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  By Portia Hab


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


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


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


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


  Was the me in front of me talking to me? No, he couldn’t be. My name was Richard Baxter. Who was Melissa? Oh, yeah, Melissa was my niece, my younger sister’s 15-year-old daughter, who was in my first period sophomore biology class, and who sat in the second seat in the second row.


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


  OMG! Then I was Melissa. But I couldn’t be. I was a man, not a girl. When I held up my hands, though, I saw … pink fingernails! Suddenly I felt naked too and looked down to see smooth, bare legs! Oh Crap!


  The room started spinning even more when I looked down and saw breasts. My breasts! There could be no doubt now. I was Melissa. But I wasn’t supposed to be! How did this happen?


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


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


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


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


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


  “Listen,” he said. “I understand. Sitting there in my seat, looking at your own body suddenly kinda freaked you out. You had time to think about it as you waited for class to start and then it hit you.


  “I was stuck there in front of everyone and didn’t have time to worry about it. So I just remembered how you usually look and act before class starts and forced myself to be like that.  Believe me, I’m panicking on the inside too, but, for some reason, your male body– even with me inside– is coping a little better.


  “We’ll get through this,” he said as he squeezed my bare shoulders. “We just have to get to the end of the day and then we can buy another box of Sugar Rush cereal and we can fix this.”


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Shhh. Quiet,” I whispered in my new Melissa voice.


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


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


  “Tell me something I don’t know,” I said, looking down at breasts pushing against the front of the dress that Melissa had put on this morning and now I was wearing. I resisted the urge to rub my hands over them to confirm that they belonged to me now.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  I headed for my seat in the second row.


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


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Good news,” my niece now in my body said as I drove us to the grocery store to buy a box of Sugar Rush cereal.


  No question that I could use some of that, I thought, as I took a quick glance in the rearview mirror and once more felt a surge of panic in my stomach as I spied the reflection of my 15-year-old niece, braces, eye makeup, earrings, and all. Only now it was my reflection. I was Melissa.


  And although the body I now inhabited was too young to drive, I was the one behind the wheel because my old body no longer had the skills to drive. Melissa had bumped her head when she got in the car, unaccustomed to being so tall, and I had to scoot the seat way up to reach the brake and gas pedals. The leather seat was cool against my legs. 100 percent certified craziness.


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


  “Girl, where are you going?” Zoe, a red-haired cheerleader, asked, as she grabbed my arm. “Jason might not like you comparison shopping.”


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


  “That’s not funny, Zoe,” I said.


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


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


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


  Going inside the girls’ room did nothing to relieve the stress that I truly felt, although not because of the test. An absence of urinals reminded me why. I had nothing but a void between my legs, with soft cotton panties pressed up against a flat groin. I avoided looking in the mirror, quickly stepping into a stall and closing the door. I lowered those panties with a scalloped waistband and lavender bow down smooth, shapely legs. And as I lowered myself onto the seat, my eyes locked on my breasts and suddenly I realized a strapless bra was encasing them in silky cups. I’m not even going to talk about cleaning up after I finished relieving myself.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Uncle Richard, are you a dirty, old man?” my manly niece asked with a grin.


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


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


  He ran. But he ran like a girl with his arms out and his wrists limp. It was sooo embarrassing. I prayed no students or fellow teachers were around to see the display.


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


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


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


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


  And we did, which amounted to more than $50 worth. Yikes!


  “Uh, I’m having a sleepover,” I told the clerk. “We like Sugar Rush cereal.”


  Without raising an eyebrow or cracking a smile, she popped her gum and nodded. “You must have lots of friends,” she said. “Have fun.”


  Meanwhile Uncle Richard was sooo not having fun. I saw him starting to panic as he realized he didn’t have enough cash to pay for the cereal.


  “Maybe you should use your credit card, Uncle Richard,” I said.


  



  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


  Uncle Richard– yeah, it was just easier to call her that now– tried to intervene, “Mom, please, let her– him– explain.” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  But we didn’t. We examined more than three dozen empty boxes and then looked through them again. We sifted through the flakes on the table and on the floor. Altogether, we had spent more than three hours in our futile search.


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


  “Cereal killers!”


  Despite fatigue and frustration, we all laughed.


  A few minutes later, Uncle Richard looked at the kitchen clock and said, “OMG, Jason is going to be here in 30 minutes to get me–I mean you, Melissa. You have to get ready!”


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


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


  “We’ll tell him I have a headache or something,” I said. “We have to go buy more cereal. We have to find another coin.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Katherine nodded, and said again, “Go!”


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oh, gross!” I moaned. “That’s disgusting, Katherine. You’re talking about your own daughter.”


  She laughed. “Yes, I’m talking about my own daughter in the body of a healthy adult male, who, if I’m not mistaken, doesn’t have a girlfriend right now. And I was married, remember? I know how those things between men’s legs work. And I know how easily they are aroused.


  “Now, Melissa,” she continued, emphasizing the name. “Take a look in the mirror.”


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


  Actually, I decided not to look at myself until Mom wrapped my breasts– they were 34B, she said – in a lavender bra and put me in panties to match. I didn’t want to see what I had acquired or be reminded of what I had lost.


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


  Still it was difficult not to be as I gazed at the partially clad body that rightfully belonged to my 15-year-old niece. Although I knew that I wasn’t, I still felt like a pervert. Thank God that I didn’t have a penis now. It would have been trying its best to escape my panties.


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


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


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


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


  “No, dear,” she chuckled. “You’ve just clicked into Melissa auto mode. Girls pose and preen in front of mirrors all the time. Welcome to the other side.”


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


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


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


  “Everything,” I said. “But mostly that I’m starting to like what you’ve done to me. It almost feels natural, you know?”             


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  That revelation came as a total shock. Rachel Collins was an attractive, mid-30s divorcee who had just joined our teaching staff. She had short blonde hair and big blue eyes.


  Really?” I asked. “She likes me, er, my uncle?”


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


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


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


  His emphasis on “watch” sent a chill down my spine. Of course, I should have seen this coming. Three teen couples alone in a darkened basement with a bottle of liquor? With the pretense of watching movies, this was going to be a make-out session. And Melissa– that’s me!– was only 15.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  He nodded his head. “You bet, baby,” he said.


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


  As I leaned into him with arms still around his neck, we continued to kiss and he began to unbutton my romper. Next his hot hands were inside, squeezing and massaging. I wanted him to unfasten my bra. I wanted to feel his hands against my bare breasts.


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


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


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


  “How about if I just … ” I asked Richard.


  “No! Not that either!” he said.


  So, what’s a girl to do?


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


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


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


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


  Thank you, Zoe!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Where’s Uncle Richard?” I asked.


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


  She blushed when she realized the implications of that.


    “Well, I hope he’s having a good time,” I said.


  Just then, he stepped out of the bathroom at the other end of the hall.


  “I hope that you had a good time,” he chuckled, suggesting that he had heard us. “And I hope that you didn’t do anything that I wouldn’t do.”


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


  “Of course, I am,” he quickly replied. But by the way his face suddenly turned crimson, Mom and I knew that he was not.


  “I’d suggest you use plenty of lotion to cut down on friction,” I said. “I don’t want you giving me back damaged goods.”


  “All right, you two, that’s enough!” Katherine snapped. “Oh, Lord, this is just too crazy. My daughter is my brother and my brother is my daughter and they’re comparing notes about having sex. Can we please not talk about this anymore?”


  Seizing the opportunity, Uncle Richard quickly changed the subject. “Did you tell her about tomorrow?” he asked Mom.


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


  I guess that I should have been tired. Yesterday had been stressful. And then I didn’t get much sleep during my first– and hopefully only– night as a teenage girl. Just knowing that I would be parading around more than half-naked the next day would have been enough to keep me tossing and turning.


  But, I’m embarrassed to admit, I still also was really turned on thinking about what Jason and I did in our make-out session and what it would have been like to go all the way. In stopping Melissa’s boyfriend from impaling me on his lap, right there in Abby’s basement, I knew that I had done the right thing.


  Now in my body, Melissa seemed to be a real horn dog. But who could blame her? Suddenly she was dealing with a near constant hard-on from being around good-looking girls all day. As any guy could tell you, that thing has a mind of its own. But I suspected that, as a teen girl, she was still a virgin. From all that I had seen and heard at school, she was a good girl.  And I also knew that alcohol played no small part in me nearly ruining that reputation.


  Still, I wanted to know what it felt like. I mean, after all, Katherine and I both knew that her daughter had sampled male orgasm in my body, possibly several times. The look of guilt and embarrassment on his face when he stepped out of the bathroom and saw us was a clear admission. Why shouldn’t I find out what it was like for a girl?


  So, eyes closed and lying there in Melissa’s bed, wearing silky boy shorts and a crop top, I visualized myself once again on Jason’s lap. His large, hard hands were once again inside my romper and on their way to grasp my plump bottom.


  “What do we do now?” he whispered in my ear. “Whatever this is you’re wearing is kind of in the way, don’t you think?”


  I smiled. “Not if you use your imagination,” I said.


  Removing an arm from his neck, I stretched out one of the loose legs on my romper. “See?”


  Then I raised up off his lap and squeezed his crotch. Jason groaned, and, as he did so, I knew exactly what he was feeling. First-hand knowledge told me. But just as good, I also discovered how grasping that hardness in her hand– my hand– turns on a girl as well.


  I unzipped him and found the opening that I knew would be there in his jockey shorts.


  “Oh, my God,” he gasped. “I’m about to lose it!”


  “Don’t you dare!” I giggled. “But just to be safe, I’ll let you take it from here.”


  Once again I locked my arms around his neck, as I sensed him maneuvering below and then felt him direct his hardness into my romper leg.


  “Push down my panties,” I whispered. “I’m waiting. I want you.”


  As I visualized Jason making that final move that would join us in one explosive moment, I realized that I was fondling my breasts and tweaking my rock hard nipples. When that started, I had no idea. I had been too lost in the fantasy. But now as it neared its climax, I was hyper-aware of my own hands electrifying my girly body. I groaned and wiggled my bottom urgently, in dire need of something, something that a fantasy couldn’t provide, something that would satisfy my yearning and fill that empty space between my legs.


   Answering the call, one of my hands traced down my flat tummy and sneaked under my shorts. It found its way to that space, gently explored the opening, and then went inside. That’s when I knew what it was like for girls, at least in terms of self-gratification.


  And, I was afraid, that was when Katherine learned that I knew what it was like. Her bedroom was right down the hall, and I wasn’t exactly a shrinking violet when it came to voicing my pleasure. Of course, I hadn’t intended to scream. It just happened. It was my first time as a girl, after all.


  But if she did hear, Katherine didn’t humiliate me by padding down the hall, opening my bedroom door, asking if I was all right– and then suddenly revealing an “I know what you just did” expression.


  She didn’t do it after my second or third orgasm either, the last of which came about 3 a.m., according to the digital clock on the nightstand.


  Still, I wasn’t tired, despite less than five hours of sleep. Famished, I gobbled up one bowl of Sugar Rush cereal and started on another.


  “My, oh my, Melissa,” Uncle Richard laughed. “Looks like you worked up quite an appetite overnight. Is there anything you want to tell me?”


  Despite my best attempt at self-control, I felt myself blushing.


  “That’s enough, Richard,” Mom quickly interjected. Then she looked at me as she pushed her own empty bowl away.


  “Yes, Missy,” she smiled. “I hope your first night as a girl wasn’t too unpleasant.”


  “With this long hair and these boobs, it was tough getting comfortable,” I lied. “I tossed and turned all night. And I was so stressed out yesterday that I didn’t have any appetite. Now I do.”


  I stared daggers at both of them. This wasn’t my fault, dammit! And now Uncle Richard was making fun of me. Mom acted like she was sympathetic and all that, but I just knew that she was laughing on the inside. I wanted to cry. OMG, where did that come from? Guys don’t cry!


  “Okay?” I said, breaking the silence.


  “Oh, sweetie, Uncle Richard didn’t mean to hurt your feelings,” Katherine said. “He was just teasing. Don’t be mad, okay?


  “I know this is difficult for you. And while you’re at the carwash today, we’ll find another one of those coins and make things right.”


  Uncle Richard nodded. “We sure will,” he added. “You just hang in there, Missy. And I’m sorry.”


  Then, as Katherine got up to take her dishes to the sink, he winked and mouthed the words, “Now we both know what it’s like.”


  Before I could stop myself, I stuck out my tongue at him and whined, “Mom, Uncle Richard is being a dick!”


  Oh, crap! Melissa-as-me had just teased me in much the same way that I often teased her. And I had responded just as she would. After just one day, were we becoming each other, inside as well as out? Was I about to become my own sister’s daughter? We needed to find another magic coin– and fast.


  My comment obviously worried Katherine as well. Whirling around from the sink, she put hands on her hips and said, “Oh, this is just too creepy! If I didn’t know you were each other, I wouldn’t know that you were each other!”


  *     *     *      *     *


   With my hair in a high ponytail, I sported a hot pink bikini, with a silver heart between the cups. As I stretched to wash a car, I often had to pull down the top to keep the girls from escaping out the bottom of it.


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


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


  Still, I relented. Surrounded by other girls– other girls?– in a public place, I reasoned, at least I wouldn’t have to worry about losing my virginity. Also, I had enough of self-pleasuring last night. I knew what it was like for girls. No point in pretending to be sick and staying home alone.  


  And the little Richard voice inside had added that there could be worse ways to spend a Saturday morning. He was right too. In addition to continually pulling down my top, I kept checking my bottom for an erection that wasn’t there. It certainly felt like it, though, as I mingled amongst and occasionally rubbed against a multitude of scantily-clad cheerleader boobs and butts.


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


  In fact, I was reeeelly feeling the part when Jason drove up in his black Camaro. Missy was in charge and Richard was sitting this one out.


  “Hi,” he said as he rolled down the window and smiled. “I hope you’re feeling better.”


  “Oh, I am,” I replied. “Wanna see?”


  Lifting one leg into the air, I leaned into the car, put my arms around his neck, and gave him a loud, playful kiss.


  “See?” I said as I pulled back. “All better!”


  “Yeah, all better,” he laughed. “And now I’m all wet.”


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said with as I put one hand to my mouth and raised my eyebrows in obviously fake sincerity.


  “Here, let me!” I added, as I grabbed a towel from Abby and started patting his face. Only I didn’t stop there.


  To keep me from falling completely into his lap, Jason grabbed me just where I hoped he would– my boobs! My nipples hardened and pushed against the wet Spandex into his hands. Oooo, yes … I was feeling better.


  “Okay, young lady! That’s enough!”


  Oops! Busted! That was Ms Johnson, the cheerleaders sponsor.


  As I pushed myself back out of the car window and my bare feet hit asphalt, I said, “I accidentally got Jason all wet. I was just drying him off.”


  “Sure you were,” she replied, staring at my rigid nipples. “I thought you were a good girl, Missy.”


  “Oh, I am, Ms Johnson,” I said. “I promise!”


  That little scare was enough to awaken Richard, who reigned in the slutty cheerleader and reasserted a male fondness for admiring the female form in teeny bikinis. On the outside, meanwhile, I was just one of the girls as we washed cars, sprayed each other, and giggled almost incessantly.


  But morning came and went with no transformation. At noon, we were relieved by more girls from the squad. And someone’s mother drove six of us to the local Pizza Hut. We pulled cutoff jeans and tank tops from our oversize purses and put them on before going inside. Still, our damp bikini tops made the shirts almost transparent, meaning that six sets of nipples were briefly visible as the cool air stiffened them. Admiring them wasn’t as hot as rubbing against soapy boobs and butts, but still … I felt the need to put my hand below the table and search for a phantom erection.


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


  Melissa!? What the Hell?


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


  Oh, Christ! Now I was Zoe!


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


  “Uh, Melissa– I mean, Missy,” I said as I stood up. “I need to talk to you.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  It wasn’t exactly a good time for me to be distracted by such things. But, hey, while I was busty Zoe on the outside, little Richard still was with me on the inside.


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Are you okay?” I asked.


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


  “And you’re me!”


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


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


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


  “Don’t be,” I replied. “It’s natural. It’s embarrassing to admit it, but I’m feeling a little turned on too, even though that’s my body you’re in.”


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


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


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


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


  I nodded. “Yeah, that’s what I’m afraid of.”


  She gave a half smile. “Well, then, you should know that I have a date with Carl tonight for the back-to-school dance, and, next week, I’m going to be a bridesmaid in my sister’s wedding


  “I can coach you on the bridesmaid thing, but I think you will need some practical experience before your date with Carl.”


  “What are you talking about?” I asked, as I pushed auburn hair behind one ear.


  But I knew what she was suggesting and she knew that I knew.


  “They’re going to be gone for awhile,” the man who was no longer my uncle said. “And you have condoms in your purse.”


  As I looked down at the canvas bag near my bare feet, I shook my head. “Nu, uh,” I said. “That’s your purse, not mine. Those are your condoms, Zoe.”


  But I knew that was a feeble argument. For the moment, I was Zoe. That was my purse. Those were my condoms. And she was me with a raging hard-on, sitting way too close to me, with the house to ourselves.


  “Nu, uh,” I said again. “I can’t do that. No way. You’re a student and I’m a teacher. It would be wrong.”


  Richard shook his head. “No, Zoe,” he said. “You’ve got it backward again. And besides, you’re not in any of my classes. Also, you’re 18.”


  “I’m 40,” I insisted


  “You’re 18,” he repeated. “I’m 40. You’re legal. We’re not related in any way. We have the house to ourselves. And  this penis is going to explode right out of my pants if we don’t do something about it soon. Now I know what I do to Carl. And it’s really painful.”


  “That’s not the point,” I argued. “You’re in my body and I’m in yours. I can’t have sex with myself!”


  He laughed. “Sure you can. Maybe you don’t even realize it, but you’re just as turned on as I am. I can see you wiggling around in that chair. I can see your nipples through both your bikini and your tank top. And if we sit here much longer, getting ourselves hotter and hotter, you’ll start licking your lips. I guarantee it.”


  “Nu, uh,” I said for the third time.


  “Uh, huh,” he said with a smile, as he reached across the table and took my hand. I didn’t pull it back.


  “Okay, I want to,” I finally admitted. “Being with Jason really turned me on, you know? And I really wanted to …you know … do more with him. But Melissa’s a good girl and I couldn’t so I … But you’re me! I can’t have sex with my own body. It would be just too creepy looking at my own face while we’re … you know … “


  Richard chuckled. “Zoe, you’re babbling, just like a girl,” he said. “And you don’t have to worry about looking at my face. You like it doggy style.”


  I gulped. “I do?” I asked.


  “You do,” he said emphatically. “Believe me.”


  I did believe him. And I believed my Zoe body, which suddenly was aching with desire to assume the position. I licked my lips.


  “Where?” I asked, barely able to speak.


  “Here’s as good a place as any,” Richard said. “That way, we’ll know right away when Katherine and Missy get back. No embarrassing surprises.


  “You just peel that bikini bottom off that sweet ass of yours, I’ll drop my trousers and … “


  “Oh, just shut up and let’s do this!” I said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  But we didn’t do it.


  Yes, I peeled off my black bikini bottom. Yes, Richard dropped his pants. Yes, we assumed the position. I leaned on the table, Richard grasped my hips, and his solid erection tickled my bare butt, eager for entry. In seconds, his condom-covered penis would be inside me. He would enjoy the release he so desperately sought. And, finally, I really would know what it was like for girls. This was the real thing, not masturbation. I closed my eyes and smiled, eager for Richard to take the plunge.


  That’s when we heard the garage door opening. Oh, crap!


  I moaned in frustration. Richard said, “Oh, shit!” And we both hastily dressed.


  Seconds later, the door from the garage opened and Katherine and Melissa entered, their arms full of bags filled with– what else?– Sugar Rush cereal.


  “There’s got to be a coin in one of these boxes,” Melissa said as she placed her load on the table.


  She noticed nothing amiss, but Katherine did, or thought she did. She smirked.


  “You two getting along all right?” she asked. “Zoe, how are you coping?”


  “Oh, I’m doing fine, thanks,” I replied.


  Katherine laughed. “I’m sure you are,” she replied. “But I was asking the real Zoe, the one who now is in your body.”


  “I’m better now,” Richard said. “But this is really wack, you know? I mean, all of a sudden, I’m a man with a … “
“Penis?” Melissa chimed in. “Yeah, been there. Done that. Lots of fun, huh?”


  Richard blushed. “No, not really,” he said. “It hurts.”


  But it would have been fun for both of us, I thought to myself, if we hadn’t been interrupted.


  And despite opening another 38 boxes of Sugar Rush cereal, we didn’t find another coin.


  “We’ll just have to look again tomorrow,” Katherine said as she started to sweep up the cereal scattered on the kitchen floor. “And you two will just have suck it up and be each other for awhile longer.”


  Melissa giggled but it wasn’t because of Katherine’s turn of phrase. “That means Uncle Richard has a date with Carl for the back-to-school dance tonight,” she said.


  Looking at me, Zoe-as-Richard added, “And that means you will have to go to my house, shower, and get dressed by 7 for Carl to pick you up.”


  “I’ll help him– er, her,” Melissa said eagerly.


  “Won’t that be fun!” Katherine said with a wink.


  The new Richard, meanwhile, would just have to be satisfied with an extended stay in the bathroom before he went to the dance as one of the faculty chaperones.


  Missy grabbed my hand to lead me upstairs to her bedroom. “Come on. I’ll get ready and then we’ll go to your house,” she said.


  As we left, I looked over my shoulder and said, “Hey, Mr. B, you’re supposed to be at the dance too. See you there!”


  “Not that anyone cares, but I’ll look through the cereal boxes again,” Katherine said. “Maybe there’s a coin in one of them and we missed it.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Oh, my God! I’m a 36D,” I exclaimed as I checked the tag on the bra  that I was supposed to wear with my little black dress.


  “Pretty impressive, huh?” Missy giggled. “You’re the biggest girl on the cheerleader squad.”


  “Yeah, well, I don’t know that ‘impressive,’ is the right word,” I said as I stared at my bikini-clad body in the mirror. This was the first time that I’d seen it through Zoe’s eyes.


  I was a couple of inches taller than Missy, who now was wearing a sleeveless green dress with flared skirt and high-heel sandals. And my body was much more … well, “voluptuous” was the word that first came to mind. Or maybe “ripe” would be a more accurate description.


  I thought it ironic that I never had thought of Zoe that way when I was Richard. Of course, I never had thought of any teenage girls that way when I was myself. They were kids, students, and I was a teacher, an adult in a position of trust.


  Now that I was one of them, though, well … the world was a much different place. A much more confusing place. I saw my adolescent body in a way that I had never considered when I was an adult male.


  I was embarrassed to have bigger boobs than my 15-year-old niece. But I also was proud. Yes, they were big, but they also were firm and almost– but not quite– perky. They were too large and heavy to be perky. But they were sexy. I was sexy, sexy like … OMG I was a living, breathing Jessica Rabbit!


  “Zoe! Hey, Zoe!”


  Missy’s voice and her hand on my bare shoulder brought me back to reality.


  “You need to get a quick shower,” she said. “We’ve only got an hour to get you ready.”


  “Oh, okay,” I said, turning to face her.


  “That body is really something else, isn’t it?” she said. “All of us are jealous.”


  “You are?” I asked, looking at our full-length reflections.


  “Of course, we are!” she said. “What girl wouldn’t want a body like that?”


  “But I’m not a girl,” I said, as I turned to head for the bathroom. “Remember?


  “This is all really confusing. First I was you. Now I’m Zoe, a girl that I saw around school but didn’t even really know,” I continued. “But inside, I’m still Richard, you know?               And this is really embarrassing to say, but, somehow, some way, I’m attracted to …


  “Boys,” we said at the same time, and Missy laughed.


  “Don’t forget, I was you for awhile too,” she added. “I had that big thing hanging between my legs, and I was attracted to girls. Or maybe it was attracted to girls and I was just along for the ride.”


  I nodded. “I’m glad that there’s someone who understands,” I said. “Thanks for helping me out.”


  Missy giggled. “Well, I can help you out only so much,” she said. “Tonight at the dance, you’re on your own with Carl. I want to be with Jason.”


  As I started to close the door to the bathroom, she added, “Remember, a quick shower. Save the other until you’re with Carl tonight.


  “And just so you know, I am a good girl,” Missy said. “Zoe? Not so much. That’s why you carry condoms in your purse.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Jason played running back on our football team. By contrast, Carl was a defensive tackle, and probably weighed 100 pounds more. Last night, as Missy, I hadn’t been attracted to him at all. In fact, I thought that he reminded me of The Hulk.


  But as Zoe … That black hair, those blue eyes, that big chest, those bulging muscles … well, just thinking of them made my black, silk panties a little damp. He cleaned up nicely too! He was wearing a black suit and red tie when he came to pick me up.


  “Gosh, Zoe, you look gorgeous,” he said when I opened the door.


  The boy had good taste. And I did look gorgeous, thanks in large part to Missy, who helped me with my makeup and put my hair up in a side pony, adorned with a black bow. She also made certain that my girls were properly nestled in my black lace bra and zipped up my sleeveless dress, which  tied behind my neck. 


  Carl’s huge paw swallowed up my hand as he led me to the car and opened the door. At school, he opened the door for me too and helped me out of the car. As we walked into the gym, he kept his arm wrapped around my waist. Thank goodness for that! The stilettos I was wearing really made my legs look good, but they also scared the Hell out of me.


  As we sat at a table with Missy and Jason and Abby and her boyfriend, I realized that Carl must have been the one who took the booze to Abby’s pizza party the night before. He had another bottle with him tonight. He poured some into my Coke and his and then secretively passed the bottle to Jason.


  Raising his glass, he looked at me and said, “Bottoms up!”


  “You wish!” I replied, and everyone laughed.


  A little later, Mr. B– Zoe in my body– stopped by our table, along with Ms Collins, one of the other chaperones. They made an attractive couple, I thought, and just maybe I would ask her out when I was my old self again– if we ever found another one of those magic coins.


  “You kids having fun?” he asked, as I caught him stealing a glance at Carl, who was my boyfriend at the moment– not his! Still, I couldn’t blame him. The boy had it going on!


  “Behave yourselves, okay?” he added, as he guided Ms Collins toward another table. “No booze and no making out behind the bleachers.”


  “Oh, we will!” I replied. “Don’t worry!”


  As the evening passed, we drank a little more between dances and, surprisingly, the heels seemed more and more natural on my feet. Not that they were comfortable. Oh, God, no! But I no longer was afraid of falling in them and making a fool of myself. Rather, I loved the way they accentuated my body and my movements. At long last, I finally knew why women wore high heels.


  Still, I wouldn’t say that I needed to wear stilettos for Carl to be attracted to me. The boy was all hands during the slow dances and, over time, his pelvic grind became more and more urgent. Briefly, I wondered why the Richard in me wasn’t silently screaming “enough” and force me to flee to the bathroom as I had the night before. But then I remembered I wasn’t Missy tonight. I wasn’t a good girl.


  To prove it, I pressed my groin into my boyfriend’s raging hard-on.


  “God, Zoe!” he whispered in my ear. “I’m gonna cum in my pants. Cut that out!”


  “Oh, I’m sorry,” I giggled. “I’m a bad girl. Maybe you should spank me!”


  Carl looked down at me and grinned. “Among other things,” he said.


  “I dare you,” I shot back and took his hand. “Come on.”


  “Where are we going?” he asked.


  “Behind the bleachers, of course,” I said, realizing as I did what a bizarre world I now inhabited. If Melissa hadn’t made that first wish, I’d now be an adult male and authority figure at this dance, making sure that horny couples like us didn’t go behind the bleachers. Also, I could be getting to know Ms Collins a little better.


  “Nah, I’ve got something better,” Carl said. “I’ll go out first. And then you follow me.”


  “Where are we going?” I asked, my heart pounding at the thought that finally– finally!– I was going to find out what it was like for girls in real life, instead of during an erotic fantasy in bed alone.


  “Mr. Baxter’s room,” he hissed. “I saw him leave after school on Friday and he didn’t lock the door.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  OMG, this is too good, I thought to myself as I walked through the empty halls, hearing only the click-clack of my high heels on the floor. Looking like Jessica Rabbit, I was going to have sex in my own classroom with Zoe’s boyfriend. I searched through my purse as I neared the room. Yes! I had them. The condoms!


  I just hoped that Carl had enough self control to keep from jizzing all over me as I rolled it on his penis. Or maybe I should let him put it on himself. What should I do? What did the real Zoe do?


  That was the last coherent thought I had. As I entered the dark room, Carl swept me up in his arms and kissed me passionately. I locked my legs as best I could around his torso and kissed back, our tongues fully engaged.


  “This is so bad,” Carl said when we finally came up for air. “We’re going to do it in a school classroom, right on a teacher’s desk.”


  “You have no idea how bad it is,” I giggled.


  “What do you mean?” he asked as he sat me on the desk and stepped between my legs.


  “Oh, nothing,” I said. “Come here.”


  As we kissed some more, I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.


  “Thanks for not wearing pantyhose,” he said.


  “Just for you,” I replied, as he reached under the short skirt of my dress and pulled down my panties.


  Suddenly he leaned down on me and  his rigid manhood probed around my flat tummy.


  “Ah, ah,” I said. “Condom first.”


  “Oh, yeah,” he replied. “I forgot.”


  “Just like a boy,” I giggled. “Sure you did.”


  I needn’t have worried about who put on the condom. In a flash, Carl took one from my purse, unwrapped it, and slid it on his considerably above average penis. Oh, my!


  Not that I had seen a lot of other men’s sexual organs, especially when they were erect. But his certainly was larger than mine– or rather the one that used to be mine but now belonged to a teenage girl wearing my body.


  “Okay?” he asked.


  “Yes,” I grinned. “But just one more thing. I don’t want to do it this way.”


  Carl’s teeth flashed white in the darkness. “Even better,” he said. “Roll over, bitch, and prepare for incoming.”


  I quickly obliged, putting my elbows on the desk. Finally. Finally!


  He pulled up my skirt and I felt cool air on my plump butt. He leaned into me, using one hand as his guidance system. Slowly, he moved the tip around and around my slit.


  “My goodness, you’re all wet,” he said. “How did that happen?”


  “Stop being a prick, Carl!” I hissed. “Put it in!”


  “Tell me you want it,” he teased. “Tell me that because you’re a horny bitch you want me to fuck you doggy style.”


  I was so aroused that my head was spinning, but still I had enough of my senses about me to know that we were engaged in role-playing foreplay. Carl wasn’t being mean to me and I wasn’t being mean to him.


  I fully complied.


  “I’m a horny bitch and I want you to fuck me doggy style,” I hissed. “Now do it!”


  Suddenly, we heard footsteps in the hall.


  “Oh, no, who’s that?” Carl whispered. “We’ve got to get out of here.”


  “There’s no time,” I said, as I pulled up my panties. “We’ll hide in the closet.”


  We just made it into the closet when we heard the classroom door open. Carl still had his pants and jockey shorts around his ankles. Also, he was behind me and, despite the scare, his erection still sought relief. I felt it poking against my bottom. I had to hand it to the boy. He had staying power.


  “We don’t have much time,” a woman’s voice said.


  “I don’t need much,” a man’s voice chuckled.


  OMG, the male voice! It was mine! Or rather the one I used to have when I was Richard Baxter.


  And then I realized who the woman was. It was Ms Collins, the teacher that Abby said had a crush on me– when I was Richard, that is.


  “But in a classroom?” she asked. “In your classroom? This is go bad.”


  “You have no idea how bad it is,” he chuckled.


  “What do you mean?” she asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” he said. “Now, come here.”


  As we stayed as still as possible and listened, I could hear Carl’s breathing steadily deepen. As turned on as I was by what was happening just a few feet away on my desk, he was even more so. I kept slapping away his erection as he tried to impale me from behind and it kept returning for more abuse.


  Although I wanted to more than anything, I didn’t dare let him in. If I did, I knew, I wouldn’t be able to control myself and my cries would give us away. Richard– Mr. B– wouldn’t be a problem. He was me and I was him– er, her. And we understood the sexual needs that we both had in these borrowed bodies. But Ms Collins  …


  Well, unless she had a really open mind, I could wind up getting expelled and Mr. B could lose his job. Or vice versa, depending on whether Katherine and Missy found another magic coin.


  “I’m sorry,” Carl whispered, as I swatted him away again and the teachers conjugated on what used to be my desk.


  “Jerk off,” I hissed.


  “You don’t need to call me names,” he replied. “I can’t help it.”


  “No,” I said. “Jerk. Off. With your hand.”


  As I blew a strand of hair out of my face, I heard him whimper. “I don’t want to do that,” he said. “That would be weird. You do it. Please. That wouldn’t be weird.”


  Oh, yeah? If he only knew.


  “Oh, all right,” I whispered.


  From personal experience, I knew how quickly teen boys could recover from having sex and rise to the occasion for a repeat performance. In fact, for me– a bad girl who wanted desperately to live up to her reputation– this probably was a good thing. When we finally did have sex– and we were going to have sex– I’d get more bang for my buck.


  “Back up as much as you can,” I said.


  Carefully I slipped out of my heels and pushed them aside. Then slowly I turned around and crouched down. Even with the extra inches that Carl had given me, I barely had enough room to do so, as my ripe bottom pressed against the door. My boobs pressed against my knees.


  A penis-filled condom pressed against my nose.


  Now what? To say that I had never been in this position before would be a gross understatement.


  Hands or mouth? With condom or without?


  As if reading my mind, Carl said, “Take off the condom and suck it. Pleeeese.”


  I took a deep breath. He better be worth it, I thought. He’d better make me see stars!


  I wrapped one small hand around his erection and with the other began to peel off the rubber.


  And just as I pulled it free, Carl shot his load all over my face.


  “Geez! I’m so sorry,” he whispered. “I couldn’t help it.”


  I used his shirt tail to wipe my face and hands. “No problem,” I said through gritted teeth. “Accidents happen.”


  At this point, I suddenly had resigned myself to the fact that I wasn’t going to get laid. No matter how much I wanted it to happen, something interfered. It happened in Katherine’s kitchen. It just happened again in the closet. Zoe in my body, meanwhile, was having a gay old time in my body with Ms Collins.


  Slowly I got back up and turned around. I crossed my arms under my ample bosom and again blew hair out of my face. At least Carl’s penis wasn’t poking me in the butt anymore.


  “Let’s just get out of here after they leave, and forget this night ever happened,” I said. “I’m ready to call it a night.”


  But by the time they left, it was poking me in the butt again. And I just couldn’t say no to that. Katherine and Melissa might find one of the coins tomorrow, switch us back, and I’d never know how it was for girls, especially bad girls.


  As soon as we’ve given them time to get way down the hall, I opened the door, grabbed Carl’s hand, and pulled him toward the desk.


  “I changed my mind,” I said. “I don’t want to go home. Put on another condom.”


  “Yes, ma’am!” he said eagerly.


  “And forget the foreplay,” I said. “We’ve had enough of that for one night. I want you to screw me now!”


  I wiggled my bottom at him as I peeled down my wet panties.


  “Yes, ma’am,” he said even more enthusiastically.


  After a delay that seemed years long but probably was only an hour or so, I assumed the position again, elbows on my desk and butt in the air.


  With one hand in my hair, Carl used the other to guide himself into me.


  Yes! Yes! This was going to happen. Finally!


  But just as he slid all the way in and I clinched in anticipated ecstasy, the world went black.


  Suddenly I was back in the gym and, as I looked around, I saw Rachel standing next to me. She smiled.


  “Uh, Richard, isn’t that your phone ringing?” she said.


  “Huh?” I asked in bewilderment. “Oh, yeah, I guess it is.”


  It was Katherine.


  “Surprise!” she squealed. “I found a coin that we overlooked.”


  “No kidding,” I said.


  “Isn’t that great?” she said. “Now things can get back to normal.”


  When I didn’t respond immediately, she added, “You don’t seem so happy. Don’t tell me that I interrupted something when I wished you and Zoe back into your own bodies. You and Carl weren’t … “


   “Oh, no,” I said, hoping that she couldn’t tell how phony my laughter was. “Believe me, I’m happy. I’m just tired. That’s all. It’s been an exhausting two days. I’m ready to go home and get a good night’s sleep.”


  As I put the phone back in my pocket, I acknowledged my sad fate. I’m cursed, I thought. That’s all there is to it. First, Zoe had sex in my body with Rachel. And now she’s having it again in hers with Carl after I took care of all the preliminaries. And all I got for it was a face full of monkey spunk.


  I rejoined Rachel. “Everything okay?” she asked, as she slipped her arm through mine.


  “Sure, no problem,” I said. “That was  my sister. She just wanted a report on her daughter, Melissa, and her boyfriend. She’s only 15, you know, and she’s afraid that the two of them are starting to get too serious.”


  She nodded. “I can understand her concern,” she said. “I’d feel the same way if I were the mother of a teenage girl. But Missy’s one of the good girls. Everyone says so.”


  I grinned. “Yes, they do. And yes, she is,” I said.


  We stood there in awkward silence for a moment before Rachel said quietly, “I’ve never done anything like that before.”


  “I haven’t either,” I replied, resisting the idiotic urge to add, “and I still haven’t.”


  “Really?” she asked.


  “Really,” I emphasized. “Maybe we should get a cup of coffee after the dance and talk about it.”


  “I’d like that,” she said. “Or maybe you could come to my house for a glass of wine.”


  Just then, we watched Zoe and Carl come back into the gym.


  “On the other hand, everyone says that girl is a real slut,” Rachel said.


  “I wouldn’t know,” I said, as I saw Zoe look at me and wink.


  Why wouldn’t she be in a good mood? In just a couple of hours, she had screwed as a man and been screwed as a girl on the same desk.


  “Excuse me a moment,” I said, and walked over to the returning couple.


  “I hope you cleaned up in my room after you finished,” I said quietly.


  Carl’s eyes grew large and I saw blind panic in them.


  But Zoe just laughed. “Sure we did, Mr. Baxter,” she said. “And thanks for everything. I mean that sincerely.”


  I grinned. “I’m sure you do,” I said. “I gave it my best.”


  “And so did I,” she said. “You’re going to like Ms Collins. And I know that she likes you.”


  Well, that was something.


  As I turned and walked away, Zoe shouted, “Hey, Mr. Baxter, wait up.”


  When I looked back, I saw her running toward me in her little black dress, heels in one hand and big boobs bouncing.  I know exactly what that feels like, I thought. Just a few minutes ago those were on my chest and I was in that dress.


  “What is it, Zoe?” I asked.


  As she brushed red hair out of her eyes, she said, “I’m guessing that we got switched at a really bad time for you. Probably just as you were about to … “


  “Find out what it’s like for girls,” I said. “Yeah, you could say that.”


  “You must be really frustrated, huh?” she asked.


  “I’ll get over it,” I said with a smile. “Don’t worry about it. Besides, you did me a favor with Rachel– Ms Collins.”


  “And now I’m going to do another one for you,” Zoe said with a broad smile. “Look in the right pocket of your jacket.”


  I reached in and pulled out a coin. Not just any coin, either, one of the magic ones from Sugar Rush cereal.


  “I found it this afternoon when we were going through those boxes,” she said. “But I hid it because … Well, because after what we almost did in the kitchen, I wanted to see what it was like for boys.


  “And it seemed to me that you wanted to see what it was like for girls,” she added. “Was I wrong?”


  I shook my head. “No, you weren’t wrong. But still … “


  “And if Missy and her mom couldn’t find any more coins, then I was going to pretend to find it again after you and I … You know … ” Zoe said. “Then we could be ourselves again.


  “But her mom did find another coin,” she said as she took the coin from me. “So here’s what I’m suggesting that we do with this one … “


  *     *     *     *     *


  Zoe’s older sister, Isabella, got married the following Saturday. Well, actually, she was my sister now, and I was a bridesmaid. Along with the other girls in the wedding party, I wore a strapless, emerald green dress, as we stood at the head of the church and watched the bride come up the aisle. We also had burgundy lips and carried dahlia bouquets. I wore my auburn hair loose.


  Missy and her mother were among those attending, and so was Mr. Baxter and Ms Collins. At school, they were a thing now, ever since the back-to-school dance the week before. Someone said that he’d seen the two of them leave the gym together during the dance and then return again later.


  After the wedding, we’ll have a big reception, Carl and I will dance for awhile, and then he probably will want to do it in the coat room. That boy is the energizer bunny, I tell you.


  When Zoe and I first switched and got so turned on in each other’s bodies, I really wanted to find out what it was like for girls. Well, not anymore. I’ve found out plenty of times since she used that coin that was in my pocket to make a wish at the dance. I’ve found out so many times, in fact, that I finally told Carl that he had to start buying some of the condoms.


  “I’ll take Carl back to your classroom and when we’re just about to do it, I’ll wish for you and me to switch bodies for four hours,” she said as we stood in the gym last Saturday night.. “That will make up for what happened earlier and give you plenty of time to find out what it’s like. Okay?”


  A little voice inside my head said “No, don’t do it. Forget about finding out what it’s like for girls. Go have a glass of wine with Rachel and enjoy what it’s like for a man.”


  But I didn’t listen to that voice. The memory was just too fresh of what it felt like to lean on that the desk with my dress around my waist and my panties around my ankles, and feel my boobies bouncing as Carl pushed in his rock hard erection from behind.


  “Okay, let’s do it,” I said.


  Zoe winked and said, “You got it, Mr. B. Enjoy!”


  The only problem was Zoe enjoyed it also. Consequently, she waited a bit too long to use the coin. And when someone is in the throes of sexual ecstasy, it seems, magical wishes aren’t always verbalized as intended. In other words, she forgot to mention the four-hour time limit.


  Katherine and Missy say that they’ll keep looking for more boxes of Sugar Rush cereal and another coin to change us back. But it’s been a week now, and I’m not holding out much hope.


  It would have been nice to find out what it was like to have sex with Rachel, and I had the opportunity. All I had to do was say “no” to Zoe’s offer.


    Instead, I let curiosity and lust get the better of me and now I’m Zoe, a buxom, red-headed bridesmaid and cheerleader, as well as a girl with a reputation. A much deserved reputation, I might add.


  #     #     #     #     #
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