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Frank and Joe Hardy heard the crunching and popping long before they saw the mountain bike come barreling over a hill and racing right toward them. “Get out of the way!” The rider screamed, which was the moment they realized the bike was being ridden by a girl. They each dove to opposite sides of the wooded trail, and the bike whizzed past, only to be followed by a loud crash.

Looking, the boys saw the biker had wiped out, crashing her bike into a large bush. She was now sprawled out on the dirt path, while her bike was upside down, the front wheel spinning, the reflector catching the sunlight as it spun, flashing red like a warning light.

“Hey!” Joe called. “You okay?”

The Hardy boys did not wait for an answer, but sprang into action, racing down the trail to where the girl lay. Once they got close, they noticed she had a very pretty face and looked about their same age. “I don’t think she’s breathing,” Frank said.

“Good thing we both know CPR.”  In fact, the boys had trained in all manner of first aid skills, so they would always be ready to help anyone in need. “Positions,” Joe said.

Frank leaned down and covered the girl’s mouth with his own, while Joe put his hands on her chest and got ready to start resuscitating. Neither could see the girl’s eyes flutter open and then grow wide with shock. She turned her head and screamed, “get off me!”  She pushed Joe’s hand off her chest. “Pervert!”

“We were saving your life,” Joe said. “Rude.”

The girl sat up and skittered away, pushing herself back away from the boys. She wiped her mouth with the back of her arm. “Just when I don’t think my life can get any worse.” For a moment, it looked like she might cry, but she seemed to focus, willing the tears away.

“Whoa,” Frank said. “I think someone needs a hug.” He opened up his arms. The girl screamed and kicked him in the chest, sending him tumbling backwards.

“Hey, we don’t mean any harm. You’re obviously a damsel in distress, and we just want to help.” The girl’s shirt had come open during the crash and her bra was showing. Despite his best intentions, his eyes dropped to the girl’s chest. He knew it was rude, but ever since puberty he’d struggled to control himself.

[image: A person and person in a forest  Description automatically generated]The girl saw where his eyes lingered. “Jerk,” she said, pulling her shirt closed. She got up and picked up her bike.

“I was just looking for, er, any injuries,” Joe lied, annoyed at her reaction. “I would never stare at a girl’s bongos.”

“Bongos? Are you serious?” The girl said with a sneer as she checked her bike tires, the chain, making sure her bike was rode worthy.

“You may have a concussion,” Frank said. “You probably shouldn’t ride your bike right now. Also, your tires look a little underinflated…”

“Stop mansplaining me!” The girl shouted. She climbed onto her bike.

“Hey, by the way, before you go, could you tell us the way to Maison Enchantee?” Joe pulled the foldable map from his back pocket. “It’s a mansion that dates back to pre-Colonial times and–”

“I know what it is,” the girl said, a stormy glower on her face. She crossed her arms, at first over her breasts, but then after a grimace she folded them under her breasts. She got a wicked little smile on her face. “You should go there. It’s up the hill down this path.”

“We’re looking for the lost treasure of Captain Sweet, the notorious pirate who once--”

“I know about Captain Sweet. Everyone around here knows. Just because I’m a girl that doesn’t mean I’m stupid.”

“It’s not that girls are stupid,” Joe said. “It’s that you’re hormonal.”

“Goodbye,” the girl said, climbing on her bike, but after a couple of peddles she slammed on the brakes, sending a rooster tail of dirt in the air. “You know, I probably shouldn’t say anything because you’re both idiots, but do not go anywhere near the Maison Enchantee. It’s haunted.”

Joe and Frank, however, had already turned their attention to their map and were only pretending to listen. “That’s nice,” Joe said. “You’re cute,” Frank added, “but you should grow your hair out.”

“DO NOT GO THERE, YOU IDIOTS!” The girl screamed, then started peddling once more, vanishing into the murky woods. “STAY AWAY FROM THE CURSED MANSION!!!!!” She called out from the shadows, her voice receding into the distance.

Once more the forested hills grew silent save for the rat tat tatting of a woodpecker somewhere off in the distance.

“She was nice,” Joe said as they returned to their hiking, “but nuts. Can you believe she got all enraged because I looked at her bra? I mean, I’m a guy, right? I can’t help myself.”

“It’s the hormones,” Frank said. “They’re all nuts.”

The Hardy boys continued climbing the hill until they came to the top, pausing to catch their breaths while also confronting a fork in the path. Joe pulled out his map once more, and as he did so a piece of paper fell from his pocket. As Joe examined his map, Frank picked up the crumpled piece of paper and unfolded it. On the paper was the face of a boy and the words MISSING. Sam Jankis. Last seen in the vicinity of the Cursed Mansion.

“Hey,” Frank said. “Remember this poster we found at the diner in town?”

“Yeah,” Joe said, glancing at it. “So?”

“The girl just called the Maison the Cursed Mansion. I’m think they are one and the same, so maybe we can find this kid at the same time we look for the treasure. You know, he looks kinda familiar.”

Joe looked at the picture again. “He looks a lot like that crazy girl we just met. She’s probably his sister, up here looking for him…

“... which is why she warned us to stay away from the mansion.”  Frank finished.

They each pointed to their temples. “That’s why we’re detectives.” Joe then pointed left. “This is the way to the mansion.”

“And so, bro, once more you snatch defeat from the jaws of victory. It’s this way.” He pointed to the right.

“You’re wrong.”

“I’m always right.”

“I’m older.”

“I’m taller.”

“I’m smarter.”

“You’re book smart. I have street smarts.”

“Rock, Paper, Scissors.” Joe said. Frank nodded, then chuckled as he put paper to Joe’s stone. “Follow me, junior,” Frank said as he began to march along the right-hand trail. “We’ll have the treasure by sunset.”

The two boys hiked down the other side of the steep hill, and soon found themselves walking beneath the boughs of a dark, ancient wood. The canopy was so thick, it looked more like twilight daytime, with only the occasional ray of sunlight piercing the gloom, touching down on the mossy floor, a pillar of light. They were now in the late afternoon, and the forest remained eerily quiet but for the continued tapping of the woodpecker which, somehow, always seemed to be somewhere ahead of them and never seemed to get closer. The air smelled of leafy decay, and all along the path the trunks of long dead trees, dappled in mushrooms, lay here and there like pick up sticks.

Suddenly total silence. The woodpecker had stopped pecking. The boys, having grown so used to the constant pecking of the pecker, froze, listening, peering into the murky forest, wondering if something was coming, if they faced some danger, some threat, the dire warning issued by the girl coming back to them. As they waited, an owl began to hoot, but the hoot sounded like a sibilant, human voice, and what it said was, “Nooo… nooooo… nooooo…”

Then a frog croaked, but it sounded like the frog said, “Go…”

Then, they heard what sounded like a goat bleat, “baaaaccckkkk.”

Joe looked at Frank, who looked back at Joe. In truth, the strange sound of animals seeming to talk, to warn them to turn back, had unnerved them, scared them even, but one thing these boys would never admit to was being scared. In fact, Joe was so scared, he felt the need to deny that he was scared. “I’m not scared,” he said. “You’re scared.”

“Hardly,” Frank said.  “You’re trembling like a little girl.”

“You’re the girl.”

“That’s your comeback? Seriously? Come on.” Frank marched forward, shoulders back, head high, determined to show just how not scared he was.

Joe, determined to show he was even more not scared than his brother, rushed to get ahead of Frank on the trail, his shoulders likewise back. Frank pushed his way ahead. Joe then shoved his way past to once again take the lead. So busy were they fighting that neither one saw the fat, black, hairy spider until they had almost walked right into the web it had spun across the path.

Joe screamed. Frank screamed. The spider’s eight eyes gleamed in the light of an errant sunray, but it did not move. It only stared. Joe and Frank quickly regained their composure, each deciding it was best not to ever mention the high-pitched screams that had escaped from their mouths but to simply walk around the web, which is what they proceeded to do. Frank froze as he noticed something strange. “Holy Charlotte’s Web,” he said, pointing. Joe looked, and they each now saw words that had been spelled out within the silvery silk: “Sev Yer Slf”

“Another warning,” Joe said.

“Scared?”

“No,” and then, to change the subject, he snickered and said, “what a stupid spider. It can’t even spell any words.”

At that insult, the spider hissed then skittered across its web, racing toward Joe on all its eight long legs, it’s fangs spreading, dripping some sort of green venom as it leapt in the air. “Book it!” Joe yelled, and Frank did not argue. The two boys tore out of there, racing down the path until they got very far from that spider, indeed.

The sun had begun to set when the Hardy boys finally came to a small creek which functioned as the border to a clearing within which rose the gothic walls of what could only be the Cursed Mansion. To the amazement of the boys, lights flickered behind the mansion windows. To one side of the mansion stood a graveyard with crooked tombstones and mausoleums covered in thick, leafy vines.

“Does someone live here?” Frank asked. “It’s supposed to be abandoned.”

“It does look like someone’s here, though. Maybe a family of cannibals.”

“Or some sort of cult that’s into human sacrifice.”

They smirked, each one amused by the other’s scare tactics. Then, Joe said, “let’s go.”  He took a leap across the little creek. Frank followed. The boys shivered. The air felt colder on this side of the creek, and it grew steadily colder the closer they got to the mansion. Once they reached the mansion, they climbed the stairs to the front porch. “I guess we better knock since it looks like someone…” before Joe could finish, the door swung open with a rusty creak.

The boys looked inside the door, seeing a moldering stair, a parlor with peeling wallpaper on the walls, warped wooden floorboards with just the merest traces of varnish, all lit by the flickering golden light of lamps and candles. “Hello?” Joe called.

“Anyone home?” Frank added, then they both yelped as a little girl in an old-fashioned dress, with curly hair escaping from her bonnet, leapt from the side of the door frame, pointed her index fingers at them and screamed, “Tag. You’re girls!” Then she turned and ran away, vanishing into the mansion in a cloud of giggles.

“That was odd…” Joe said as he felt his chest begin to tingle. He put a hand to his chest. It was the same hard, bony chest as always, but his skin felt so sensitive.

“What did she mean?” Frank said. His hips and pelvis had started to tingle.

Frank stepped into the house. “You sure we should just walk in?” Joe said.

“Scaredy cat. I think she meant to say that you are a girl,” Frank answered. “Here. You take the flashlight and the compass.” Trained by the Youth Scouts, the boys always used a compass when exploring a new place to keep from getting lost.

“Okay. Whatever…” As he followed his brother, Joe blinked in surprise. It almost looked like Frank’s hips grew wider and took on a rounded shape, just like a girl’s. “I must be imagining things,” he decided. His chest, meanwhile, had begun to ache and he might have touched it to check, but his hands were full with the flashlight and compass. Whatever, he decided. It’s nothing. “What’s the plan?” He asked as they made their way into the house, the floor creaking with each and every step.

“Find that kid’s parents,” Frank said “Maybe they’ll know something about the treasure.”

“And Sam, the missing boy.”

They made their way deeper into the mansion, and Joe blinked, rubbed his eyes. It really looked like his brother’s waist was getting more slender, his hips wider, and his butt was swelling, while his shoulders seemed to be getting more narrow. To Joe, it really looked to Joe like he was walking behind not his brother, but a college girl. Even Frank’s walk seemed to have changed, his round hips swaying side to side. A trick of the light, Joe decided, because what he thought he saw was impossible.  Meanwhile, he was vaguely aware of a wrongness about his own body. It felt like his chest was jiggling with each step he took, bouncing even, but that was impossible. He might have touched his chest to see what was going on, but he was holding the flashlight and the compass, and he didn’t think to look down because he was laser focused on looking around for clues. The Hardy Boys knew very well the secret to solving mysteries was finding clues.

They came to a dusty little furnished room, the corners smothered in cobwebs, and each froze as they saw two figures across from them, but then they realized it was a mirror. “Just a mirror,” Frank said, putting a hand to his throat. His voice sounded high-pitched, buzzy.

“You sound like a girl,” Joe said, laughing, and as he laughed his chest bounced.

“Shut up,” Frank said, sounding for the world like a petulant teen-age girl, but then he glanced at Joe and his mouth fell open. “Boobs,” he said, pointing. You have boobies.” Now, he laughed, forgetting about his embarrassing voice, so amused was he by the sight of his brother. His laughter sounded like a drunk pixie.

“I don’t,” Joe said, but then he looked down and saw the swelling of his newly blossomed chest. “What the hell?” He dropped the flashlight and the compass.

“Hahaha,” Frank giggled. “Nancy Drew!”

“At least I don’t have a butt like a stripper.”

“What?” Frank looked down, confused to see the dramatic flare of his hips. “What the heck?”

The boys rushed to the mirror and stared, Joe turning to the side, shocked and confused to see his now full, round breasts straining against his polo shirt. Frank stared in horror as his figure. He didn’t have boobs, but his had what looked much more like a girl’s shape and besides that, as he [image: A group of people walking in a room  Description automatically generated]reached back to feel his plump rear, he began to suspect why he sounded like a girl now as he realized something was missing.

“More girls!” They heard as the little girl jumped out from where she’d been hiding. Then, she turned and ran away.

“Get her!” Frank shouted. The boys ran after her. This was the first they’d run anywhere with their changed bodies, and they each felt awkward and ill at ease, Joe’s chest bouncing up and down, Frank’s hips swiveling. Meanwhile, they each felt their scalps tingling, and as they ran into the kitchen, bangs tumbled across their eyes as hair flowed down over their shoulders. “In the name of Farah, this can’t be happening!” Frank shouted, brushing the bangs away.

“Aggghh,” Joe gagged as strands of his hair got into his mouth and he, too, had to struggle to get the hair out of his face.

[image: A couple of women posing for a picture  Description automatically generated]Their now long hair bouncing and flowing around their faces as they ran, each boy felt his clothes begin to change. Frank felt his once loose-fitting Dockers pants shrinking around his hips, a soft, stretchy material now hugging his soft hips and bouncing booty, the crotch rising and seeming to cup an unwelcome empty space between his legs, while the bottom of the pants legs flared out.

Joe’s Polo shirt, meanwhile, grew tighter, the sleeves growing smaller as it morphed into a scoop necked t-shirt with the word LOVE spelled out in block letters. It was also of a softer, stretchier material than he was used to, and he felt some small sense of relief as his breasts were quite sensitive now and, though he didn’t realize it, with the shirt having been designed for a woman’s body, it actually offered at least a little support to his now dynamic and ever swaying, jiggling, bouncing chest.

Following the giggles and clicking shoes of the evil little girl, the boys came to the kitchen, which, inexplicably, had one wall that was covered with a mirror, like you might find at a gym.  They each froze as they saw their reflections in the polished silver, long hair framing their faces, bangs sweeping across their foreheads. The hair was not only long but in a style popular among the girls they went to college with. It softened and feminized their features, making them look more like girls than boys, though their faces had not changed at all. Joe, in addition, had to deal with the fact he was now blonde.

They each felt a new dread, something terrifying they’d never even considered. They were being stripped of manhood and exiled to the world of them—girls, women, chicks, babes. They couldn’t have put it into words as such, but they felt it more deeply and truly than they’d ever felt anything.

Frank snapped to first, and he knew just what they needed to do. “Listen,” he said in his soft little voice. “We need to get out of here before…” Just then he felt a hard slap against his rear, his booty cheeks jiggling as he screeched in his high-pitched voice. “Owwww!” Turning, he saw the same little girl from earlier, a huge smile spread on her face.

“More girl!” She shouted. Frank tried to grab her, but she darted out of his reach, throwing some glitter in Joe’s face as she ran away, once more amidst a cloud of giggles. Joe started to follow, but Frank grabbed his arm. “No. We have to run before she changes us completely.”

Joe nodded, brushing his bangs back. “You’re right. Let’s go.” Meanwhile, each boy felt a different part of his body begin to tingle. What next? Joe wondered. What next?

Bonus
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[image: A person in a white dress]When last we left the Hardy Boys, they’d decided to flee the Cursed Mansion before their bodies could be further feminized. Let’s join them now as they continue their misbegotten adventure.

“We have to run before she changes us completely,” Frank said.

Joe nodded, brushing his bangs back. “You’re right. Let’s go.” Meanwhile, each boy felt a different part of his body begin to tingle. What next? Joe wondered. What next?

“Which way?” Frank said, realizing he’d lost his bearings and wasn’t sure which direction would lead to the front of the house. There were four hallways leading off from the room they were in.

“I don’t know. I dropped the compass,” Joe said, holding his palms out and shaking his head.

“You dropped the compass?” Frank said. “Where?”

“I don’t remember.”

“You really are a blonde,” Frank said, deciding he would just have to pick a direction and hope for the best. His feet and ankles were not tingling intensely. “Come on. Hurry.” He started to run down the hall, feeling all awkward and hip crazy, still not used to his big caboose and wide, round hips. Joe, meanwhile, draped an arm across his bouncing breasts, trying to keep them in place as he ran along behind his brother.

The running stopped as they found began to wobble and stumbled against the walls, their ankles rising in the air as they found themselves pitched forward on their toes even as the hall filled with the sound of clicking. “What the heck?” Frank squeaked, leaning against the wall with one hand, trying to steady himself. Looking down, he first saw the pumps on Joe’s feet, and then his own.

Joe was also absorbing the fact that they were both now wearing high heels. “This is stupid,” he said, kicking his leg back, reaching down with his hand to try and slip his heels off. His cute new shoes had a strap across the ankle, though, and he found he couldn’t seem to get the buckle to loosen.

Frank was struggling as well, which is when they each heard the little girl’s wicked giggling once again. “We better keep moving.”

The two boys began to walk. Joe continued to keep his boobs from bouncing while Frank held his arms out to the sides, trying to maintain his balance. “Heel to toe…” they heard the little girl call from what sounded like somewhere upstairs. “Heel to toe…”
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“Shut up!” Frank screamed, sounding even more like a little girl than the little girl.

“I think she’s right,” Joe said, walking heel to toe, finding it easier, though he was still hobbled. “Yes. It works. I remember now.”

Looking at Joe, Frank instantly thought his brother was walking just like a girl. “You look stupid. I’m not walking like a girl.”

Joe clicked past his brother, his chin held up, which helped keep his bangs out of his eyes. “Suit yourself.” he said. “I forgot about that time we did the gender swapped version of Oklahoma at school. I spent weeks square dancing in heels.” He did a twirl then, effortlessly spinning on his stilettos. “I’m better than you, slowpoke.”

“Slow poke?” Frank said, sneering. “Anything you can do, I can do better.” He started to imitate Joe’s heel to toe walking and rushed to catch up with his brother. “It’s not so hard,” he snorted.

The boys minced along. They had to concentrate on their walking, which distracted them enough that neither one paid much attention to the fact their bodies were still tingling. However, they couldn’t help but notice when the house began to grow larger and larger around them, the ceiling rising and rising. They froze, looking up and up, confused.

“The house is getting bigger?” Joe said.

“Or are we getting smaller?” Frank wondered. In either case, they were each unnerved by this latest impossible event. “Are we stoned on some of those drugs I’ve heard about? The ones hippies use?” It seemed a logical explanation, more than the only alternative he could conceive of, which was magic.

“It could be…. Hunh?” Even as they paused, Joe suddenly felt cool air swirling around his bare legs. Looking down, he saw he was wearing a short skirt that came down to his mid-thigh. “Oh, come on!” He said, plucking at his skirt, feeling the same sense of emasculating humiliation he’d suffered from with the other changes.

“Haha,” Frank giggled, pointing at Joe. “You have great legs. Hahahah.” As Frank laughed, Joe’s shirt transformed into a tight tank top. Meanwhile, Frank’s shirt turned into a blouse. In fact, it was the exact same style of blouse their mother loved to wear.

“Nice blouse,” Joe said, glad to have something he could use against his annoying brother. “I always said you were a Momma’s boy,” Joe said.

“Shut up.”

“You shut up.”

The house seemed to lurch and grow again—or rather, since I am the narrator, allow me to relate that they, in fact, were growing smaller. “Let’s go,” Frank said, and the two boys once more began to click and sway their way down the hall, each still struggling to adjust to his new body and clothes. Joe’s skirt in particular was short and almost as bouncy as his chest. As he felt it constantly threatening to flip up and expose his underwear, he further shortened his steps, his clothes, which as a boy had been little more than an afterthought, now making him feel vulnerable and insecure in the most appalling manner.

[image: A group of women standing in a row  Description automatically generated]For Frank, it was more psychological. First, the fact he was now wearing what seemed like his mother’s clothes. Indeed, Joe had always accused him of being a Momma’s boy, and he had sometimes felt he was a little too close to his mother, whereas Joe had been closer to his father. Now, his insecurities redoubled. Had the house somehow sensed his affection for his mother? “Am I turning into my mother?” He wondered, shivering as he had to admit he now had the same hair color as her.

Secondly, Frank had developed a bit of a fetish for high-heel shoes as he’d come of age. There was something about a woman’s foot, raised at an angle, looking so delicious, and the way the heels induced greater helplessness in women, making them more dependent, less capable of even the basic act of walking, it all gave him chills. He’d frequently pestered his girlfriend to wear them even when it made no sense. He also appreciated the design on a level few men could comprehend from the little boys to the buckles, from the shape of the heels to the straps. High heels were, to Frank, the embodiment of everything fascinating and female.

Now, teetering along in own pair of heels, his mind reeled.

Finally, to their mutual relief, coming to the front door. “Thank the stars,” Frank said, pulling open the door, the two boys looking out with big, round, happy eyes as they gazed out on the lawn, the forest beyond and, they felt, salvation.

Just as they were about to step over the threshold, however, a massive bolt of lightning ripped across the lawn and struck the ground, starting a small fire. An epic thunderclap shook the house. Blinding rain hammered the earth, while the sky flashed and rumbled and jagged lighting crashed down all around the house.

“Holy galoshes,” Joe said as a powerful wind blew a blast or rain against each of the boys, soaking them. “We can’t go out in that.”

“No kidding,” Frank squealed, struggling to push the door closed. “Help me.”

Joe joined Frank, and the boys managed to push the door shut against the wind. The rain was cold, almost freezing, and the boys began to shiver. “I hate this,” Frank said, looking around. “What are we supposed to do now?”

“I don’t know,” a humiliated Joe said, his arms wrapped tightly around his puppies, which had reacted to the cold rain in a dramatic and most unmanly fashion. “I’m cold.”

Just as he said those words, he heard what sounded like someone striking flint on stone. The boys looked in the parlor, where they saw a fire begin to smolder in the ornate fireplace, then grow into a happy blaze. Neither of the boys spoke. They just moved to the warmth, each one finding a comfy chair close to the blaze, curling up beneath an Afghan as the shivering slowly receded.

As they grew warm, their eyes began to grow heavy. “One of us should probably take guard duty,” Joe said, yawning.

“That’s a good…” but Frank and Joe drifted off before anymore could be said. Yes, readers, our brave men fell into a very deep, very restful sleep, but a sleep filled with the most wonderous and disturbing dream. As they dreamt, the mysterious little girl walked into the room and covered her mouth as she whispered, “more girl.”


The Dream

Joe and Frank had always been good and sports and spent their youth playing just about all of them—basketball, football, soccer, martial arts. Their favorite sport of all, though, was America’s pastime: baseball. Joe and Frank excelled in all phases of the game—hitting, pitching, fielding, and they each had many blissful memories of warm, breezy summer days spent flashing the leather.

It's not entirely surprising, then, that as our Hardy Boys drifted off to sleep, they shared a dream in which they found themselves back on Old Mill Field from their younger days. Joe was on the mound, getting ready to deliver a pitch, while Frank stood at the plate, bat ready, staring down his brother in the latest edition of their lifelong rivalry. Joe went into his windup, raised his leg, pulled back and then sprung forward, hurling the ball with all his might… only to watch it land meekly only halfway to the plate. “What the hell?” Joe said, horrified as the crowd began to laugh.

“You throw like a girl!” Frank shouted.

The catcher ran out and grabbed the ball, then tossed it to Joe. Determined not to humiliate himself again, he took extra time to set his feet on the rubber. While he was doing that, Frank stepped out of the box and swung the bat, then stretched, bending his back, pushing his chest out.

“Frank has boobies!” Someone in the audience called out, and once more everyone laughed.

“What are you…” Frank started to protest, but then he looked down to see he did, indeed, have little cones swelling out the front of his shirt. Worse, he became aware he was wearing a bra under his shirt. “Eeee!” He said, hunching his shoulders, trying to hide his chest.

“Batter,” the umpire said, “get in the box or you’re out.” Frank did a double take. How come the umpire looked like Taylor Swift?

“Are you afraid to face me?” Joe called, tossing his hip to the side.

“As if.” Frank got into the batter’s box and raised his bat. Joe got ready to pitch. This time, he threw the ball underhanded, sending it toward the plate in a great, looping arc. The crowd laughed. “A boy throwing underhand? Hahahaha.”

Frank focused on the ball, but his lip and slit his eyes, which were lined with eyeliner. As the ball approached, he took a huge swing, hoping to hit a homerun, but he missed the ball completely, spinning in a complete circle and then falling on his butt. Once more, the crowd roared, and Hardy Boys blushed with shame. What the heck was happening? They were usually the best athletes on the field.

Coach Jenkins came out of the dugout. Bald headed with a perpetually grizzled, unshaven chin, all the boys looked up to him. He waved for Frank and Joe to meet him at the plate. “I promised I’d give you a try, but obviously you’re not good enough to play with the boys. Why don’t you girls run off and skip rope with the other little girls?”

“Little girls?” Joe said, his hand going right to his throat as he heard a chirpy, Tinker Bell voice come out.

“We’re boys,” Frank said, raising his slender, sculpted eyebrows as he heard a similar squeaky little cartoon voice come out of his mouth. “We have short hair.”

“Hahahaha,” Coach said as the crowd laughed along. “Yeah, right.” He grabbed each of the boys’ baseball hats and pulled them off, freeing their thick, wavy hair to tumble down over their shoulders and sway halfway down their backs.

Both boys squealed in shock. “We have long hair?”

“So, you say you’re boys,” Coach said. “Hahaha. “Yet, you’re both wearing bras. Boys don’t wear bras.”

“We’re wearing bras?” The boys said, both of them now shocked to realize he was not only wearing a bra, but needed one.

“Your ears are pierced.”

“Pierced?” Their dainty hands went to their ears and they each felt studs in their earlobes.

“You’re wearing girl’s shorts, and you shaved your legs.”

“Shorts are shorts. There’s no such thing as girl…” Joe started to protest. But then he looked down and saw he was wearing the tiny, little, short shorts with white trim like the girls wore to gym class and which drove him and all the other boys crazy.

“We’re wearing girl shorts!” The boys screamed as the crowd kept laughing and laughing.

“On top of all that,” Coach said, still laughing, “you’re wearing shirts that read ‘100% girl’ in PINK letters.”

Joe looked at Frank, who looked back, and they each confirmed they were wearing shirts exactly as coach described.

“Now, ladies, this is a boy’s baseball league, so best you head on out. You wouldn’t want to break a nail.”

“But we…”

“You’re not boys,” the crowd chanted. “You’re not boys. You’re not boys.”

[image: ]“We are boys…” the Hardy Girls cried out, humiliated and ashamed they were being sent away from boy world. They were rough and tumble boys. They loved to get dirty and muddy, to explore and have adventures. When they thought of a girl’s life, they thought of a girl sitting under a tree on a blanket reading a book all passive and sweet. This, of course, was a most outdated notion, but the boys were outdated. They thought all girls were afraid of mice and spiders and wanted nothing more than to bake cookies in their Easy Bake Ovens.

“We’ll never be girls!” They sang out in their soprano voices, terrified and outraged.

FLASH!

[image: ]Suddenly, there they were curled up beneath the protective arms of a huge, ancient oak. They wore dresses and bonnets, earrings sparkled in their little ears. There was a picnic basket, a tea service on their checkered picnic cloth. Each of the boys held a romance novel in his white gloved hands. “No. We’re boys,” they whispered in small, frightened voices. “We’re boys.”

****


“We’re boys!” Joe and Frank shouted as they suddenly snapped awake, finding themselves once more in the parlor of the cursed mansion. “I just had the strangest dream,” Joe said, running a hand through his hair. They got out of their seats, tottering once more on their high heels, which they’d forgotten they were wearing. Frank immediately became aware he was now wearing a long, flowing skirt much like the ones his mother favored. 

Frank was staring, even as he smacked his lips, which seemed sticky for some reason. “You’re wearing makeup,” he said, waving his hand at Joe. “Like, all over your face.”

“Your nails,” Joe whispered, looking at his own hands to see he now had long, polished nails. Like a girl. Each of the boys now had long, pink glossy nails, and he was wearing lipstick, blush, eyeshadow and mascara. The nails, though, were the focus of their shock and shame. Girls had an insane obsession with long, painted nails. It was one of the things that made them so impossible for a boy to understand. Now, each of the boys agonized as he stared at his own markers of a blossoming female identity.

“Maybe we need to solve the mysteries here after all,” Frank said, turning his hands side to side so the light flashed across his nails.

“Like, who is that mean little girl? And, what about the treasure?” Like Frank, he was gazing on his long nails, marveling at how they made his fingers seem more slender and feminine.

As the boys stared in horror at their manicured fingers, they heard a voice called to them from somewhere upstairs. “Help! Help! Is anyone down there? Help!”
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Part 3

Let us recall that in the previous chapter, after suddenly finding themselves with long fingernails and wearing makeup, the Hardy Boys had refocused their attention on the mysteries of the Cursed Mansion—who was the naughty little girl who seemed intent on turning them into girls? And, what of the pirate treasure that had brought them here in the first place? Also, how was one supposed to pick up small things with long fingernails?

As you may recall, they heard a scream from upstairs: “Help! Someone help!”

The Boys had trained their whole lives to rescue anyone in danger, and especially women and girls. They instantly reacted to the cry for help, tossing their long hair and bolting for the stairs. 
Alas, they’d forgotten the now wore high heeled shoes and neither one had the faintest idea how to run in heels. They barely even managed to walk. They stumbled, tottered, put their arms out to the sides and regained their balance. Then, faces masks of concern, they moved like ladies, heel to toe, small steps as they clicked along toward the stairs.

“These shoes are not made for emergencies!” Frank observed, his brow knit with consternation. 


“I can now say with absolute conviction it makes no sense at all for Wonder Woman to wear high heels. None.” 

“Wonder Woman is super strong, though,” Joe said. “Maybe with her super strong ankles wearing heels isn’t hard for her.” Joe’s first crush, before he even knew what a crush was, had been on none other than the Amazon Princess. He’d become fascinated at the sight of her in her swimsuit and, indeed, had though her calves looked quite interesting in those high-heeled boots.

“You always have to contradict me,” Frank said.  “High heels make no sense. End of story.”

“I’m just playing devil’s advocate,” Joe said, raking his long nails through his hair and tossing it back over his shoulder. “What else doesn’t make sense is long hair. Why do girls do this to themselves?”

“And long fingernails.”

“And skirts!”

“It’s like they want to be helpless,” Frank said, plucking at his long skirt. He’d made the mistake of looking down, so his long hair now plopped into his face, forcing him to brush it back with an annoyed but feminine flick of his wrist. He was slowly beginning to realize it was best to keep his shoulders back and his chin up at all times. He was trailing behind Joe, and with the conversation being what it was, he found himself having to admit that Joe had really great legs now—or, great legs had he been a girl. For a boy, they were just embarrassing.

[image: A couple of women walking up a staircase  Description automatically generated]The boys had now reached the stairs. Propped up on their heels, neither had a good sense of how long their legs were, how deep to take each step, so once more what had been a routine task demanded intense concentration as they carefully made their way up the stairs battling both their heels and their hair since each time one of the boys looked down to try and make sure he was stepping on the next step, his bangs would fall into his eyes. Each of them kept one hand on the banister, trying to keep his balance.

The house had settled over the years, and the steps were crooked, uneven, making the climb even harder. The wallpaper along the wall, an old-fashioned green with a raised pattern, was torn in places, revealing moldy wooden boards. A few paintings of glowering old men and women hung along the way, though the boys scarcely noticed any of the details as they climbed.

“Are you coming or what?” The voice shouted from upstairs. “I’m not getting any younger.”

“We’re coming as fast as we can!” Frank screamed in his little girl voice. “Stop screaming!”

“Okay. Okay,” the voice shouted back. “Don’t get your panties in a wad.”

“Panties? I’m not—shut up!” Frank had been about to say he wasn’t wearing panties, but then he’d focused for a moment on how his underwear felt, and he was pretty sure he was wearing panties which, for reasons he didn’t have time to ponder, might have been the most embarrassing thing of all.

“I’m giving a bad review on Yelp!”

“We’re on our way! Just try to stay calm. Everything will be fine,” Joe said, terrified. He prided himself on his sterling reputation as a clean cut All-American boy who always rescued everyone and was polite while doing it.  His image meant everything, though as he thought about the All-American boy part, he couldn’t help but feel extra aware of the jiggling of his big, bouncy breasts, not the fact he now wore a skirt. “We have to make sure no one takes any pictures of us like this,” he said to Frank.

“No duh,” Frank said, then added, “and no recordings of us either. I can’t believe I sound like a Bambi doll now.”

The boys reached the second floor. A hallway stretched ahead of them, with sconces on the walls tossing their orange, flickering light along the path, illuminating ripped carpet, peeling wallpaper. The boys could see more light flickering under the doors that lined the hall.

Frank started to totter down the hall, but then the voice cried out once more. “I’m in the attic. Help. Help.”

They turned back to the next flight of stairs and started to climb. “My calves are burning,” Joe said. 

The boys reached the attic, which looked like a scene from a scary movie. Cobwebs clung to the corners and beams that stretched across the ceiling. The space was crowded with musty, dusty artifacts— phonographs, mannequins, doll houses, a cracked full-length mirror.

“Hello?” Joe called.

“Hello?” Frank said.

“I already said that,” Joe said. “You don’t have to repeat me.”

[image: Two women looking at a mirror  Description automatically generated]“I wasn’t repeating you, I was… um…” the boys had been drifting toward the mirror, and they now could see themselves reflected back. Even in the old, broken mirror, it was once more shocking to see how much they looked like girls now. Joe hooked his hair behind his ear as he turned to the side, wincing at the sight of his breasts. Did they look bigger? Frank, meanwhile, had also turned to the side, wincing at the dramatic rise of his big booty, the swerve at the small of his back.

“Do you think we could be stuck like this?” Joe said cupping his breasts and lifting them.

“Stop playing with your boobies,” Frank said, “you perv.”

“I’m not playing with my boobies,” Joe snapped back. “I’m just seeing how heavy they are and, anyway, these aren’t mine. I just got stuck with them.”

“That makes no sense. God, you’re such a blonde!”

Before the bickering could continue, the boys heard a voice whisper, “more girl.” It sounded like it came from behind the mirror, so their eyes were not pulled away as their faces began to change. As noted earlier, the boys’ faces had not changed at all, though with their feminine haircuts they looked more like girls than before. Now, however, the boys watched, fascinated, as their lips swelled, their eyes grew bigger, their noses cuter and their chins melted away, each one in a matter of seconds finding himself with a very pretty, very female face.

Joe’s hand went to his smooth, soft cheek. Frank’s hand went to his slender, arched eyebrow, then to his cheek. They stared, transfixed, for all the world looking like a pair of pretty teen sisters. “You look like a girl,” Frank said.

“Wow, you’re such an amazing detective,” Joe sneered back. “What amazing powers of observation.”

“Like you’re such an amazing detective. I’m surprised you can even think with all the blood flowing to your boobs.”

“Oh, that is so sexist!”

“Enough, already,” the little girl said, stepping from behind the mirror. “You’re driving me crazy with all this sniping. Let’s just move this along. Total girl!” She said, waving her hands toward the boys, and they each shrieked as they felt the rest of their bodies flowing, changing, re-arranging.  Now, they looked in the mirror and saw sweet- faced females with nice figures. They also could feel they were sweet- faced females with nice figures. “Get her!” Joe shouted, his voice now almost identical to Frank’s.

They lunged at the little girl, but this time she didn’t fly away or vanish. Instead, she raised her hands and said “freeze.” The boys froze like statues, unable to move. “I’m quite disappointed in you two,” she said in a tone like a schoolteacher talking to a pair of naughty little girls. “You haven’t figured out a single thing since you came here! Tsk. Tsk. Heavens, I’ve had you running around in circles like a pair of silly geese. Focus. Focus. Focus, young ladies. If you do not solve the mystery of the house, you will be trapped as girls forever.”

Though they couldn’t move, each of the Hardy Boys felt himself panic on the inside at the very thought. Girls? Them? They liked being boys. They’d been looking forward to remaining boys and doing boy things as they got older like maybe growing a beard. There would be no beards for them if they stayed as girls and, besides that, they liked girls. They were both pretty sure their girlfriends would break up with them if they stayed girls. They’d also had that very terrible dream where they couldn’t be on the boys’ little league team anymore but would be stuck playing jump rope. The boys could think of few more humiliating fates than being stuck playing jump rope with the… girls.

Each, further, dreaded what their father would think of him.

It was all very scary to these two red-blooded All-American boys, indeed.

“Now, just to give you an extra incentive to GET YOUR ACT TOGETHER,” and the little girl punctuated those last angry words by stomping her little foot, making her curls bounce, “I will cast another spell on you to help you understand what life will be like for you as girls.”

She raised her hands and closed her eyes.

Lipstick, blush, mascara, too

Fresh faced Hardy girls must use

Hardly boys, they long to see

Wet long lashes and lips glossy

Pencils, bushes, wands and tubes

It’s a girl’s life for both of you

Each of the boys felt magic energy now seeping into his brain, and then he could feel if that energy were somehow re-arranging and reprogramming his thoughts. No, no, they each thought. I won’t let her change me! I won’t! I am a Hardy Boy!

“I release you,” the little girl said as she rose into the air and flew back away from the boys, who rushed after her, though in their high heels it was almost comical. “Oh, girls,” their tormentor called. “You want to do your makeup thanks to my spell. Hahahahaha!”

The little girl vanished in a cloud of laughter. Joe looked at Frank who looked back. They each shrugged. “Like I would ever wear makeup,” Joe said. ‘Anyway, weren’t we already wearing it?”

“I know, right?” Frank tossed his long hair. “Dad would be so mad if he saw us now. We can’t go home like this.”

“He would be disappointed in us, that’s for darn certain.”

“Mom might be a little happy about, though,” Joe said, frowning.

“Do you think Mom would make us do… girl things?” Frank whispered, his voice trembling at the thought of such shame being brought upon them.

Just then, Joe glanced over and saw a table with a mirror, and on the tabletop were tubes of lipstick, camel hairbrushes, trays of eyeshadow. His eyes sparkled as he wandered toward the table. The colors were all so pretty.

“That little girl is so dumb,” Frank said, wandering over as well. “Like she can cast such a stupid spell on us.”

“Totally,” Joe said as he opened a tube of lipstick and pulled out the little brush. His knees went weak. It was the most amazing shade of pink he’d ever seen. He needed to wear it. He simply must.
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Frank, meanwhile, had pulled out the wand from a tube of mascara. His mouth went dry as he looked at the dark, sticky mascara and imagined how his eyes would pop. Yet, he suspected Joe would give him so much static if he started to put on makeup. Only girls wore makeup.  Besides, from the earlier spell, he was—glancing in the mirror, he gasped. His makeup was gone. He was—plain faced, like a boy. Heart racing, he needed to do his face, but then, he didn’t want Joe to tease him. Instantly, the clever Hardy came up with a plan. 

“I have an idea,” he said.

“What’s that?” Joe answered, struggling with the all consuming need to paint his lips. His hand was actually shaking as he strained to keep from putting on the lipstick.

“Just to totally fool that little hag, we put on makeup, so she thinks her stupid spell worked.”

“Such an amazing idea,” Joe said, puckering up, bringing the lipstick wand to his big, soft lips. 


“You’re so smart, especially for a girl.” 

“Okay, blondie,” Frank said, thrilled he would be able to get the long, wet lashes he wanted and needed. He was about to make another joke about Joe’s large, bouncy breasts, but then the weight of his own rising and falling as he breathed reminded him he had jugs now as well.

Driven near to a frenzy the boys made themselves up and were only able to feel a bit calm when they were done, looking over their faces, a warm, feminine pride spreading through each as he saw what a good job he’d done with his makeup. “I guess the spell worked,” Joe said, chagrined as he found himself taking a purse from the clutter in the attic and filling it with the cosmetics he would need to touch up his face.

“Can you put these in there, too?” Frank asked.

“Get your own purse,” Joe said, slitting his eyes.

“Fine. Be a…  bad person.”

“I will.”

“I know.”

Finally, perched on their heels, purses secured, lips glossy, the Hardy Boys were ready to continue their investigation.  “Where should we start?”

“The answer is where you are!” They heard the little girl call from somewhere in the house.

“What the heck does that even mean?” Joe asked, already pulling out his compact and checking his lipstick.

“It means here in the attic,” Frank said, shaking his head and muttering “such a blonde.”

Joe grinned. He was kind of ditzy now, he had to admit. He was beginning think it was kind of cute to be such an airhead.

The boys began searching around the attic. There was stuff going back hundreds of years all crammed together. Meanwhile, they were both still trying to get used to the feeling of their new bodies, being stuck in high heels. They also both kept smacking their lips, unused to the sticky nature of their lipstick. They were both trying to get used to the fact they were wearing skirts. Frank, in particular,  had to manage his long, flowing skirt, which he felt constantly shifting across his legs as he moved. At times, he had to pluck at it and pull it, lift it. Skirts, he thought, are completely impractical.

For Joe, feeling the cool air flow around his bare legs wasn’t that different from wearing shorts, but he couldn’t escape the feeling that the skirt might flip up at any moment. There was just something more vulnerable in wearing such a short skirt instead of shorts. Of course, it did not help that skirts were for girls.

Frank, looking through the musty old books and nicknacks on a bookshelf, found a yellowed and crumbling old newspaper. The date at the top read 1864. Wow, he thought, and was about to put it aside when he noticed the headline on the front page:

Little Girls rescued from Pirate Ship.

The article recounted how the little town had woken one day to see a pirate ship anchored I the harbor, jolly roger flapping in the breeze. The article explained:

The church bells did ring that day and not with joy or the call to worship. Instead, the men of the town did gather their arms and assemble into a militia as an attack was expected at any moment. The mayor, hoping to forestall bloodshed, then showed his wisdom and the wisdom of all the town in choosing such an August leader, by suggesting a contingent be sent to meet the pirates in the hopes of negotiating a truce of some sort.

After some discussion, a group of men was chosen and they set on to the pirate ship on Ned Haverty’s Fishing Boat, flying a white flag. The town gathered on the shore to watch. While the ladies expressed concern and fretted so, which is natural and a compliment to their sex, Old Woman Enchantee, the recluse who lived in her family’s secluded mansion near town, cackled. 


“There bein’t nothing to fear, ladies, as you’ll soon see.” Enchantee still spoke with a colonial accent she’d learned from her ancient nanny, and to hear her speak was to imagine oneself brought back to the days when the great General Washington strode there lands. 

After some time, the boat returned, but with half the men. Those who did come back looked most confused and out of their element. “We’ll need some ladies,” Bill Baker announced. 


“There’s nothing on that old pirate ship but a bunch of little girls.” He shook his head. “They are, er, a handful. Best the ladies handle them, eh?” 

Puzzling. Frank thought, A ship full of little girls. He skimmed the rest of the article before digging into more of the old newspapers, where he found another article dated a year later:

Miss Phillipa’s Academy a Great Success

From pirate girls to little ladies, a testament to the talents of Miss Phillipa and all the fine ladies of our village. One would scarcely believe the darling little ladies who made their debut this past weekend at the Spring Cotillion had once been, let us be honest, a coarse and vulgar bunch.

Having been raised by pirates, it seems, the girls came to us with abhorrent manners, defiant attitudes and mouths so vulgar as sailor would be ashamed of them. Indeed, many remarked how their very accents called to mind portside ruffians, though it was oddly adorable to hear a little girl say something like, “Avast, keep yer hands to yerself lest I get ta choppin.”
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Quite taken aback that these poor little girls had been raised in such a terrible manner, Miss Phillipa volunteered to open an academy for young ladies and to teach these unruly maids to act like proper girls. Given Phillipa’s stern and unyielding personality, well known throughout the town, the decision was made to allow her to make this effort, though some held misgivings, believing the girls beyond saving. Yet, in no time at all, and with some assistance from other ladies, our “pirate girls” as we came to call them, were learning all the arts of the feminine, hosting teas, reciting poetry and learning to dance, all the way having their vulgar accents replaced by a more refined and ladylike manner of speech. 

As Little Miss Daisy, her new given name after she first introduced herself as Bloody John, explained, “Goodness me. We are so lucky Miss Phillipa found us. She has helped us all become such good girls, and now I can hope to one day make a smart match for a good, wholesome boy.”

There was a picture of Daisy before and after, and Frank was quite impressed with the change in her. “Lucky girl,” he thought.

The highlight of the evening, all agreed, came when the adorable little girls gathered in their frilly petticoats to sing “The Bloom is on the Rye” to the accompaniment of our own Miss Gentry. Blushing, sweet with soft little voices, they delighted the crowd as they sang:

My pretty Jane, my pretty Jane
Ah! never, never look so shy
But meet me in the evening
While the bloom is on the rye.

Frank puzzled over the articles, but his thoughts were to be interrupted.

“Look at this,” Joe called having come upon a large chest that looked exactly like the sort of thing that would be filled with pirate treasure. “Maybe this is the treasure we came looking for?”

“Maybe.” Frank looked at the heavy padlock that hung from the clasp. “But, how can we get it open?”

Joe tugged on the lock. No good. Then, the boys took turns hitting it with various objects they found around the attic—books, lamps, even a hairbrush. “It’s no good,” Frank said, now running the brush through his hair. “We’re not strong enough to break the lock.”

Joe sat on the chest as he once more checked his makeup. Looking down, he noticed a

small scrap of paper sticking out from the side of the chest. He plucked the paper out and then shrieked, ‘a clue!”

“What is it?” Frank asked, sitting down next to his shapely brother and looking at the scrap upon which words had been written in a fancy, old-fashioned script. “The key is inside the chest.”

“That is not helpful at all,” Frank said. “How can we get the key to unlock the chest when it’s inside the chest? He clenched his fists in rage and felt his long fingernails dig into his palms.

“I hate this stupid house and that mean little girl,” Joe said, then his mouth fell open. “I have it. I know where to find the key.”
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When last we saw them, the Hardy Boys were, to be blunt, quite beside themselves. Each now found himself a girl. What’s more, each wore a skirt. The boys, it may be certain, knew full well that true blue All-American boys do not wear skirts unless they are Scotsmen, and then only on special occasions when called upon to play the bagpipes. Moreover, they had found a treasure chest in the attic. They thought this mysterious chest could provide a clue or more, only to discover the chest was locked. Further, a note indicated the key the chest was in the chest.

“That is not helpful at all,” Frank said. “How can we get the key to unlock the chest when it’s inside the chest? He clenched his fists in rage and felt his long fingernails dig into his palms.

“I hate this stupid house and that mean little girl,” Joe said. Feeling his heart racing as he was overcome with anxiety, he fished his lipstick out of his purse and started to touch up his lipstick. 


Though he’d only recently been compelled to wear makeup, he found the act of touching up his makeup soothing. As he puckered and painted, his eyes drifted to the old, musty mannequin in the corner. An idea stirred; connections started to be made. Joe took out his phone and inspected his face, using one long fingernail to scrape a little smudge where his lipstick had strayed over the bottom of his lip. He liked his lips to have a perfect heart shape and—heart. 


Chest. 

His mouth fell open. “I have it. I know where to find the key.”

“Duh,” Frank said, twisting some of his long hair around his fingers. “We already know it’s in the chest.”

“Exactly.” Joe went over to the mannequin and got ready to pick it up. He’d once helped the lady at his mother’s dress shop move the mannequins around, so he knew it would be easy.  He grabbed the mannequin and tried to lift, but the base barely came off the ground. Thinking he needed a better position, he looked at Frank, who was watching with some interest even as he checked his own makeup. “I need to use my legs, not my back.” Rubbing his hands together, 
Joe bent his knees and once more tried to lift the dummy. His arms shook as he made pretty little panting noises. “Unh. Unh.”  The dummy barely rose off the ground.

Blowing his bangs out of his eyes and planting a hand on his hip, Joe said, “That must be the heaviest dummy ever.”

“It’s not heavy,” Frank said. “You’re just a weak girl. Look how tiny your arms are.”

“Unh, for your information, you have tiny arms, too, Francine.”

“I can still beat you up, Josie.”

The boys stared at each other, slitting their eyes. Joe threw his hip out to the side and tossed his hair. Frank did the same. “Hold on,” Frank said, seeing how Joe looked and knowing he was standing the same way. “We’re acting like girls.”

“Whatever,” Joe said, voice oozing with sass, then he squeaked. “You’re right.” Immediately, he changed his posture, trying to stand more like a man, though it wasn’t quite possible in his high heels.

Frank did the same. “We need to work together,” he said. “Or we may end up being bridesmaids at Nancy Drew’s wedding.”

“That does sound like a living nightmare. They always have to wear such ugly dresses.”

The boys lifted the dummy together and turned it over.

There were cobwebs stretched across the opening. Joe felt an intense fear of spiders and took a step back. Frank might have given his brother a hard time for acting like a girl again, but they had just agreed to work together. Besides, he also found himself consumed with a fear of spiders, and he didn’t want to have to get anywhere near those webs. “It’s a good thing boys aren’t scared of spiders,” he said, thinking to outwit his brother. He lowered his voice and chuckled. “Hunh. Hunh. Hunh.”

“I’m a boy,” Joe murmured. “Boys aren’t scared of spiders.”

“That’s right,” Frank said.

Joe bit his lip, gathered his courage and reached into the mannequin hollow center. “Gross.” He felt the webs sticking to his arm, tickling, but he was determined to keep going and reached further in, closing his eyes, feeling around the chest area until he felt the cold hard metal of a key. “Got it!”

He pulled the key out and held it up triumphantly, then immediately found a rag to wipe the disgusting webs from his arm.  “I just don’t like the way webs feel,” he said. “It’s not like I was ever afraid of spiders. Hahaha.”

“Of course not.”

The boys decided to move the chest into an open space on the floor before opening it. As they lifted it together, Joe couldn’t help but notice just how pretty Frank looked now, with his bright skin, big eyes and tiny nose. He had a serious look on his face, which just seemed so cute now that he was so pretty. Guys will be all over him, Joe thought, then felt a stab of fear hit him as he realized the same was true for him. Gross, he thought, hating the idea of guys asking him for his number.

[image: A person holding a chest with another person in a room  Description automatically generated]Once they’d finished moving the chest, the boys took the key and inserted it into the big, rusty padlock. Click. It popped open, and Joe and Frank pushed the lid open. Their faces immediately lit with a golden glow as the light caught what was inside the chest. “Wow,” Frank whispered.

“Double wow.”

The chest was heaped full of gold coins, jewels, goblets, even a silver tiara. There were also stuffed animals and wooden horses. On top of it all sat a fancy music box made of marble, with aluminium filagree and encrusted with sparkling diamonds.

“Diamonds,” the boys gasped, suddenly finding themselves fascinated with the sparkling jewels.

Joe reached toward the box, but Frank snatched it first. “Hey.”

“It might have been booby trapped,” Frank said. “I was protecting you.”

Joe rolled his eyes.

Frank, as smitten as he was with the diamonds, had noticed a small plaque on the side of the box. He now read the inscription, a smile spreading across his pretty face. “Play the song to break the spell.”

Joe’s mouth fell open. Frank’s mouth fell open. The boys squealed with joy. “Open it. Open it,” Joe said.

Frank opened the box to reveal a tiny ballerina perched on one leg. It didn’t move. No music played. “It needs to be wound up.” Yet, there was no way to wind it up. He saw only two keyholes. “We need more keys,” he said, annoyed.

“Maybe they are around here in the attic somewhere,” Joe said, crestfallen, only to notice a piece of parchment rolled up and bound with a string. “What’s this?” He pulled the parchment from the chest, undid the string and rolled it open on top of a dusty oak desk sitting in the corner of the attic. Frank came over and they looked together. It was a map, and they quickly determined it was a map of the local area, albeit distorted and inaccurate as old maps tended to be. The coastline was familiar enough, and of the coast there was a pirate ship with dash marks leading from the woods to the Maison Enchantee. An X marked the spot in the family graveyard behind the mansion.

“A treasure map,” Frank squealed. He’d always loved stories of lost pirate treasure. “And look!” There, in the bottom corner read the words, “Here be the keys.”

“All we have to do is follow the map and dig up the keys,” Joe said. He noticed a diary among the treasure and plucked it from the chest. Maybe it would have more clues?

“Better wait until tomorrow to go digging,” Frank said. They could still hear the pounding of the rain on the roof, the whistling wind rattling the windows.

Joe did not like the idea of spending the night in the spooky house. “Boys aren’t scared of rain,” he said. “We should go right now.”

Before Frank could even start to answer, a flash of lightning lit up the attic and then a boom of thunder shook the whole house. “Boys may not be afraid of rain,” Frank said, “but those of us who aren’t blonde are smart enough not go out when there’s lightning everywhere.”

Joe tilted his head to the side and played with his hair for a moment. “Agreed,” he finally said. 


“Good thing only one of us is blonde. Maybe we can at least find a bed somewhere that isn’t all gross and moldy.” He turned and screamed. 

[image: A cartoon of two women dancing in a room with a rat  Description automatically generated] He found himself staring directly into eight, cold, gleaming spider eyes. Those eyes belonged to a big, fat, black spider that dangled from the ceiling. As it looked ay Joe, it began to pincer its mandibles as if preparing for a feast.

Joe screamed once more and ran from the spider as fast as he could in his heels then froze. He now found himself staring down at a greasy looking brown rat, which stood on its hind legs, chattering. He screamed again. Frank, who now saw the spider and the rat, screamed. Then they both screamed and began to run about in a panic. Terrified, the boys raced around the attic, bumping into each other, the furniture, the walls, tottering on their heels until they finally managed to find a safe path to the stairs, which they descended, constantly glancing back to make sure they weren’t being followed. Each of the boys was hyper-ventilating, his chest heaving. “I have a confession to make,” Joe said.

“Yes?”

“I was always scared of rats.”

“Me, too. Also, spiders.”

“You were scared of spiders?” Joe said. “What a girl.” Then, he looked back over his shoulder and winked. “Me, too.”

“Let’s never tell dad.”

“Or anyone.”

As the boys went down the stairs, the shutters on a window blew open and a blast of wind soaked them both. “Great,” Joe said, water now dripping down his face.  “My makeup is ruined now.”

“It just keeps getting worse,” Frank agreed.

They continued on downstairs until they found a bedroom that didn’t seem too bad. They went in, propped a chair against the door to keep it shut. “I’m cold,” Joe said, shivering, wet, miserable.

“Me, too. I wish we had something dry to wear.”  He went to the dresser and pulled open the top drawer, not really expecting to find anything. Looking inside, he frowned and considered before picking up a dainty little silk top. “There’s stuff in here,” he said.

Frank looked horrified. “I can’t wear that,” he said. “It’s for girls.”

“So what you’re wearing right now is for guys?” Joe said, looking at his brother who was sitting in his skirt and blouse, with his legs crossed. “Do what you want, but you’re not getting into bed with me all sopping wet.”

The boys overcame their manly shame and were soon dry and much more comfortable in their girl’s silk pajamas. In fact, the silk was cool and comfortable against their soft skin.  Meanwhile, they each went instinctively into what was for now their evening routine. Using wipes they’d found in the attic, they cleaned off their makeup, then brushed out their hair.

“We’re like two sisters,” Joe said as they brushed their hair. “If dad saw us now…” His voice trailed off, and he shivered to even think of what his father would say if he could see him now.

“Once we get the keys, we’ll be able to break the spell,” Frank said. “No one will ever know.”

Their nightly routine complete, the boys climbed into bed. Joe propped his head on Frank’s arm. 


As much as they fought, in the end the Hardy Boys were brothers, and they always stuck together. “What if we can’t break the spell?” Joe asked as they each slowly drifted off to sleep. 


“What if we’re stuck as girls forever?” 

“Don’t think that way,” Frank said. “We’ll break the curse.”
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“I hope you’re right.” Joe closed his eyes. He tried to imagine his future life as a girl, and he saw himself in the kitchen covered in flour while a crying baby tugged on the skirt of his dress. Smoke was coming from the oven, and he heard himself cry out, “Calgon take me away!” He shivered. “I think I’ll become a nun,” he said. “That way I won’t have to get married.” 

“Nuns are married to God,” Frank murmured as he drifted off to sleep.

‘Oh,” Joe said, reconsidering. “Well, I’d have to date God first. Just to make sure he’s nice.”

The storm had broken by the time the boys woke in the morning. Joe yawned and stretched, surprised to find he was a girl, newly bothered by how strange he felt inside this girl’s body. All the parts seemed too big or too small, and it was definitely much bouncier than his old body.

He went to the window and pulled open the curtains. Though the rain had stopped, the sky remained filled with menacing grey clouds. He could see the tombstones of the cemetery, the stone arch, though it was shrouded in mist.

Even the soft light coming in from the window on a cloudy day was enough to sting Frank’s eyes and make him moan. “Close the curtains.” At the soft sound of his voice, he opened one eye and looked down to see a soft pair of mounds on his chest. “I’m a girl!” He said, sitting up, his hair flopping in his face.

“That’s why we need to get moving,” Joe said. “So we can undue this curse.”

Frank pushed his hair from his face as the memories of the day before came back to him. It may seem odd the Hardy Boys had forgotten their new bodies, but when you wake up as a boy your whole life, it does come as a surprise when you wake up as a girl for the first time. “I’m hungry,” he said, his tummy rumbling.

“Me, too,” Joe said, frowning as he looked around the room. “Our clothes are gone.”

“What?” Frank was out of bed now.

“They’re gone,” Joe said.

Frank looked down at himself. He was wearing a flimsy little silk top that didn’t even cover his belly and a pair of tiny shorts. “Are we supposed to go digging in the garden dressed like this?” 


He said. “In bare feet?” 

“No,” he heard a little girl’s voice call from somewhere. “Look in the bottom drawer.”

Frank pulled open the bottom drawer and found a pair of overalls with a rose stitched to the front. It was the kind of thing a cute girl would wear. Thinking of his silk pajamas, he fumed. 


“Why does everything we wear have to be cute?” 

“Because you’re girls,” the voice called. “You’ll get used to it.”

“How about breakfast?” Joe said. He was very keen to eat breakfast. Every All-American boy knew breakfast was the most important meal of the day.

“In the kitchen,” the girl called back.

“Could we get some coffee?”

“Don’t push it.”

“Oh, boy. This nightmare just keeps getting worse and worse,” Frank said as he stared in horror at something he saw in the dresser drawer. It was one of the most frightening things he’d ever seen, though he had once found such a thing quite fascinating.

“What now?” Joe looked over to see his brother holding a lacy, purple bra. Frank was holding the bra as far away from himself as he could, his nose scrunched up as if in disgust as if the lady undergarment was a dead skunk.

“Are we supposed to wear one of those?” Joe said, saying “those” as if the bra was the most terrible thing in all the history of all the world. He shook his head in horror. “No way. No way. No way!” Bras were only for girls. No boy would ever wear a bra unless it was for mix-up day or a powderpuff football fundraiser.

“Agreed,” Frank said, tossing away the offending garment, which landed on the bed. “There is no way either of us will ever wear a bra. You hear that weird ghost girl? NEVER!”

“We’ll see…” she called back.

Not long after, the boys stood, blushing with shame, tugging on their bra straps, which clearly showed on their bare shoulders. Not only were the brothers struggling to deal with the indignity of wearing bras, which they agreed were too tight and made it harder to breath, but they were also confronting the limitations of their long fingernails, which the boys likewise agreed were totally impractical.  As much as they usually disagreed, the boys now discovered they shared a mutual disdain for the silly and impractical nature of the female world.

“It’s hard to do anything with long fingernails,” Frank complained as he slipped one under his bra strap, then got his finger under and pulled it up onto his shoulder.
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“Stupid overalls,” Frank said. He and Joe had both found when they had put on the overalls that their chests, how shall we say this politely? Their chests spilled out the sides in a most immodest way. Sticking to the boy code was one thing. Allowing their new, feminine chests to be exposed to the world was unthinkable and easily trumped the code of boy. It didn’t matter that no one was likely to be around. One simply didn’t traipse about with his side boobs showing.

Besides, though neither would admit it, the overalls had been quite rough against his soft, sensitive chest, while the cups of the bras were lined with a soft, comfortable material that somewhat balanced out the constricting feeling of wearing what felt like a harness more befitting a farm animal than an All-American boy.

So many mental struggles assailed our heroes. In addition to the fact that no true blue All-American boy would wear a bra, they also believe no true blue All-American girl would ever be so crass as to allow even so much as a hint of a bra strap to be seen. Girls were meant to be modest. In a double whammy of shameful confusion, the Hardy Boys agonized both as boys wearing bras and girls exposing their bras.

“My head is spinning,” Joe said, glancing in the mirror. “I look like a hussy.”

“Not one word of this to dad. Ever,” Frank said.

“Or to Mom.”

“And especially not to Nancy Drew.”

To be continued…
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We have noted, dear reader, how the Hardy Boys found even so common an act as walking strange and uncomfortable in their new, female-shaped bodies. It bears mentioning again, because as the boys descended the stairs, they now experienced a new feeling that was, let’s say, female adjacent. That is, the feeling of walking down the stairs wearing a bra. It was already uncomfortable for them to have what felt like a harness wrapped around his body when he had once felt so much more free, but even with the support of his new bra, he felt his breasts bounce slightly with each step and the dainty straps on his shoulders bear down into his soft flesh and then loosen. Much to their mutual surprise, each boy found his bra tighter than he had expected, making it slightly harder to breath.

Joe, tugging at the sides of his bra, felt the need to comment on just this issue. “It’s a little hard to breath,” he said, fiddling with his bra strap as he descended the stairs.

“Ha. You’re such a girl,” Frank said, tossing his hair.

“No way. I’m not being a girl at all. You’re telling me you don’t find it a little hard to breath?”

“Whether I do or don’t, I’m not going to complain about it because I’m not a girl.”

“You sure sound like one,” Joe said, his voice oozing with sass.

“Brat,” Frank sneered.

“Hag.”

Joe slit his eyes at Frank, who slit his eyes back, then each of their boys turned his head with a huff and tossed his hair.

Of course, in addition to the fact that their bras were, indeed, uncomfortable, bras were also something that belonged firmly and completely in girl world, and each of the boys was struggling with the shame of wearing a girl thing. It couldn’t be helped.

Their cute overalls also shamed the boys not only because they looked like exactly the kind of cute little thing a girl would wear and which they, as red-blooded all-American boys would have enjoyed seeing a girl squeeze into, but because their new outfits were tight and small, showing off their slender arms, their long legs and hugging their soft round hips and bouncing behinds. Their skirts and dresses, though arguably belonging more fully in the world of the girl, were loose and flowing. Their new clothes were tight, restricting and revealing. They just felt so wrong.

Joe and Frank reached the bottom of the stairs and headed toward the kitchen.  “At least we have these cute boots to wear instead of heels,” Joe said, looking down at his round toe short boots.

“I know, right? Can you imagine if someone saw us gardening in heels?”

“It’s unheard of.”
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The boys’ newly blossoming feminine fashion sense was kicking in without them knowing it, as neither objected to the idea of wearing high heels at this point, only wearing them when it wasn’t fashionable. Yet, their gentle pleasure at their cute and appropriate footwear came to an abrupt end as they saw what awaited them in the kitchen. They froze, looks of disgust on their pretty faces. 

“Girl food,” Joe whispered.

“No… no…” Frank begged. “Please, no.”

“Eat it or go hungry,” the ghost girl called, her voice now seeming to come from upstairs.

“Go hungry?” Joe said, raising a slender eyebrow.

“We need our energy,” Frank said, walking toward the counter where the girl food awaited, but with a look of terror and disgust on his face. “Just pinch your nose and get it down.”

The boys stood at the counter, grossed out at the thought of eating the horrible, feminine food that had been placed before them. They stared and almost walked away, but their grumbling tummies had other ideas. What was the horror they faced, you may well wonder?

There before them were two porcelain bowls decorated with hand painted roses resting on saucers. Next to the bowls, silver spoons. Residing within each bowl? The offending girl food: Half a pink grapefruit, the pulpy skin glistening.

“The grapefruit diet,” Joe said, his voice still in a whisper.

“Mom’s been on this for years.”

It was food girls ate, like salad. It was not for boys.  No. Not at all.

They picked up their spoons.

“She has kept her figure,” Frank said.

“There’s that,” Joe answered, neither of them even stopping to wonder why keeping their figures suddenly seemed to matter to them.

Each boy dug a wedge of grapefruit out, lifted it to his lips and ate. “Not too bad,” Frank said. 


“Maybe girl good isn’t so bad.” 

“It’s the magic,” Joe answered as he took a second bite. “It’s making us like girl things. Next, we’ll be eating fat free yogurt parfaits and drinking soy milk.”

They boys finished their grapefruit, surprised to actually feel pretty full with such a small meal. 


Then again, they were just skinny girls now. Without even realizing what they were doing, instead of just leaving the dishes for mom, each of the boys took his dishes to the sink, slipped on a pair of rubber gloves, washed them, dried them and placed them in the drainer next to the sink. 

It was only when they finished that they realized the horror of what they’d done. “Not a word of this to daddy,” Frank said.

“We’ve got to get out of here before we start dusting,” Joe said, taking his gloves off and throwing them on the counter, stepping back as if they were a venomous snake.
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“We are the Hardy Boys,” Joe said, setting his jaw.

“The Hardy Men.” Frank answered.

They reached the door. They froze. Joe looked at Frank. Frank looked at Joe. They nodded and without needing to say a word, they headed back upstairs to do their makeup.  Of course, it would be light makeup appropriate for gardening but, seriously, a proper red-blooded American girl did not leave the house without doing her face.

The boys sat, crossing their legs girl-style, and began to do their light makeup. “Just a little lipstick,” Joe said. “Some eyeliner,” Frank added. “Not too much,” they said together, somehow managing to harmonize their pretty voices. Eyeliner led to a little concealer which led to a little mascara which led to a little blush and then, oh, well, each of the boys found the need to do his nails and pluck his eyebrows. Not fully, of course, but just to clean up the edges. “I mean, of course,” Joe said. “I know, right?”

After, the boys realized their hair really wasn’t right at all for gardening. They’d taken it down the night before, but long, flowing hair, though they did look cute, just wasn’t right. Joe put his hair in a low ponytail, while Frank put his in a high ponytail. Finally, concerned they might perspire and acquire an unladylike smell, each of the boys sprayed some perfume on his wrists and rubbed them together, then dabbed some on his neck.

As the boys had prettied themselves up, they’d each started to feel guilty about their earlier argument, so once their hair and makeup was just right, they once more looked at each other, communicating without speaking the way sisters do.

Joe bit his lip. “I’m sorry I called you a hag.”

“I’m sorry I called you a brat.” With that, the boys hugged.

“You’re so pretty,” Frank said to finish their making up.

“You look like a princess.”

The boys’ mouths dropped open in shock as they realized what they’d just done. More and more there seemed to be “boy lag” where they would act like girls then realize only after they’d been acting like girls. “Let’s do this,” Frank said, holding up the treasure map.  “Before we start braiding each other’s hair.”

Braiding each other’s hair? Oh, fun.” Joe thought, but then stopped himself. They really did need to get out of this place.

*****

[image: A couple of women in overalls  Description automatically generated]The boys went to the old shed on the edge of the graveyard and got a couple of spades. Then, they headed across the yard and to the stone archway that rose from the mists on the edge of the graveyard. Beyond could see seen weathered old headstones, tilted this way and that, a mausoleum crawling with stone gargoyles and a small, stone chapel of granite. Crows perched atop the arch, on the headstones, the church, occasionally croaking into the gray, misty morning. The very air smelled of rot.

“Please tell me it doesn’t lead to that scary building,” Joe said, pointing one long nail at the mausoleum.

“It leads to this grave right by the entrance. They walked over. It says the tombstone will read “Johnny X.” The boys looked at the tombstone. The letters were faded and overgrown with moss and mildew. “I don’t suppose you brought a tissue or a hanky?”

“No,’ Joe said, crinkling his nose at what he was about to have to do. “I’ll wipe it off,” he said, walking over to the headstone. He reached out toward the stone—it looked so gross—then rubbed his hands across the letters, the moss feeling cold and slimy against his skin. “Eeee!” He squeaked. “Omigod, it’s so gross.” He pulled his hand away. “I can’t do it,” he gasped, eyes wide.

“Remember, you’re a boy,” Frank said, mostly because he found the thought of touching the gross stone disgusting and wanted Joe to do it. “Boys like gross things.”

Joe nodded. Took a deep breath. His brother was right. He needed to be a boy right now. 


“Omigod…. Omigod… omigod…” he whispered as he rubbed the letters clean. “Eeee. It smells like poopy death.” 

“Good job,” Frank said. “This is the place.” The letters were now clear enough to read.  “Let’s get to digging.”

The boys took their shovels, a new anxiety consuming each of them. “Don’t make fun of me,” 


Frank said. “But I’m worried I might break a nail.” 

Though this was, indeed, a perfect chance for Joe to tease his brother, Joe demurred. “I am too, though I’m not sure why.” He plunged his shovel into the dirt and dug up a spadeful, then carefully tossed it to the side. “I don’t want to get my outfit dirty,” Joe said, half talking to himself.

“You’re such a girl,” Frank said. Unlike his brother, he could not resist the urge to tease and torment, though he was also feeling a distinct need to keep himself and his outfit clean. Ugh. It annoyed him that he was using the word outfit, even just in his head.

As the boys dug, they each felt a growing sense of foreboding. The ever-watchful eyes of the crows seemed to be staring at them with a mad intensity, and each one gasped now and then as he would think he saw a shadowy figure flittering just on the edge of his vision only to turn and see… nothing.

Was it because they were girls now that they both felt so nervous and scared? Or, was it because they were in a spooky graveyard? They couldn’t be certain. So, they just kept digging even as they found themselves glancing about, watching, ever sensitive to the possible presence of danger.

Clunk. Joe’s shovel hit something hard. The boys scraped away to find the top of a chest. Unlike the fancy pirate chest in the attic, this one was a low, plain wooden box, and they had soon pulled it free of the dirt and set it on the grass near the grave. Joe used the key to open the clunky, metal lock. Inside, they found an oil cloth wrapped around something.

“What is it?” Joe asked.

“Let’s find out.” Frank carefully began to unwrap the oil cloth from whatever it concealed. Turning and turning… until at long last it was open the mystified boys stared upon the treasure inside.

“A doll?” Frank said, looking at the doll. It was porcelain, with a painted face. Something very old, but still, it just seemed like a doll.
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“Aye, a doll indeed,” they heard the voice of the little girl say. “But not just any doll. She is the greatest treasure I ever looted in all my years.” Both boys jumped away, terrified she would unleash some new change upon them. Turning, they saw her learning against a tombstone in her dress and bonnet, smoking a cigar. “It was that doll that led me to live this cursed existence and left my whole crew transformed into little girls. Yet, I Iove her more than my own mother.” As the boys looked at the little girl, she seemed to flicker and for just a moment they got a glimpse of the man who was trapped within. He had a strong, cleft chin and a rugged, manly face with a jagged scar across his cheek. He no doubt had once made quite a fearsome figure, stomping across the deck of his pirate ship. The image of that manly face faded and once more a little girl with golden curls and a pretty bonnet festooned with flowers stood before them.

Joe and Frank stepped back, eyeing the little girl warily.

“Ar, you needn’t fear me now,” the girl said. “I’m done making me changes to ya, and what’s more, I can offer yer a way to get yourselves changed back into proper lads.” She gave each of them a once over at that and nodded appreciatively. “Though, I must say you do make fetching lasses. Maybe ye’ll be wanting to stay such pretty things.”

“Don’t look at us like that,” Joe said. “It’s so wrong for so many reasons.”

“Wrong’s pretty much my bailiwick,” the girl said. “But, where are my manners? Allow me to introduce myself. I am the notorious Captain Sweet, scourge of the seven seas, King of the Pirates, or, at least I used to be beforen I stole that doll.”  She took another toke from her cigar and blew a smoke ring into the air. “Now, well…” His face screwed up in a mask of self-mockery, Captain Sweet plucked at the hem of his frilly dress and did a curtsy. “They call me Marjorie.”

“You said something about knowing a way we could get turned back into boys?” Frank said. 


“How?” 

“Before’n I get into the details of all that, I best explain how it came to be that me and my scurvy crew of outlaw buccaneers ended up a bunch of frails,” Sweet said. “It all started when we…”

“You know, that’s okay.” Joe’s desire to be restored to boyhood had overcome his need to be polite. “Just skip to the past where you tell us how to get to be boys again.”

Sweet’s cute little face twisted into a mask of rage, yet his voice lost its pirate edge, and he suddenly spoke in the sing song voice of a proper little girl. “Goodness me, but you’re quite a rude one, missy,” Sweet said, so offended that he stomped one little foot. He even went so far as to wag one little finger at them. “You would have done well to learn from proper manners under the lash of Miss Phillipa.”

He adjusted his bonnet and tossed his golden sausage curls back over his shoulder. “Fine. You can stay girls just like that dumb skateboard boy and all the rest. Good day.” She turned and ran, beginning to fade away in the process.

“No. Please!” Frank called. ‘My… um… sister didn’t mean to be rude. She would love to hear your story. We both would. Right?”

“Yes. Yes,” Joe said, catching on. Nodding vigorously.

Sweet looked back over his shoulder, pouting. “Really?” He asked in a small voice.

“More than anything,” Joe lied.

“Like, I’ll go crazy if I don’t get all the details,” Frank said.

Sweet seemed on the fence, considering. “I don’t know…” he said. “Miss Phillipa told me never to speak to strangers.”

Joe and Frank each, desperate to find a way back to boy life, found himself drawing on his newly found feminine intuition. “Your dress is so pretty,” Frank said.

“I adore your curly hair.”

Captain Sweet giggled, posing and then doing a twirl. “Fine. I’ll tell you my story. You’ve forced it out of me.” Now seeming much more a little girl than a pirate, she tossed her cigar dramatically to the side. “It all started when I spotted a merchant ship off the coast of this very state,” he said. “We’d only left Nassau a few days before, and here was a French vessel low in the water that looked like easy pickings. My men and stormed the ship. The crew surrendered. We found a tobacco, rum, a small fortune in cargo and more. A woman named Mademoiselle Geroit was passenger on that vessel. She had a chest of gold and jewels, which we seized, but also in that chest was a doll, the very doll you now hold.” Sweet’s eyes grew distant as he remembered the scene. “Her daughter began to cry. ‘Please don’t take Marjorie,’ she said, weeping. ‘Please. I love her more than anything.’

“I beg you,” Mademoiselle Geroit said. “Leave the doll. It means all the world to my little girl.”

I laughed. I cared not for that little girl’s feelings, nor anyone’s. Indeed, though it shames me to admit it now, I took great pleasure inflicting pain on others. “I’ll take this doll,” I said, sneering. 


“And sink it to the bottom of the sea.” 

The girl screamed and threw herself in her mother’s arms. As my men and I walked away, I heard Geroit shout, “I curse you all! You think it fun to make little girls suffer? To steal a little girl’s doll! You will become little girls and spend your lives in dresses!” She shouted more, now speaking in some strange language, then began to laugh.

I thought nothing of it. Just some fool woman’s babble. I didn’t believe in curses. Yet, when I returned to my quarters, I found myself strangely attached to that doll. I brushed Marjorie’s hair and found myself talking to her as if she were my best friend. I arranged a tea party at my table and sat chatting with her, telling her all about my adventures as a pirate and how much I hoped to one day meet a dashing man. Yes. He would be tall with green eyes and--Wait? A dashing man? On some level, I knew this was wrong, that I’d been ensorcelled, and yet I could not stop myself. I wanted a man to sweep me off my feet. I loved my dolly, Marjorie. She was my best friend. I struggled, but I couldn’t remember who I was, couldn’t break free of the spell. I’m a … I’m a… I couldn’t say man or pirate but there was something else in my brain, something tremulous with horror struggling to come out of my mouth.”

I didn’t even notice my body changing.

There was a sudden knocking at my door, and I heard someone call out in the voice of a little girl, “Captain! Captain!”

A little girl? On my ship? What the devil. I jumped from my chair and started toward the door, tripping over my now too long pants even as long hair fell across my face. “What’s going on?” I called, my eyes going wide as I heard myself speak, now in squeaky voice that reminded me of a tea kettle. I made my way to the door and reached up—I wasn’t as short as I am now, but I had shrunk, my sleeve fell back to reveal a slender arm. Ignoring all the puzzling evidence, I struggled to turn the key but eventually got the door open to find myself staring at a freckled-faced red-haired girl dressed in oversized men’s clothes. I did a double take. She was the spitting image of my first mate’s daughter, but how could Meghan have gotten onto my ship?

As I did my double-take, she did one of her own. Her eyes went wide. “Captain?”

“What are you doing on my ship, young lady?” I said, trying to ignore my soft voice, my diminutive stature.

“It’s me,” she said, blushing with shame. “Morgan The Axe.” She turned so I could see the crew gathered behind her. I saw was a sea of smooth, pretty faces, girls one and all, looking scared, confused. Those pretty faces were all looking to me for answers, yet I’d never felt more lost in all my life. The faces were familiar. They looked like my men, like the way my men would look if they had been born as girls. That shook me. I refused to accept that my fearsome crew now consisted entirely of little girls. “Who are you? What are you doing on my ship?”

“We’ve all been turned into girls,” Morgan said. “Just like you.”

Girl? Me? My blood boiled.

“I’ll slice you from stem to stern,” I squealed fully intending to gut this impudent child. I had quite a temper in those days, and there was no greater insult than being called a girl. I was not even close to facing the truth of what I’d become. I reached for the knife I always kept in my belt only to now realize my belt had slipped from my narrow hips and fallen to the ground when I’d jumped from my chair. I looked back and saw my beloved doll, Marjorie. Maybe it was my imagination, but I could have sworn I saw Geroit sitting there next to her, or at least her shade, laughing at me. “I’m not a girl,” I said, horrified at my little girl voice. I started to breath hard, the world seemed to spin. “I’m not a girl,” I repeated, my little voice shaking as I repeated it again, as if saying the words would make it true. ‘I’m NOT A GIRL!”

“It pains me, but ya need ta see the truth, C’pn. Look ye and despair.” Morgan held up a looking glass.

I looked. A little girl with golden hair looked back at me. She was the very image of an angel, that young lass, and I was her. “No… no…” I turned and ran from that innocent face, but I couldn’t run from my doom. None of us could.

The next few days were ones of denial and curiosity. We avoided each other as much as possible, each of us ashamed of what we’d become. Rarely did we speak to each other, [image: A child holding a mirror and a child holding a mirror  Description automatically generated]though I would sit in my quarters and talk aloud to myself, to my doll, struggling to deal with the shame of my tiny voice, my tiny body. I had my own looking glass and alternated between feeling terrified to look into it and obsessed with staring at my new face—the tiny nose, the bright skin. I looked so young. I looked so female. I cringed to think of dealing with the world with such a face, as a member of the weaker sex. A ship of girls at sea, we  lived in terror. What if Blackbeard were to come along? Calico Jack? I shivered to think of our fates should those crude men find us in this state, and yet where could we port and be safe and free—like this?

Then, the men from town came. None of us dared tell them we’d once been men. Pirates, even. They never would have believed it anyway and so we found ourselves remanded into the care of Miss Phillipa, who was determined to discipline us all and turn us into good little God-fearing girls.  I found myself renamed Marjorie after my dolly, the one I’d stolen from that cursed woman. I never thought Miss Phillipa had a chance, but she was tough one and soon we were all becoming the most well-mannered little ladies you could ever imagine.”

Sweet now took Marjorie in his small hands and hugged her to his chest. “Oh, Marjorie,” he said. “How I’ve missed you all these years.”

Joe and Frank exchanged a glance. They had yet to hear about how to get their own bodies back, and as much as they each wanted to press Captain Sweet for that information, they didn’t want to offend him. Her. They weren’t sure. Besides, their growing femininity made each feel it was adorable to see how affectionate Captain Sweet was toward his dolly.

“What happened next?” Joe asked, taking on a breathless, exited tone, hoping Sweet would get to their salvation soon.

“This led to that and then the other. At one point, Miss Phillipa had punished me by taking Marjorie, so my girls and I stole her back and buried her out here for safe keeping, though Miss had taken Marjorie’s outfit.” Sweet now found himself playing with Marjorie’s hair. “Of course, since Marjorie was and is my greatest treasure, I made a treasure map. It’s what pirates do. 


Over time, one by one, my crew lost the will to fight and accepted their new lives. Some got adopted and moved out to live with their new families. Those that remained were married off once they reached age. 

“But not me, for, well, I had died.” Just as she said that, one of the crows croaked. She smirked. “indeed. I croaked.” She went back to her story. “One night after we’d hidden my dolly and after many of my girls had been taken away to join their new families, a man appeared in my room. He told me he’d been looking for me for some years. Mademoiselle had sent him and bade promise me she would give me my life back if I would only return the doll. It was, of course, now buried in the cemetery. By this time, facing a life as a woman, married, having babies, I decided I would give up my beloved dolly. None of my girls would help me, though. Those that were left we now all good girls and wouldn’t dream of breaking the rules. All any of them wanted was to be claimed by a good man.

“I snuck out that night meaning to find the doll myself, but I got lost. I sank into the swamps and drowned only to find myself trapped here as the ghost of the little girl Mademoiselle had made of me.”

Sweet stopped talking at that point, but started crying, hugging Marjorie to his chest once more.

Joe looked over at Frank. What now? Frank shrugged, shaking his head from side to side. Joe mimed giving someone a hug and raised one sculpted eyebrow. Frank nodded and gave a thumbs up. The boys put their arms around the little pirate, hugging him while whispering comforting words. “There… There… everything’s going to be all right, sweetie…”

When the hug ended, Sweet wiped the tears from his eyes, then reverted to pirate mode. “Get yer hands off me ya lily livered land lovers. I’m not girl! I’m Captain Sweet. Now, let me tell you lassies what you’ll need to do if’n ya want to be lads again.”

Bonus: With all the pirate activity going on, Joe and Frank start thinking about dressing up as pirates for Halloween.
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“Yes,” the Hardy Boys said in unison, their soft, high-pitched voices blending together. The blending ended there, however, as each of the excited boys began to chatter on, talking over each other in a cacophony of feminine gushing… “we’ll do anything and let’s get started and “you needn’t worry… your doll…. The other day… hair…. How come… and then…”

“Shut it!” Sweet screamed in his own, squeaky little girl voice.

The Hardy Boys grew silent.

“Girls,” Sweet mumbled to himself. ‘We’re so annoying.” He took another puff from his cigar. “I mentioned afore that Phillipa had confiscated my doll. She, for whatever damnable reason, changed the doll’s dress. Now, the real dress, which I adore almost as much as the doll herself, it kept in an antiques store in town by an old man named Skivers. You need to get that dress by hook or by crook.”

Joe and Frank nodded and smiled. They were each a little intimidated to speak after Sweet had screamed at them. Each of the boys, in fact, without realizing it, was becoming a bit more of a meek and docile female.

“I know a way you can sneak into the shop and steal the dress,” Sweet said, grinning gleefully, thrilled at the thought of planning a piratey caper. “All you need do is…”

Joe raised his slender hand and smiled apologetically, his eyebrows raised. “Pardon me?”

“What is it?” Sweet asked, shaking his head, clearly annoyed.

“It’s just… um… well…. um…”

“Spit it out!” Sweet screamed, and then his own identity struggles kicked back in, and he also smiled. “Goodness. That was ever so rude of me. You may speak freely.” He patted Joe on the hand. “We’re all girls here.”

“Speak freely,” Frank chimed in, nodding and smiling, wanting to encourage and support his sister. As he realized he was being supportive, he felt quite ashamed, but he kept his mouth shut. He suspected he knew what Joe wanted to say.

“My broth—my sister and I--  we were raised to be good people, good boys. Now, we’re good girls, so of course…”

“We can’t steal,” Frank added in. “It just isn’t proper.”

“We’re Boy Scouts,” Joe added in a cute, chirpy voice.

Frank nodded. “Such Boy Scouts.”

Sweet closed his eyes and mumbled a series of curses. “All American small town this and that and…” He forced himself to stop mumbling. He smiled. “Boy Scouts, eh?”

The boys smiled and nodded.

“I can safely say that no boy scout afore ye ever had such a fine figure, but very well. This leaves us only one option.”

“Yes?” Joe and Frank said, their pretty voices once more harmonizing.
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The dark, foggy day seemed to grow darker still as a more dense and sinister cloud must have passed across the face of the sun. The crows in the graveyard, which had been croaking steadily all morning, suddenly grew silent. A chill breeze wafted across the grounds, making the boys’ skin dimple and each of them shivered, causing them to reflect that thought their outfits offered little protection from the cold, they were at least cute. 

Sweet waved his cigar toward the boys in a figure 8 motion. “You’ll need to use your feminine wiles.”

Joe looked at Frank. Frank looked at Joe. Their mouths fell open, and their eyes went wide. “Whaaa?”
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“Whoever came up with cobblestones never tried to walk on them in high heels,” Joe hissed as he gingerly stepped his way down the old-fashioned street, his purse dangling from his fingers.

“Hush,” Frank whispered. “Someone might think you’re a feminist.”

“That would be terrible,” Joe whispered, resolving to control himself and to stop any and all thoughts about life being in any way unfair to girls from entering his mind. Everyone knew girls were supposed to just accept things as they were and not be shrill and negative. Allowing his newly blossoming feminine impulses to take over, he brightened and said, “these cobblestone streets are so cute.”

“Oh, my goodness,” Frank answered. “I just love these quaint villages, and they always have the cutest shops.”

Joe and Frank, having gotten dressed and fussed over their hair and makeup far an hour, now found themselves making their way down the main street of the little where they’d started their journey to Enchante. 

“Oh!” Joe said, gesturing toward the old-fashioned clock with rotating arms that hung above one of the stores. He didn’t point, of course. Pointing was not only rude but a bit too masculine. 


“Look at that clock. It’s so cute.” 

“And that kitten. I so get kittens now.”

“Cute,” the boys said in their singsong harmony. Indeed, the boys found themselves obsessed with all things cute. And, well, there was one other thing that now captured their attention to which they previously paid no mind.

They spotted it at the same time, there in the shop window, wrapped around an old-fashioned mannequin. “Oh…” Joe said. “My…” Frank continued… “GOODNESS!” They squealed as they each turned and scurried to the shop window as fast as they could manage in their heels and dresses. Almost pressing their noses against the glass, they stared in wonder at the most beautiful and amazing thing either of them had ever seen.

It was a dress.

“I need it,” Joe said, his voice hoarse.

“It’s mine,” Frank whispered, pressing his fingers against the window as if he could reach right through the cold, hard glass and seize it.

At Frank’s claim, Joe felt his blood boil. “I saw it first,” he hissed, making a claw of his long nails.

“Ha!” Frank answered, barring his teeth. “Just try and take it from me.”

Perhaps, dear reader, you may be wondering how it is that our sweet and passive boys could suddenly become so aggressive and not feel even the slightest sense that their behavior was now wrong, given they had joined the more gentle sex and begun to adopt the personalities expected of proper young ladies. Yet, we must remember, that in certain areas the female is permitted to become quite as ferocious as any a caveman, and one of those areas is the competition for a fashionable dress.

Still. A boy must consider the stakes before pulling another’s hair or pushing him out of the way as one rushes to grab the perfect dress. The boys turned their pretty eyes back to the dress, assessing the risks and rewards, when at that very moment an older woman poked her head in the window and placed a placard at the base of the mannequin. In large, red letters the sign read: ON SALE.

ON SALE. Their feminine passions, previously stoked to a blaze, now rose to an inferno. Neither boy had any defense against his new female obsession with sales, and when combined with the need to have THAT dress, it drove each of them into a state that can only be called Femania.

Joe turned. Frank turned. Each boy dropped his purse and turned his head to the side. Each boy planted a hand on his outthrust hip and fingered his pearl necklace. “This girl does not back down,” Joe said.

“Bring it,” Frank said.

Across the way, a group of young men saw the two pretty girls getting ready to have what looked like an epic catfight over a dress, and they laughed and bumped fists. “Cat fight,” one of the guys said, and they started taking bets on which of these two fashion-mad females would win.

Just then, the clerk from the store popped her head out the front door. “Girls?” She said, bemused. “We have more than one.”

“Oh!” Joe said, shocked out of his rage.

“I feel so silly,” Frank said.

The boys hugged and exchanged air kisses to the amusement and disappointment of the group 
of boys.

Joe and Frank arrived at the front door, the amiable clerk holding the door for them. “After you,” 


Joe said, feeling embarrassed about how he’d acted and wanting to reestablish his femininity. 

“Oh, no, please. You first,” Frank said, likewise ashamed he’d allowed himself to feel even the slightest bit of anger.

“Girls. Someone might swoop in and buy up those dresses,” the clerk said, knowing just how to manage young ladies.

Joe and Frank squealed and hurried into the store.

The next hour found out stalwart Hardy boys lost in a haze of feminine pleasure. Yes, they had put on their first dresses, but neither had ever gone shopping, and had they ever found the most perfect place for a boy turned girl to have the experience. Like any old-fashioned shop, The Finery fawned over the customers, serving tea and cakes as the boys giggled and blushed, chatting with the clerk, trying on their dresses, posing in front of the mirrors, turning this way and that, smiling, then giggling, hugging, telling each other how pretty they looked, basking in another new and thrilling experience. The store itself was a jewel box of Victorian moldings and an iron fireplace, an oak floor that glowed and led glass sconces on the walls glowing softly.

As soon as they’d finished trying on and being fitted into their new dresses—it seemed that every girl had a slightly unique shape and garments needed to be much more precisely tailored than boy clothes, the salesgirl decided to see if she could get her eager new clients into something else.

“Here’s something cute,” she said, leading them to another dress that was adorable and a little more every day.

“I need it,” Frank said, his mouth going dry.

“It’s to die for,” Joe whispered. “To die for.”

They were just about to try on the second new dress, when Joe’s eyebrows knitted in a most adorable way. “Wait,” he said as he checked his makeup in the store mirror. “Weren’t we supposed to be doing something?”

Frank thought, his own eyebrows knitting. “No,” he said, his attention going back to the dress. “I don’t think so. We came to town to get a dress. Duh”

“Oh!” Joe remembered. He leaned close and whispered to Frank, reminding him they were supposed to be getting the dress for the doll and not for themselves.

“Oh!” Frank said, echoing his brother. He gave one last forlorn glance at the gorgeous dress they were not leaving behind. It almost felt like a crime, but they probably really should get back to the task at hand.

“You sure?” The salesgirl said, holding out the tray of tea cakes.

“Sadly, we must anon,” Joe said. They followed the girl to the register. She rang up their purchases, and the boys discovered something else about their new sex and the realities they faced. The new dresses, on sale, were quite reasonable, but they’d also needed new shoes  and purses to go with their dresses, and the girl had talked them into buying jewelry and even tights to go with their outfits. The bill was quite a bit more than either boy had ever spent on an outfit. Yet, what choice did they have? A girl needs what she wants.

“Can we wear these out?” Joe asked. “Is it appropriate for day wear?”

“As pretty as you are,” the salesgirl replied. “You can wear anything you want.”

“Merci!” The boys sang in unison, flush with pleasure at the compliment.
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As soon as the shop door closed behind them, the little bell clinging, the smile left Frank’s face, to be replaced by terrible worry. “Father will be so cross with us when he sees how much we just put on the credit card.” Indeed, Father Hardy had preached against the dangers of credit as long as the boys could remember. In fact, in their household all were forbidden to even use a credit card unless they could pay off the charge right away, thus avoiding interest. 

“Well,” Joe said, glancing at himself in the shop window and tucking a stray strand of hair behind his ear. “We’ll just have to find a way to make some money to pay it.”

“How will we do that?” Frank said, glancing in the window and using his long nail to scrap a slight lipstick smudge from his bottom lip.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Joe said breezily. “We just will.”

“Of course we will,” Frank said, finding himself drawn to Joe’s carefree attitude toward shopping and debt. “I mean, the way the salesgirl just happened to put the On Sale sign in the window at just that moment? The universe was telling us to buy these dresses.”

“It was the universe,” Joe agreed. “What else could it be?”

They started to continue on down the street to the antique store. Frank made a small noise as if he were in pain. “I think there’s a pebble in my shoe.” He kicked his leg back, took his heel off, dumped the peddle.

Joe, meanwhile, had found his skin tingling, an eerie sensation coming over him as if he were being stalking by a ferocious tiger in the jungle. He glanced in the direction from which he sensed the danger and saw that same group of boys checking out both he and his shapely brother. Plastering a bright smile on his face and pretending he didn’t notice the boys, he whispered, “don’t look, but some boys are checking us out.”

Frank looked. He could sense the boys mentally undressing him. Could feel the heat of their hunger.

The boys began shouting. “Hey, hot stuff. Where you honeys from?”

The Hardy Boys had never in their lives had boys look at them like that. They had never had boys talk to them like that. Fear seized their minds.  “Let’s go,” Joe whispered.

“Hurry,” Frank agreed, taking Joe by the hand, the two of them rushing down the street, hand in hand, their legs flashing.

The began to hurry down the sidewalk as fast as they could in their heels and dresses. The boys chased them with laughter and jeers.

The Hardy Boys hurried into the shop, eager to get away from the boys, who’d been following them down the street. Once inside, they looked around, amazed at all the antiques and oddities, with everything from porcelain dolls to coffins, old suits of armor to fortune teller kiosks. The room smelled of dust and regret, with a hint of dried roses. “Hello?” Frank called.

No answer.

As they moved cautiously into the store, their breath grew more shallow, their hearts raced. “I feel nervous all the time now,” Frank admitted as he looked over the porcelain doll with the cracked face. It was wearing a frilly, old-fashioned dress. Could this be what they’d come looking for?
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“I worry more than ever,” Joe said as he examined a skull in one of the glass cabinets. “I guess it’s just part of being a girl.” He sniffed the air, unnerved by the smell of the dust. “I hope this doesn’t get into my hair.” 

“Haha… her her… he he…” they heard a rusty old voice mumble, and then they heard a thump. And another thumb. And then, a door swung open behind the counter and a wrinkled, dried-up apple of a man leaning on a cane emerged. Seeing the boys in their little dresses his eyes lit up and let them drift down the length of their long, shapely legs, then up to their faces. He licked his lips, his yellow, glassy eyes gleaming with dirty thoughts.

Creepy. Joe and Frank most certainly found it creepy to have such a gross old man look at them like that, but they weren’t surprised. Sweet had told them the old man was a pervert, and that was one of the reasons he’d suggested they use their feminine wiles.  Joe put a hand on his hip, smiled as pretty as he could and, letting his voice rise a half octave higher said, “I love your store,” in a flirty, sing song voice.

“It’s so amazing,” Frank cooed, likewise smiling and raising his voice.

The old man grinned, showing his brown, rotting teeth. “Do tell.”

After flirting and smiling and complimenting, the boys brought up the fact that, well, gosh, they’d come looking for a dress for their doll. “Something antique…” Joe said, putting his finger in his mouth and pouting.

“Like, maybe, from colonial times,” Frank said, tugging on his earlobe.

Now, readers, we must make it clear that neither Joe nor Frank would ever consider doing anything naughty with anyone they weren’t married to. Heavens, no. However, for a young lady to use her feminine wiles to charm a man is no crime.

The old man was duly charmed. “I may have just what you’re looking for,” he said, walking toward the back of the store. Then, wanting a little more fawning from these lovely young ladies, he paused for a moment by a shelf. He pointed toward a green mask.

“That mask is over 750 years old,” he said. ‘it belonged to a Tibetan guru.”

Sensing what the wanted with their blossoming powers of female intuition, the boys squealed. 


“That’s so amazing!” Frank gushed, bending forward as if to get a better look, but really just wanting to drive their poor victim a little bit crazy. 
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“Oh, no, no,” the old man said, pretending to be annoyed, but really quite pleased to have two pretty girls gushing over him. “I hate them selfie things.”

Giggling, the boys rushed up and threw their arms over his shoulders, snapping pictures. “I’m going to post this to my social media. All the girls are going to want to come here to see these amazing antiques.”

“Especially that green mask!”

A few moments later, flush with pride and really quite pleased with themselves, the boys emerged carrying the dress, which the man had carefully wrapped in tissue paper and placed into a gift bag. “I like free, don’t you?” Joe giggled.

“It’s kinda fun to manipulate men, isn’t it?” Frank said.

They saw the boys across the street, still hanging around on the counter, only now instead of being a little afraid they were feeling a newfound sense of power. Each of the boys was thinking how much fun it would be to lead the boys on, tease them, try and get them to buy things for them.

“Mother would not approve,” Joe said.

Frank nodded. The boys began to walk back to Maison Enchantee, and they could feel the eyes of the boys watching them as they walked. “Drink it in,” Frank whispered. “Cause you’re never gonna have this.” I mean, really. Such crude boys should know they could never have a girl like him.


Part III
 

Never in their lives as boys or girls, had the Hardy Boys seen such a happy little girl as they saw when Captain Sweet saw that they had the dress. He clapped his little hands and hopped up and down, singing out, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Once he’d managed to settle down, he did a curtsy. “Now, if you would be ever so kind as to put the dress on my dolly, the curse will be broken.”

Joe and Frank dressed Sweet’s doll in the dress, though each of them had certain reservations now that it had come down to breaking the curse for real. They’d grown a bit fond of being girls, and the thought that it was about to end made each a little sad, especially when he considered that he would never get to wear his brand new dress again. It’s not that either had a problem wearing a dress now, even should he return to boy form. The dresses simply wouldn’t fit, which really was such a shame.

Once they finished dressing the doll, she began to grow brighter and brighter until there was a blinding flash. Once their vision cleared, the boys saw a young woman now standing in the center of the room, holding the doll. “Curses and be damned,” the woman said. “I thought I’d be a man once more. Well, we can’t have everything now can we, ladies?” Captain Sweet looked down at himself. “So this is what bosoms feel like, eh? Well, I’ll get good use of them I suppose.”

“Sweet? But…” Joe looked down at himself to confirm that he was, indeed, still a girl. “What about us?”

“I lied,” Sweet said, grinning. “In fact, though you broke at least part of the curse for me, what ye did actually causes it to become permanent for you lousy landlubbers.”

“You mean?”

“Get used to being ladies, Hardy Girls. Hahahaha.” Sweet, clutching his doll, turned to leave.

“How could you do this to us?” Joe shrieked.

Sweet looked back over his shoulder. “I’m a pirate.”


Epilogue

[image: A couple of women sitting on chairs  Description automatically generated]Joe and Frank sat with their legs crossed primly in their dresses, carefully working on their sewing. Frank was restitching the hemline in one of his mother’s house dresses, while Joe was sewing a patch onto the knee of one of Pa’s work shirts, the one he wore when he was working on the yard. Pa would never go into town wearing a patched shirt.

“What do you think?” Joe asked, holding his stitching out to their mother, who was doing some sewing as well.

Mother adjusted her glasses and tilted her head back, nodding with approval. “Excellent work, Jane,” she said, using the new name they’d selected for Joe after getting over the shock of realizing their boy was now a girl. Josephine was just too manly.

“How about mine, mother?” Frank asked.

“Wonderful needlework, Fiona,” she said. “I’m so proud of my girls. You’ll make wonderful wives one day.”

The boys looked at each other and smiled, pleased to have their mother’s approval and excited by the knowledge they were becoming such good little potential wives. It was, really, the most amazing thing a girl could hope for, after all. To that end and under their mother’s instruction, they’d been learning all about cooking, baking, sewing, doing laundry, cleaning and managing a home.

They couldn’t wait to get married, and the boys had started a little competition between them to see which of them could lure a handsome fellow into his web of wiles sooner. As sweet and pretty as they were, they had plenty of attention from the so many boys, but their mother had helped them realize they should hold out for a perfect boy who would treat them the way a girl deserved to be treated.

“You’ll have to kiss a lot of frogs to find your prince,” she said, and to that end the boys had been doing a lot of kissing.

In the meantime, they’d kept solving mysteries. It was fun and had helped them attract so many followers on social media. Plus, they had a great time putting together “girl detective outfits” and having adventures with their hero, Nancy Drew.

“Oh, Fiona,” Jane said as they got up and headed to their room, sewing done. “I do hope that little spot on your chin isn’t about to become a pimple.”

“I hope one day you don’t have to stuff your bra to try and be as busty as me,” Fiona answered. 


Then, he stuck out his tongue. Jane stuck out his tongue. Then, they started to giggle as they headed to their separate rooms. 

“You’re an even worse sister than you were a brother,” Fiona said.

“Thanks for the compliment,” Jane said, throwing her hip to the side.

“I hate you.”

“Hate you more.”

The girls started to close the doors to their rooms, but then Fiona had a sudden impulse to shop. “Wanna go the mall?”

“Of course,” Jane said.

“I hope we find some good sales.”

“We always find good sales,” Jane said and then the boys sang out, in their now famous harmonized voices, “We’re the Hardy Boys.”

The End
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