe,” she said.

I studied her face, looking for clues to see if she was serious, but before I could be sure I heard Miss Hill's loud, sharp voice.

“Madison, class is about to start! Go put on your tights now, so we can begin!”

I gave Madison one last dirty look, then I tucked the tights under my arm and hurried into the restroom to change.

The restroom was built for little girls but right now it was unoccupied, thank God. The walls were pink like bubble gum and everything was tiny; tiny toilets and tiny sinks, mirrors low to the ground. I hurried into a pink stall and got to work, taking off my dress while keeping my eyes straight ahead so I didn't have to see my body. This whole experience was horrifying enough already, and I certainly didn't want to see any more of my transformed self than I had to.

I stepped into the pale pink tights, pulling them up over my chubby legs, then I tugged on the darker pink leotard and snapped the straps across my shoulders. The leotard immediately started riding up in the back, and (ugh) even worse in the front. It was pinching me in places I didn't even want to think about, and I kept having to tug the fabric back out from where it was creeping. Finally I pulled on a pair of tiny, tiny pink ballet slippers and then I done.

I hurried past the bathroom mirrors, not wanting to see myself in this costume, but when I came out into the main studio I found myself surrounded by mirrored walls on all sides. No matter which way I turned, I couldn't escape my reflection.

I saw a grouchy-looking little girl, her blonde hair up in high, bouncy pigtails, wearing a clingy ballet costume that put her baby fat on full display. The other girls looked like little women, they had slender limbs and long, graceful necks, while I had a baby face, chubby little legs and a pot belly. I felt even younger than five, like everybody else was all grown-up and I was just a shy, clumsy toddler.

I was still holding Madison's dress in my hands and I raised it up now like a shield to hide myself. But then Madison suddenly reached down, as if from the sky, and yanked the dress away to leave me exposed in my tights. I folded my arms over my soft, babyish tummy, trying to hide it, but my arms were chubby too and so were my legs and my everything else. I was nothing but soft, squishy baby fat, all over!

Madison was a truly adorable child, and in this costume I looked like some ballerina figurine an old lady would display on her mantle. But it was one thing to be a proud daddy, looking down at my little angel, and it was quite another thing to be the little angel myself! My skin felt blazing hot, I was dizzy and I could feel my heart fluttering. My humiliation was so intense and overwhelming, I was afraid I might pass out right there on the shiny hardwood floor.

My leotard was riding up yet again, and I almost reached back and yanked it back out before the adult part of my mind realized how rude that would be. The last of my maturity was rapidly slipping away and it was taking conscious effort for me to not behave like any other small child.

I looked up at Madison desperately but she just smiled, bent down and reached for something in the satchel.

“Hold on, Princess. You almost forgot your little tutu!”

I froze, not quite believing this was really happening, as she pulled out the bundle of fluffy pink tulle and held it out for me to step into. I stood on my tip-toes and beckoned her down so I could whisper in her ear again.

“Listen, young lady,” I hissed. “If you don't give me back that ring right this instant, I'm gonna... Well...”

I couldn't think of how to finish my threat. What could I possibly do to her? She was a grown man now, and I was just a little girl. She grinned, seeing the look of helpless frustration on my face. She was in complete control now, and she knew it.

“Madison!” It was the voice of the teacher. “Come on now, you're holding up the whole class. Hurry up and put on your tutu, so we can get started!”

I'd always appreciated the firm hand that Miss Hill took with the kids, she didn't baby them at all, but now she just struck me as bossy and mean. Madison held out the tutu again for me and I took a deep breath and stepped my little legs through it, cringing as I felt the soft, fluffy fabric tickle my thighs and bottom.

Madison went to sit with a bunch of bored-looking moms, but while they were all busy with their phones she was watching me eagerly. I moved to take my place with the other little girls and found myself in a sea of children bigger than I was. I couldn't even look at them. Even though none of them were older than 10, they somehow seemed so much more grown-up than I was.

It was hard to know how to stand. If I let my arms hang at my sides they'd push down my tutu so it bunched against me uncomfortably. If I stood with my hands clasped in front of me that titled up the back of the tutu so my bottom stuck out, but when I tried putting my arms behind me that tilted up the front of the tutu so my panties showed. I noticed the other girls were standing in a certain way with their arms at their sides but not hanging all the way down, so I stood like that too. The pose kept me from exposing my panties but it felt unnatural, awkward and silly. Was I supposed to stand like this for the whole class?

“OK, young ladies,” Miss Hill said. “We'll pick up from where we left off at the end of the last class. You all know the steps, so... Let's begin.”

The music started playing and Miss Hill began counting, 1, 2, 3, 1, 2, 3. All of the other girls were moving in perfect sync, like little music box dancers who'd all been wound up together, but I didn't know what to do so I was left struggling to keep up. I watched their movements as closely as I could, trying to predict what came next, but I always got it wrong. I was standing out badly, and I could feel the girls around me trying not to stare.

It felt as if we'd been dancing for 45 minutes, the same song never ending, but then the teacher's voice cut through my intense, panicked focus and I realized we'd probably been dancing for less than five minutes.

“Freeze, everyone. Don't move a muscle!”

The other girls were all frozen in the same graceful pose while I was left wobbling in a particularly awkward pose that had nothing to do with what anybody else was doing, half-squatting and with my arms straight up. Miss Hill came around and stood behind me.

“Girls, I want you all to look at what Madison is doing.”

I felt a moment of hope. Could it be that without even know what I was doing, I was somehow doing something right? Was I inadvertently demonstrating some step that they hadn't learned yet?

“This,” said Miss Hill, “is exactly what you should not do. See how she's bent here?”

She put one hand on my belly and one hand on my lower back, pushing me so I stood straighter. I looked down at her hands and tried not to squeak with horror. At my current size she was like a big pretty monster to me, with fingers like pink, peeled bananas.

“When you slouch like Madison,” she told the girls, “it makes everything double up so you can't breathe well and you get a poochy tummy. See the little rolls, here? You never want that.”

She gave my chubby little girl belly a pat, like I was supposed to suck it in, but my belly was just my belly and it wasn't going anywhere. As a man I was furious, but the childish part of me wanted to burst into tears and run from the studio. I instinctively found myself putting on an exaggerated sad little face, making my eyes big and sticking out my lower lip. I couldn't stop myself from putting on this little display, acting cute and pitiful to try and charm the teacher into being nice to me.

It worked. Her expression softened and she bent down slightly, giving me a smile. I felt elated, knowing my cuteness had worked on her, but part of me was horrified by how naturally I was playing the role of an adorable, helpless little girl.

“It's OK, Madison,” Miss Hill said. “You're the newest girl in class, and the youngest, so it's natural that you need a little extra attention.”

Oh, no. Extra attention? That was the last thing I wanted! But then she was taking my hand and leading me to the front of the class.

I found myself staring out at the group of little girls, all of them looking down on me with interest to see what I was going to do next. Without thinking I clasped my hands behind my back, accidentally tilting up the tutu to show my panties, then I caught myself and shoved the front of the tutu back down. God, I hated this stupid tutu! It was so absurd, all crunchy and floofy, and it made me feel like some little pink circus clown.

“Now then,” Miss Hill said. “Madison here is going to show us a thing called a chaines turn. We start this way...”

She move her shoulders back and brought her hands together, her fingertips not quite touching. I imitated her pose and she smiled.

“That's good. Now, up on your toes.”

She stood on her tip-toes, not wobbling even a little, but as I imitated her it was difficult for me to stay poised. My little body was so clumsy and hard to control.

“Good,” Miss Hill said. “Now, I want you to turn out your heels like this, and step like this...”

She gracefully twirled around the room and I watched her, feeling clumsy and hopeless. There was no way I could ever move like that! But then she stopped, put her hands on her hips and looked down at me expectantly. I just hoped I could get through this without all of the other girls laughing at me.

I tried to do it, but I went spinning out of control and almost crashed into one of the mirrors. Miss Hill stopped me, putting a gentle hand on my shoulder.

“No, sweetie. You need to spot the corners before you spin, so you don't hit anything. And always keep your shoulders back, or you'll go spinning off who-knows-where. Now, let's try it again, shall we?”

I rose up on my toes, preparing to try again. I focused, visualizing how Miss Hill had done the turn, then I launched myself into a spin. This time felt different, I knew I was doing it right, and when I stopped I felt dizzy but triumphant. Miss Hill gave me a big smile.

“Good girl, Madison! That's just the right way to do a chaines turn!”

I felt so proud of myself, I couldn't help grinning. Then I remembered that I wasn't really Madison and being called a “good girl” wasn't really a good thing, but before I could think too much about it Miss Hill had her hand on my shoulder again and she was bending down to talk to me.

“You're so good at the chaines turn, I want you to help me show the other girls how to do it. You can be my little assistant teacher for today. Doesn't that sound fun?”

“Yes,” I said, before I could help myself. “Thanks, teacher!”

The adult part of me wanted to resist being patronized like this, but I refused to listen to that nagging, no-fun voice in my mind. My little girl side was thrilled by how things were turning out. Even though I was the youngest girl in class, I was going to get be the assistant and show the bigger kids how to do the turn! Madison thought she was so smart, turning herself into me and leaving me stuck as her, but I was gonna show her now. I'd make her super jealous of how good I was at ballet!

I went to work with Miss Hill, showing the other girls how to do the turns and then watching them try to imitate me. As I twirled I could feel my tutu swish and swirl around me, and I started to really like it. I'd come into this class feeling chubby and awkward, like my littleness was a bad thing, but now I felt quick and graceful and being little felt good. I thought of the magical fairy ballerinas in those cartoons that Madison watched sometimes, and I kind of felt like one of them.

When Miss Hill announced that class was over I actually felt disappointed. I was having such fun, I didn't want to stop. I turned and saw Madison grinning down at me, and for a moment I forgot who I was and thought that I was really her daughter and my daddy was proud of me. When I remembered the truth of who we really were I gasped with shock, but before I could say anything Madison took my hand and led me outside.

She was so enormous beside me, I almost felt like I was walking with a bear. Had I ever really been that big?

“See,” she said. “I told you that you'd like ballet class if you just gave it a chance.”

I didn't answer, keeping my eyes on the sidewalk as I hurried to keep up with Madison's wide stride. I was still wearing my ballet costume, my little tutu bouncing and swishing as we walked, and people kept smiling at me as we passed them. Madison hadn't offered me the chance to change back into my other clothes, and some part of me was almost kind of glad. I told myself that it wasn't my fault if I liked being dressed like this and feeling pretty. That was just the little girl part of me, taking over my mind.

“Come on,” I said. “You told me that after the class you'd give me the ring so we could switch back into ourselves!”

Madison giggled and picked me up, carrying me against her hip again.

“I said maybe.”.
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When we reached the house Madison put me down on the porch and reached into her coat to get the keys. So, she had a perfect copy of my house keys. It seemed likely she also had a copy of my wallet and all of my credit cards, and she probably knew how to use them too.

It was disorienting to see how big the front door of our home looked now, and my disorientation only became stronger once we got inside. The coat rack in the front hall towered over me, there was no way I could ever reach up that high, but Madison reached it easily as she hung up her coat. She set the keys down on a cabinet that had always barely reached my waist before, but now it was taller than I was.

We entered the living room and I boggled at the gigantic couch and the colossal recliner. I relaxed in this ugly, comfortable old recliner every night after a long day at work, the thing was as familiar to me as could be, but now it had been transformed into something else completely. I was just too little for it now and the idea of trying to climb up onto it was kind of intimidating. The only way I'd get to sit in it would be if Madison picked me up and sat me on her lap, the way I used to do for her.

Madison flopped back in my recliner and settled in with her arms behind her head. Even sitting down, she was still looking down at me.

“Come on, Madison,” I said. “That's Daddy's recliner. You know you're not allowed to sit in it.”

She smirked.

“I'm Daddy now. And I'm feeling thirsty from carrying you home. Go get me a beer, Princess.”

“What? Don't be silly. Little girls can't drink beer.”

She didn't answer.

“I mean it,” I said. “You've never had alcohol before. It might make you sick. I need you to stop playing these games and just give me back my ring.”

She held out her hand, making a big show of admiring the ring on her finger. The message was clear: If I ever wanted to get the ring back, I'd have to do as she said. I stamped my foot, my anger getting the best of me, but then I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down. I refused to give her the satisfaction of watching me throw a tantrum.

“OK,” I said. “You can have one sip. But just one. And then you have to give me back the ring, OK?”

Madison just grinned, settling back into the recliner. I stomped off to the kitchen and opened the refrigerator, but the beer was on a high shelf and I had to strain to reach it. Finally I managed to get it down and then I took it out to Madison.

“Thank you, Princess,” she said.

She popped the top with her teeth, the way I often did, and took a big gulp, her Adam's apple bobbing. I gasped, my eyes going wide.

“Honey, not so much! I told you, it might make you sick!”

“I'll be fine. It actually tastes really familiar to me, as if I've been drinking beer for years.”

I bit my lip, trying not to give away just how disturbed I was feeling. Madison was casually gulping beer now like a grown-up. And the words she was using, “actually” and “familiar,” those didn't sound like the kind of words they taught her in kindergarten.

“Please, Princess,” I said. “You've had your fun, but I need you to give me back the ring so we can change back now. I'm supposed to be the daddy, and you're supposed to be the little girl.”

“I'm not so sure about that.”

The expression on her face chilled me. There was something so grown-up about it, so superior and entitled. I wanted to grab her hand and yank the ring off her finger right now, but I knew it would barely take her any effort to push me away. She was nearly twice my height and probably four or five times my weight.

“Madison, come on, this isn't...”

“Call me Daddy.”

I gasped. She couldn't be serious.

“Honey, come on...”

“You're a little girl now, and I'm the daddy. So call me Daddy.”

“No. I absolutely refuse to call you Daddy, Madison.”

She leaned forward in her chair, looking down at me with a commanding glare. She had a child's impatience, with the muscle of a grown man to back it up. I felt my little body trembling. Sometimes, when she was bad, I'd used my size and strength to intimidate her into behaving. Was this what she felt like, at times like those?

“Please,” I said, my voice sounding very high and small. “Don't make me...”

“Call me Daddy. Now.”

I caught myself anxiously playing with one of my pigtails again and I let it go with a grimace. I had to play along with Madison, for now. I had no choice.

“Yes... Daddy. Can I please have the ring back now?”

“No. Like you said, this is a ring for daddies. And now I'm the daddy and you're just a little baby girl, Madison.”

I sputtered indignantly.

“Don't call me Madison! That's your name!”

She laughed and took another swig from her beer. I lost control and started hopping up and down, shrieking like the little girl I'd become.

“I'm not Madison! I'm a grown up man! I'm your daddy!”

Madison grabbed my arm firmly, holding me still.

“Madison,” she said, “I want you to calm down, right now. You're being a very bad little girl.”

“No, I'm not! You're the bad little girl, not me!”

“I'm warning you, Madison.”

“Stop calling me that! I'm not Madison! I'm not!”

Suddenly I felt a sharp tug on my arm and the room spun as I flew through the air. The next thing I knew I was lying face down across Madison's lap, looking at the carpet. I felt my ballerina tutu being flipped up in the back, my tights being tugged aside to expose my bottom.

“No,” I shrieked. “No, Madison! You can't! I'm your...”

But then I felt a spank on my bottom, so hard it made my whole body quiver. I opened my mouth to scream but then I felt another spank, and another. I wailed, kicking my little legs.

“No, please! Madison, come on! I never spanked you that hard!”

But she spanked me again, and again, until I heard myself making pitiful, choking sounds and I felt hot tears on my cheeks. I was crying like a baby, unable to stop myself, and with every slap on my bottom my adulthood seemed more distant and unreal. I heard myself blubbering like a toddler while I fussed and kicked, throwing a full tantrum.

Finally Madison pulled my tights back over my bottom to cover it and she let me get up. I stood before her, sniffling and whimpering while I reached back to rub my blazing hot, sore behind. I was putting on an extra show of my misery, trying to make Madison feel bad for how she's treated me. Deep down I knew this was a childish tactic, that this attempt at manipulation was just what a real little girl would do, but I couldn't help myself. I was furious and hurt, and it felt natural to put on a big pouty display about it.

“I'm s'posedta be the daddy,” I grumbled. “You're the dumb baby girl.”

“Now, Madison, that's no way to talk. Do you want another spanking?”

I hiccuped and wiped the tears from my eyes with the back of my little hands.

“No,” I said.

“No, what?”

I folded my arms, hating her.

“No, Daddy.”

“That's better. Now go to your room and play with your dollies.”

“But...”

“No buts, young lady. Go play nice, and in a little while Trudy will come home and we'll all have dinner.”

I gasped. Trudy was my fiancee and the prospect of her seeing me like this was too horrifying to bear.

“Madison, please...”

She gave me a warning look.

“I mean... Daddy, please, you can't keep us like this when Trudy is here!”

“I'm the daddy,” Madison said, “and I'll do what I please. Now go to your room, Madison.”

She gave me another little swat on the bottom and I squeaked with alarm, scurrying down the hall to get away from her. I ran into her room and closed the door behind me, but I could still hear her outside.

“And change your clothes,” she said. “Put on something nice for company!”

I had all this childish fury in me and I needed to find some way to let it out, so I threw myself onto Madison's bed face down and started thumping on the mattress with my tiny fists. Before long I'd tired myself out and without thinking I grabbed her teddy bear Mr. Grizzles and held it close, snuggling my cheek against the fake fur. I knew I was slipping even deeper into childish behavior but the stuffed animal felt good in my arms and I sorely needed some kind of consolation right now.

I sighed, getting down on the floor where Madison had left her dolls. I picked one up and knew its name was Millie, although I couldn't remember if Madison had ever told me that.

“Madison's so dumb,” I said. “Acting like she's the daddy, treating me like some dumb little baby girl. But she's the dumb little baby girl. Huh, Millie?”

I cuddled the doll close. Its blond hair was in tangles and I went to Madison's little pink desk to get a brush off the top.

“Stupid Madison,” I said. “I buy her all these nice toys and she just leaves 'em laying all around any old place. How could she let a pretty dolly like you have all these tangles in her hair, Millie? She doesn't deserve a pretty dolly like you.”

I brushed out Millie's hair and then put it in pigtails so it was just like mine. I suddenly realized that I was actually playing with a doll, talking to it and combing its hair, but doing it felt good and right now I needed to feel good. After the day I'd been having, I just wanted to relax and play.

“Your dress is all wrinkled up, Millie. Let's find you something prettier...”
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I got out a few of Madison's dolls and had them all sitting up together, and I lost track of time dressing them up and playing games with them. It felt so freeing, as if this was the very thing my life had been missing, and I was amazed by how vivid my imagination was. When I pretended the real world seemed to fall away around me and my dolls seemed to rise up and come to life. I could almost hear their voices and see them smile. It suddenly made sense to me why little girls liked to play with dolls, when it was this much fun!

I was giggling and singing songs, having a great time, when I heard a heavy knock on the bedroom door.

“Remember to change your clothes, Madison. I wanna see you dressed up nice and pretty when Trudy gets here.”

That jolted me out of my little girl trance. I jumped to my feet and clenched my fists, nearly shouting something that no doubt would have earned me another spanking. But then I stopped myself, remembering just how much the last spanking hurt. My bottom was still sore. I'd have to do what Madison said for now, and hopefully sometime tonight I could get the ring away from her.

I was beginning to think that Madison never wanted to switch back, that she was enjoying our role reversal so much that she planned to keep us like this forever. Demanding the ring back wasn't going to work, so I'd have to be sneaky.

If I waited until she went to sleep, maybe I could tip-toe in and slip the ring off her finger. Or maybe I could trick her into making a wish to be a little girl again, then when we were the same size I could try to wrestle the ring away from her. But how would I talk her into making a wish like that? What would say?

I remembered telling Madison some bedtime story about a clever boy who tricked an evil genie into going back in the bottle, then the boy stuffed the cork back in so the genie was trapped. But I couldn't remember the details of what the boy said to trick the genie. I went over to her little bookshelf to look for the book with the fairy tales in it, but the book titles were hard to read now. I didn't know how to read or tell time anymore. What basic skills would I lose next? I just thanked God that Madison was potty trained.

I went over to Madison's closet to find something to wear and groaned when I saw how pink and frilly everything was. I'd always bought my little girl the fanciest, girliest things I could find, she was so cute in her pink princess outfits. But now I was stuck with the wardrobe I'd picked for her, nothing but silly little cupcake dresses covered in ribbons and bows.

I shimmied out of my ballerina costume and threw it on the floor, keeping my eyes straight ahead so I wouldn't have to see my body. There was a full-length mirror in the corner but I kept my back to it, determined not to even glimpse myself.

I got a flowery pink undershirt and pulled it on. It was too short and left my chubby baby tummy sticking out, but at least it covered up my chest. Then I opened Madison's underwear drawer and flinched at the sight of all those pairs of tiny panties. Some were lacy, some were silky, but all of them were in shades of childish pink. I grabbed the pair on top, quickly stepped into them and snapped them into place over my hips, but then I yelped with pain as the fabric slapped against my sore bottom. It was almost like being spanked again.

I turned my head back to get a look at my red, raw behind in the mirror, but when I saw my tiny, female Madison-self in her underwear it alarmed me so much I scrambled out of the mirror's sight and stood cowering in a corner with my arms folded over my chest.

Seeing myself like that had driven home the reality of my predicament like nothing else had. I truly was a child now. And not just a child, a little girl. My own daughter.

I moved back to the mirror and faced myself, trying not to look as afraid as I felt. I uncrossed my arms and let them hang at my sides. My body seemed so strange to me, so very small and soft all over like cookie dough. I'd been a big man with lots of hair everywhere but my scalp, but now I was the exact opposite of everything I'd been. Where I'd been big I was now small, where I'd been toned I was now chubby, where I'd been hairy I was now weirdly smooth, without a single hair to be seen anywhere but my head. I looked down at my pink panties and shuddered at the sight, grieving for my vanished manhood.

I fumbled around in Madison's closet, trying to find the least girly thing I could wear, finally settling on a silky red dress with a full skirt and puffy sleeves. I'd bought it for Madison the previous Valentine's Day and it looked like something a girl might wear for a fancy event, but at least it wasn't pink and it was less lacy and ribbon-y than the other stuff.

I wasn't sure whether I was supposed to pull the dress down over my head or pull it up over my legs, but finally I held it over my head and shimmied it down onto my little frame. I made a face, feeling the fluffy white underskirts tickle my bare legs, then I got my arms through the sleeves and zipped up the back. Finally I slipped on a pair of shoes that were almost tiny enough to fit one of Madison's dolls, then I stood with my back to the mirror and held my breath.

I was kind of terrified to see what I looked like. Of course I'd already seen myself all dressed up as a ballerina complete with a pink tutu, and it was hard to imagine anything more emasculating than that. But something about this moment made me tremble, as if seeing myself in this fancy red dress would be awful in some new way.

I closed my eyes and turned around to face myself, and when I opened my eyes I saw an absolutely precious child, just as lovely as she could be. I'd always thought that Madison was the most beautiful little girl in the world, and I knew it wasn't just a father's pride. Strangers often commented on her beauty and said she should be a model. Now I was her, and that meant I was pretty enough to be a model!

I moved closer to the mirror and turned my head, seeing how the light made my big blue eyes sparkle. I smiled shyly and fluttered my lashes, tilting my head so the light caught me just so. I told myself to stop this right now, that it was weird and wrong, but I looked so pretty in the mirror and it was fun to pose and preen. As a man I never got to feel pretty, feminine vanity just wasn't a part of my world. But now I'd had a taste of it, and I wanted more.

I curled one of my pigtails around my fingertips and stroked my other hand along my soft cheek, pretending I really was a model and I was posing for a photographer. The fantasy felt really good somehow, and my imagination could picture every detail. I could almost hear the photographer now, telling me to move this way and that and saying over and over again what a pretty little girl I was. I imagined my face on magazine covers, in commercials for toys, candy or pretty dresses. It was easy to picture. Too easy. With a face like this, a girl could sell anything.

There was a sound outside, the front door opening, then I heard a woman's voice. Trudy. The little girl in the mirror looked distraught now, her chubby cheeks flushing hot pink. Trudy was going to see me like this, as a kid. As a girl!

I could hear their voices, Madison and Trudy chatting. I quietly opened the door and leaned forward, peeking so I could see them in the living room.

“Happy anniversary,” Trudy said. “It's been one wonderful year.”

“Anniversary?” Madison slapped her forehead. “Oh, no! I'm sorry, darling, but I forgot all about it.”

Trudy laughed. It was so like me to forget.

“Of course,” she said. “I should be very angry with you, but I'm not going to let anything ruin tonight's celebration.”

Madison chuckled, in a way I didn't like at all.

“A celebration, huh?”

“That's right, lover.”

Trudy reached into a bag she was carrying, pulled out some frilly black lingerie and held it up against her curves. I saw her lean forward and give Madison a kiss, warm and lingering, and the next thing I knew I was running out there to get between them.

“No,” I said. “No kissing each other like that! No!”

Trudy giggled and bent down so her neckline hung low, giving me an unintentional peek down her into her deep cleavage. Seeing Madison as a giant version of myself was weird, but it was even weirder seeing Trudy. She'd always been short and curvy, normally she barely reached my shoulder, but now she was this amazon and her body went up and up into the sky.

“Aw,” Trudy said, “does it bother Maddie, to see Daddy kissing Auntie Trudy?”

She and Madison had become rather close; Trudy was almost like another mother to Madison, which I'd appreciated when I was Madison's father but didn't like at all now that I was Madison herself. I sputtered, having no idea how to explain why I was so upset, and Trudy just smiled and pinched my cheek.

“Well,” she said, “you better get used to it, Princess! Once me and your daddy are married, you're gonna be seeing lots and lots of kissin' around here!”

“But... But...”

Trudy interrupted me with a squeal of delight, clasping her hands together as she looked down at me.

“Just look at you, dressed up all fancy in your Valentine's dress. My little queen of hearts!”

I stamped my foot, too frustrated to form a coherent sentence, and the next thing I knew Trudy had picked me up and she was snuggling me close against her ample bosom. My face was buried in her soft cleavage, the scent of her flowery perfume overwhelming my senses. Her body was the softest thing I'd ever felt, like a giant teddy bear, and I forgot everything while she held me. I nuzzled my nose against the skin of her cleavage, feeling the soft, smooth fullness of her, and experienced a truly intoxicating rush of love. Her cuddles made me drunk and I never, ever wanted her to put me down.

“There,” she said soothingly. “Does that make it all better? Did my little girl just need some hugs?”

I sighed, too happy to deny her anything. I don't think I'd ever been happier than I felt in the arms of a giant Trudy.

“Uh-huh.”

“There we go,” she said, stroking my back as she held me. “There's my good girl.”

Thump. I was suddenly back down on the floor, standing on shaky ankles. Trudy turned and went to start dinner while I could only watch her helplessly with my mouth hanging open. I had to shake off this cuddle-haze and clear my head.

Trudy was an adult, and if I could convince her that I was really the man she was engaged to marry, she'd definitely help me. She'd convince Madison to give me back the ring. But how could I make ever make Trudy believe a story that sounded so impossible? The last of my adult maturity was fading fast, but I needed to focus my mind and come up with a plan right now. I had to think like an adult, before it was too late and I was stuck as a little girl for good.

Madison had followed Trudy into the kitchen and I heard Trudy squeak with surprise and then giggle. Even without seeing them I knew that Madison had pinched Trudy's ass, just the way I would have done. It sent me into a rage and I rushed in to catch them in an embrace, about to kiss again.

“She's not me,” I said, stamping my foot. “She looks like me, but she's really Madison! I bought a magic ring at a weird store and it swapped us, and now she won't give the ring back so I'm stuck like this! I'm supposed to be the daddy, not her!”

My childish impulsiveness had gotten the better of me again, and instead of working out a plan I'd simply blurted out the whole truth in a rage. Trudy and Madison looked down at me with wide eyes, and just for a moment I dared to hope that Trudy might actually believe me... but she then burst into laughter, covering her smile with her hand.

“Oh, is that so, honey?”

“Yes,” I said, knowing all too well just how absurd it all sounded. “I know you think I just made it all up, but it's real, I promise. Please, Trudy, you gotta believe me!”

Madison rolled her eyes, playing the part of the exasperated father all to well. Why was she doing all this to me? She'd always been a selfish child, but I couldn't believe she was really ready to steal my life and leave me trapped as her.

“That's enough, Madison,” she said. She turned to Trudy. “The kid's been playing this little game all day. I told her to knock it off already, but she keeps saying this silly stuff.”

“Aw, she's just having fun. It's good for a kid to have a vivid imagination.”

I was jumping up and down in frustration now, the full skirts of my red dress swishing around me.

“I'm not a kid, and it's not just my imagination! Please, Trudy baby, you gotta believe me! You gotta make Madison give me back my...”

I felt a sudden smack on my bottom, one that my layers of underskirts did little to cushion, and I spun around to find Madison glowering down at me. As much as I wanted to stand up to her, she was just too big and I was too afraid.

“I'm sorry, Daddy,” I heard myself say.

I saw an unmistakable glimmer of cruel satisfaction in Madison's eyes but she kept up her stern, paternal facade.

“Go to your room,” she said.

“But...”

“That's an order, young lady. I'll call you when dinner's ready, but if you misbehave any more tonight I'll ground you for a week.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I said, before I could stop myself.

I ran back to Madison's room, slammed the door behind me and sat in the middle of the bed, pouting. I was mad at Madison for what she'd done, but I was also mad at myself for acting like such a scared little baby and calling her Daddy like that. I kept trying to think up a good plan, but it was hard because my head was so full of kid stuff now. It was like my mind had sprung a leak and all the grown-up thoughts were draining out of it fast.

Trudy wasn't going to help me, she was convinced I was just a little kid play-acting. The way things were looking now, Madison was probably going to keep me like this and tomorrow she'd hand me over to Anna, my ex-wife. Then my ex-wife would be my mommy, and I'd have to be a little girl and go to kindergarten and all that stuff!

My only hope now was to try and convince Anna that I was her ex-husband and not her daughter. But as I thought about it, I started thinking about how Anna was always real sweet to Madison, just like a mommy should be, and how if Anna was my mommy she'd probably take care of me real good. She wouldn't be mean to me, like Madison was.

I shook my head, trying to get these weird kid thoughts out of it. If I wanted to be a man again, I had to quit thinking like such a little girl! But then when I thought about being a grown-up man again, it kind of sounded weird and scary. I kept telling myself that once I became a man again, I'd be glad. But right now, inside, I sure felt like a little girl.

How had I ever been a man, with hair all over my body, and big man parts? How had I ever done all that stuff grown-ups did, like driving a car and paying bills and everything? That stuff didn't sound fun at all. Being a little girl sounded a lot funner.

On Madison's desk there was a picture in a heart-shaped frame. It showed me and Madison, back when I was the daddy and she was the little girl. I remembered buying it for her and having to kind of make her put it in her room. I looked at the man in the picture and tried to remember what it felt like to be him. But no matter how hard I tried, it didn't seem real. My imagination was strong, but it wasn't that strong. I looked at the little girl in the picture, and that felt like me now.

I went back to the mirror and looked at my little girl self in my fancy red dress. I did one of my ballerina twirls, hearing my skirts swish around me, and I smiled when I felt them fall back into place. I clasped my hands behind my back and struck a pretty pose in the mirror, fluttering my lashes again. Looking like this felt so good. Why did I want to be that big ugly man again?
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When Madison called me out to dinner I found her and Trudy sitting at the ends of the table, where the grown-ups sat, leaving me to take Madison's old place in the middle. The chair was high for me but I managed to climb up, then I sat eating my dinner and not paying much attention to Madison and Trudy while they talked. Madison was talking just like a grown-up, saying all this boring stuff, and I was kind of waiting for dinner to be over so I could just go back to Madison's room and play with my dolls some more.

We were almost finished eating when Trudy sniffed the air and then leaned over and took my arm, lifting it up. She sniffed my armpit and made a face.

“Yuck,” she said. “Somebody's a stinky princess! Have you washed today?”

I felt myself blush. I wasn't sure how to answer her. I'd washed this morning, when I was a man, but I hadn't washed since I became a little girl. Trudy shook her head and gave Madison an exasperated look.

“Oh, my God! You didn't wash her? Wasn't today her ballet class?”

“I forgot,” Madison said. “She was distracting me with all that nonsense about the ring.”

Trudy set down her fork.

“OK, young lady. As soon as we're done eating I'm gonna give you a bath!”

I gasped, my adult mind suddenly returning to me.

“No, Trudy! You can't!”

“What do you mean? I've given you baths plenty of times.”

“Well, I'm... too old for it now. Much too old. I can take a bath all by myself!”

Trudy snorted.

“Fat chance, short stack. I wanna make sure you get nice and clean, so I'm gonna give you a good, long scrub.”

I stared down at my plate, feeling kind of queasy. I wanted to get up from the table and run from the room, to run from the house and keep on running. But where could I go? I was just a little girl, and it was a big, scary world out there.

I looked up and saw Madison watching me. She took a gulp of her beer and sat back in her chair with a smile, looking as satisfied as any man I'd ever seen.
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A few minutes later I was in the bathroom with Trudy and I was wearing nothing except for the fluffy pink towel wrapped around me like a dress. Trudy had already run a bubble bath for me and she was waiting for me to climb into the water. My heart was beating so hard I could feel it all over, all the way down to my feet. This couldn't really be happening. I wasn't really a little girl, and Trudy wasn't really going to give me a bubble bath!

“Come on,” I said. “Really, I'm old enough to take a bath by myself.”

Trudy smiled a funny little smile and then she reached behind me, grabbed the towel and whipped it right off my body. I yelped, feeling the warm air of the bathroom on my bare skin. I tried to grab the towel back but Trudy held it up high where I couldn't reach it.

“Trudy!”

“Into the tub, young lady.”

I was frantically trying to cover myself with my hands, one arm folded across my chest and the other hand cupped over my lap. I looked down into the tub. The bubbles would cover me up a little at least, so I sighed and lowered myself into the waiting suds.

“That's better,” Trudy said. “Goodness gracious, you sure are acting fussy today.”

She bent down beside the tub, dipped in a washcloth and wrung it out, preparing to wash me. I studied her face. This was the woman I'd asked to marry me, the woman I'd made love to hundreds if not thousands of times. Now she was a giantess to me, her body twice the size I was used to, and I was just a little girl to her. She loomed over me, smiling a gentle, nurturing smile, and I could feel the part of me that was a child warming to it.

No. I couldn't just let my fiancee bathe me, like I was some baby! I had to tell her the truth about who and what I really was.

“Trudy...”

She took hold of my left wrist and raised it up high, then she dipped a washcloth into the suds and went to work scrubbing me from my armpit down to my ribs. All of my willpower seemed to drain away as I was instantly overcome with sleepy pleasure. I knew there would be no escape for me now, so I just sat back and let Trudy cleanse me with her warm, wet cloth.
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Trudy was singing me little songs while she washed my hair for me and scrubbed between my toes, and I felt more relaxed than I'd ever known I could feel.

“There,” Trudy said. “All you needed was a nice warm baby bath, to scrub off all the fuss. Isn't that right?”

“Uh-huh.”

I wanted to spend the rest of my life right here in this tub, being washed like this. But finally Trudy wrung out her washcloth and flipped the switch to drain the tub.

“Come on, little mermaid. Time to spray you off.”

That woke me up. For her to spray me off, I'd have to stand up. I wouldn't have the bubbles to hide me and I'd be completely exposed.

“It's OK,” I said. “Really, I can do this part myself.”

“Nope. Come on, sweetie. On your feet.”

I rose up on shaky legs, trying to cover myself with my hands again, but Trudy easily swept my hands aside and sprayed me with the warm water. My eyes filled with suds so I couldn't see, but I could feel the ticklish jet of the water on my legs and tummy and chest, splashing me everywhere.

“Trudeee,” I whined, spitting out a mouthful of water. “Come on...”

“Rub-a-dub-dub, baby girl!”
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When we emerged from the bathroom Madison was out in the hall waiting for us. I had a pink towel wrapped around me but I still felt terribly exposed and vulnerable. My skin was pink and tender all over from the scrubbing, and I hugged my shoulders to try and cover myself so Madison wouldn't see.

“Go on,” Madison said. “Put on your nightie. It's time for little girls to go to bed.”

I couldn't tell time anymore, but the sun was barely down and I knew it couldn't be much later than 8 p.m.

“No,” I said. “I don't wanna go to bed yet!”

Trudy leaned down, giving me a smile and another accidental peek down her cleavage. As a man the sight would've driven me wild, but it felt different to me now. I was no longer seeing Trudy the way a man saw a woman.

“Your daddy's right,” she said. “Little girls need their sleep. Go on, it's grown-up time now.”

She put her hand on Madison's shoulder and gave it a little squeeze, a subtle, flirty gesture I wasn't supposed to understand. Just wait until the kid's asleep.

“No,” I said, my voice breaking. “No, no, no!”

But Madison just picked me up and carried me to her bedroom. I didn't even struggle, knowing now I couldn't hope to fight my way free. She flopped me onto the bed and looked down at me. Her eyes were full of tender, paternal affection, and that frightened me more than when she looked at me with mocking contempt. She was looking at me the way a daddy would look at his little girl. Our new roles were settling in, almost complete now.

“Put on your nightie,” she said. “I'll be back in a minute to tuck you in.”

She left the room and I slipped off my damp towel and let it fall to the floor, leaving it there as an act of petty defiance. Then I pulled on a pink nightie, got into bed and folded my arms, pouting.

When Madison returned she looked down at the towel on the carpet and shook her head.

“Naughty girl,” she said. “We've talked about you leaving your things on the floor.”

“I've told you not to leave your stuff on the floor!”

Madison took a seat beside the bed and gave me a gentle smile, then she pulled the ring off her finger and held it out for me to take.

“Here,” she said. “I can't keep you like this against your will, it wouldn't be right. We can change back right now, if that's what you really want.”

I reached out my hand to take the ring but then I surprised myself by pulling back. Madison nodded, as if this was just what she'd expected.

“Not such an easy choice, is it? You really enjoy being a little girl, I can see that. And I enjoy being a grown man. I enjoy being your daddy. I always envied you. And deep down, I think you always envied me a little bit too.”

“Envied” sounded like a familiar word, one I was supposed to know, but it didn't mean anything to me now. I frowned, embarrassed about having to ask.

“What does envied mean?”

“Envy is just a word for how you feel when somebody else has something you really want.”

I was forgetting my grown-up words and Madison was learning them all, but somehow that didn't seem so bad. Grown-up words were for grown-ups, and I didn't feel like a grown-up anymore.

Maybe Madison was right. Deep down, I guess I'd kind of wished I could be a kid. Maybe I'd even kind of wished I could be a little girl, like her. Maybe that was why I spoiled her so bad, and pushed her to do ballet class and other little girl stuff. Deep down, I guess I was kind of making her do the little girl stuff I wanted to do myself.

Madison smiled and reached behind my head, taking the bands out of my pigtails so the hair fell against my shoulders. After being bald for so long it was so good to feel my long, soft hair tickling my skin.

“If I prefer being a man,” Madison said, “and you prefer being a little girl, maybe we should stay like this, at least for a while. I think we'll both be much happier. Don't you?”

I yawned, feeling suddenly drowsy. I knew it wasn't even 9 PM yet, but it felt like the middle of the night. I looked up at Madison seriously.

“If I stay little, will you be nice to me? You won't make fun of me and spank me all the time?”

She smiled.

“I'm sorry about that,” she said. “That was the last of my childish side making me be mean to you, but it's all gone now and I don't want to be mean ever again. I only want to love you and take care of you, like a daddy should. I promise to be the very best daddy I can be. Do you promise to be a good little girl?”

I grabbed my teddy bear and hugged it close. I was already so sleepy it was hard to keep my eyes open.

“I promise. Good night, Daddy.”

I'd said it without thinking. Madison chuckled, leaned in and kissed me on the forehead.

“Good night, Princess.”
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That night I slept well except for when Trudy woke me up making funny noises, going Oh, oh, oh, like she was singing or something. At first I didn't know what was happening but then I remembered the mommy and daddy stuff that grown-ups do when they're alone together, and I felt that feeling Madison had talked about, envy. My face got real hot and I felt like I was supposed to be the one in there with Trudy, but then I thought about how good it felt when Trudy cuddled me like a baby and gave me baths and that sounded much better to me now than doing the other stuff. It was kind of hard to even imagine doing that grown-up stuff with Trudy, now that I was little.

Trudy didn't feel like a lady I was supposed to marry anymore. She felt more like a mommy.

I snuggled down in my bed, sucking my thumb while I cuddled my teddy bear. Tomorrow Anna, my ex-wife, was going to come and pick me up. She would take me home and treat me like a real kid. She would raise me, as her daughter. That felt really weird to think about, but it didn't feel bad. When we were married Anna always said she was more like my mother than my wife, and now she was going to be my mommy for real.

Thinking about Anna as my mommy made me miss her and wish that she was here now to tuck me in and read me a story. I used to be real mad at Anna and I blamed her for our marriage falling apart, but now that she was going to be my mommy she seemed like the best lady in the world and I could hardly wait to see her.

I knew that being a kid, and being a girl, was going to take some getting used to, but I was looking forward to starting life over like like this. Madison was right, this was just better for everybody.

I had two mommies and a daddy who loved me, and I was a very happy little girl.
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That stuff all happened seven whole years ago, and now I'm almost 12. I'm so used to being a girl that sometimes being a grown man seems like it was all just a dream or something, and I'm writing this all down in my diary so I don't ever forget what happened.

Mommy says I'm almost 4-foot-nine, and I don't like to dress in all those fancy dresses anymore but pink is still my favorite color and I do like to dress fashionable like the other girls at my school. I'm pretty popular and I guess being a girl is mostly cool, but lately my chest has felt funny like the skin is kind of tight, and I'm scared I might start getting boobs soon. If I'm anything like Mommy, they'll be pretty big too. Just being a little girl was one thing, but growing into a woman is something else. It's scary, but kind of exciting too.

I used to think that when I started growing boobs and stuff I'd want to swap back with Daddy, but now that whole idea just sounds super freaky and lame to me. I'd have to say goodbye to all my friends, and I couldn't do ballet and stuff. I mean, just imagine me being a big hairy old man, with man parts and everything! Ew! As weird as having boobs and stuff sounds, having man parts sounds even weirder to me now.

Last weekend Daddy was getting on my nerves real bad and I told him I wanted to swap back. I used to say that sometimes, when we were fighting, but I hadn't said it in a long time. I was just mad, and Daddy could tell. Sometimes when I'm being bad he says if I don't start behaving he'll swap us back, but I know he's only trying to spook me. He likes being a man as much as I like being a girl.

They're having a dance at school and Trey Shepherd asked me if I'd go with him. I said no, because of course I don't like boys and stuff, but I keep kind of wishing I'd said yes. Isn't that weird? It's not like I'd ever wanna kiss Trey Shepherd or anything, that'd be gross, but I kind of like the idea of wearing a really nice dress and maybe having a slow dance together. Mommy said I could go if I want to, but I can't make up my mind. It's like, I really want to go, but I don't want to want to go. You know? I'm also kind of scared that if I don't say yes to Trey Shepherd soon, he'll ask somebody else. Like Lisa Hunt. She likes Trey, I can tell, and she thinks she's so great because she's already got boobs. I hate her.

This weekend is my birthday and I'm going to go and stay with Daddy and Step-Mommy Trudy. I know Daddy will make a big deal out my birthday and totally embarrass me, the way he always does. He's a dork, but I know he loves me. I have to remind him sometimes that I'm not such a baby anymore, I'm almost 12!

But I guess no matter how big I get, I'll always be Daddy's little princess.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

ABOUT THE AUTHOR



[image: image]


Susan Donym is the author of From Bro to Bimbo: A Transgender Novel and the novellas He Became Her French Maid, Werechild: The Man Who Became a Little Girl and He Became a Farm Girl. She has also published such short story collections as One Sip, and You're a Little Girl: 4 Short Tales of Transgender Age Regression, Unbirthing Stories: 5 Twisted Tales of Age Regression, Babyfied: 3 Age Regression Tales and He Became Her Twin: 6 Gender Change Fantasies. Her name, as you may have guessed, is a pseudonym.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SUSAN DONYM

HEJ‘S A

NOW HES A
s





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





