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  By Portia Hab


  As I opened the door, I was greeted by … Well, she looked like a character from a Disney movie.


  “Aren’t you a little old for trick or treating?” I asked, unhappy that I had been interrupted once again as I tried to watch a Friday night college football game on television. And this time it wasn’t even to give candy to kids. 


  The gray-haired woman, who was dressed in a purple, hooded cloak looked down at the bowl of Snickers and Kit Kat bars in my hand.


  “Oh, I’m not here for your candy, sir,” she said politely. “I’m …


  “Wait … wait … don’t tell me,” I interrupted. “You’re my fairy godmother.”


  “Oh, my goodness, that is correct! My name is Adora,” she said, extracting from the folds of her garment what obviously was supposed to be a wand.


  “And you’re here to grant me a wish,” I replied. “How about this: I wish I could watch the rest of the football game without being interrupted.”


  Her blue eyes twinkled as she shook her head and smiled, clearly oblivious to the irritated tone of my voice.


  “Oh, no, sir,” she said. “I’m here to grant the wish that you made under a full moon on your All Hallows’ Eve birthday when you were 8 years old.”


  “When I was 8!?!” I said incredulously. “Lady, that was 26 years ago!


  “And, besides, there’s no such thing as fairy godmothers granting wishes. You know it and I know it. So, please, take some candy and let me get back to the football game.”


  “Oh, but there is such a thing, sir,” she said. “ Full moons on Halloween are rare. They happen only every 18 or 19 years. And on those days, children who celebrate their birthdays on that date are granted a wish. Of course, they don’t know it, even when their wishes are granted.


  “But there was an unfortunately delay with the granting of yours,” she continued. “After your wish was recorded, well … We weren’t yet using computers, you know, and the paper list with your wish on it somehow slipped behind a file cabinet and, well … When the office was being remodeled the other day, we found that list and now we’re rushing to fulfill those lost wishes.”


  Despite myself, I smiled. Yeah, I was missing the football game, but this old gal was certainly entertaining. Maybe too much so. 


  Uh, oh, I thought suddenly. I hope she didn’t escape from an elderly care facility or maybe the mental ward of a hospital.


  “Oh, that’s okay. I’m good. No wish needed,” I said. “Say, is there someone I can call to come pick you up? Or maybe I could give you a ride somewhere?”


   “No, sir, that’s very kind of you,” she said as she pointed the wand at me. “But I’m just fine, thank you. Now, I really must fulfill your wish and be on my way. I have lots of other stops to make, you know, and lots of overdue wishes to grant. That year was a big one for wishes, it seems, and we have a huge backlog.”


  Suddenly, a bright beam from the wand blinded me and the next thing I knew … I was looking up at the woman instead of down.


  What the … ?


  “Hey, what did you …”


  The voice coming from my mouth stopped me from finishing the question. It wasn’t my own. Hell, it wasn’t even a man’s!


  Then I saw tiny hands, thin arms, and, when I brushed long, brown hair out of my eyes, bare legs!


  “What the f –k?” I screamed, sounding … OMG, just like a girl! “What did you do to me?”


  “Now, now,” the woman said, shaking her finger at me. “That’s no way for a young lady to talk.”


  “I’m not a young lady,” I screeched in my new Minnie Mouse voice. “I’m a 34-year-old man!”


  “Oh, no, honey,” she replied. “You’re now a 13-year-old girl, just as you wished for 26 years ago.”


  Looking down, I saw that I was wearing a pink polo, a ruffled denim mini skirt, and black sneakers. At the same time, I felt pressure on my shoulders and constriction around my chest and realized that I also was wearing … OMG, no! A bra!


  “What are you talking about?” I squealed. “I never wished to be a girl. Never!”


  Pulling a scroll from her robe, she unrolled it, found what she was looking for, and said, “It says right here that you wished that you could be like your sister.”


  Fighting back panic from the realization that I was now a girl the same age as my girlfriend’s daughter, I tried to remember just what I had said and why 26 years ago. Finally, I remembered.


  “I didn’t wish to be a girl on my birthday,” I said, putting fists on my feminine hips. “I wished that I could have a bedroom of my own, like my sister, instead of having to share one with my younger brother. I wished that I didn’t have to go to bed at 9 o’clock, like my sister. I wished…


  “Oh, to Hell with it,” I yelled. “I wasn’t talking about being a girl. I was talking about having the privileges that she had because she was 13 years old. I wanted to be older. That’s all!”


   The old woman put a hand to her mouth and gasped. “Oh, my, I see what you mean,” she said. “Oh, I’m so sorry.”


  “Change me back,” I demanded, tapping my tiny foot.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry again,” she replied. “I’m afraid that I can’t.”


  I started to scream again when I suddenly realized that this freak show was taking place on the front porch of my girlfriend’s house, where neighbors and passers-by were likely to hear my screams– a little girl’s screams– and maybe even call the police. Yeah, that’s what I needed, to be hauled off, put into state custody, and maybe institutionalized if I tried to tell authorities that I was a 34-year-old man trapped in a 13-year-old girl’s body. And no one would ever know what happened to me.


  I grabbed the woman’s robe and pulled. As I did so, I realized how small and weak I now was.


  “Come inside,” I hissed. “Or we both could be in trouble.”


  When we were inside, I pushed the door closed, noticing that my nails were painted with pink polish. Oh, gross!


  “What do you mean you can’t?” I asked, pushing the aggravating hair out of my face again and, as I did so, discovered that I was wearing earrings. And were those braces on my teeth? Well, my sister had braces when she was 13.


  I ran my tongue across them one more time just to make sure.


  Terrific.


  “A fairy godmother can’t reverse wishes without approval of the High Council,” she said. “If you’d like, I can file a petition for modification on your behalf. Then, upon approval, we can fix this.”


  “Do it,” I said. “Do it now. I’ve got to be changed back before my girlfriend and her daughter get back from trick or treating.”


  The woman shook her head.


  “Oh, my dear, I’m afraid that isn’t possible,” she said. “Because of all those lost wishes that we’re trying to fulfill, even council members are in the field right now. It would take a day or two … or three.”


  “No!” I screamed. “I can’t be a girl for three days. I can’t! I can’t even be a girl for a day. I don’t want to be a girl. I don’t know how to be a girl. Please!”


  Then, without realizing it, I started to cry, showing just how much of a girl I already was.


  My fairy godmother pulled me to her and stroked my hair. So help me God, it felt good.


  “There, there, sweetie. I understand,” she said. “But it’s out of my hands. I’m afraid that you’re going to be a 13-year-old girl for an undetermined period. But believe me, I’ll do everything I can do expedite reversal of the wish.”


  “You promise?” I sobbed, as I looked up at her.


  “I promise,” she said, smiling down at me and patting my head. “And, in the mean time, I can do something to make this less traumatic, to make it so you fit in, so to speak. How about that?”


  “What do you …” I started to ask, and then the world went black.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As awareness returned, the first thing I noticed was a little voice in my head– a little girl’s voice: “My name is Melissa. I am 13 years old. I am staying with my cousin Jessica and my aunt Diane for the weekend. I …”


  Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder.


  “Melissa. Melissa, honey, are you all right?” a woman’s voice asked. “Why did you stop in the middle of the sidewalk like that? We almost left you behind.”


  I looked up to see my girlfriend Diane gazing down at me with a concerned look on her face.


  “Huh? What?” I asked, thoroughly confused and about to panic. My heart pounded in my ears as I looked around in stark terror.


  Then I remembered what Adora said about doing something to make me “fit in” until she could reverse it.


  Oh, crap!


  Somehow, some way, the damned woman altered reality. Diane was my aunt instead of my girlfriend and her daughter was my cousin. And instead of handing out candy at their house, as I watched a football game, I was out trick-or-treating with them.


  I gasped to regain breath, and my heart finally slowed. This still was a nightmare.


  But at least I understand it, I thought as I looked down to see my small hand holding a plastic pumpkin half-filled with candy.


  Oh, Snickers, I like those! But I sure hope there’s no candy corn. I hate that stuff!


  If I could have slapped myself across the face, I would have.


  Priorities, man– er girl, I told myself. I have to tell Diane. I have to tell her that I’m really her boyfriend, not her niece. I have to tell her we must go home right now so no one else will see me like this.


  Like what, though? I wondered. If I’m a 13-year-old girl trick-or-treating, then that must mean I’m wearing a costume. What kind of costume? I hope it’s cute!


  Huh?!?


  OMG, what kind of scatterbrain am I?


  “Uh, oh … I’m sorry Diane– I mean Aunt Diane,” I stammered. “I was just thinking about something, you know. It won’t happen again.”


  The truth was my girlfriend would never believe the truth. If my guess was right, and Adora had shifted reality, she knew me only as her niece and Jessica knew me only as her cousin. To argue otherwise, would just make it appear that I needed psychiatric help.


  Hell, maybe I did. Maybe I was hallucinating. Maybe I shouldn’t have had that second rum and coke on an empty stomach as I watched the game, after playing touch-football for two hours with the guys. And maybe the best course of action was just to go with the flow and grab some more candy, whether it was real or imagined.


  Suddenly, Jessica was there too, dressed as an adorable Minnie Mouse in a black and white polka dot sundress, with mouse ears and a big red bow in her blonde hair.


  “Is everything okay, Mom?” she asked. Then she looked at me and added, “Missy?”


  Missy!?! Oh, just shoot me! “Melissa” was bad enough.


  And we were the same height now! At 6-3, I previously had towered over both Diane, who was 5-6, and Jessica, who was a petite 5-4.


  I looked down to see that Jessica was wearing black heels and black stockings with her mouse costume. Then I noticed I was wearing the same. Oh, double crap! Suddenly I felt I would topple over if I took a step.


  “Oh, I think we’re fine,” my girlfriend said. “Melissa just had a moment.”


  “I was just, uh, remembering some homework I have to do when I get back home Sunday night,” I said. “I don’t want to forget it. So I was, uh, like making a mental note, you know?”


  Suddenly, then it was like I was my old self again, a middle school teacher advising his students to consciously pause and make mental notes to help remember facts and dates. I explained some more.


  Jessica cocked her head, looked at me strangely for a split-second, and said, “That’s funny. What you said sounds so familiar to me, but I can’t remember why. Maybe it’s something one of my teachers said.”


  Diane and I started dating more than a year ago, so I knew Jessica before she became one of my students a couple of months ago. I had gotten along well with her from the start, and Diane often commented on how we often seemed so much like “two peas in a pod,” despite our age difference. A lot of it had to do Jessica’s maturity in regard to understanding human behavior and her ability to “read” people. Yeah, she was still a kid, but she seemed to have a very old soul. 


  Also, we shared the same birthday, October 31.


  “Okay, okay, you two, that’s enough of that,” Aunt Diane said. “Let’s catch up with the other girls. We’ve still got a few more houses to hit.”


  The other girls? Well, I was wearing high heels and black stockings. If I wasn’t a girl, then I had other problems.


  Jessica grabbed my free hand and said, “Come on, Missy. Enough with the mental notes.”


  She pulled me forward and I’m not sure how I managed to keep my balance in the heels. But I did almost lose my hat.


  My hat! When we caught up with Alice in Wonderland and Little Miss Muffett, Jessica let go of my hand, and I realized that I must be dressed as a witch.


  As we walked along gathering treats in the pleasant Florida evening, I looked down to see a shiny skirt with ragged hem that stopped well above my knees. I noted sleeves of the same material that stopped at my elbows. I was amazed that I could walk so well in the shoes, especially since I felt so awkward. My hips, my arms, my whole body felt out of synch.


  Despite that distraction, I realized how luxuriously soft and silky the tight dress felt pressed against my body. As a man, I’d never known that clothing could feel … well, sexy. Then I sensed the gentle brush of my skirt against the nylon on my legs, and that kicked up the sensuality up to a whole new level. I shivered with pleasure and suddenly feared a rock hard erection would put an embarrassing bulge in my skirt.


  I mean … I mean I could feel it and everything, you know? Only it wasn’t there. It was a phantom. Damn! Just like other girls, the only thing between my legs now was a flat crotch pressed against panties that felt soft, silky, and sensuous too.


  And why in the world am I having thoughts like this? It’s insane! I’m a man! Why aren’t I sitting on the sofa, where I’m supposed to be, wearing sweats and a tee shirt? Why aren’t I watching the football game? Why did I answer the damn door?


  *     *      *     *     *


  Could the situation get even weirder than it already was? Yes, it could. Instead of sharing a bed with and making love to my girlfriend on my 34th birthday, I was sleeping with her 13-year-old daughter in the room just across the hall!


  That’s right, as 13-year-old Melissa, I was sharing a bedroom and bed with my cousin, Jessica. My luggage was in there too. Good ol’ Adora had thought of everything.


  First though, we girls sat around on the living room floor, ate candy, and screamed as we watched the movie Scream on TV. Aunt Diane was in her bedroom reading.


  As we finished trick-or-treating, I had decided that the best way to deal with this fairy tale fiasco was just to pretend I was Melissa. In this altered reality, I was a 13-year-old girl– or at least I looked like one– so I might as well accept the role.


  Behaving like one, I belatedly realized, wasn’t going to be quite so simple. 


  “What are you doing with your candy?” Little Miss Muffett asked me.


  “Just checking the fat and sugar grams on the wrappers,” I said, as I leaned against the sofa, with my hat and my heels next to me.


  I had my knees bent and my legs spread, as I read the ingredients.


  “Pretty panties, Missy,” Alice in Wonderland giggled.”


  “Oh, we’re all girls here. Right, Missy?” Jessica intervened.


  “Right,” I said, feeling my face flush with embarrassment, as I looked down and saw my skirt gathered up around my waist. Pink undies showed through my pantyhose.


  I straightened my legs, put them together, and pressed my skirt down over them. Jessica gave me a knowing smile. That was weird.


  Yeah, looking like a girl was one thing. Acting like one was another.


  Up in my cousin’s bathroom later, with my witchy makeup removed, I realized that I looked remarkably like my sister had when she was 13, brown wavy hair, green eyes, and a decidedly adorable upturned nose.


  Well, that makes sense, I thought.


  I didn’t know what the rest of my sister looked like at 13, and I didn’t want to find out. But I couldn’t sleep in the witch costume.


  “You go okay in there?” Jessica yelled from the other side of the bathroom door.


  “Uh, yeah, sorry,” I said. “Taking off this makeup is taking longer than I thought it would.”


  “Well, we’re both girls here, you know,” she replied. “We can share the bathroom.”


  “I’m shy,” I said. “Just a minute, okay?”


  But I couldn’t unzip my dress. Oh gawd!


  I opened the door and saw my cousin standing there in a short, pink nightgown dress, with her arms crossed. She smiled.


  “Need some help?” she asked.


  “How did you know? That’s really insightful,” I said, genuinely impressed.


  “Yeah, like I’ve never needed help with a dress,” she said. “Haven’t you?”


  “Uh, yeah, sure, lots of times,” I said.


  As Jessica brushed her teeth, I stepped out of the dress and sat down on the bed to remove the pantyhose. But the damn things just didn’t want to come off! When finally my legs were bare, I looked up and my cousin was there again. Smiling at me in my bra and panties.


  “What?” I asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” she said. “I’m just so happy you came to visit on Halloween weekend. Now jump into your PJs so I can turn out the light. It’s late and we’re getting up early tomorrow to go shopping. I’m getting a new dress for the dance at school.


  “It’ll be fun, a girls’ day at the mall with Mom. Maybe we’ll stop at the Goodwill Store too. I love that place.”


  “Yeah, I know,” I said, an instant before I realized I should have kept my mouth shut.


  “You do?” Jessica asked.


  “Well, I mean what girl doesn’t? I love it too,” I said, looking away so she couldn’t see my embarrassment.


  Yes, looking like a girl was one thing. But acting like one and pretending to be Jessica’s cousin was quite another. And if she began to suspect that something about me wasn’t right, how in the world would I explain it to her.  


  “You can go ahead and turn off the light,” I added. “I can put on my PJs in the dark.”


  “I wouldn’t think of it,” Jessica said. “You need some help with that bra?”


  “You’re very insightful. Yes, that would be nice,” I said, realizing that accepting assistance would be less embarrassing that struggling on my own as she watched.


  I kept my eyes closed as she unsnapped the band in back. And I was going to keep them closed as much as possible until I was dressed in the cami and short set that Jessica had pulled from my suitcase. This adolescent female body might be mine, but I was so not ready to see it naked.


  “Oh, my goodness, you’re a 34B already,” Jessica giggled. “You must be so proud.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  My mind bounced in a thousand different directions as I lay there in the dark … sharing a bed with my girlfriend’s 13-year-old daughter. Oh gawd, this was so mortifying for sooo many reasons, not the least of which we had seen each other naked. But thankfully there had been no sexual arousal on my part. None. Nada. No way, Jose.


  That was at least partially due to the fact that I had nothing between my legs to become aroused. Jessica and I were the same down there. It was just us girls here. Oh gawd!


  Willing myself to calm down, I told myself that the best plan of action was to review what had happened and to steel myself for what was to come: Tomorrow I would be trying on dresses and who knows what else with my cousin, Jessica, as we had a “girls’ day” with Mom.


  Okay, first, everyone thought I was Melissa– or, eeew, Missy. I was Diane’s daughter and Jessica’s cousin. And, from what I could observe, Jessica’s friends didn’t suspect anything weird going on and neither did Diane. Of course, how could they? Adora had shifted reality and I was Melissa.


  Still … I was troubled by Jessica’s response. As I said, we’d always had a connection of some kind. Maybe it was mental. Maybe it was emotional. Or, heck, maybe it was even spiritual. And tonight, I felt at times like she was helping me to be a girl. Then, too, she had made that comment about “mental notes,” tying it to what I often told my middle school history class.


  Suddenly, Jessica’s butt violently bumped mine as we lay back to back.


  “Hey!” I said.


  “Yeah, I know,” she replied. “It’s a dangerous weapon.”


  After a long pause she added, “Okay, what’s going on? Who are you really?”


  A chill ran down my chill.


  Oh, Lord, no! I thought.


  When I didn’t respond, she continued. “I know you’re my cousin and I know that you’re visiting for the weekend.


  “But you know what?” she added. “When you were taking forevvvver in the bathroom, I checked my phone. I have no pictures of you, no texts, and no record of any phone calls between us. We’re not friends on any social media either.


  “If we’re cousins, and the same age, how do you explain that?”


  When I still didn’t respond, she bumped me again and then I felt the vibration as she turned to face me.


  “You don’t walk like a girl either,” she said. “You don’t sit like one. And you talk funny sometimes, like an adult.


  “So, Missy, who are you really?”


  I shook my head and replied, “I can’t. It’s too embarrassing. Just pretend I’m your cousin for the weekend, okay? Then it all will be over and things will be back to normal.”


  Jessica leaned over me and whispered in my ear. “I don’t think so. There was this person I had a connection with. It was special. But now he’s gone. I can’t even remember his name or what he looked like. It’s almost like he never existed, and I almost could believe he didn’t. But now you’re here and I’m feeling that same connection to you. You see where I’m going with this?”


  I gulped and nodded.


  “Yes, I do,” I whispered. “And I am so, so sorry that this happened. I didn’t want it to believe me. Please, can’t you just pretend I’m your cousin so it will be less embarrassing for me?”


  Jessica started to squeal with delight, but then quickly muffled herself.


  “I knew it! I knew!,” she said. “I know that everyone thinks you’re my cousin and I’m supposed to believe that too. But I just didn’t. It wasn’t right.”


  “I was your mother’s boyfriend and your history teacher, who told you to make mental notes,” I said.


  “OMG! Now I remember,” she exclaimed.


  “I was that other person and now I’m your cousin,” I said. “Yes, you’re right. My name is– or was– Justin Scott. And I can’t tell you how creepy it is for me to be sharing a bed with you, my girlfriend’s daughter.”


  This time Jessica slapped me on the butt. Damn that girl!


  “Oh, get over yourself,” she giggled. “Right now, you’re as much of a girl as I am. Now, tell me why.”


  So I told her everything, starting with the wish I made when I was 8 and including the fact that I was going to be her “cousin” for at least a day and maybe even two or three.


  “OMG! That is so weird,” she said. “Well, with that reality shift, Adora must have forgotten about cell phones and the internet. But at least it’s just for a few days.”


  “Do you think anyone else suspects?” I asked as I turned to face her.


  “No, of course not,” she replied. “Not even Mom. But she might tomorrow if you don’t start walking, acting, and talking more like a girl.


  “Take smaller steps and move your hands more when you talk. Smile more too. Don’t show your panties to the world. And don’t say stuff like ‘insightful’ and ‘mental notes.’ Got that?


  I nodded solemnly, and despite myself, giggled as I replied “Totes.”


  Yeah, as a teacher, I’d learned teen slang, but that was the first time I had ever used it.


  Jessica giggled too.


  “Perfect,” she said. “Oh, I can’t wait to see my sweet little cousin Missy being all girly tomorrow when I’m the only one who knows who she really is.”


  I guess that should have made me feel even more embarrassed and fearful of what was coming on Saturday. I was a man trapped in a girl’s body about to experience a full-on day of feminine stuff. But you know what? It had exactly the opposite effect. Because of the connection we had that transcended physical bodies, I now had a partner in crime, a kindred spirit, and I was kinda looking forward to it, ya know? I mean, why not?


  I giggled once again, as I remembered what Jessica had told me about words. “Transcend” was another one to leave at home.


  “Hey, bae. I’m gonna be on fleek tomorrow,” I said with a grin and waited for her response.


  She hit me in the face with a pillow. Then we beat on each other until, laughing and exhausted, we fell asleep.


  *     *     *     *     * 


  Long hair draped over my right eye and hands on my hips, I stood over the open suitcase on the floor and sighed.


  “Can’t decide what to wear?” Jessica said as she came out of the bathroom.


  Then she giggled and added, “That’s just like a girl. You’re learning fast, Missy.”


  I pushed the hair out of my eyes and, without turning, replied, “No, I’m just thinking that I’m pissed. And please stop calling me Missy.”


  “Okay, girl lesson No. 1,” she said, as she bounced down on the bed. “Girls do say ‘pissed’ once in awhile. But probably not as much as boys. So you should remember that today since you’re probably going to be tempted to say it a few more times.”


  “Why’s that?” I asked turning around.


  “Cuz you’ve been a man for 34 years, and a girl for less than a day,” she said, as she pulled a pair of pastel blue panties up under her shorty nightgown. “And there’s probably gonna be some stuff that you don’t want to do or see.”


  I quickly pivoted back toward the suitcase. I didn’t need to see that!


  “Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about,” she laughed. “We’re gonna be trying on clothes together today in the dressing room, and Mom’s probably gonna be with us some of the time.”


  I heard her stand and pull the gown up over her head.


  “And this,” she added, as she padded up behind me and then pressed her bare breasts against my back. “I’ve seen yours already and there’s no reason for you not to see mine. For the time being, we’re all girls here.”


  Then she backed away and walked over to her closet.


  “Okay, now what are you pissed about right now, Missy?” she said. “I can hear you huffing and puffing like the Big Bad Wolf.”


  “Well, right now, I’m pissed because you insist on calling me Missy,” I said. “Melissa is bad enough, ya know. It’s about as girly as you can get– except for Missy.”


  “Okay, I’m sorry,” she said as she sorted through dresses. “I’ll remember that and try to do better. I guess that I’m just so happy to have my cousin visiting that I’m acting kinda childish.


  “But what were you pissed about before, when you were standing over your suitcase?” she asked.


  “I was pissed because I could pick it up and put it on the bed with one hand when I was a man,” I said. “Now, I can’t even pick it up with two.”


  Jessica giggled and replied, “That’s what boys are for.”


  “Yeah, well, I don’t see any around here right now,” I said.


  “Then we help each other,” she replied and, her breasts still bare, she bounced over to my side and closed the suitcase.


  “And in case you’re wondering, I’m just a 32A, not as big as you,” she said. “Now, come on, let’s put this on the bed.”


  “I wasn’t wondering,” I said.


  “Oh, sure you were. It was obvs,” she giggled. “I might be only 13, but I know that guys are obsessed with girls’ breasts, and you’re still a guy on the inside. You’re also one of the girls now– at least for a day or two, I guess– and we always wonder about the competition.”


  We swung the suitcase onto the bed.


  “The competition?” I said. “Oh, I sooo was not wondering about the size of your boobs compared to mine. In fact, I wish that mine were the size of yours. I hate feeling them bounce when I walk or sit or turn over in bed.


  “And when they do that they remind me that …”


  I couldn’t finish the sentence. I was too embarrassed.


  But Jessica, the girl that I’d felt such an unusual connection to since we first met, knew exactly what I was talking about anyway.


  “That you don’t have a thingie between your legs anymore?” she said. “Believe me, you don’t want one of those swinging around down there when you’re wearing girls’ clothes. It could really ruin your look.”


  I picked up a handful of clothes and threw them at her.


  Oh gawd! I threw just like a girl too!


   Damn this child! I had been righteously pissed when she came out of the bathroom, and now she had me being as silly as she was.


  “Okay, now here’s another lesson,” Jessica said with a broad smile, as she went back to the closet. “Girls say breasts, instead of boobs– unless they’re hanging out with friends and being silly.


  “And, believe me, unless she’s a cow, no girl wants to have smaller boobs,” she said and giggled. “See? I can say that cuz we’re two girlfriends just hanging out. But don’t say boobs or boobies too much around Mom.”


  “Okay, how about hooters or knockers?” I asked.


  “Sure, Mom will be fine with those,” she said and giggled again. “Also melons and titties.


  “Now get out of those PJs and start looking for something to wear. Since this is your first full day as a girl, you’re probably gonna need some help. But never fear. Your cousin’s here!”


  As I sorted through the suitcase, Jessica didn’t think much of the clothes that Adora provided for me in this altered reality.


  “You should wear this,” she said as she pulled a black, floral sundress out of her closet.


  “No, I can’t wear that!” I snapped. “That’s yours.”


  “Well, duh,” she grinned. “Of course, it is. You bought it for me. And every time I wear it, you tell me how good I look in it.”


  “And that’s why I can’t wear it,” I said, refusing to take it from her. “It would be mega-weird.”


  “No, it would be mega-hot,” Jessica giggled.


  “You’re 13!” I exclaimed. “What do you know about hot?”


  “Well, maybe I don’t know much,” she conceded. “But I do know that thinking about you wearing this dress gives me butterflies in the tummy. It kinda turns me on, ya know?


  “Ohhh! That is so gross!” I exclaimed.


  “But think about it,” she said with an almost evil gleam in her blue eyes. “You were a man who bought this dress for a girl and now you can wear it. Not only that, but you’d look really good in it too. In fact, with your bigger boobies, you’d look even better than me!”


  Suddenly, I felt a tiny tingle in my tummy too. Embarrassed, I turned away.


  Oh, my gawd! I thought. I can’t believe she suggested this. And now she’s almost convinced me to go along with it cuz it is hot! If I had a thingie between my legs … Oh gawd!


  “And we’d be the only ones who know,” she said, offering it again.


  This time I took it.


  “I have some strappy sandals that would look good with that,” she said. “Or maybe you’d like to wear wedges or heels.”


  Remembering how I stumbled around the night before, I said, “I want something without heels.”


  “Those are called flats,” Jessica giggled. “And I have some cute ones that will go great with the dress.”


  “But this doesn’t have any sleeves and I can’t wear a bra with it,” I said, as I examined the dress that I had bought for her.


  Of course, at the time, I hadn’t thought about any of that. I bought it because she said she liked it and because it did look really good on her. Now I was holding it in my own little hands, about to put it on, and seeing it in a whole new light.


  “No, you can’t, Missy,” my cousin said. “But it has some built-in support for your girls. Now, get out of those PJs and put on some panties.”


  While I did as instructed, Jessica put on a mini dress in light gingham blue with skinny straps.


  “You’d look good in this one too,” she said, as she pulled it up over her hips.


  Then she zipped me up and fixed my hair, piling up a bunch of it at the back.


  “This is called a messy bun. What do you think?” she said, as she pushed me in front of a mirror.


  “OMG! I’m cute!” I squealed.


  Yikes! Did I really say that? But it was true!


  “Well, what did you expect, cousin?” Jessica giggled.


  “Yeah, but yesterday at this time, I was a 34-year-old man with a five-o’clock shadow who weighed 180 pounds. And now I’m … I’m … this!”


  “God bless fairy godmothers,” she said, as she kissed me on the cheek from over my shoulder.


  *     *     *     *     *


  First stop was IHOP, where Jessica got a free stack of pancakes because her birthday was the day before. Both of us knew that it was mine too, but we were so not going to try to convince Aunt Diane of that in this altered reality. Right now, I didn’t even exist as her boyfriend. And she truly believed that I was her 13-year-old niece, even though, for all I knew, she didn’t even have a niece the day before.


  Besides, one stack was plenty for the two of us to share.


  “I’m so glad that you two have hit it off so well,” my blonde girlfriend said from across the table, as she put down her coffee cup.


  “Me, too!” Jessica said with a smile, as she mischievously poked me in the side with her elbow. “It’s like we have this connection.”


  “What about you, Melissa?” Aunt Diane said. “What do you think?”


  “Oh, I think so too,” I replied, showing my pink braces.


  “And look at you!” she added. “Already sharing clothes. Jessica, isn’t that one of your favorites?”


  “Yes, it is,” she said. “Doesn’t Missy look good in it too?”


  Diane looked good too. At least that’s what the Justin inside me thought.


  And if I still had a thingie between my legs … Oh God, no, that’s just sick, I thought, imagining what that would look like with me in panties and a dress.


  But Diane was a beautiful woman. And as a fitness instructor, she was in as good a shape as I had been as a man. She was proud of her body too, and justifiably so. Today she wore a red floral mini dress.


   “I’m sorry if I seemed a bit distracted last night and didn’t give you girls as much attention as I should have,” she said when she had swallowed a bite of pancake. “It was really weird.


  “Melissa, I honestly can’t remember you with us last night until suddenly … you weren’t with us anymore. I mean, how could I miss you if you weren’t there in the first place?


  “And then, for the rest of the night, I kept having this feeling that something wasn’t right. I thought that maybe I could figure it out if I went to my bedroom and was alone for awhile, instead of staying in the living room with you to watch scary movies. But that didn’t help either.”


  “Oh, Mom, I’m so sorry,” Jessica said, and I echoed the sentiment.


  “How are you today?” she added.


  Aunt Diane smiled broadly.


  “Oh, I’m much better,” she said. “It still bugs me that I couldn’t figure out what was going on. But having this girls’ day with you two beautiful young ladies makes me feel that everything is right with the world. Let’s go shopping.”


  First stop was the So Sweet Boutique to buy Jessica a formal dress for the fall dance.


  “We want something pretty, but not too sexy. This is her first formal dance and she’s just 13,” Aunt Diane told the store clerk.


  “I’m sure that we will have just the thing,” the young woman replied, as she led us to the back of the store.


  Yeah, I was feeling more accepting of this body as the day passed– like I had a choice!– but still this was sooo weird. I should have been out playing touch football or shooting hoops with friends. Instead, I was dress shopping– in a dress! I felt naked and exposed from the waist down as we breezed down an aisle overflowing with riotous combinations of silk, lace, tulle, and who-knows-what-else. The sounds, the sights, and even the smells were like nothing I’d ever experienced before.


  The hem of my skirt brushing against my bare legs was both irritating and arousing. The built-in bra in my dress just didn’t do it to keep my boobs from bouncing. And the hair! Why hadn’t I asked Jessica to put it in a high pony, so that it wouldn’t constantly be in my face or making my bare shoulders itch. And why had I let her put gold hoops in my ears!?! Yes, they were small. But they felt enormous.


  Thank God I had asked for flats instead of heels so I wasn’t constantly in fear of falling on my face. But they also made me shorter than Jessica now cuz she was wearing something called “wedges.” 


  Oh, and did I mention that I was now carrying a purse with a shoulder strap? Jessica had insisted that I needed one, as she retrieved a leather bag from her closet.


  “But I don’t even have anything to put in it,” I whined.


  “Stick some tissues in there and get some mints from my purse,” she said as she went into the bathroom.


  When she came out, she added, “And you’ll definitely need to have a couple of these.”


  “Oh, gross!” I said as I looked at the Tampons she had placed in my hand.


  “It could be if you don’t have these when you need them,” she giggled. “And put a pair of clean panties in your purse too.”


  Just the idea that I, Justin Scott, a 34-year-old man, could have “vaginal discharge” at any time made me more than a little paranoid, and I tried my best not to dwell on it.


  “Oh, my God, Jessica, you don’t think I’m actually gonna have a … a …”


  “A period?” she giggled. “Like a real girl? I don’t know, sweetie. We have no way of knowing if this is your time of the month.”


  “Oh, gross!” I said, stuffing the Tampons into my purse.


  Separating myself from that purse helped calm my paranoia a little, so I placed it in a nearby chair, as Aunt Diane and I stood outside the dressing room and provided an audience for Jessica as she modeled dresses. As a man, I wouldn’t have worried about what I should say. If I had an opinion, I would have offered it, without being cruel, of course. But I had no clue for what the proper protocol was for me now, as a girl.


  I decided to say as little as possible, speaking only when spoken to. Also, remembering what Jessica had told me, I nodded my head and smiled a lot. The strategy seemed to work as the day dragged on and on and on …


  Although I’m ashamed to admit it, I was standing there, arms crossed under my breasts and half-asleep, when the moment of truth finally came.


  “Oh, that’s perfect!” Aunt Diane said, jolting me fully awake. “Don’t you think so, Melissa?”


  “Oh, yes, perfect!” I instinctively replied, before I even knew what I was commenting on.


  As it turned out, though, the dress did look great on Jessica. With a V neck and a V back, it was bright red, with a chiffon skirt that extended about halfway to her knees. The top looked to be made of giant sequins, but the clerk called the material “glass.” Glittery pieces were scattered about on the skirt as well.


   “Do you really think so?” Jessica asked as she twirled in front of a mirror.


  “Absolutely,” I said, praying that she would believe me and this eternal day finally would end.


  Being in a girl’s body was one thing. Enduring a day of doing girly things was quite another, I realized. And we still had more stops to make.


  “Okay, great!” Jessica gushed. “Now, Melissa, I want you to try it on too so I can see what it looks like when someone is wearing it. Okay?”


  She smiled innocently as me. The little bitch!


  “Oh, I’d love to, Jessica!” I replied, realizing I had no other choice.


  She grabbed my hand and dragged me into the dressing room. Then she started laughing.


  “You are such a scoundrel,” I admonished her.


  “That’s another word girls don’t use,” she grinned.


  “You were looking pretty bored out there,” she continued. “So I decided to get you involved. If you’re going to be a girl for only a day or two, this probably will be your only chance to wear a pretty party dress, you know. I didn’t think you’d want to miss the opportunity.”


  “Oh, yeah,” I replied. “And I am sooo hoping I start my period too.”


  Then, staring at each other solemnly, we simultaneously erupted into fits of giggles.


  “Yeah, you’re right,” I said, as we finally calmed down. “I was so envious when I saw you in that dress. And I was so hoping I could wear it too.”


  “Well, cuz, you got your wish,” she replied, as she stepped over behind me and pulled down the zipper on my sundress.


  And before I realized what was happening, the dress slid down my body and left me standing naked in front of a full-length mirror. Well … naked except for a pair of pink panties. That was bad enough.


  In response, I reflexively raised my hands to cover my breasts, feeling the nipples grow hard against my palms. I felt my face grow red.


  “You’ve been avoiding this,” Jessica said as she stepped behind me and gently moved my hands down to my sides. “For at least right now, this is your body. Get used to it.”


  We both stood there silently for a moment, and then she noticed.


  “Missy, open your eyes. Look at your perky little boobs,” she said. “Get used to them. You’re gonna be seeing them a lot more today, since you’re not wearing a bra.”


  Slowly, I opened them. Hey, she was right. My boobies were perky!


  “We’ve still got more shopping to do and, if you’re not trying on clothes with me, I’m afraid you’ll fall asleep,” she added. “And besides, two girls in a dressing room is a lot more fun than one.”


  “I can’t argue with that,” I said as I turned to face her. “Now zip me up into that pretty red dress and be prepared to bask in my awesomeness.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Before heading home, we tried on clothes at five more stores, with a Starbucks break about midway through. I usually drank black coffee. But Jessica persuaded me to try a caramel frappuccino, and it was really good! As I savored the sweet taste, I suddenly had the frightening thought that I might continue to like it when I became a man again.


  But that wasn’t the worst of it. I realized that I liked trying on dresses, skirts, and other pretty things and admiring myself in the mirror. What if …


  Oh, no! Never! No way! I told myself. I’m just enjoying myself now, making the best of a situation that I can’t control. When I change back, I’ll be the same man as ever.


  Last stop of the day was at the Goodwill store, which I had long known to be Jessica’s favorite for finding name brands at bargain prices. Now it was one of my favs too!


  We went our separate ways in the store, collecting items. Then we met at a dressing room, where we went in together and tried on the clothes. We often traded with each other too, since we were almost exactly the same size, except for my bigger boobies. Tee-hee.


  It was a bit crowded in there, but it was so much fun! And having bare boobies didn’t bother me anymore!


  “Now you’re getting the hang of being a girl,” Jessica smiled, as she took off a denim dress that tied at the neck and I wiggled into a cute, pleated orange mini-skirt.


  “Well, seeing perky breasts and pink panties over my girly parts kinda made me face reality,” I replied. “I’m not a man right now.”


  “No, you’re not,” she said. “But you’re still you and we still have a connection so …”


  “So you knew what needed to be done so I’d have a good time,” I finished for her.


  “I’m glad that you feel that way, cuz,” she said, and hugged me, our bare breasts pressed together.


  “Now try on this blue skater dress and these heels that match it. This outfit is so you.”


  Later, both Jessica and I carried bags full of clothes into her bedroom and dumped them on the bed, while Aunt Diane hung up the party dress in the closet.


  “At first, I wasn’t so sure that you enjoyed clothes shopping as much as Jessica and I do,” she said to me as she stopped by the door and smiled. “I guess I was wrong, huh?”


  “Oh, I had a wonderful time,” I said. “And thank you so much for buying so many pretty things for me. My Mom will pay you back, I promise.”


  “Don’t worry about it,” she said, as she stepped back inside and kissed me on the forehead. “You’re my favorite niece.”


  Wow. Was this alternate reality mega-weird! A little more than a day before, I was her lover and now I was her favorite niece.


  And it got even weirder, some of it fun and some of it not so much.


  At Goodwill, Jessica had found a cute, gathered crop top with a scooped neckline just like one she already had. After Aunt Diane left, she pulled it out of one of her bags and tossed it to me.


  “Here,” she said. “I thought that it would be fun to dress alike. We’ll wear denim shorts and I’ll fix our hair the same.”


  So she did, starting with mine. She pulled most all of it back into a big messy bun, but left a few curly tendrils hanging down one side of my face. I loved it!


  Then we posed in front of the mirror as BFFs and took silly selfies. Me, the brunette with braces and bigger boobs, and her, the babe with naturally blonde hair and big blue eyes. We were adorable!


  When we finally tired of that, I was helping Jessica put her new clothes away when we heard the doorbell. A few seconds later, Aunt Diane yelled, “Girls, will you please come down here for a moment?”


  And that’s when it went from fun weird to not so much.


  We pounded down the steps like a couple of elephants, still giggling and giddy from our photo session.


  But when we reached the bottom and saw who range the doorbell, I grew light-headed and feared I would pass out. OMG! It was Ben, my best male friend, a fellow teacher, and my workout buddy at the health club where Diane worked.


  Standing there in my bare-midriff crop top and tiny little tight shorts, I thought I would die of embarrassment. Of course, in hindsight, I realize that he had no way of knowing who I really was. But at that moment, it seemed like he could and I just knew that he was about to laugh at what had become of me. Then I’d melt into a sad, sorry pool of humiliation.


  And, if you can believe it, it got even worse. A split-second after my irrational fear of discovery, I knew why Ben was here!


  “Girls, this is Ben Martin,” Aunt Diane said. “Ben, the blonde, as you probably can tell, is my daughter, Jessica. And the cute little brunette there is my favorite niece, Melissa.”


  He nodded and smiled broadly.


  “Don’t you two look cute, dressed alike like that,” he said.


  Oh, just shoot me now. The fun and pleasure that I’d experienced as a girl earlier that day was forgotten. I hated wearing a bra and panties and having braces. I wanted nothing more than to be a man again, to be 6-3 and standing there in a tee shirt, biceps bulging, and tell Ben to hit the road. I wanted to tell him that Diane was my girlfriend, my lover.


  But I couldn’t because she wasn’t. Not right now anyway. Maybe tomorrow. Or the day after. So I smiled and, along with Jessica, said, “Thank you” to my aunt’s friend.


  “Girls, I’ve ordered you a pizza and money to pay for it is on the kitchen table. Ben and I are going out to dinner. If you need me, don’t hesitate to call or text.”


  “Nice meeting you, girls,” Ben said, as he looked down at us, grinned, and opened the front door.


  I swear he did know who I really was. I could tell by that smarmy smile! And he was rubbing it in by calling me a girl.


  Of course, none of that was true.


  But Jessica, the kindred spirit who knew me so well, realized something was up. As soon as the door closed, she said, “OMG, Melissa, that was intense.”


  Then she paused. “Uh, maybe I should call you Justin right now, huh? I got a feeling that you’re feeling pretty jealous because Ben is dating Mom.”


  “What tipped you off?” I asked, my arms crossed and bare foot tapping a staccato beat on the floor.


  “Oh, maybe it was radiating waves of hate,” she said, putting her arm around my bare shoulders and pulling me against her.


  In response, I started to sob. In seconds, I was crying a river. Jessica walked us to the sofa, sat down with me, and pulled some tissues from a nearby box.


  “Here, sweetie,” she said. “Blow your nose.”


  “Oh, my God!” I bawled, as I filled one tissue and wiped my eyes with the other. “I’m angry about a man dating your mother, who is my girlfriend. But instead of asserting my masculinity, I’m crying like a little girl!”


  “In all honesty, Melissa, that’s all you can do right now,” Jessica said.


  “Well, I don’t wanta be a girl anymore. I don’t wanta,” I said as I blew into another tissue and struggled to regain control.


  “It will get better, I promise,” she said, putting a hand under my chin and lifting my face so she could look me in the eyes. “This is crazy stuff you’re dealing with and anyone would have trouble coping. You’re a man in a girl’s body who thought he was adjusting and then you find out that … well, that you’re not so much when it comes to some things.”


  “You’re only 13 years old,” I replied, as I reached across her for another tissue to clean my face. “How did you get so smart?”


  “I don’t know,” she replied. “Like Mom says, sometimes I act like a child and other times I seem to have a very old soul.


  “Now, we’re gonna eat pizza and ice cream,” Jessica continued. “We’re gonna watch Scream 2 and Scream 3. We’re gonna get scared, scream, and hold each other. We’re gonna have a good time. Got it?”


  “Eating ice cream is what girls do when they get upset,” I sniffed.


  “That’s right, Missy,”  she replied, making certain I knew that she knew that I didn’t like being called that. “And we’re all girls here.”


  The doorbell rang, announcing arrival of the pizza.


  “Whether you were born a girl or turned into one by a scattered-brained fairy godmother, ice cream is good for what ails you,” she said as she got up to answer the door. “Get the money on the kitchen table, will ya?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As I lay there in bed with my cousin, my tummy too full of pepperoni pizza and chocolate ice cream, I suddenly realized that something else was going on when I saw Ben.


  Jessica was sooo right. This was crazy stuff I was dealing with.


  Suddenly she bumped me in the bottom with her butt.


  “You sleeping?” she asked.


  “What do you think?” I replied. “I’m still seeing Ghostface and the pizza is arguing with the ice cream.”


  She giggled and said, “No, that’s not it.”


  “Well, then, Ms Nichols, what is it then?”


  She shifted in the bed and I could feel her breath on my neck.


  “You thought Ben was cute,” she said.


  OMG! This girl had to be inside my head 24/7!


  “I sooo did not!” I squealed, my voice rising even higher than it normally was. “I was mad at him. I hated him. I …”


  “And you thought he was cute,” she said, giggling again. “That’s okay, Melissa. I thought so too.”


  I turned to face her.


  “No, it’s not okay,” I said. “I don’t want to think men are cute. I don’t want to be attracted to them, especially when one of them steals my girlfriend.”


  “She’s your aunt right now,” Jessica said with a smile, as she tapped me on the nose. “And right now, at this moment, you’re a girl who is growing into a woman. You might be a man tomorrow. But right now, you’re all girl, and girls like boys. It’s okay.”


  “And you had to tell me this?” I asked, unable to resist smiling back at her.


  “Yes, I did,” she said. “I love you and I want you to know that whatever’s going on in your head right now is okay. You can hate Ben and you can think he’s good looking too.”


  “A very old soul,” I said.


  “Yes, a very old soul,” she grinned. “Now, will you please stop talking so we can get some sleep?”


  “I’d hit you with a pillow if I had the energy.”


  “It’s been a long day,” she acknowledged.


  “Night, Jessica,” I said.


  “Night, Missy,” she replied and I heard her stifle a giggle.


  Maybe it was an hour later or maybe it was two or three. But sometime deep into the night, I heard Jessica calling my name again. Damn that girl!


  But why was she calling me Justin instead of Melissa or, her preference, Missy?


  I opened my eyes to see … Oh, thank God, my fairy godmother had returned. Or had she? I definitely had been in a deep sleep so maybe this was just a dream.


  “This is no dream, Justin,” Adora said, wand in hand.


  Sheesh, was everyone but me a mind reader?


  “Okay, then, what is it?” I asked the grandmotherly apparition in the purple cloak.”


  “I’m here to set things right,” she said. “The High Council has approved your modification request.”


  “Oh, I see,” I said, as I sat up.


  “You don’t seem every excited about it,” she replied. “Maybe you want to stay as you are.”


  “Oh, no, definitely not that,” I protested. “It’s just that you woke me from a deep sleep, you know, and my mind is a little clouded.”


  “Well, dear, I don’t have much time to waste,” Adora said. “We’re still playing catch-up for all those lost wishes. So let’s get this done, okay?”


  “Sure, sounds good to me,” I said.


  “You want to be older and you want to have your own room,” she said, looking at a scroll. “Is that correct?”


  “Yes, in my original wish, that is …”


  “Granted,” she said with a wave of her wand, and then she was gone in a silent puff of smoke.


  *     *     *      *     *


  Again, I was awakened from a deep sleep. This time, I looked up to see Jessica saying, “OMG! OMG! OMG! Melissa, what happened!?!”


  “Huh?” I said, rising up on my elbows.


  As I did, I felt significant weight on my chest.


  “Huh?” I said again


  It wasn’t the weight from 13-year-old Melissa’s 34B boobs either. I looked down to see two significant mounds pressed against my pale blue cami top. Not just mounds either. But mounds with prominent nipples.


  “Huh?” I said for a third time, small hands squeezing my massive breasts to confirm they were real.


  “Cut that out!” Jessica said. “Melissa, what happened?”


  Through half-closed eyes, I looked around and saw that I wasn’t in Jessica’s room anymore. Instead, I was in Diane’s guest bedroom.


  As I pulled brown hair out of my eyes, I said, “I don’t know. I think I must have overdosed on chocolate ice cream. What’s going on? Why am I in this room? Why do I have these melons on my chest?”


  That’s when I noticed that my voice had changed. It was still high, still feminine, but now it sounded more like a woman’s than a girl’s.


  “I can tell you why you’ve got those melons. And I can tell you why you’re in the guest room,” she said. “What I want to know is why this happened. Why did your fairy godmother do this to you?”


  Finally, then, I remembered. Adora had visited me last night.


  Oh gawd! Reality had shifted again, I suddenly realized. And now I remembered what Jessica knew and what Diane and the rest of the world believed.


  I was 18 years old, instead of 13. I was staying with my aunt and cousin while I attended a local community college, in exchange for doing chores and helping around the house. And I was a cheerleader!


  Jessica sat down beside me on the bed. “Talk to me, Missy,” she said. “Why are you my older cousin now instead of Justin?”


  I pushed more hair out of my eyes.


  “Give me a minute,” I said. “Let me think about.”


  Gradually, I remembered.


  “It was the middle of the night when Adora came,” I said.


  “How come I didn’t hear her?” Jessica asked.


  “I don’t know,” I replied. “It was like a dream, you know?


  “She was standing there in the dark. Heck, maybe she was even floating. And she told me that modification of my wish had been approved.


  “She asked if it was correct that I wanted to be older and have my own room. I was trying to explain to her that is what I wanted in my original wish when I was 8, but she didn’t wait for me to finish. She just waved her wand and poof!


  “Then, you came in here and woke me up.”


  Jessica laughed and said, “Oh, you poor child. Screwed again. Well, you’re older. Based on that rockin’ bod, I’d say at least 18. You could pass for 21. And now you’ve got your own room.”


  “But this is so not what I wanted,” I replied, starting to feel tears well up in my eyes. “I wanted to be Justin again.”


  Sheesh. Why do girls have to cry so much!


  “But Adora wasn’t thinking about you as Justin when she waved her wand,” Jessica said. “She was thinking about you as Melissa, and she did, indeed grant your wish.”


  Just then a “ping” sounded on my phone– my glittery pink phone.


  Out of habit, I picked it up without giving it much thought.


  “Oh, thank goodness,” I said, as I opened the text. “This is from the High Council. It’s asking if I was satisfied with the modification and it provides a link that I can go to if I’m not.”


  “Let me see,” Jessica said, taking the phone. “It also says that, if you’re unhappy, you can receive a second modification. But after that, whatever’s done is done. It’s permanent.”


  “I guess I should be really careful this time,” I said, as I clicked on the link.


  “Maybe you should do a test drive before responding,” Jessica suggested. “Maybe you’ll like being an 18-year-old girl.”


  “Ha. Ha. Very funny,” I replied. “Being 13 was tough enough.”


  She giggled. “Oh, I don’t know that it would be so bad to be an 18-year-old girl.


  “And I wouldn’t mind having Missy as my cousin for the rest of my life. Of course, I’d rather we were the same age.


  “Hey, even when I’m Justin again, we’ll still have the connection,” I replied. “We’ll always have that.”


  “Yeah, you’re right,” she said. “But pillow fights are more fun with a girl your own age.”


  “Come here, you,” I said, as I pulled her to me and gave her a fierce hug. “I love you, you know, no matter what body I’m in.”


  “And I love you too, Missy,” she grinned. “Now you’d better get up and going. You and the other cheerleaders are having a bikini car wash today. Remember?


  “Maybe Mom and I can bring our car in for you to wash,” Jessica added. Then she paused for a long moment.


  “Or, even better, maybe we can get Ben … “


  Before she could finish, I hit her with a pillow.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “I’ll bet college cheerleaders get a lot of action,” Jessica said as she sorted through a drawer full of bikinis that evidently belonged to me.


  “Jessica, you’re 13. What do you know about action?” I said, as I gazed in disbelief at my reflection in the full-length mirror on the back of the door.


  She was right. I did have a rockin’ bod. As a former man who had more than two decades of making appraisals of the female anatomy, I could say that with complete confidence. Fortunately, Adora had adjusted the PJs I was wearing accordingly. Otherwise, the cami top wouldn’t have covered those melons.


  “I read. I watch TV,” she giggled. “And I  know enough to recognize a cute guy when I see one.”


  “Like Ben?” I asked, as I walked over to the drawer.


  “See? You think so too,” she giggled. “Maybe even more so now that you’re more mature.


  “You’re not gonna try to steal my Mom’s boyfriend away are you?”


  “Do I have to hit you with a pillow again?” I said, as I looked over her shoulder.


  I was now 3 or 4 inches taller than she was. For a girl, I seemed to have had a late growth spurt, which was a good thing, considering that I now wore a 36D bra. I’d much prefer walking around with those boobs on a 5-8 body than a 5-4.


  Did my sister have a body like this when she was 18? I couldn’t remember.


  “Any recommendations?” I asked as I gazed at the miniscule scraps of colorful material that passed as swimming attire.


  “Yes,” she said. “Along with Tampons, carry a couple of condoms in your purse at all times from now on.”


  “I’m gonna pretend that I didn’t hear that,” I said. “Now, help me pick out a bikini, okay?”


  Oh gawd. I can’t believe I said that, I thought, feeling a surge of panic. I’m a 34-year-old man! This can’t be happening. I can’t be about to actually put on a girl’s bikini and parade around in public!


  Yet it was happening, and, strangely, panic passed such as suddenly as it appeared. And if I wasn’t exactly excited about what I was about to do, at least I was okay with it. For an 18-year-old college cheerleader with a rockin’ bod, a bikini car wash was a normal part of life.


  “We” finally decided on a suit that was teal with white polka dots. The top had a halter tie and removable cups.


  “You’re probably gonna want to leave those cups in the top to avoid showing off your nipples when you get wet– or turned on,” Jessica giggled.


  The doorbell sounded and Aunt Diane shouted, “Melissa! Kylie and Hannah are here!”


  “Thanks for the advice,” I said as I rolled my eyes and pulled off the PJ top.


  “Now, help me with this,” I added, as I handed her the top.


  “Oh, wow! Those are impressive,” Jessica said. “They’re even bigger than Mom’s.”


  “Thanks for that,” I replied. “Just help me, okay?”


  “Put the cups over your breasts,” she replied. “I’ll tie you in the back. And then we’ll do up the halter. That will give you maximum coverage, which I suspect you want. But still it ain’t gonna be much, I’m afraid.”


  She giggled and added, “The boys are gonna be waiting in line for hours for you to wash their cars– and show them your cleavage.”


  “Cut the commentary, will you?” I said, as my stepped out of the PJ shorts and wiggled into the bikini bottom, which had ties at the sides.


  Just as I stood up to get the first look at the new me in a bikini, a blonde and redhead burst into the room.


  “Hi, Jessica!” the blonde said. Then she looked at me and added, “Hey, girl, let’s go! Time’s a-wastin’ and boys are waiting!”


  “Would you look at that? She hasn’t even fixed her hair yet,” the redhead added. “Missy, what have you been doing all morning?”


  Jessica stepped out of the way as the two went to work, tying my hair up in a high pony.


  “Okay, looks good,” the blonde said. “Let’s go.”


  Oh, wow! Would you look at that? I thought to myself, as I just managed to catch a glimpse of my backside in the mirror as the two exited, expecting me to be close behind. Nice butt!


  Then I remembered that was my backside, which explained why there was no erection on my front side. Ah man, this was sooo confusing.


  “Hey, Melissa, wait a second,” Jessica said, just as I started out the door.


  As I turned back to see what she wanted, my cousin added, “You wear a bikini at the car wash, not to the car wash.


  “Didn’t you notice that Kylie and Hannah were wearing shorts and tees?”


  “Honestly, no,” I replied. “This is all a bit much, you know. And I’m feeling a little overwhelmed, not to mention confused– and conflicted.”


  Jessica grinned and said, “You mean cuz you’re a man on the inside and such a hot chick on the outside? And because you’re gonna be around lots of other hot chicks in bikinis all day?”


  I smiled back. “There’s that connection again,” I said. “I’m so glad that I have you as my guide for being a girl.”


  I quickly pulled on some shorts and a crop-top tee.


  Then I kissed her on the forehead and gave her a finger-wave as I Ieft the bedroom. “Thanks, cousin.”


  “And your purse! Don’t forget your purse. I put a bra and panties in there for you to wear after the car wash,” she said, as she rushed to hand it to me. “I swear, you’re acting like you’ve only been a girl for a day or so!


  “Because you have,” she whispered in my ear.


  “You are such a brat!” I replied, as I hurried down the steps, feeling those 36Ds bounce around on my chest like bowling balls. “But thanks.”


  *     *     *      *     *


  The fall Florida sun felt so good on my bare shoulders that I closed my eyes and temporarily forgot where I was and what I looked like, even though I was holding a hose in one hand and a soapy sponge in the other.


  Then Kylie yelled that the first car was coming, and I remembered that I was one of the girls who would wash it.


  Well, here goes. Now I get to see what it’s like on the other side of the windshield, I told myself, remembering all the times that I had eagerly patronized bikini car washes– strictly to support worthy causes, of course.


  Even though Kylie’s voice brought me back to reality, I still was stunned when I opened my eyes to see breasts bulging out of a bikini top on my body and smooth, bare legs stretching out of a bottom that suddenly seemed way too tiny for a girl of my … proportions.


  

    “Missy! Earth to Missy!” someone close by yelled. “Hey, girl, wake up! Spray your side.”


  


  

    I looked up to see Mandy on the other side of a red car, looking at me with a concerned expression on her face.


  


  

    Oh gawd! What a time to have a panic attack, I thought.


  


  

    And why now? I already had survived being a girl for a day.


  


  

    But I had not been the sex object that I clearly was now. Pretending to be a 13-year-old girl shopping for dresses with her aunt and cousin wasn’t nearly so threatening to my real identity as a man. Now I was someone who other men lusted after.


  


  

    Other men? Well, not at the moment. They were men and I wasn’t. Of that there could be no doubt, no matter what my mind was telling me.


  


  

    Right now, I was a busty cheerleader who soon would have soapy water running down her cleavage, tickling across her bare belly, and soaking into the soft, snug material that stretched across her crotch.


  


  

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


  


  

    If I could feel it there, I suddenly realized, then that girly part was mine! And so were the bare belly, the bountiful breasts, and the plump cheeks that I could feel squeezing out of my bikini bottom. I was Melissa, not Justin!


  


  

    Catching my reflection in the window of the car that I was supposed to be washing, I confirmed that. OMG! Stunned, I felt my mouth drop open and heard a girlish gasp.


  


  

    Suddenly, a blast of water hit my face. “Missy, hurry up over there,” Mandy said.


  


  

    Forgetting the mental torture that I was subjecting myself to and acting totally on instinct, I squirted her back. “Hey,” I shouted. “Cut that out.”


  


  

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


  


  

     As we waited for the next car, water ran off my hair and down my bare back. And again, I felt naked, exposed, and incredibly self-conscious about my appearance. It didn’t help that a slight, cool breeze prompted my nipples to harden and press against the wet fabric of my bikini top. I fought the urge to cover them with my hands.


  


  

    Looking down, I saw that leaving the removable cups in my top hadn’t helped either.


  


  

    Gawd, that was so arousing to my male mindset and I so desperately wanted to feel an erection …


  


  

    Until the next car pulled up and the driver rolled down his window.


  


  

    “Hi, Missy,” a boy with coal-black hair and big brown eyes said. “You’re looking mighty fine today.”


  


  

    And just like that, my sexual orientation did a complete turnabout. I should have panicked about that, I guess. But I didn’t. Instead, I swallowed hard and fought to maintain control as I felt a little jolt of pleasure erupt in my rock-hard nipples. It streaked down into my tummy, which felt all warm and fuzzy. At the same time, my knees buckled and that girly part between my legs that seemed so lifeless before suddenly was on fire.


  


  

    “Uh, hi …” I began.


  


  

    “Sean,” he said. “I’ve seen you around school. I’m on the football team.”


  


  

    “Uh, hi …” I said for a second time. Then finally I managed to add, “Sean.”


  


  

    “Are you okay?” he asked.


  


  

    God help me, I did what every teenage girl would do in the face of such masculine awesomeness. I giggled.


  


  

    “Ah, you know how it is,” I replied. “Some days you just don’t quite feel like yourself.”


  


  

    Then our eyes met, and, embarrassed, I quickly looked down.


  


  

    “But I am feeling a little better now,” I said softly.


  


  

    “Hey, Missy, move your butt, girl,” Mandy yelled. “We’ve got other cars waiting!”


  


  

    Our “moment” gone, I laughed and said, “God, she can be such a bitch!”


  


  

    Sean started to roll up his window and then stopped.


  


  

    “Hey, when you finish here, would you maybe like to go somewhere and get something to eat?”


  


  

    “I’d need a ride home,” I replied.


  


  

    “No problem, Missy,” he smiled, as he closed the window. “See you later.”


  


  

    I did my best to give his car full “coverage,” especially the windshield. I also washed it really good too. Tee-hee.


  


  

    *     *     *     *     *


  


  

     “I noticed that Kylie and Hannah didn’t bring you home,” Jessica’s voice said from the darkness.


  


  

    What!?! The girl was in my room waiting for me?


  


  

    “Who are you? My mother?” I asked, as I turned on the light.


  


  

    We both squinted from the brightness. Then she giggled and said, “I couldn’t tell who was driving. But I’ll bet it was a boy.”


  


  

    “Again, I say: Who are you? My mother?” I replied. “It’s none of your business, squirt.”


  


  

    Then I smiled. “Yes, it was a boy,” I said.


  


  

    “I knew it!” she squealed. Oh, tell me about it. Pleeeeze!”


  


  

    “His name his Sean and he’s on the football team,” I said, as I set my purse on the chest of drawers and tossed my swimsuit on the floor.


  


  

     I sat down on the bed and tucked my bare legs under me, a position that I never could have managed as a man but found increasingly comfortable as a girl.


  


  

    “And …” Jessica prodded, as she grabbed a brush from the dresser and joined me on the bed.


  


  

    “And I met him at the car wash and then we went out to eat afterward. End of story,” I said.


  


  

    “Well, are you gonna see him again?” she replied. “Are you?”


  


  

    I laughed and said, “Jessica, I don’t even know who I’m going to be tomorrow.”


  


  

    “So, okay, did you at least kiss him? How was it? Did you use tongues?”


  


  

    “Girl, that is so inappropriate!” I replied and gave her a little push.


  


  

    She pushed back and giggled.


  


  

    “Ooooh, that means you did kiss him,” she said. “So, how was it? Is it different for girls? I mean … since you were a man, you know, and now you’re a girl and … “


  


  

    “I know what you mean,” I said, as I reached up behind me and unsnapped my bra.


  


  

    “Ahhh, that feels so good,” I said, wiggling the straps off my shoulders and pulling the torture device off under my shirt.


  


  

    “Wow, you sure learned that in a hurry,” Jessica said, as she picked up the bra. “And, wow, that’s big.”


  


  

    Tossing it on the bed, she said, “So about that kiss. How was it?”


  


  

    “It was good,” I said. “Really good. And, no, there were no tongues. Sean was a perfect gentleman.”


  


  

    Jessica seemed disappointed about that.


  


  

    “Hey, I’ve been an 18-year-old girl for less than a day,” I said. “And I wasn’t about to go any farther. No way, no how was I going to use one of those condoms you put in my purse. I’m not that kind of girl.”


  


  

    We both laughed at that.


  


  

    After a long pause, I added, “But the idea of going a little farther was tempting.


  


  

    “I mean, I thought about it,” I added. “That could have been an once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for me to experience sex as a girl. It would have been like, you know, doing it for science.”


  


  

    Jessica laughed. “Yeah, right,” she said.


  


  

    “Did he do anything else? Did he touch your boobies?”


  


  

    I felt my face grow red and she saw it. She laughed again.


  


  

    “Well, how was it?” she asked.


  


  

    “Honestly, I think that guys are turned on more by touching boobies than the girls are who have them,” I said.


  


  

    “Well, if there’s anyone who would know, it’s you,” Jessica giggled.


  


  

    I giggled too, and said, “I mean, I liked it and all. But, yeah, guys do get more out of it than girls.


  


  

    “But I also learned that boobs are the key to power in the world,” I said, as Jessica pulled my hair out of the pony and began to brush it. It felt wonderful!


  


  

    “I’ll bet I made $500 in tips today, and not one dollar was given to me by a woman,” I continued. “And when I finally realized that my knockers were the reason, I put on even more of a show and guys gave me even more money.”


  


  

    “You are such a slut!” Jessica snickered.


  


  

    “Yeah, but it’s a good thing for you to remember,” I said. “Girls might be weaker physically, but they have the power. I saw that with Sean too. He knew that if he wanted to see me again he had to behave.


  


  

    “So, you are going to see him again,” Jessica giggled.


  


  

    “I was just making a point,” I said. “And I’m not saying that you shouldn’t be careful around guys. I’m just saying that in the right circumstances, girls have the power.”


  


  

    We looked at each other for an instant, giggled, and then simultaneously raised our right arms and shouted, “Girl power!”


  


  

    When we regained control, Jessica asked me a serious question.


  


  

    “So which did you like better? Being 18 or 13?”


  


  

    I smiled and replied, “Being 13 is safer. And it’s definitely not good to go from 13 to 18 overnight. I don’t recommend it.”


  


  

    “That’s no answer,” Jessica said.


  


  

    “Yeah, well, it’s all I got,” I said. “Now, I’m tired and it’s way past bedtime for a 13-year-old girl.”


  


  

    She giggled and replied, “I’d really like to hit you with a pillow for saying that. But I’m tired too.


  


  

    As we both stood up, Jessica wrapped her arms around me and gave me a fierce hug. I squeezed back.


  


  

    “Well, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow. It’s just that …” she said.


  


  

    “You don’t know who you’ll see?” I finished. “Even when I’m Justin again, we’ll still have that connection. Remember that,” I said. “Okay?”


  


  

    “Okay,” Jessica said. “I love you, Melissa.”


  


  

    “I love you too,” I replied.


  


  

    I probably wouldn’t have realized it if Jessica hadn’t been waiting for me when I came home, but I had much to think about before that second– and final– wish modification. It was too bad that I fell asleep, exhausted, within minutes of turning off the light. Putting on a boob show for tips all day can do that to a girl.


  


  

    Suddenly, then, I was awakened from a deep slumber by Adora, just as I had been the night before. And, again, I struggled for clarity, as she announced her presence.


  


  

    “Well, my dear, you may make one final modification to your wish from 26 years ago,” she said. “What will it be?”


  


  

    Oh God! I  had to get this right. It should be so simple. Then why was it so hard? Maybe because I was half-asleep? Maybe because I didn’t know what I really wanted.


  


  

    Finally, though, I found the courage to say it.


  


  

    “I don’t want to be Diane’s niece or Jessica’s cousin,” I said. “I want my old body back.”


  


  

    Adora looked at me curiously for a moment. And then, as if suddenly solving a puzzle, she said, “Okay, I can do that.”


  


  

    She waved her wand, said, “Granted.”


  


  

    Instantly I was asleep again.  


  


  

    *     *     *     *     *


  


  “You asleep?” Jessica asked.


  “You know I’m not,” I replied.


  “You screwed up again, didn’t you?” she said, as I heard her turn on the bed and face me in the darkened room.


  I kept my back to her as I said sarcastically, “You’re really insightful.”


  “Tell me about it,” she said as she gently touched my bare arm.


  “Well, I didn’t tell Adora that I wanted to stay an 18-year-old girl,” I said. “I told her that I wanted my old body back.”


  Jessica giggled.


  “And that’s exactly what you got,” she said. “That’s your old body, Melissa. Remember? You had it before you were 18 for a day.”


  I turned and faced her, my green eyes looking into her blue ones.


  “You have morning breath,” she said, before I could speak.


  “Yeah, well you have bad hair,” I responded.


  “And you have a zit,” she snapped back with a grin. “Right there on the tip of that cute little nose.”


  “Do not!” I said, as I frantically searched for the bump.


  “No, you don’t,” she grinned.


  “You make me so mad sometimes,” I said.


  “Yeah, well get over it,” she replied.


  After we lay there silently for a few seconds, she added, “You should have said that you wanted to be a man again. Why didn’t you?”


  I blushed and said, “I don’t know. I didn’t think about it. Maybe, I just took it for granted, ya know? I mean, I told her Friday night at the front door that I didn’t want to be a girl.”


  “She’s probably like  500 years old,” Jessica said. “Maybe she forgot. I mean, she screwed it up Saturday night too. What else did you say?”


   I reached over and pushed hair out of Jessica’s eyes as I explained that I also told Adora that I didn’t want to be my girlfriend’s niece and her daughter’s cousin.


  “Well, you’re not anymore,” she giggled again.


  “Right,” I said. “We’re now …”


  “Sisters,” we said simultaneously.


  “Fraternal twins,” she added. “Our birthdays are both on Oct. 31, remember, and we both became teenagers Friday night.


  “And no more changes to my wish are allowed,” I said. “This is it.”


  “Yeah, this is it,” Jessica agreed. “And I think it was supposed to be this way.”


  “Wha … !!!”


  My sister put her hand over my mouth to stop my protest. I pulled it away.


  “Okay, okay,” I said. “What in the world are you talking about? I liked being a man. I liked making love to your mother. I liked playing sports and drinking beer with the guys.”


  “But you and I, we’ve always had this connection. You saw it. Mom saw it,” Jessica said. “And for me, it’s never been a girl having a crush on her mother’s boyfriend type thing. It isn’t about sex. It is about … Well, I don’t know how to describe what it’s about.”


  Then she lay there, her bare knees pressed against mine, waiting for me to reply.


  “It’s like the connection was supposed to be more than it was?” I asked finally.


  Jessica nodded.


  “So maybe there was something happening that guided us to being sisters now,” she said. “Twice, you could have told Adora directly that you wanted to be a man, not that you just wanted to be older or that you wanted to be back in your old body, and you didn’t.


  “No, I didn’t,” I agreed. “And I can’t explain why I wasn’t more specific about that.”


  “So maybe that wish when you were 8 years old wasn’t just about being older,” she continued.


  Before I could respond, she added, “There’s something else too. When I was 5, I wished on a Halloween full moon that I could have a sister. Later Mom found out she couldn’t have any more kids and Dad left us.”


  “Then, a few years later, I came along,” I added, “and we both felt …”


  “A connection,” we said together.


  I sighed and continued, “Yeah, that all rings true, I guess, although it’s still difficult to acknowledge that I should be your sister instead of your mother’s boyfriend. I mean I was a man and now I’m …”


  “A girl,” Jessica finished for me, feigning anger. “Well, little Missy, just what’s wrong with being a girl?”


  Despite myself, I giggled, and replied, “Well, nothing I guess … if there’s no other option.”


  “Why, you little brat!” she said, as she grabbed a loose pillow and hit me with it.


  I screamed, grabbed the pillow she had been lying on and struck her back. Then we both rose up on our knees and pounded each other, squealing and laughing until … Mom opened our bedroom door.


  “Okay, Jessica and Melissa, that’s enough,” she said. “It’s time to get ready for school.”


  “Call me Missy, Mom,” I said. “I like that better.”


  “Whatever,” she said, shaking her head with a tolerant smile.


   “You two are something else. Now that you’re teenagers, I can’t believe that you don’t want separate bedrooms. What’s up with that?”


  “We have a connection,” we replied.


  #     #     #    #     #
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