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  By Portia Hab


  “Okay, I’m here. What is it that you couldn’t tell me on the phone?” I asked Beth as I walked in her kitchen door.


  “And where did you get the cute dog?”


  A little white dog with thick hair and floppy ears danced around my feet.


  Beth, my girlfriend of three years, shook her head. “That’s not really a dog,” she said. “That’s Libby.”


  Huh?


  “You mean that busty little brunette with the baby face who …”


  “Has had a huge crush on you since 10th grade math,” Emma giggled. “Yes, that’s her.”


  Emma was Beth’s 18-year-old daughter and Libby was her best friend. Both were about to graduate from the school where I taught math and coached football.


  Or at least I thought Libby was a senior about to graduate. Now Beth and Emma were telling me this cute little …


  I chuckled.


  “It’s true, Kyle, really,” Beth added.


  “Okay, I’ll play along,” I said. “That’s Libby. She’s lost a little weight, I see, not that she needed to. She’s grown a couple of more legs. She definitely needs to do something with that hair.


  “And what happened to her braces?”


  “She’s a Maltese, Kyle,” Beth said. “At least I think that’s the breed. And I really, really need your help. In four hours, she and Emma have to be bridesmaids.”


  I crouched down to pet “Libby.”


  “Well, she seems to be pretty excited about it,” I said. “I’ve never heard of a dog being a bridesmaid, but, hey, this is the 21st century. What do you want me to do? Hold her while you dress her?


  “Is her groomsman maybe going to be a Dachshund?


  A 5-6 blonde with large blue eyes, Beth put her hands on her hips and, clearly looking angry, said, “Will you be serious here? We have a problem!”


  I stood up.


  “If you want me to be serious, you’re going to have to be as well,” I said. “And what you are saying here doesn’t make the slightest bit of sense. You’re standing here telling me that this little dog is Libby.”


  Beth blew a strand of hair out of her eyes, looked down at the still dancing dog and shook her head.


  “Okay,” she said, plopping her slender frame into a kitchen chair. “I know that I need to explain what’s going on. It’s just that I’m so frustrated. I’m sorry. Sit down and I’ll tell you what happened.”


  I picked up “Libby” as I did, sat her in my lap, and rubbed her ears. She seemed to like it and licked my face.


  “Libby, stop that!” Emma said.


  She laughed. “See. Even as a dog, she still has that crush. And now she finally got to kiss you.”


  About an hour before my arrival, as Beth told the story, she walked into the living room and found the dog in a puddle of Libby’s clothes and her magic book nearby.


  “Your magic book?” I asked, incredulously. “Do tell.”


  Beth put her elbows on the table.


  “Okay, smart guy,” she said. “It’s a book of transformation spells that has been passed down from generation to generation in my family, dating back to a great, great grandmother who lived in New Orleans. Rules say that it can’t be used for personal gain or to harm another person.”


  “I found it in some junk a couple of days ago, brought it upstairs, and then forgot about it,” Emma added. “I guess that I must have left it in the living room. Then, after Libby got here today for us to get dressed together for the wedding, I had to go to the bathroom.


  “I was in there when Mom started yelling about something.”


  I nodded my head, fighting to keep a straight face.


  “I see,” I said, continuing to pet the Maltese now snuggled up on my lap.  “Magic book, rules, transformations. I wish that I’d know about this sooner. I’ve always had this fantasy about Natalie Portman.”


  “The point, wise guy, is these transformation spells last a minimum of 24 hours. After that they can be reversed or altered.


  “Meanwhile, she must be in that wedding. I told you about it. Remember? My neighbor’s oldest daughter, Wendy, is getting married. And her sister, Candace, is besties with Emma and Libby. They’re supposed to be bridesmaids together. And the three of them talk or text every couple hours. Candace knows that there’s no reason for Libby to miss this wedding. And she also knows that Libby wouldn’t miss this wedding.”


  I grinned and said, “Unless she’s a dog.”


  Honestly, I had been zoning out as Beth explained. I didn’t think for a minute that any of this was true, mainly because magic wasn’t real. And I had no idea why the two of them were continuing this fairy tale. Maybe she would get to the point eventually.


  “The point is that I want to transform you into Libby to be the bridesmaid in the wedding,” my girlfriend said. “You’re the only one besides Emma that I can trust with what I’ve just told you.


  “And if you do this for me, I will be Natalie Portman for you. I promise.”


  Still not believing any of this, I laughed and said, “Sure. Why not?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  And that’s how I found myself in Emma’s bedroom, looking at myself as the mirror image of Libby, the girl who’d had a crush on me for nearly three years. Beth and Emma appraised my transformation.


  “I told you,” Beth said. “But you never did believe me. Did you?”


  Oblivious at first to what was being said, I stared open-mouthed at the buxom, brunette teen with brown eyes, now swimming in my adult male clothes. I was 6-2– or had been until a few minutes before. Now I was about 5-4, at least 2 inches shorter than Beth and probably 4 shorter than Emma, a slender blonde with green eyes like her mother’s.


  But then Emma got my attention. “Oh, wow, that is too freaky,” she added. “But it’s kinda hot too.”


  “Hot! You think this is hot?” I squealed in Libby’s high soprano.


  “It’s not hot. It’s not real. It can’t be!”


  Beth shook her head. “But it is real, Libby,” she said, emphasizing the name.


  “And, Emma, I don’t think calling this ‘hot’ is helping any here,” she added.


  Emma giggled. “Sorry, Mom. But it is,” she replied. “I don’t know why, but it is. OMG! Does that make me some kind of a perv?”


  Then she giggled some more.


  Beth stepped up behind me and pulled my now long hair out of the back of my tee shirt. She patted my head and hugged me. It felt good, but not good in the way it had when I was a man.


  “Thankfully, you didn’t believe me,” she said. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t have agreed to do this, I’m sure. But now you’re Libby for the next 24 hours. Fortunately, you can stay at our house during all that time because Libby’s parents are gone for the weekend.”


  I ran my small hands down my smooth face, over my –- breasts!– and my Libby face blushed bright red.


  Beth laughed. “You’re a 34C now, Kyle,” she said. “I’m jealous!”


  “That’s right, Mister Barnes,” Emma chimed in. “You’re really well developed for a girl your age.”


  “That’s just what I wanted to hear,” I said, repulsed by the sound of my voice. I always thought that Libby’s high, girly voice sounded a lot like Minnie Mouse. Now it was my voice that sounded that way. Ugh!


  Bouncing around our feet, the real Libby barked and wagged her tail.


  Speaking reminded me of something else. I had teal-colored braces too. As a teacher, I’d seen plenty of kids in braces. But most always, they were in the lower grades and had them removed by the time they were seniors. I guess that Libby was the exception. Oh, joy!


  For the next 24 hours, I was going to be a teen girl with braces who didn’t look her age, had a cartoonish voice, and, worst of all, big boobs!


   As I watched my face in the mirror, I ran my tongue over my teeth. Braces aside, it was a feminine gesture that always had turned me on, whether I saw a woman do it in real life or movies. And for a second, I actually felt a little titillation between my legs, only to stunningly realize that I actually now had nothing between my legs.


  “Ooooooh, Kyle, you’re a natural!” Emma laughed. “Girl, you and I are going to have so much fun at this wedding!”


  Gawd, that child was irritating!


  “Okay, let’s get you dressed,” Beth said. “We don’t have much time.”


  She looked at the little, white dog and then up at Emma. “Take her to watch TV or something. She’s just in the way in here.”


  Emma giggled. “Maybe we can find a Lassie rerun. Isn’t that the name of that old TV show?”


  “You two are a comedy riot,” I said. “You should go on the road.”


  Emma scooped up Libby and, as they departed, Beth started to undress me. When she pulled my shirt over my head, I gasped, blushed a second time, and quickly closed my eyes.


  “You might as well get used to the girls,” she said. “They are yours now for the next 24 hours, and you’ll be undressing and dressing again several times during that time, I suspect.


  “They’re really impressive too,” she added.


  Like I really needed to hear that.


  She reached around, under my arms, and cupped both of my breasts with their hands, as I felt her own pushing against my back. I idly wondered why that combination wasn’t a turn-on. After all, the embrace was pleasant.


  Oh, gross! Of course, it shouldn’t be a turn-on! I wasn’t Beth’s boyfriend at the moment. I was her daughter’s best friend!


  “No sag and nice and firm,” she said. “I’m jealous. Wish mine were that way again.”


  “Please,” I said. “Do you have to talk so much about my – I mean Libby’s– breasts? And hold them while you’re doing it?”
Beth smiled. “Sorry, Kyle. You look like Libby, but you’re really a 40-year-old man. I’ll try to remember that.”


  Before taking off my jeans, jockey shorts, and socks, I moved away from the mirror to avoid seeing an 18-year-old girl totally in the nude. To have done so, I feared, would have made me feel like a pervert, even though I was now that girl.


  But, it seemed, I was going to see one nude anyway because Emma started undressing as soon as she came back.


  “Can’t we do this in separate rooms?” I pleaded, as she pulled off her tee shirt and started to peel off her shorts.


  “Oh, Libby, we’re all girls here,” she grinned. “Right, Mom?”


  “How could you give birth to such a hateful child?” I asked Beth, as I turned away as much as possible to avoid seeing my girlfriend’s daughter in the nude.


  Beth giggled. “At least you’ve still got Kyle’s sense of humor,” she said, as I bent to step out of my pants and suddenly felt those bare 34Cs dancing around on my chest.


  She handed me a pair of white, satin panties and I pulled them up my smooth, toned legs. As I snugged them against my now slightly plump bottom and flat front I again was reminded of what I was missing and involuntarily cringed.


  Emma must have seen me because I heard her giggle. Damn, that kid!


  “What?” I asked, as I stood back up, put my hands on my hips, and, once more, set the flesh on my chest aquiver.


  “Oh, nothing,” she replied. “I’m just happy to be here.” 


  “Okay,” Beth said. “Now I’m going to have to touch your breasts again to put this strapless bra on you properly.”


  “Strapless!” I squealed. “That means …”


  She patted my bare shoulder.


  “That’s right sweetie, the dress is sleeveless with a sweetheart neckline. You’re gonna love it. It’s so cute!


  “But before I zip you into the dress, let’s do your makeup and your hair.”


  I’m not sure what kind of magic she worked with my brown hair. But it felt good to get it off my shoulders, as she pulled it behind my head and secured it. Along with applying the makeup, she added small, yellow drop earrings to my ears.


  “These match your dress,” she said, as if reading my mind.


  My dress! And I had planned on going fishing this afternoon, while Beth and Emma were at the wedding.


  “Okay, sit on the bed, and put these on your legs,” she said.


  “Oh, Mom, she looks darling!” Emma interrupted, similarly attired in satin panties and strapless bra. “And, again, Libby, I’m so jealous, girl! Just look at that cleavage. You’re rockin’ it!”


  “Ignore her,” Beth told me. “Now, roll those stockings up carefully. You don’t want to get a tear.”


  “Oh, heavens no!” I said sarcastically.


  Beth put her hands on her hips as she looked down at me. “Well, you don’t,” she said indignantly. “Don’t you know anything?”


  Then she laughed and said, “Of course, you don’t.


   “Oh, Kyle, I can’t thank you enough for doing this. I promise that I will make this up to you. I’ll do anything you want.”


  Despite myself, I smiled too. “Okay, will you go fishing with me as Natalie Portman?” I asked.


  She shook her head. “Well, maybe not both at the same time,” she said. “Now the dress. You’re one lucky girl, you know!


  “So many bridesmaid dresses are ugly. I think that’s intentional to put all the focus on the bride. But the ones you girls are wearing are beautiful.”


  Standing up, I stared down at my teen girl body and the swell of my breasts encased in the strapless bra. I snapped the elastic band of my panties and pantyhose.


  “Oh, yes, I’m so lucky!” I gushed.


   But I have to admit, she was right. Despite how embarrassed and ridiculous I felt wearing it, the dress was a stunner. As Beth explained, it was made of light yellow chiffon, with a pleated and layered  A-line skirt and knee-length hemline.


  Feeling that hemline brush against my nylon-clad legs was one of the most sensuous things that I had ever felt. Of course, it also was one of the most disturbing. I’d never had any desire to wear women’s clothes. But if I had a penis at that moment, instead of a flat, empty crotch, I think that it would have been at rigid attention, pressing urgently against my satin panties. No way was I going to tell Beth about that. And especially that child of Satan, Emma!


  Beth zipped me up– yet another strangely exotic and erotic feeling– and handed me a pair of open-toed high heels a little darker in color than the dress.


  “Now put these on,” she said.


  “I’ll break my neck,” I replied, as I stared at them in disbelief.


  “That’s why you should put them on now and practice. Emma will help you,” Beth laughed. “Falling as you walked down the aisle would be really embarrassing.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  During my life as Kyle Barnes, I had been in  several wedding parties. I was an usher and a groomsman. Twice I was a best man. And I was the groom for a marriage that lasted 12 years.


  But now I was going to be a bridesmaid? And in my strapless chiffon dress and open-toed high heels, I was going to carry a small bouquet of flowers and walk arm in arm down the aisle with a pimply-faced teenage boy named “Warren.”


  “He’s one of Candace’s cousins on her father’s side,” Beth said.


  Yeah, like I needed to know that little detail. I was a lot more concerned about how exposed and vulnerable I felt in this dress and how embarrassed I would be when I had to go into the women’s bathroom to pee sitting down, with my panties and pantyhose around my ankles. Fortunately, the dress would provide a good screen to keep me from seeing what was now– and not now– between my legs.


  “Take several pieces of tissue, fold them in half, and then wipe gently from bottom to top,” Beth giggled. “God, I never thought that I’d be giving my boyfriend instructions on how to tidy up his vagina.”


  Fortunately, I already knew many of Beth’s friends, and, by extension, Emma’s and their neighbors’. Before we left the house, the two had briefed me as much as they could on what I would have to do, as well as who the players I might not know were in this summer wedding.


  “Be polite, smile often, and talk as little as possible, and we’ll get through this,” Beth advised.


  “What’s this ‘we’ stuff?” I asked.


  “Point taken,” she acknowledged. “But for weddings, it’s all about the bride. You’ll be okay.”


  Then Beth locked Libby the dog in the laundry room, which she wasn’t very happy about.


  “Sorry, sweetie,” Beth told the four-legged girl. “I don’t want you having an accident in the living room or chewing up one of my shoes. And if you’re a good girl, I’ll give you a treat.”


  I’m pretty certain that those barks we heard from Libby were not saying “Have a good time!”


  Beth stayed behind to get dressed, while Emma drove the two of us to the church in her car.


  “OMG, Kyle! I still can’t believe that’s you,” she grinned over at me, as I sat with the shoulder strap of the seatbelt pulled across my breasts and my arms crossed underneath.


  “Yeah, I know, it’s a real riot,” I replied, as I blew a stray strand of long, brown hair out of my eyes.


  Not only did I feel vulnerable and almost naked, but my stomach was starting to cramp. I never had a stress-related symptom like that before. But I was certain that is what it was. I mean, what could be more stress-inducing for an adult man than suddenly being a big-busted teen girl?


  “And … it … is … sooo … hot!” Emma said again for what seemed liked the thousandth time.


  “Yes, I know. I heard you the first time. And the second … And the third,” I replied, not about to share my physical discomfort with her or the fact that her delight in this was, strangely enough, about to bring me to tears.


  I looked out the passenger window and bit my lower lip to control my emotions.


  “But it is. Don’t you see?” she said. “You are the big, strong, masculine football coach and Libby is a cute little cheerleader with big boobs who’s had a crush on you for years.


  “I’ll bet that’s she’s even fantasized about you getting in her panties,” she giggled. “And now you are! You are in her panties!


  “And her bra and dress and shoes. Kyle, you are her. That is sooo hot!”


  *     *     *     *


  Yeah, I signed up to take Libby’s place in the wedding– when I thought that there was no way possible that Beth could turn me into a double of her daughter’s best friend. But in doing so, as it turned out, I also unknowingly signed up for a grueling photo session, a receiving line after the ceremony, and a reception at a nearby hall, complete with dinner, toasts, and dancing.


  And I had to  endure it all in three-inch heels, as my stomach discomfort continued to grow worse. Fortunately, the lessons with Emma before we left the house really helped. It wasn’t about  taking steady steps to get safely from one place to another, she said. It was about recognizing my new center of gravity– in my hips instead of my chest and shoulders– and accepting a natural sway with each step.


  “If you look like a girl, you need to walk like a girl,” she said. “They go together.”


  That’s not all I had to do like, or as, a girl either. I had to participate in the “catch the bouquet” tradition. I had no intention of fighting for it, but still somehow wound of in the middle of five similarly dressed girls, who bounced their boobs all over my bare arms and shoulders– as well as my own boobs– as they fought for the flowers.


  “Oh, Libby, I caught it! I caught it!” Candace screamed, as she grabbed my arms and I was forced to jump up and down with her in girlish ecstasy, screaming “Eeeee! Eeeeee!”


  The bouncing of those 34C’s on my chest came as a jarring surprise and I feared they would pop out of my bra and dress. Heck, based on the size of them, I wondered if they might even slap me in the face. Fortunately, Beth had made certain that my bra was tight enough to keep them secure during girly outbursts.


  The jumping also further aggravated my stomach.  


  Then I had to stand in the receiving line and endure endless kisses on the cheeks and occasionally the mouth from people I knew and people I didn’t know. As I did so, I forced a metallic smile and sometimes gritted my teeth to endure what was now almost constant stress-induced intestinal discomfort.


  
God, I wish I had a Gas-X, I thought.


  As a teen girl, it  was especially humiliating to greet adult male friends who knew me as Kyle.


  “Where’s Kyle today? I figured that he’d be here with your Mom,” one of them said to Emma.


  “Oh, he wanted to be,” she said with a broad smile. “But something came up.”


  He laughed. “Yeah, I’ll bet. He’s probably fishing.”


  She laughed too.


  “I’m sure that he’d like to be, Mr. Henson,” she said, winking at me. “But I assure you that he’s not fishing.”


  Finally, I joined the rest of the wedding party and guests for dining and dancing. By this time, fortunately and to my great surprise, I was moving rather effortlessly in the heels and I no longer felt nearly as naked and exposed as I had just a couple of hours before. In fact, I would even go so far to admit that I felt “natural” in this teen girl body, which was really bizarre when I stopped to think about it. Even more disturbing, I even felt “pretty” when I looked down at my chiffon dress and my cute, little matching peep-toed shoes. For the first time, I wondered if Beth’s magic spell might have transformed something more than just my physical being.


  But I certainly wasn’t going to tell my bestie, Emma, that I was feeling more comfortable as I pretended to be Libby. She was a big enough pain in my plump ass already and having way too much fun enjoying my predicament. Although I knew that she wasn’t being intentionally mean or hurtful, increasingly her comments about my predicament made me want to cry.


  Of course, I had to dance with Warren first, since he was my escort in the wedding. Actually, I had decided that the pimples weren’t really so bad, as I got a closer look at him. With brown hair and brown eyes, he filled out his dark suit well also. And he had a really cute smile!


  Oh, God. Did I just think that?


  I felt my face flush and my embarrassment grew even more when I tried to take his right hand with my left, the way I was accustomed to doing when I was a man about to dance with a woman.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said.


  “Don’t worry about it. It’s been a long day, right?” he said as he took control, grabbing my right hand with his left and putting his right at the small of my back to take control.


  I put my left arm around his neck. Yikes! Did that feel weird.


  As we danced to a slow tune that I couldn’t remember the name of, Warren engaged me in small talk. Since he was from out of town, I felt a lot less pressure about pretending to be Libby. I’d never see him after tonight.               In truth, too, I did know quite a bit about her, as I thought about it, since she was both a former student and the best friend of my girlfriend’s daughter. That lifted my confidence as well.


  So why not enjoy this bizarre masquerade?


  I told him that I was going to be a freshman in college next year and planned on trying out for cheerleading squad. I also told him that I had a summer job as a lifeguard at the local pool. I suspected that the former was true since I knew that Libby had been a cheerleader in high school. But I simply made up the latter.


  Heck, I didn’t even know if Libby could swim.


  But with these massive flotation devices on my chest, I certainly wouldn’t have to worry about drowning! I thought and giggled.


  Then I realized that I had just thought of myself as Libby, and felt my face flush. Fortunately, Warren’s thoughts were on something other than what I said, and his eyes were on something besides my face.


  “So, you’ll be wearing a bikini,” he grinned as he finally looked into my eyes. “I’ll have to make a point of coming back to visit Candace and her family sometime this summer. Maybe they can take me to the pool.”


  Once again, I blushed, this time at the mental image of myself in a bikini. Oh, God, this bridesmaid dress was bad enough. In a bikini, I’d be every teenage boy’s wet dream!


  “Do you have a boyfriend?” Warren asked suddenly, and my heart fluttered.


  Huh? What did he just ask? Was this kid coming on to me? Well, not me, really. He was coming on to Libby. Only I was Libby. So … yes, he was coming on to me!


  That’s okay, I reminded myself. Play along. Go with the flow. Nothing to worry about.


  “Uh, sorta,” I said. “But we’re not exclusive or anything. We just kinda do things together, you know?”


  Warren nodded and I felt myself being pulled a little closer against his body. And, what do you know? I didn’t mind.


  “How about you? Do you have a girlfriend?” I asked, staring up at him.


  I felt a little weak in the knees as I did so and hoped that he would say that he didn’t.


  Oh, my God, why would I care whether this kid had a girlfriend!


  Suddenly, then, came ultimate acceptance of a reality that I had tried to ignore. Beth had transformed more than just my physical appearance. This morning I had been a 40-year-old heterosexual man, and now I was an 18-year-old girl attracted to boys!


  So why wasn’t I panicking? The answer was in the realization. If I was mentally and emotionally transformed– or, at the least, in the process of being transformed– what did I have to be upset about? I was Libby, a girl who liked boys.


  Warren smiled broadly as he used my own words, “Uh, sorta. But not exclusive or anything.


  “Would you like me to come visit this summer?”


  I smiled back and put my head against his chest.


  “Yes, I would,” I said softly, not giving any consideration whether the real Libby would want to him to visit. For the moment, I was the real Libby and she was a dog at home in Beth’s laundry room.


  During the wedding just a short time before, if I had felt Warren’s hard manhood pushing lightly against my leg, I might have fainted or run screaming out of the church. Now, I didn’t mind at all.


  As we danced and I embraced both Warren and my female sexuality, I glanced dreamily toward a group of boys near the buffet table. One of them saw me looking that way and smiled. Without giving it a thought, I smiled back.


  And as I did, a cold shill suddenly ran down my spine and jerked me out of a teen girl fantasy and back to the cold reality that I was a man trapped in a female body. That boy was Brett, the quarterback on my high school team for the past two years.


  Only … he wasn’t smiling at me as if I were his coach and he was happy to see his mentor. Oh, no. He was smiling at me because … Ewww!


  He thought I was Libby, which, of course, was entirely reasonable because that’s who I appeared to be. But the logic of his response to me as a teen girl launched me into panic mode anyway.


  My lower lip started to quiver and suddenly I was overwhelmed with emotional distress. I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth to maintain control, and, as I did so, the stomach cramps that I thought had subsided suddenly returned with a vengeance.


  
Keep it together, girl, I told myself. Keep it together.
This dance is almost over.


  And when it was, would Brett seek me out? After all, “we” were classmates. Would he come on to me? Would I flirt with him? Had we dated? Had we … Oh, Gawd!


  Or even more awful than having one of my football players think I’m a girl, would he, by some supernatural means, look past my girly physical appearance and see who I really was?


  Feeling my heart nearly pound out of my chest, I quickly glanced away and right into the face of Emma, who was dancing near me.


  She was grinning. Clearly, she had seen the eye contact I had made with Brett and our exchange of smiles.


  “That is sooo hot!” she mouthed silently as me.


  God, that girl is annoying!


  And I’m so miserable! I suddenly realized.


  Not waiting for the song to end, I pulled away from Warren and ran for the girls’ bathroom as quickly as I could, totally overwhelmed by stomach pain and out-of-control emotions.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As I opened the door and stumbled inside to the nearest stall, I heard the rapid clicking of women’s heels behind me. I bent over the toilet, hoping that I would vomit, praying I would find relief that way. I also started to cry.


  Oh, great, what does she want now? I thought, pushing loose strands of hair out of my eyes as I sobbed and stared mindlessly at my heaving breasts.


  Stress? Bad shrimp from the buffet? Something is tearing up my insides and she’s coming to torment me about smiling at Brett.


  But I was wrong.


  “Lib, hun, what’s wrong?” she said as she knocked on the stall door. “Is there anything I can do to help?”


  “No,” I groaned. “It’s my stomach. Stress or something I ate is giving me these awful cramps. I wanta puke, but I can’t.


  “And, oh, Emma, now I’m crying too,” I sobbed, feeling more and more out of control of my emotions. “That’s screwing up my makeup and you’ll have to redo it.


  “And I liked dancing with Warren and I liked when Brett smiled at me. It made me all tingly inside. And I hated that it did.


  “All boys are jerks too! They’re after only one thing.


  “And I feel so fat and ugly and miserable right now. Please, go get a gun and just …”


  “Oh … my … God!” she shrieked, interrupting my tirade. “Libby, honey, it’s not stress. It’s not something you ate. And you’re not fat and ugly. You’re … You’re …”


  Then she stopped.


  “I’m what?” I asked anxiously. “I’m what?


  “Emma, what’s going on?” I demanded, as I straightened up and turned toward the slightly open stall door. “Does Libby have some kind of fatal disease? Do I have it now because I’m in her body?


  “Oh, Gawd, Emma, tell me what the Hell is going on!”


  She opened the door, beckoned me to come out and embraced me. Then she started stroking my hair.


  “What’s wrong, Libby, is that you’re a girl,” she said finally.


  “Well, duh,” I said, looking up at her and wiping my eyes. “I know that already, believe me. But what does that have to do …”


  Then it struck me and all the strength went out of my legs. Fortunately, Emma was tall and strong enough to keep me from falling and taking her down with me. She pulled me over to the counter and rested me against it.


  “Oh, Hell, no!” I screamed, leaning on my hands and staring at my tear-stained face in the mirror. “I am not having a period!”


  Emma smiled. “Oh, yes, you are sweetie,” she said. “Sorry about that.


  “But just to make sure, you should go back in the stall, pull down your pantyhose and panties and … you know … check the plumbing. I’ll lock the bathroom door and stay right in here with you,” she continued.


  “Now, be a brave little girl and …”


  “A brave little girl? Why, you bitch!” I yelled. “I thought you were being my friend, but you’re still just the same annoying person who’s been enjoying my pain and discomfort ever since your mother put me in this body with that damned spell book.”


  “Oh, Libby– Kyle– no, I’m not,” she said and started to cry herself. “I was really just trying to help and to comfort you. Really, I was.”


  Oh, crap!


  “Look, look,” I’m sorry and now I was the one doing the hugging. “Okay?”


  “Okay,” she said, flashing a smile below her teary eyes. “And I guess I really did deserve that. I have been having a lot of fun at your expense.”


  I smiled back. “No kidding,” I said.


  “And that’s not to say I won’t again,” she added, stepping into the stall to pull off a long strip of toilet paper.


  She tore off half and handed it to me. Then we both blew our noses.


  “But right now, I really am trying to help and I wasn’t making fun of you when I called you a little girl. It’s just that …”


  “Yeah, I know,” I interrupted. “At the moment, I am a little girl.”


  “Well, not so little in some places,” Emma giggled.


  “No, not so little,” I agreed, as I hefted my breasts with my tiny hands.


  Suddenly, another cramp struck and I winched in pain.


  Emma took me by the shoulders and pushed me into the stall.


  “Now, do what I told you,” she said. “Pull down your pantyhose and panties and see what it looks like down there.”


  She closed the door behind her, as I reached up under my chiffon dress to do as I was told.


  “Oh, Emma, I’m bleeding to death,” I squealed as I saw the blood stains in my satin panties.


  Weakened by the sight, I plopped down on the toilet seat and became even more sickened as I watched blood drip out of my … my … my vagina!


  “Okay, don’t panic, Lib,” she said calmly. “We can take care of this. Go ahead and take off those panties and you don’t need to keep the pantyhose on anyway. I’m going to get some things for you out of my purse.”


  Those “things” turned out to be a tampon and Midol.


  “The Midol should help with the pain and the cramps,” Emma explained, as she handed me a small plastic cylinder with a string hanging from it. “You can take that when we finish here. But first you have to put this tampon in your vagina to absorb blood.


  “Then you can wear the extra pair of panties that I always carry in my purse. Your boobies are quite a bit bigger than mine, but I think our bottoms are about the same.”


  “TMI!” I muttered, as I took the tampon.


  “Okay, I’ll talk you through it,” Emma said, ignoring my comment. “Now sit with your knees apart. Use the tip of the tampon to open the folds of skin on your vagina and slide the barrel inside …”


  And so it went for what seemed like an eternity, a 40-year-old male trapped in a teen girl’s body being told how to put a tampon into his vagina.


  “Got it,” I said finally.


  “And the cord is sticking out?” Emma asked.


  “Yeah, it’s sticking out,” I replied.


  “Let’s see,” she said, pushing open the stall door, as I stood there, holding dress above my waist,  and naked from there down.


  “Looks good, Lib,” she grinned as she handed me the panties. “Looks like you just passed the ultimate girl test.”


  “Oh, joy,” I said, taking the panties.


  A few minutes later, we were back out at the counter and Emma was fixing both of our faces.


  “I still feel like shit,” I said, as she put gloss on her lips.


  “Yeah, well, welcome to girlhood,” she said. “The Midol will help and so will a heating pad when we get back home. But that’s about it except for …”


  “Except for what?” I asked, straightening my dress and adjusting the girls.


  She giggled.


  “Well, I’ve had no personal experience with this, you know. But I’ve heard from reliable sources that sex when you’re on your period can really help you feel better,” Emma said. “I think it’s supposed to lessen the cramps, or something like that. But most important, it really feels good … So I’ve heard.”


  The she giggled again, and added, “I think doggy style is supposed to be best for scratching that itch, if you know what I mean. It’s not as messy either.”


  I shook my head.


  “Well, that’s not gonna happen,” I said. “So let’s just go home now, okay?”


  “Oh, Lib, we can’t do that yet. It’s still early. And I’m having such a good time.” Emma protested. “Believe me, the Midol will help. And no matter what you tell me, I know that you were enjoying dancing with that boy and you liked it when Brett smiled at you too.


  “And that so too was hot!” she laughed. “I’m sorry, but it was. He was your quarterback when you were a man and a coach and now he’s flirting with you when you’re a girl with big boobs. That’s hot!


  “Anyway… just focus on the boys and how they make your feel  for another hour or so, okay? You’ve got plenty of female hormones flowing right now so just enjoy being a girl while you can. Then, tomorrow, you’ll go back to being a man and Mom’s boyfriend.”


  I thought about what she said. Emma really had been a royal pain in the ass for me most of the time that I was Libby. But she had been kind and supportive when I was in need of help. Okay, I could do an hour for her.


  “All right,” I smiled. “I’ll meet you in an hour just outside the reception hall.”


  “Thanks, bestie,” Emma said and hugged me.


  “You’re welcome, bestie,” I replied, squeezing back.


  *     *     *     *


  After I swallowed the Midol with a glass of punch, I found Warren. Taking his hand, I said, “I’m sorry I ran off like that. It was kind of an emergency.”


  Looking down at me with a twinkle in his eyes, he replied, “And I’ll bet I know what kind too,” he said.


  “It was a …”


  “Girl thing,” I finished for him and we both laughed.


  “Yeah, it kinda was,” I said.


  “Are you feeling better now?” he asked.


  “Not a whole lot,” I admitted. “I’m still having cramps, but at least I’ve plugged the dike, so to speak.”


  “Oh, gross!” he chuckled. “I really didn’t need to know that.”


  Then, with the band starting to play, he took me in his arms and we went back out onto the dance floor.


  “I wish I could help,” he said, as I lay my head against his chest and, simultaneously felt his rigid manhood pressing against my tummy– just where the pain seemed to be the worst.


  Instantly, despite the cramps, I was enjoying being a girl again, as I had been when we were dancing earlier. Only there was a decided difference. I now knew why I had been feeling pain and discomfort.


  And, thanks to Emma, I also now knew what could help– besides inserting a tampon and taking Midol, I mean. That kind of help was just what this female body craved. As if confirming it, my nipples hardened and butterflies once more took flight in my tummy as I visualized what I intended to do with Warren.


  He was the just guy to “help” me too. After all, he had the perfect replacement for the tampon in my vagina pushing against me. Tee. Hee.


  Also, I was attracted to him. And he was from out of town and would leave soon. He’d be out of sight and out of mind and wouldn’t complicate my life or the real Libby’s either.


  “Warren,” I whispered in his ear. “You’re not a virgin, are you?”


  *     *     *     *


  From my own experience being a teen boy, I suspected that Warren wouldn’t need much encouragement to go into the women’s bathroom with a horny girl whose big boobs were almost falling out of her dress.


  And I was right.


  He was a little nervous, though.


  “What if someone walks in,” he said, clearly anxious as he looked around the small room with just two stalls.


  “Not to worry,” I said with a smile, as I locked the door. “Not the place is all ours.”


  And, again from my own experience, I knew that we wouldn’t need that privacy for long. I just hoped that I’d get some pleasure– and relief– before Warren lost control.


  “What now, Libby?” he asked.


  “Now we do it,” I said. “Drop your pants and assume the position.”


  He blushed.


  “I gotta say, Libby,” I wouldn’t have thought you were this kind of girl when I first met you,” he said, clearly nervous as he unzipped his pants and let them fall.


  What appeared to be a flagpole pushed mightily against his white jockey shorts. To show my appreciation, I licked my lips and fondled it in one hand, as I used the other to pull down his head and experience my first kiss as a girl. It did not disappoint.


  “Just a few hours ago, I wasn’t this kind of girl,” I giggled. “In fact, you’d never in a million years guess who I was.”


  “What does that mean?” Warren gasped, clearly fighting to maintain self control.


  I let go of his penis to help him.


  “It’s not important,” I said. “What’s important is that you’re a good boy who’s going to help me deal with some painful menstrual cramps.


  “And it’s so kind of you to help out a girl in distress.”


  “Uh, no problem,” he stammered, as he watched me lift my dress and peel down my panties.


  “Oops! You probably don’t want to see this,” I added, quickly turning away from him to remove the tampon. I tossed it in a waste can.


  “There!” I giggled. “I’m all set. And now let’s see what you have to offer.”


  Grabbing the elastic band, I slowly pulled down his underwear, kneeling as I did so. When it was at his ankles, my face was eye level with his penis.


  Well… that is different, my Kyle inner voice said. I’ve never seen one from this angle.


  Then Libby took over again and I licked my lips, not certain why, but not really worried about it either.


  Suddenly, I realized why. I opened my mouth and …


  “Er, I’m a little worried about those braces,” Warren gasped. “I mean, I like ‘em and they look really cute on you but …”


  “Don’t worry,” I smiled sweetly. “I won’t hurt you. I just want a taste.”


  I was true to my word too. As much as I wanted to slide my lips all the way down his shaft, I didn’t. That would be the worst thing I could do if I wanted Warren to administer a little menstrual relief. Instead, I just licked his shaft and kissed the tip.


  “Ooh, Warren, that tastes so good,” I said in my best little girl voice, as I watched him close his eyes and clinch his teeth.


  OMG, I was such a tease, I suddenly realized. Tee Hee. I didn’t want him to cum. But I wanted to tease him to the point that he almost did.


  “Okay, big boy,” I said as I slowly raised up on my high heels. “Take a deep breath and get control of yourself.


  Then I turned toward the mirror, put both hands on the counter and shoved my bare butt backward.


  As Warren moved into position behind me, I giggled and said, “Make sure you hit the right hole.”


  He did! And, OMG, as a man, I’d never felt anything like it! My knees wobbled, as my whole body vibrated in pleasure. Resisting the urge to close my eyes, I watched as Warren started to pump.


  “Wait!” I squealed, loving the feel of his penis deep inside me and wanting to feel it packed in there for a few moments longer.”


  “What?” He gasped. “You don’t want me to?”


  “Oh, I do. I do,” I replied. “I just want to feel you inside me. And I want you to squeeze my boobies. Please?”


  “Happy to oblige,” he smiled.


  As he leaned forward, his rod press even deeper, intensifying the pleasure, as his large hands grasped my equally large breasts and began to massage them.


  “Ohhhh!” I moaned and this time the pleasure was so intense that I did close my eyes as I pushed backward against his groin.


  He squeezed my boobs some more and kissed my neck and both our breathing became so loud and  labored that I feared someone outside would hear us, despite the music.


  “How’s this, Libby?” he asked.


  “Ohhh, that’s wonderful,” I said between gasps.


  “Are you ready yet?” he asked playfully.


  Then, suddenly, he pulled out! Oh, no!


  “Please, Warren. Please. Put it back,” I squealed.


  “Say ‘pretty please,’” he chuckled.


  “Pretty please,” I pleaded. “Pretty, pretty please!”


  “Okay, then, ramming speed!” he shouted, prompting me to open my eyes and watch as he pumped and pumped and pumped and my boobs bounced and bounced and bounced, until one of them actually spilled out of my dress.


  OMG, I know I never had this much stamina when I was a guy, I suddenly realized. This guy’s a machine. And being a girl with a guy like that is soo much better than being the guy! Eeeeeee!


  
Finally, after what seemed an eternity of pleasure, I felt Warren tense and give up the ghost, shooting his load into my bloody girly parts.


  And, oh, Gawd, that feels so good, I thought, as he slumped onto my back. Period. What period?


   My arms trembled under the weight and then we both collapsed, my fleshy mounds squashed against the counter.


  “Please, don’t move,” I whispered. “Let’s just stay like this for a little longer.”


  “Hey! Hurry up in there!” a female voice on the other side of the door shouted.


  “That’s okay by me,” Warren gasped, as he pulled out and stood up. “But it sounds to me like we’d better get out of here.”


  “Damn!” I said, saddened by the interruption and even more by the sudden emptiness between my legs.


  Quickly I pulled up my panties, Warren zipped up his pants, and we cleaned up the floor with paper towels.


  “Oh, crap,” I don’t want to see what’s on the other side of that door,” he said.


  “Me neither,” I replied, as I unlocked it.


  Fortunately, the restrooms at the reception hall were in a dark hallway and only one woman was there. She was one very angry woman with arms crossed and foot tapping.


  “Well, it’s about ti …” she began.


  Then she saw Warren behind me. “Oh … my … God, you two are disgusting!” she said. “And at a wedding reception too! You two should be ashamed of yourselves.”


  “Uh, we are,” I said, as I pulled up the sweetheart neckline of my dress over my bulging boobs and hurried on past.


  “Yes, ma’am, we are,” Warren added, adjusting his package with one hand and his other on my bare shoulder.


  After the woman slammed the bathroom door behind her, we both started laughing.


  “Could have been worse,” he grinned.


  “And couldn’t have been better,” I giggled.


  Then I pulled down Warren’s head and kissed him.


  “Thanks for helping me with my problem,” I said.


  “Is it all better now?” he asked, squeezing my butt.


  “Oh, yeah,” I smiled. “That injection was just what I needed. Now, though, I need to find my friend Emma and get another tampon.”


  “Oooooh, TMI!” Warren laughed, holding up his hands. “See you later, Libby.”


  I found Emma chatting with some other girls and touched her arm.


  “What’s up, Lib?” she asked


  “Uh, I need some help with something,” I said, leading her away for privacy. “Can I borrow another tampon?”


  “Another one? Already?” she asked in genuine surprise. “Girl, your flow can’t be that heavy.”


  Suddenly her eyes grew wide and she began to giggle.


  “Oh … . my … God!” she said, grabbing both of my arms. “You just had sex, didn’t you? Girl, don’t lie to me either. I can see it in your face.”


  The warm, pleasant after-glow that I had been enjoying suddenly vanished as reality slapped me across the face. I was a guy in a girl’s body who just screwed another guy and my girlfriend’s daughter was calling me on it. I wanted to crawl under a table and hide.


  On the other hand, Emma was delighted and oblivious to my distressed state.


  “Who was it?” she demanded. “That guy you were dancing with. Or Brett?


  “OMG, don’t tell me it was Brett! That would be just soooo hot!”


  “Do you have to talk so loud?” I hissed. “It was Warren, the guy I was dancing with. Okay? And I just did it to make the cramps less painful.


  “And now I need another tampon. Okay?”


  Emma smirked. “Sure, Libby,” she said, sorting through her purse. “Of course, another penis could do the job too.”


  That girl! I wanted to strangle her!


   “And I want to go home as soon as I put in this damned thing,” I said, taking the tampon from her.


  “You can,” she said. “I talked to Mom while you were, uh, making those cramps less painful. She said that you can ride home with her. I’ve got a date later.”


  “Thanks,” I said, restraining myself from saying anything more. By this time I knew that Emma would have fun with anything more I said in my defense. And, I realized, I couldn’t blame her!


  As I turned and headed back toward the bathroom, I heard her add, “Or maybe you and Brett want to double with us?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Back at home– away from Warren and Emma–  I finally was starting to feel like the old me again. Well … as much as a man can feel like himself when he’s having menstrual cramps.


  But then I made the mistake of looking in the mirror just as Beth unzipped my dress. As it fell to my feet, it whispered softly against my legs. Despite myself, I closed my eyes as a pleasurable little shiver traveled down my spine. When I opened them, I saw a smiling Libby standing there in a strapless bra and panties with a mound of chiffon at her feet.


  Behind the 18-year-old girl, her friend’s mother had an even bigger smile.


  “Well, Libby,” she said, emphasizing the name, “I’m guessing that this wasn’t an entirely unpleasant experience for you, even despite getting your period.


  “I noticed a smile just like that on your face when you were dancing with Candace’s cousin.”


  Oh, Gawd, I thought, if she had seen my face when I was in the bathroom doing it doggy style with Candace’s cousin.


  And I wasn’t about to tell her about that.


  At her feet, four-legged Libby barked angrily, probably unhappy at Beth calling me by her name. Couldn’t say that I blamed her either.


  “Emma’s mother is having way too much fun with this. Isn’t she?” I said to the little dog, who wagged her tail in agreement.


  I stepped carefully out of the dress and then looked at Beth.


  “You’re right,” I said. “It wasn’t entirely unpleasant. In fact, it was so pleasant at times that it has started to worry me. I don’t want it to be pleasant. I’m a man, not a teenage girl.”


  Beth patted me on the check as she sorted through overnight bag that the real Libby had brought with her.


  “Sorry to have to break this to you, sweetie, but you are a teenage girl at the moment, just as the real Libby is now a Maltese dog,” she said. “And that’s what you will be until tomorrow afternoon.


  “Here, put these on.”


  She handed me a pair of too short denim shorts with holes and ragged hems and a gold floral square-neck crop top that would leave my belly exposed.


  “Really?” I said, holding up the top by its spaghetti straps.  “Wasn’t a strapless dress enough?”


  Beth took the top.


  “Okay, sorry,” she said, and handed me one that was even more feminine, with lace at the top and bottom. “Try this.”


  I put my hands on my satin-covered hips.


  “Very funny,” I said in my mean teen voice. “Doesn’t Libby own anything that covers a little more?”


  Four-legged Libby barked some more. I’m not sure what she was saying this time. Maybe now she was angry at my criticism of her wardrobe. Or possibly she was saying, “Oh, don’t be such a prude.”


  Beth held up her hands in a “whatta ya gonna do?” gesture.


  “Okay,” I said. “Give me the first one back then.”


  After I changed, Beth took off my earrings, brushed my hair out, and handed me a pair of sandals.


  “Want to go get a pizza or something?” she asked.


   I threw my hands in the air.


  “Really? Looking like this? No thank you!” I replied, as I exited the bedroom and four-legged Emma followed.


  “What I really want is a beer,” I said. “No, I want two beers!”


  Beth caught up with me just as I reached the refrigerator.


  “But Libby, you’re too young to drink … “


  I stopped and looked up at her. We both laughed.


  “You know what? You should try a beer,” she said. “See what it tastes like to you. I’m curious.”


  She grabbed a bottle of Dos Equis, pulled out an opener from a nearby drawer, and popped the top.


  “Here,” she said.


  I didn’t drink a lot of beer, but I did like Dos Equis, which is why Beth kept some at her house.


  “Cheers,” I said and took a long pull of the icy cold beer.


  Instantly gagging, I ran to the sink because I feared that I would throw up.


  “Oh, my God, that’s awful!” I screamed. “How can that be?”


  Beth handed me a bottle of water and I took a long, long drink.


  “See my point?” she said, with a smile that needed no words to say, “I told you so.”


  She took the beer from the counter and poured it down the sink.


  “You are a teenage girl right now. You look like one. You have the taste buds of one. You …”


  I grabbed her arm.


  “Like boys?” I said. “So, when you said that I am a teenage girl, you meant inside and out?”


  “Yes,” she said. “That’s what I meant. And the longer you look like a girl, the more you will become that girl. Fortunately for you, I can transform both you and Libby back to your old selves tomorrow. And there’s no leftover effect. You’ll be all man again, Kyle, and Libby will be all girl.”


  She walked back to the refrigerator and pulled out a bottle of white wine.


  “I’d never allow the real Libby to drink alcohol at my house,” she said. “But a little sweet wine would be a good idea for you in that body, I think, along with a heating pad for those cramps. It will help you relax and get some sleep.”


  After I found a couple of wine glasses, Beth put her arm around my bare shoulders and we went into the living room.


  *      *     *     *     *


  With the pad on my tummy, my bare legs tucked under me, and a glass of wine in my hand, I pretended to watch something on Netflix with Beth. But I just couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that I was attracted to boys and, more disturbingly, what I had done with one boy. I don’t mean that I was thinking about boys. I mean the idea was so repulsive to the male me inside this girly body that I couldn’t get it out of my mind.


  The wine helped me relax a little, just as Beth hoped it would. But then a really frightening thought occurred to me. Because alcohol lessened inhibitions, how would I be behaving right now if that was Warren sitting next to me instead of Beth?


  Then I realized that I felt a tingle in my tummy at the idea of Warren sitting next to me. Oh, crap! I look a long swallow of wine.


  Suddenly, I received a text alert on my – Libby’s– pink cell phone.


  When I looked down, my brown hair fell in front of my eyes and I swept it back. Then I laughed.


  “Looks like you’re not the only one who wants to go out and get a pizza,” I told Mommy. “Warren does too.”


  “Well, go if you want, sweetie,” she said. “I won’t be offended. After all, it is Saturday night and you should be out having fun with friends your own age. Just be back my midnight.”


  I playfully slapped her on the arm. Yes, the wine had helped. Her incessant, but good-natured teasing about this ridiculous situation no longer bothered me so much. I gave it right back to her.


  “But, Mommy, I thought that we were having a girls night together,” I said. “I want to stay right here with you.”


  I snuggled up against her, and she laughed. “I’m not your Mommy, young lady, but I get your point.”


  Then I sat back up and took another sip of wine.


  “But seriously, there’s no way that I’d go out with a boy tonight, knowing what I felt around Warren and what you’ve told me.”


  And knowing what Warren and I had done in the bathroom!


  Beth kissed me on the cheek.


  “No problem, kid,” she said. “Do what you want. There’s nothing at all wrong with you being attracted to a boy right now. It’s natural. But I also can understand Kyle, who’s in that body, being repulsed at the thought. That’s natural too.”


  I texted Warren that the cramps were just too much and I wanted to stay home with a heating pad. Then Beth popped some corn and we drank a little more wine as we watched “Bridget Jones’s Diary.”


  About midnight, I started yawning and she said that it was time to go to bed.


  “Sweet dreams, pumpkin,” she said, and kissed me on the nose.


  I hugged her and said, “Night, Mommy.”


  In the guest bedroom, I drowsily decided that I’d sleep in the tank top and my panties, as I wiggled out of the tight denim shorts and tossed them on the floor. A fuzzy white dog curled up at the foot of the bed, and I petted her head.


  “Okay, you can stay, I guess,” I giggled, and turned off the light.


  Aided by the wine, I was asleep almost immediately. But just as quickly, it seemed, I was awake, startled by something. I sat up bewildered, not only by where I was, but by who I was. Then I remembered.


  “Libby!” a male voiced whispered outside the bedroom window. “Libby, it me, Brett!”


  I pulled back the pale blue curtains and looked out.


  “Brett? What are you doing here?” I asked, as I pulled up the window.


  “I wanted to see you,” he said. “When I saw you tonight at the reception, I realized how much I miss you. I’m sorry that we had that fight a couple of weeks ago. I’m sorry I flirted with Rachel. I want to get back together, if you’ll have me.”


  Wow. My mind already was muddled from the wine and being asleep, and now this! I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.


  “Emma told me that you’re spending the night at her house and you’d probably be in the guest bedroom,” he added, before I could find words. “Can I come in?”


  Oh, Hell, why not? I thought.


  I pulled tousled hair off my face and opened the window wider. Having already removed the screen, he crawled in.


  “If Ms Moore finds out, she’ll be pissed at us both,” I said to the tall, muscular boy with blond hair and blue eyes.


  God, he’s a hunk! the Libby part of me thought, while the Kyle part mentally screamed, No, he’s not. You’re his coach. He’s your quarterback!
Tell him to get out!


  But the Libby part wouldn’t let me.


  Brett nodded, as we sat down together on my bed. Four-legged Libby whimpered and moved to the farthest corner.


  Then he turned my head, brushed my hair back gently, and kissed me. His lips were soft and sweet.


  Suddenly, I was full on awake … and panicking! This couldn’t be happening. I was a 40-year-old heterosexual man and yet here I was in a tiny tank top and panties being kissed in secret by a horny teenage boy who really was one of my students!


  And I liked it! My nipples stiffened and my tummy did a flip-flop!


  I pulled back to catch my breath.


  “That was nice,” he said.


  Oh, what the Hell, I thought. I’ve already had sex with Warren.


  And as Beth had assured me, I would be my old self tomorrow afternoon. Until then, why not make the best of it?


  “Yes, it was,” I replied, as I put my arm around his neck and pulled myself up to kiss him back.


  Needing no more invitation, Brett wrapped his arms around me. I put mine over his shoulders and, together as one, we rolled down onto the bed.


  Four-legged Libby refused to be left out. She moved in and started licking both our faces.


  Brett groaned and I giggled.


  “Cute dog,” he said. “But three’s company. Don’t you think?”


  “Yes, I do,” I said, as I grabbed the little dog. “Be right back.”


  I tiptoed quickly to the laundry room, gave four-legged Libby a doggy treat, locked her in, and hurried back to my bedroom.


  “Now, where were we?” I whispered as I quietly closed the door behind me.


  In the darkness, I thought that I heard him removing his shoes.


  “We were about to get back together as a couple, I’m hoping,” he said.


  “Oh, goody!” I said softly, as I hurried to bed, quickly noted where he was sitting, and plopped my plump bottom onto his lap. I put my arms around his neck again and kissed him passionately.


  Brett kissed back, with tongue this time, and pressed his hand firmly onto one of my breasts.


  Oh, my God! I had no idea.


  I pushed him down onto the bed and climbed on top. I leaned into him, both boobs swinging freely under my short tank top. He reached up and squeezed both of them. I wiggled and squirmed on his crotch, feeling him grow hard against his jeans.


  Vividly remembering my first sexual pleasure as a female, I now wanted another desperately. I was just about to unzip Brett’s pants when reality slapped me hard across the face. God, this was getting old!


  A voice deep inside me somewhere screamed “No!” It was Kyle’s voice, of course. But Libby was having none of it because she wanted all of it.


  With me helping, Brett scooted out of his pants and underwear, and I threw them on the floor. My heart skipped a beat as I saw size of his rigid rod and I think that I might have started to drool.


  Oh, God! I peeled off my panties and then, as Brett reached under my top to play with my boobs, I hungrily lowered myself …              


  Oh, crap! I forgot about the tampon!


  I grabbed the cord and yanked it out. Blood? Who cares about any stinkin’ blood? I wanted to ride this stallion like the horny cowgirl I was.


  And then I was, as his penis filled me up. Ooooh, that felt soooo good! I think that my toes curled. And I know that my eyes rolled back in my head, while my whole body trembled and tingled and …


  Suddenly, the overhead light flashed on.


  From atop Brett, I looked toward the door to see Emma there with her phone, videoing our love fest!


  “Oh, this is just soooo hot!” she squealed.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Oh, thank God! I thought as I opened my eyes. It was a dream.


  Yeah, a dream. But a vivid one that left me sweat-drenched, exhausted, embarrassed, and … more than a little horny. My nipples were still hard.


  Next week when I see Brett at school, I’m definitely gonna …


  Huh? Lord, this was confusing. Was I a man or a girl?


  I put my hand between my legs to find out. Oh, yeah, a flat crotch, panties, and that damned string.


  I wanted to just stay in bed and savor the pleasant, erotic parts of the dream until it was time for Beth to change me back. But I couldn’t.


  Not only did I have to pee, but I needed to check my panties and change my tampon. A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do. And for a few more hours, I was a girl.


  Then the three of us had breakfast and made small talk. It was weird, cuz, like, I’m not really a girl, but no one wanted to mention it. And it was like last night never happened. That made for a looong morning, just waiting for enough time to pass so Beth could put things back to the way they were when I was … a man? Yeah, I guess I was.


   But it was understandable for things to be awkward too, ya know? I mean, how do you pretend things are normal when you know they’re not?


  Back in the guest room, I was trying unsuccessfully to take a nap. When I first woke up, it felt good to be a girl. Now it didn’t, and not just because of discomfort from cramps and bloating. For no reason I could understand, I was feeling anxious and grouchy when I heard Beth scream, “Oh, my God, no!”


  As I jumped up from bed, my first thought was OMG, I wish I’d put on a bra!


  My boobies were sore, so sore that they made me want to cry, and they bounced all over the place as I stumbled out of the room. Fighting back tears, I held them against my chest as I ran into the kitchen.


  Emma was already there, as was Libby the dog, bouncing about.


  “I’ve some bad news, I’m afraid,” Beth said.


  “Libby peed in the laundry room?” Emma asked, trying to lighten the moment. But her joke fell flat.


  “Kyle can’t change back today,” Beth said.


  What? Although I had been at ease with being Libby this morning– even enjoying it– I wasn’t anymore. And this made it worse. So much worse!


   I wanted to be Kyle again. I wanted to be a man!


  “What are you talking about?” I demanded.


   “It’s your period,” Beth said. “According to the book, a female body can’t be transformed if it’s menstruating. I have no idea why. That’s just what the book says.”


  “So, what’s that mean exactly?” I asked as I sat down across the table from her and tossed my hair over my shoulder.


  “It means you’re going to be in that body for awhile,” she said. “Maybe all of next week.”


  “But that can’t be true,” I said in Libby’s Minnie Mouse voice. “I have to be me again. Tomorrow starts the last week of school. I have to be there. I’m a teacher, ya know?”


  As I started to cry, Emma moved over behind me and began to stroke my hair.


  “Oh, Mom, are you sure?” she asked. “I mean, I’ve had lots of fun teasing Kyle about being in Libby’s body, but that’s just not fair.”


  Beth shook her head. “Fair doesn’t have anything to do with it,” she said. “Those are the rules.


  “Of course, we can turn Libby back into herself right away,” she continued. “So, I guess what we’ll do is turn her back and let her go on with her life and you, Kyle, will stay here, inside the house, so no one can see you, until we can change you back.”


  The room was silent as we considered that. My mind was all cloudy and confused and the realization that I didn’t like that plan was slow coming to me. But when it did, I became hysterical.


  “No!” I screamed. “No! No! No!


  “That is so not fair, and it’s not cuz of those rules you mentioned. It’s cuz I’m like this cuz you wanted me to help you, and now you want to, like, punish me for it. You want me to stay home and you’re gonna let her be herself again like nothing happened,” I said, pointing at the dog.


  “I don’t wanta be a girl, okay?” I said pushing away from the table and starting to cry. “’Specially I don’t wanta be one with big boobies. Right now, they’re sore, really sore. And I hate having them.


  “I wanta be a man. But if I can’t be, like, a man for awhile, then I wanta be a girl in public, not a girl hiding in the house. I wanta be Libby, and I wanta go to school.”


  I grabbed a paper towel from the kitchen counter, blew my nose, and, before Beth could respond, added, “She can stay a dog if she wants or she can be Kyle while I’m Libby, okay?


  “That’s fair.”


  “He– she– is right, Mom,” Emma said. “It is fair. And I can help them both be each other at school. And, since you’re Kyle’s girlfriend, you can babysit Libby in his body at night to keep her out of trouble.”


  Beth shook her head again. “I don’t know, Kyle,” she said. “It’s one thing to be stuck in Libby’s body for a few more days here at the house. It’s another to actually live her life. Remember what we talked about last night?


  “And with your period just starting, I’m afraid that your emotions are overruling your common sense right now. You’re not thinking clearly.”


  “I am so thinking clearly,” I squealed.


  “Being Libby here and being Libby out in public isn’t that much different. I don’t care what you say,” I said. “Either way I’m still a girl with big boobies who is havin’ her period.


  “So, I wanta go to school. Period!”


  When asked her opinion, Libby the dog agreed with me by barking and running around in circles.


  “Okay, then, that’s what we’ll do,” Beth said. “But don’t say that I didn’t warn you.


  “You should go on home now, Libby,” she added, as she got up from the table.


  Emma put her arm around the small of my back and said, “I’ll go with her, Mom, and help her get settled.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  After Emma told me lots of helpful stuff about my parents, my little sister, and my friends, she left me to get acquainted on my own with my room.


  My room? Wow. I’d never been in this bedroom before. But it felt like mine, ya know? It had teal-colored walls and pillows, with a dusty pink bedspread and curtains. My cheerleader trophies and medals were on a bookcase, and lots of photos of me and my friends were on the walls– friends that I’d yet to meet. Tee Hee.


  Ooh, and I loved how neatly all my pretty bras and panties were arranged in the drawers of my white dresser.


  As I checked out my dresses, skirts, tops, shoes, and other clothes in my walk-in closet, I constantly was tempted to do a one-girl fashion show. I reeelly, reeelly wanted to try on everything, especially the prom dress.


  “But they’re your clothes and they’re not going anywhere, Libby,” I said as I closed the door. “Relax, girl.”


  Yeah, that’s a good idea, I decided. Relax and go over the photos of my friends so I wouldn’t get their names wrong tomorrow.


  Before I went over to my bed, though, I stopped to look in the mirror on the closet door.


  There stood a petite brunette with brown eyes and impressive breasts in a tight red tee and tiny denim shorts.


  I’m Libby, I said to myself, as I put my hand on one hip and turned left and right, giggling when I saw just how big those breasts looked in profile.


  I have Libby’s body. I walk and talk like her. I act like her, cuz that’s who I am. I love pretty clothes and boys.


  But I don’t have her memories. Instead, my head is filled with yucky old stuff about cars, math, and sports, especially football.


  I didn’t even know my real name was “Liberty” until I saw it on my driver’s license. Liberty Rose Jennings. That’s me.


  But as soon as I stop bleeding in my girly parts, I am gonna be Kyle Barnes, cuz that’s who I was before I was Libby. And I know that’s who I am supposed to be so it doesn’t bother me, ya know?


  So … I’ll just have fun being a girl for as long as I can and then I’ll be a man again and I’ll like that too, I guess. I mean, like, what choice do I have, ya know?


  For the moment though, it was a real mess down there between my legs, worse that it was Saturday night and, suddenly, the cramps were back, bringing tears to my eyes and making me almost double up in pain.


  Before I lie down, I decided, I’d better put in a new tampon, grab a heating pad, and see if I could find some Midol in the medicine cabinet in my bathroom.


  Gawd, I hated being a girl!


  *     *     *     *     *


  Monday was awful. Emma and I shared one class, so she could tell me where to sit in that one. But for the rest, I had no idea! A couple of times, I ran to the girls’ bathroom and hid in a stall so people wouldn’t see me crying. ‘Course, while I was in there, I shoved a new tampon into my vagina. I think that the bleeding had lessened a little. Thank Gawd!


  At least I’d didn’t call people by the wrong names or anything like that. That would have been soooo humiliating! Also, it was the last week of school so things were a lot less formal and teachers weren’t paying as much attention to details as they usually would.


  I didn’t have classes with Mr. Barnes or anywhere near his room. But that afternoon, I decided that I’d stop by and see how he was doing as a man, ya know? I mean, we were both in this together.


  OMG, as I peeked inside, he looked so handsome sitting there behind his desk! Why hadn’t I remembered he was such a hunk? He was tall and muscular, with green eyes, brown hair, and, oooooh, a little stubble on his cheeks and chin. He was sooo masculine and good looking.


  I tried to speak, but, at first, I was too scared. But he heard me and looked my way.


  “Oh, hi, Libby,” he said. “How’s it going?”


  After a long pause, I finally managed to respond. “Uh, fine, Mr. Barnes,” I said. “Just thought that I’d check on you since, well … you know.”


  “I do,” he laughed. “I never thought that I’d be a football coach and a math teacher. But here I am.”


  “And I never thought I’d be …  this,” I replied, gesturing at myself in a pink sleeveless top and white shorts. “But here I am.”


  He started to respond, it seemed, but then stopped. “Uh, yes, there you are,” he said finally, as he looked me up and down. “Okay, thanks for stopping by, Lib. I’ve got to get back to work.”


  He then turned back to the papers on his desk.


  My heart pounding as I backed out of the door, I was confused.


  Did he just dis me? I wondered. Or was he attracted to me and didn’t want to show it?


  It was the latter, I decided. Yes, he liked me too! He liked me too!


  On Tuesday, I wore a white, pleated floral skater dress with my hair down, hoping he would like me even more. I added a little perfume too.


  “Hi, again, Mr. Barnes,” I said.


  This time, I went into his room and stood by his desk, just– sigh!– inches away from the man I made love to in my dreams Monday night.


  This time, he looked me up and down before saying anything. Oooooh, that was just what I wanted. He noticed me as a woman!


  “Uh, hi, Libby,” he said finally. “You’re looking really pretty today!”


  OMG, did I just hear that? I thought. I think that my panties just got wet!


  And speaking of panties, I was wearing a pad today instead of a tampon. The worst was over! This was a great day!


  “Thank you, Mr. Barnes– Kyle,” I said. “I wore this just for you. I was hoping you’d notice.”


  Then I lifted one bare leg onto the edge of his desk and traced a finger along his bare arm. “I am 18 now, you know,” I added. “I’m legal. I’m a woman.”


  “Ah, yes, I know that, Libby,” he said, pulling his arm back and standing up. “But … but … I’m really busy right now, you see, and, so, if you’ll excuse me. I have to get down to the gym for a meeting.”


  “Okay, Kyle,” I said. “See you tomorrow, okay?”


  He didn’t reply as he hastily left me behind in his classroom.


  “Yes! He likes me!” I said to the empty room. “I can tell.”


  And tomorrow I’m going to seal the deal! I told myself.


  Wednesday, I wore heels and my dress had an even shorter hem and lower neckline. On this last official day of school before Emma and I were to graduate, I was going to make Mr. Kyle Barnes mine!


  This time, I didn’t even say hello until I had walked in, sat down on his desk top, and leaned way over to show him my boobies.


  “How are you, Kyle?” I asked and then kissed him on the lips before he had time to answer.


  “Uh, I’m okay, Liberty Rose,” he said, strangely using my full name for the first time.


  But of course he would know it. It had been his.


  “I don’t think a student kissing a teacher is appropriate,” he added. “You’re a very pretty girl and all, but …”


  “But what?” I giggled. “I know what it’s like to have a thingy between your legs and I know what it’s like when it gets hard.”


  I touched his rough cheek with my small hand.


  “I’m making it hard for you, Kyle.” I added. “And if you want, I can make it soft too.”


  Then I giggled.


  OMG! Did I just say that? I was sooo clever.


  But not clever enough to convince Kyle to do me on his desk or in the locker room.


  He pushed me away. I couldn’t believe it. Why? Why would he do that?


  “You’re going to have to leave now,” he said sternly. “I’m sorry, Libby, but I’m not going to have sex with you.


  “You’re a beautiful girl. You probably could have any guy your age that you wanted. Why me?”


  “I don’t know!” I sobbed as I ran from the room. “I don’t know.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Beth texted me that afternoon. All she said was “It’s time.” I guess that Emma had been giving her a progress report about my period, and she decided that now she could turn me back to a man.


  So now I sat across from Beth at the kitchen table in her house. Of course, I had replaced the dress with shorts and a top and put my hair in a pony.


  We sat there for a moment, looking at each other, with Emma behind her. When Beth still didn’t speak, I finally said, “Okay, I’m ready. And where is Kyle– er, Mr. Barnes– so he can get changed back to?”


  With her fingers interlocked, Emma’s Mom looked down and then back at me. It looked like there was a little sadness in her blue yes, but also a little anger.


  “Kyle is out on the deck, barbequing,” she said. “He doesn’t need to be here because no one is changing back. For now and forever, you are Libby and he is Kyle.”


  My mouth fell open for a moment and then I found my voice again. “But you said that when my period stopped …”


  “I know what I said,” Beth interrupted. “But both of you are way past pretending to be each other now, which is just what I was afraid of. That’s why I wanted to turn Libby back into Libby so she could live her life and you could stay here inside our house and not get all caught up in her life.


  “If we had done it that way, Libby, you wouldn’t have tried to seduce my boyfriend.”


  My face flushed. “You know?” I gasped.


  “Libby, you didn’t!” Emma added.


  “Yes, she did,” Beth replied. “Kyle told me, and he was pretty upset about it. That helped me make this decision.


  “But so did the fact that I get along better with this Kyle than I did the old one. We’ve got a lot more in common. And, just like me, he wants to get married. Although we dated for three years, the old Kyle didn’t even want to talk about it.”


  As she got up from the table, Emma’s mother added, “Also, Emma tells me that, from what she’s seen at school, you like being Libby as well.


  “So, that’s the way it’s going to be, girls,” she said as headed out of the kitchen. “Now I’m going to join my boyfriend out on the deck, and you girls can talk.


  She was almost out the door, when she stopped, turned and added, “Oh, by the way, we’re planning on getting married later this summer, and we’d like both of you to be bridesmaids.”


  When we were alone, Emma put her hands on my shoulders and said, “I really think this is for the best, sweetie. You really do make a good Libby, you know.”


  “I do?” I asked. “I really didn’t even think about it, ya know. I was just …


  “Doing what comes naturally?” she said. “Yeah, that’s obvious since you wanted to have sex with your old male body.


  “Oh, wow! If you had, that would have been soooo hot!” she laughed.


  “You really can be annoying sometimes,” I said, patting one of her hands.


  “Someone’s got to keep you in line,” she replied. “And listen, if you’re interested, I think I can get you a job as a waitress at that sports bar where I’ll be working this summer. With that chest of yours, you’d make lots of money in tips.”


  “I’ll think about it,” I said. “I mean, yeah, I did have fun being Libby, but I wasn’t thinking past this week.


  “I know, girl,” Emma said, sitting in a nearby chair. “I didn’t even see you flirting with any boys, even Brett.


  “Listen,” she added. “My boyfriend says he likes you and, if you want, we can do a double date.”


  I thought about it a moment, smiled, and said, “And just think, if Brett and I have sex, he probably will be the only boy ever to get in the panties of his football coach.”


  “Oooooooh that would be soooo hot!” we giggled simultaneously.
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