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  By Portia Hab


  So … this was where a famous magician lived. Well, actually, a semi-famous, retired magician, who happened to be my girlfriend’s uncle.


  And, since Rachel was his only living heir, she had inherited everything in the confines of this two-bedroom apartment in the suburbs of Kansas City.


  On a warm Friday in early fall, we had made the four-hour drive over from St. Louis to take a look at her legacy so she could determine what to do with it. She had to act quickly since the lease had expired on his apartment.


  I could have let her come alone, staying behind to teach history at the high school where we both work and then play softball in my Friday night league. But I elected to be the good boyfriend and sacrifice a good time with the boys, playing ball and drinking a few beers afterward. We both took personal days.


  “What was his stage name again?” I asked, as we surveyed the normal-looking living room with a big-screen TV, sofa, and comfortable recliner.


  “Magic Mike,” said my girlfriend, a 5-8, slender brunette who taught English and sponsored the cheerleaders. One of them was my 18-year-old daughter, Rebecca.


  “If nothing else, from looking through his stuff, we should be able to learn how some of those illusions are performed by stage magicians,” she said, as she surveyed the living room with her hands on her hips.


  Yeah, I guess,” I said with a grin. “But to be honest, I’m not much interested in that. I’m just doing this so my hot girlfriend will be eternally grateful and reward me with a whole lot of lovin’ when get back home tonight.”


  Rachel smiled back, rose up on tiptoes and kissed me on my bristly cheek.  “Consider it done,” she said, as she traced a finger down my chest. “Now, why don’t you start looking around while I use the bathroom.”


  Since the living room didn’t seem to hold anything promising, I headed for the nearest bedroom. Flipping on the light, my eyes immediately were drawn to an old-fashioned, brown trunk in the far corner. An ornate sign across the top read, “Magic Mike’s Metamorphosis Chamber.”


  “Okay, that looks like a good place to start,” I said as I strode across the room.


  Kneeling down, I lifted the lid and looked inside. I don’t know what I expected to see but a small, flowered item of clothing lying forlornly on the bottom wasn’t it.


  I picked it up and the next thing I knew …


  I looked up to see Rachel standing over me, shrieking, “Where’s Tom? Where’s Tom? Who are you? Who are you?!?”


  Huh? I’m Tom, I thought. What the Hell is wrong with that woman?


  Then I noticed that the trunk suddenly had grown much larger. And my clothes! What happened to them? The sleeves of my tee shirt reached almost to my hands.


  My hands? Those weren’t my hands! They were the small, delicate hands of a child. I was a 38-year-old man, for God’s sake!


  When I tried to stand, my legs got all tangled in my jeans, my jockey shorts slid to the floor, and I started to fall.


  Fortunately, Rachel caught me. But how could this be Rachel, I was 6 inches taller than her and weighed at least 50 pounds more. This woman towered over me.


  As she straightened me up, long hair fell into my face.


  “Rachel, what the  …” I sputtered, spitting blonde strands out of my mouth, and stopped when I heard my voice. Only it wasn’t my voice. I was a baritone. This voice was high and sweet and girlish.


  Girlish voice, long hair, tiny hands … I screamed and screamed and screamed …


  Until Rachel put her large hand over my small mouth.


  “It’s okay. It’s okay,” she said softly in a soothing voice.


  Then she picked me up and pulled me tight against her. I sobbed into her shoulder, as I felt my socks and jeans fall to the floor.


  “There, there baby,” she whispered. “It’s okay. No one’s going to hurt you? Now, what’s your name?”


  “It’s Tom,” I bawled. “My name is Tom. I’m Tom! Something happened to me. Pwease, Wachel, you have to believe me!”


  Pwease? Wachel? Not only had I suddenly become a tiny person with long, blonde hair and a child’s voice, I couldn’t even speak clearly anymore.


  Oh, God, Wachel,” I wailed. “What’s happened to me?”


  *     *     *     *


  “Here’s what happened,” Rachel said, still holding me, as she stepped in front of a full-length mirror on the closet door.


  Oh, Gawd! The reflected image showed my girlfriend in shorts and a tight tee shirt holding … a little girl with big blue eyes and full lips in a Cupid’s bow, who appeared to be about 4 or 5 years old. A huge, blue CHS tee shirt barely hung onto the edges of her narrow shoulders. If it slid off, she– I– would be naked!


  “But I don’t understand,” I said. “That’s not me. I’m Tom, Wachel,” I really am.”


  Rachel chuckled.


  What the Hell?


  “Oh, I’m sorry, sweetie,” she said, stroking my hair. “It’s just that your voice is so cute and you can’t say my name… And, yes, I realize now that it’s you, Tom. Somehow, some way, some of my Uncle Mike’s magic must have been real and you stumbled upon it.”


  She set me down and pulled the shirt up over my shoulders.


  “But that’s just not possible,” I replied, looking up into her brown eyes. They twinkled.


  “Evidently it is possible,” she said. “Do you need to take another look in the mirror?”


  “No, I don’t!” I snapped and crossed my arms, as I blew hair out of my face.


  “Oh, that is just so adorable,” Rachel exclaimed.


  “Wachel, will you cut that out?” I said. “This is sewious. We’ve got to find a way to tuwn me back into me! I don’t want to be a widdle giwl!”


  She nodded solemnly, as if stifling a smile and the desire to tell me once again how freakin’ precious I was.


  “You’re right. You’re right, of course,” she said as she finally seemed to regain control. “It’s just that … well …”


  I stomped a tiny foot and pointed a tiny finger at her. “Wachel, don’t you dawe …”


  She swallowed and held up both hands in surrender. “Okay, Okay, I’m sorry,” she said. “If  Uncle Mike had a way to turn a man into a little girl, he had to have a way to turn him back. Now what did you do?”


  I pointed to the small item of clothing on the floor. “I pulled that out of the twunk,” I said.


  Rachel repressed a giggle. Then she walked over and picked it up. “It’s a little girl’s dress,” she said and then smiled. “It looks just about your size too.”


  Immediately, I saw where she was going. “Oh, no!” I said, as I started backing up. “I’m not going to weaw a widdle giwl’s dress. I’m a man! I’m …”


  And that’s when I tripped over my shirt and fell on my bottom. For a brief moment, I thought I was going to cry. What the heck? But then I regained control.


  Rachel saw my temporary regression to childhood emotion too, I’m sure of it. But she didn’t say anything as she walked over to me with the dress.


  “Look, this is the only thing that you can wear without falling and hurting yourself,” she said. “I know that you don’t want to. But for your own safety, you need to wear this dress until we can get you changed back.


  “Now, stand up, sweetie, and I’ll put it on you.”


  God help, me, I did as I was told. But my squeezed my eyes shut tight as Rachel pulled the tee shirt over my head. No way, no how, did I want to see myself naked in this body.


  With the shirt off, I felt Rachel lift me up and then put me down again. “Okay, now I’m going to pull up the dress,” she said, as I felt soft fabric brushing against my bare legs.


  “That’s a good girl. Now, let’s put your arms in the sleeves …”


  “I am not a giwl,” I squeaked in my little girl voice.”


  “Sorry, I forgot,” she said, and, although I didn’t look, I could tell by her tone that she was smiling.  “Okay, Tom, my manly boyfriend, now put your arms into these puffy sleeves with ruffles and then I’ll zip up the back of your dress, which has a smocked bodice and a swirly, two-tiered ruffled skirt.”


  I felt her lift my long hair, as she closed the back, enveloping me in a piece of clothing that I never in my life could have imagined I’d wear.


  “In case you’re wondering, Tom, my manly boyfriend, the dress that you’re now modeling seems to be a dreamy shade of blue with little green and dark blue flowers. And please, when we’re having lunch later, please try not to spill anything on it.”


  As I opened my eyes and looked up at her, I said, “Wachel, you weally are wicked.”


  Then, realizing what I had just said, I started giggling and couldn’t stop. Standing there in an ultra-feminine dress, forced to speak with a childish speech impediment, I was beyond embarrassed, beyond humiliated, beyond mortified. But I also finally acknowledged that Rachel hadn’t caused this bizarre transformation, and she was just trying to do what is best for me. Being angry at her was ridiculous.


  Make that “widiculous.”


  She started giggling too.


  “I’m sowy,” I said. “I’ll twy not to be such a baby until we can get this fixed.”


  “That’s okay,” she said, taking my hand. “And I’m sorry for having so much fun at your expense.”


  Then she raised my arm and added, “Now show Mommy what a pretty girl you are.”


  And before I could respond, she spun me around, the movement twirling the ruffled skirt above my bare thighs.


  *     *     *     *


  Rachel sat on the sofa, as I paced in front of her.


  “Okay, I’ve got good news and bad,” Rachel said, as she looked up from the old, dog-eared black notebook.


  She patted the cushion next to her. “Come here, Tom. And I’ll tell you.”


  Reluctantly, I sat down, making certain to press my dress down as far as possible below my bottom.


  “Ahem,” Rachel said, looking at me disapprovingly.


  Glancing down, I realized why. Girls in short dresses don’t sit with their legs apart, especially when they’re not wearing panties. Oh, Gawd! Did I just see what I thought I saw? I hoped not.


  I pressed my legs together and pulled down the skirt in front.


  “The trunk empowers clothing with the ability to transform a person– one time,” Rachel said, as she, once again, took my hand. “It turns the person who touches it into a duplicate of the last person who wore it.


  “The good news is that all we have to do to turn you back is put a piece of your clothing in the trunk and empower it. Then you touch it and you instantly are yourself again.”


  “Outstanding!” I squealed, as I jumped up and tried to pull Rachel with me. “Let’s go. Let’s get this done so I can fowget this nightmare evew happened!”


  Rachel pulled me back down. “That’s the good news,” she said. “Now, here’s the bad news.”


  The bad news was that an item of clothing had to be in the trunk for 24 hours before it possessed transformation powers. And the even worse news was that the male clothing I had been wearing wouldn’t work because this little girl body had been the last to wear it.


  “So …” Rachel began slowly. “I’m afraid, sweetie, that you have to go home that way. You’ll have to stay that way for another 24 hours, as the trunk does its thing.


  “That is, assuming we can get the trunk down to the car from this second-floor apartment and take it with us. You’re not going to be much help doing that, I’m afraid.”


  “No!” I sobbed. “No! That can’t be twue. I can’t go home like this!”


  Rachel pulled me over, rested my head on her lap, and stroked my hair. “I’m sorry, Tom,” she said. “But we’ll get through this. We just have to do what we have to do.


  “Now, let me tell you how my Uncle Mike used the trunk in his act.”


  I knew what she was trying to do, lull me into acceptance again and make things easier for both of us. And even as I sobbed and my tears dampened her bare legs, I knew she was right. So I let her.


  When Mike used the trunk in his act, he had a male assistant planted in the audience and he always chose that person when he asked for volunteers. He then placed the person in the trunk with a piece of female clothing and closed the lid.


  As he opened it again, the assistant stood up and revealed that he had been transformed into a woman or girl. Then, when the lid was closed again, the accomplice opened a secret compartment in the side of the trunk and removed a piece of his male clothing that also had been magically endowed. As he touched it, he transformed back into himself and was received by the audience with thunderous applause when he stood up for the second time.


  Of course, we checked that compartment. It was empty.


  “Even if there were something there or if you wanted to use some of Mike’s clothing, we’d still have to wait 24 hours,” Rachel said as we returned to the living room. “And I really don’t want to see my boyfriend turned into a twin of my 80-year-old uncle.”


  “You’d wather have me as a 5-yeaw-old widdle giwl?” I asked, hands on hips.


  “Look, you already are a 5-year-old little girl,” she replied as she sat back down on the sofa. “So we don’t have any choice about that. But to turn you into Uncle Mike, we’ll have to spend a day here and then, when we get back home, we’ll have to wait another day before you can be yourself.


  “So, you’d be a girl for a day here and then my uncle for another day, and you couldn’t go to school on Monday. Also, as the cheerleaders sponsor, I have to be there for the football game tomorrow. Missing that could cause me all kinds of problems. Is that what you want?


  “No matter what we decide, you’re going to be that girl until just before noon tomorrow.”


  Looking down at my little bare feet, I said, “You’we wight. Although I hate to be seen in public this way, that’s the best option. Maybe you can get one of Mike’s neighbows to help you put the twunk in the caw.”


  “Good, girl,” Rachel said, and gave me a wicked smile. “But first I have to go shopping.”


  “Shopping!” I shrieked. “I’m stuck like this and you want to go shopping?”


  Despite my resistance, she pulled me onto her lap. “A little girl can’t go out in public without shoes, socks, and especially panties,” she said.


  “And I hate to tell you this, my dear, but you’re also going to need a booster seat.”


  *     *     *     *


  “See? That’s not so bad. And otherwise, you wouldn’t be able to see over the dash,” said Rachel, as she finished strapping me into the booster seat on the passenger side. The trunk was in the back seat, kindly loaded by two of Magic Mike’s neighbors.


  “Oh, it’s just peachy,” I said, bare arms across my flat chest, as I stared down in horror at the lacy white ankle socks and black patent-leather Mary Janes on my tiny feet. They reminded me that I also was wearing silky pink panties with unicorns on them.


  “And I’m so glad that I got you that jeweled headband too,” my girlfriend tormentor gushed. “It keeps that beautiful wavy blonde hair out of your eyes and looks just adorable.”


  “Swell. Thanks,” I said sarcastically.


  “And what about this?” I asked, holding up a pink and purple quilted purse with a butterfly on the front and the name “Missy” embroidered across the top.


  “Well, most girls your age probably don’t need a purse. But you’re not most girls,” she giggled. “You’ve got a cell phone and a wallet, remember? And no pockets on that cute little dress. I was just thinking of what’s best for you.”


  I looked over at her as she buckled her seat belt. “And the name?” I asked.


  “Oh, that just happened to be on the purse, which is why I got it so cheap,” my girlfriend said.


  “But like it or not, we’re probably going to need to pretend you actually are a little girl sometime between now and when you change back. And ‘Missy’ seems like as good a name as any In fact, it fits you perfectly.”


  “Wachel, you’we enjoying this way too much,” I said.


  Suddenly, she turned thoughtful. “Yes, I guess I am,” she replied. “As you know, my ex-husband and I never had kids. That’s a big reason we got the divorce. I wanted them and he didn’t.”


  We drove through the city streets in silence for a few moments before she added, “Especially I wanted a daughter. So let me have my fun, please? It’s only for a day.”


  How could I argue with that? I loved her and I knew that she wanted to have children if/when we got married. But I didn’t. This was her opportunity to be a mommy for at least a day.


  “Okay, have youw fun. Since thewe’s nothing I can do about this, you might as well enjoy it until I can be a man again,” I said, suddenly better understanding why she also had bought me more dresses and panties and a little girl sleep shirt with Disney princesses.


  With us stopped at a red light, she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “Thank you, sweetie,” she said, but then quickly corrected herself. “Thank you, Missy.”


  “Ha. Ha,” I replied. “See if you can find the Missouwi football game on the wadio, will you?


   Rachel turned on the radio and did some channel surfing, once we were on the interstate. “Sorry, I can’t find it,” she said. “But I’ve got an even better idea.”


  She punched a button and suddenly we heard someone singing, “Girrrrrls like us…” or some such garbage.


  “What the Hell is that?” I squealed.


  “It’s the Kidz Bop Channel on Sirius Satellite Radio,” she smiled. “Just for you.”


  “Oh, swell,” I said. “Just remember, Wachel, you’we going to owe me big time when this is all ovew.”


  She reached over and squeezed one of my chubby cheeks. “Oh, don’t worry, Missy,” she said. “I won’t.”


  Actually, I kinda got used to the music after awhile. It really wasn’t so bad after all. Then I fell asleep.


  Suddenly, though, I was awakened by a sudden, urgent, frantic need.


  “Oh, Wachel!” I cried. “I gotta pee. Weally bad.”


  “No worries, sweetie,” she replied. “There’s a rest stop just a couple of miles away.”


   “I don’t know if I can hold it that long,” I said with a painful grimace. “I nevew felt pain so bad when I was a … oh, it huwts! …  you know, a man.”


  “It’s different for girls, especially little girls,” she said. “But hang on for just another minute or two. I’ll get you there.”


  “Huwy, Wachel, huwy,” I squealed as she pulled into a parking slot at the rest stop and unfastened the belts on my booster seat.


  “Hang on. Hang on. We’re almost there,” she encouraged me.


  Then she ran around to my side, opened the door, and helped me out.


  When I saw how far away the bathrooms were, I started to cry. “Oh, Wachel, I can’t walk that faw,” I whined. “It huwts too much. Oh, Wachel, pweese, I don’t wanta pee my panties. I’m too big for that.”


  “No worries,” she said, scooping me up and running for the women’s bathroom.


  Once we got there, she made me stand, squeezing my legs together as she cleaned off the toilet seat.


  “I wouldn’t have to wowy about that if I wuz still a man and had a thingie between my legs,” I said.


  “No, you wouldn’t,” she replied. “But you aren’t. You’re a girl. And, by the way, have you noticed that you’re talking more and more like a child, instead of an adult? And I’m not talking about the fact that you can’t say ‘r.’”             


  “Oh, that’s just gweat,” I said as I pulled down my panties. “Dat’s just what I want.”


  At the same time, Rachel lifted me onto the toilet and the pee poured out of me like a flood. “Oh, God, Wachel that feels so good,” I moaned, as she stepped outside the stall.


  From peeing the first time back in the apartment, I’d learned that the experience really is different for girls. But this time, it just seemed normal.


  “And, when you’re finished, remember to wipe forward to make sure you get all the drops,” Rachel said. “We don’t want you to get pee stains on your pretty panties.”


  “No, wowwies, Mommy,” I said, emphasizing the name.


  “Oh, that’s so cute, Missy,” she replied. “You’re such a sweet little girl. Thank you.”


  “You’we welcome,” I said. “You kept me from peeing on myself. Now, can we get some candy from the vending machine? Pweese?”


  Now that’s funny. I never had much of a sweet tooth before, I thought, as we headed back to the car and I devoured M&Ms. But I didn’t think anything more about it as Rachel put me back in the booster seat. No, now my mind was on something else.


  “More music, pwease,” I said. “It makes me feel all happy.”


  “Anything for my little girl,” Rachel replied, as we headed on east toward St. Louis.


  With my bladder empty and my tummy full, I fell asleep again. This time I woke up when I felt the car bouncing and looked up to see Rachel pulling us over onto the shoulder of the interstate.


  “Uh, oh,” she said.


  “What, Wachel?” I asked. “What happened?”


  “A red light came on and the engine started sputtering,” she said. “I barely got us over before it died.”


  And suddenly, I no longer was easing into the speech and role of a 5-year-old girl. I was back to my old male self– but still with speech problem– and I was angry.


  “God, dammit, Wachel!” I yelled. “I told you it was time to take this caw in for sewvice. I told you! Why didn’t you do it?”


  “Don’t yell at me, Missy!” she screamed back. “If you don’t behave, I’ll put you over my knee and spank your little butt.”


  “Oh, yeah? Just you twy, Wachel,” I shrieked. “I’m not a wittle giwl, you know. I’m a man. I’m your boyfwiend. And why didn’t you take cawe of the damned caw?


  “Now look at us. We’we stwanded on the side of the highway, and I’m weawing this stupid dwess and these stupid shoes and socks and people are gonna see me.”


  “Don’t forget your stupid panties, little girl,” Rachel said. “Stop being a brat. Stop acting like such a girl and be a man. And by that I mean be the girl you appear to be. You were getting pretty good at it too, until you pulled this stupid macho stuff.


  “I’m sorry, okay?” she continued. “I should have gotten the car serviced, but I didn’t. All we can do now is deal with it.”


  *     *     *     *


  “Oh, my God, Daddy!?! Is that really you? You’re adorable!” Rebecca said.


  “Yeah, I’ve heawd that before,” I said from the booster in the backseat of my daughter’s car. I was crammed back there with the trunk, while Rachel rode in front.


  “With our blonde hair and blue eyes, we could be sisters,” she gushed.


  “Yeah, Webecca, I can see the wesembwance,” I said with crossed arms. “Whoopee.”


  “Webecca? Oh, that’s sooo cute,” my daughter giggled.


  That’s correct. My 18-year-old daughter now knew that I had been transformed into a 5-year-old girl and was stuck that way until about noon tomorrow. After Rachel and I calmed down, we realized that the only way we could “deal with it” was to call Rebecca and ask her to pick us up at a gas station about 30 miles east of St. Louis. Rachel’s car had been towed there and wasn’t going to go anywhere on its own for awhile.


  And when she arrived to pick us up, we knew that we’d have to explain why her father wasn’t there, but a little girl was.


  “This is totes amazing,” Rebecca said as she drove and practically bounced in her seat with excitement. “Magic is real? And with that trunk, we can turn into other people?”


  “That’s right,” Rachel said. “Who knew, huh?”


  “I wanta be somebody else too,” Rebecca gushed. “I wanta try it!”


  “And just who do you want to be, Webecca?” I asked from the backseat. “This is not a lot of fun, I can tell you!”


  “Maybe not for you, Missy,” Rachel said, emphasizing the name. “But I agree with Rebecca. It could be.”


  “Oh, tewwific!” I replied, and both of them laughed hysterically.


  After we drove in silence for a minute or two, Rachel suddenly said, “Missy really likes the song ‘Girls Like Us’ now. She heard it on Kidz Pop.”


  “Aww, that’s so sweet,” Rebecca said.


  “It is not sweet, and I do not like it. It was okay, okay? For, like, a little while. But I’m a man, not a widdle giwl. And I don’t wanta hear stuff like that again.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Rebecca said solemnly, and both laughed.


  “Sorry, Missy, but I don’t have Sirius in my car,” my daughter said. “How about some Imagine Dragons?”


  “Tewwific,” I said, and closed my eyes, hoping to make this nightmare less painful by going to sleep.


  I woke up just as Rebecca turned into the driveway of our house and pressed the remote for the garage door.


  “Okay, sweetie, Rebecca and I have figured out what we’re going to do until we can change you back tomorrow,” Rachel said. “We’ll tell you when we get inside. It will be fun!”


  “Oh, cwap! Fun for who? Not for me, I’ll bet,” I said, as Rebecca opened the door to the backseat.


  Then she unsnapped the belts on my booster seat and lifted me out of the car. “Better hurry inside. I’ll bet you have to go potty after that long ride.”


  *     *     *     *


  “You need help in there?” Rebecca asked from outside the bathroom door.


  “No, Webecca, I don’t need help,” I shouted. “I know how to pee, okay? I know how to pee like a giwl. I am a giwl, right now. Okay? I got this.”


  And, God, I hate this, I thought as I carefully wiped my female parts with toilet tissue and then pulled up my pink panties.


  As I washed my hands, I looked in the mirror and was once again reminded that, yes, Rebecca and I did look like sisters. Oh, yuck.


  Then, before I could think about it, I fluffed my hair, straightened my dress, and smiled at my reflection. Oh, cwap, I thought, I’m slipping again into being comfowtable as a 5-yeaw-old giwl.


  Walking into the living room, I sat in my recliner, and both Rachel and Rebecca laughed hysterically– again. “Oh, that’s too precious,” my girlfriend said. “But, honey, you’re not heavy enough to recline the back and lift the foot rest. And if you did, then everyone could see your panties.”


  God, that woman infuriated me!


  “Okay, Daddy– I mean, Missy– Rachel and I talked about it while you were asleep,” my daughter said. “And we both know that you’re biggest fear is that someone else will find out that you got turned into a little girl. And we both know that you think I will be the one to tell them because I can’t keep my mouth shut.”


  “Twue,” I said. “Dat’s exactly what I’m afwaid of. It’s bad enough that you know.”


  “But, Missy, I know this wasn’t your fault. I know you didn’t want this, and I’m sympathetic to how hard this is for you,” she continued. “So …


  When she paused, I suddenly felt a chill roll down my little girl spine. “So … ? What does that mean?” I asked, knowing my daughter and realizing that she was about to tell me something that I didn’t want to hear.


  “So,” she resumed. “I promise not to ever tell anyone about this. Not ever, never. And, if you want, I won’t ever even mention it to you, if that’s what you want. But you have to do this one thing for me while you’re a little girl.”


  *     *     *      *


  “Oh, my gosh, look at her! She’s sooo cute! And she’s perfect!” my daughter gushed. “Twirl for us, sweetie.”


  Gwit your teeth and do it, I told myself. It’s wowth it. Webecca pwomised to not tell anyone if I did this for hew. And Wachel pwomised too. This nightmawe is almost ovew. So … twiwl alweady!


  I twirled and the thigh-length red and white gored skirt flared around my bare legs.


  “You’re right, Becky,” my girlfriend said. “She’s a perfect junior cheerleader. I’m so glad that you remembered we had this little uniform left over from when Wendy’s little sister wore it to our games.”


  “Yeah, I’m sooo glad too,” I said sarcastically, as I surveyed my reflection in the bedroom mirror. In addition to the skirt, I wore a v-neck tank top, as well as white tennis shoes and socks. My blonde hair was pulled back and up and sported a big red bow. And under my skirt, I wore something they called “spankies,” some kind of Spandex panties that cheerleaders wear over their other panties.


  Also, the two she-devils even had put make-up on me! I had bright red lips and rosy cheeks.


  “Here are your pom pons, Missy,” Rebecca said. “And don’t worry, honey. You don’t have to try to do our routines. We just want you to bounce around, look cute, and shake those things. Okay?”


  “Okay,” I said glumly, as I held the sparkly balls of ribbon at my sides.


  Dutifully, that’s what I did for the afternoon’s football game. And, you know what, after awhile, I think that I started to enjoy jumping and shaking my pom pons like the big girls.


  Meanwhile, the other cheerleaders continually oohed and awed over me and pinched my cheeks until they hurt. Women teachers– people I taught with!– were just as fawning too, as Rachel explained that I was Tom’s niece and just visiting for the weekend.


  “And where’s Tom?” one of them asked after the game that our team won 28-14.


  “Oh, he’s not himself today, I’m afraid,” she replied. “He had a pretty traumatic experience yesterday when we drove over to Kansas City. But he will be himself again soon. He just needs a little more time.”


  I’m not sure how she explained the “traumatic” part because Rebecca pulled me away to see her boyfriend.


  When they kissed, it made me feel funny in the tummy. Not funny bad, though. Just funny.


  “Cole, this is my cousin, Missy,” she said. “Isn’t she just the cutest thing?”


  I had Cole as a student in one of my history classes and got along well with him. He was a good kid. But I’d never thought anything about his appearance– until now.


  With tousled black hair and blue eyes– and that black stuff under them– yeah, I could see why Rebecca liked him. He was cute.


  Huh? Did I just think that? Were 5-year-old girls already attracted to boys? Oooh, no. That’s just sick. But sick or not, I was. And, God help me, I wanted him to kiss me too.


  And he did! He picked me up and kissed me! Oh, yay! It made me want to shake my pom pons. It was only on the cheek, but that was okay. That’s where a teenage boy should kiss a 5-year-old girl, I guess.


  He spun me around too, showing my red spankies to everyone around us. But I didn’t care. That was sooo much fun.


  Do it again. Do it again, I thought. But he didn’t. He put me down and turned his attention back to my cousin.


  “So … we’re still on for tonight. Right?” he said to Rebecca as he put his arm around her waist.”


  “You bet!” she said. “Only … “


  “Only what?” Cole said, suddenly getting a worried look on his face.


  “Oh, only nothing,” Rebecca said. “I shouldn’t have said anything. It’s just that I’m not sure what my Dad and Ms Simmons have planned for tonight. Dad hasn’t been himself lately so … we’ll have to be flexible with our plans.”


   Becky glanced down quickly at me and I gave her the evil eye. But … was I mad at her for making a joke at my expense or jealous? OMG … How could I think such a thing!


  I tugged on her hand. We had to get home right now, so I could turn back into my old self.


  “Come on, Webecca,” I said. “I have to go potty.”


  Cole smiled at me and said, “Me too, cutie” and then, looking at Rebecca added, “Well, I can be flexible.”


  “I can be too, Rebecca giggled. “I’m a cheerleader. See you at 7.”


  *     *     *     *


  After Rachel helped me take off the cheerleader outfit and put on one of my men’s shirts, we went out to the garage, where we had put the trunk and she had added a piece of my clothing.


  “I’d better carry you so you don’t trip over the shirt tail,” she said as she scooped me up.


  “God, Wachel, I can’t wait to get this over with!” I exclaimed.


  “I’m coming too!” Becky said. “I wanta see this!”


  As Becky and I watched, Rachel put on a pair of leather driving gloves, lifted the trunk lid, and pulled out a large CHS sweatshirt. “Here you go, sweetie,” she said as she tossed it toward me. “Welcome back to manhood.”


  “Oh, no, Wachel, not that!” I screamed, trying to dodge the garment. But it was too late. It landed on my shoulder.


  And instantly I was transformed … into my own daughter!


  “Oh, my God, Daddy! You look just like me!” Becky squealed. “That’s awesome. We’re twins!”


  “Awesome? I don’t think so!” I screamed back in a voice identical to hers. “How is this awesome?”


  I jumped up and down, and, before I could stop myself, grabbed the bouncing breasts under my shirt to emphasize my point. “How is this awesome?” I screeched again.


  “Oh, calm down,” Rachel said. “It’s no big deal.”


  “No big deal! How can you say that?” I demanded as I pulled hair out of my eyes and looked down at long, bare legs and feet with pink toe nails.


  “And how could you think that one of Becky’s sweatshirts is mine?”


  “I didn’t,” Rachel said with a smile. “I knew it was hers. I could tell by the smell.”


  Then she looked over at Becky and asked, “Vanilla, right?”


  “Yep,” my daughter grinned.


  “Then why did you do this for God’s sakes!” I demanded.


  “Oh, calm down, will you?” Rachel said. “Stop being such a girl!”


  “But he is a girl!” Becky added, and they both giggled.


  Putting her hand on my arm, Rachel said, “It’s no big deal because I was just having a little fun with you. It’s not like you have to look like Becky for the next 24 hours, while we wait for the trunk to give a piece of your clothing magical powers.


  “I didn’t just put Becky’s sweatshirt in the trunk, sweetie. I also put in a pair of your jockey shorts. Now, all I have to do is hand you the shorts and you’ll be yourself again.”


  But before she could bend to pick them up, Becky darted in and grabbed them. Instantly, she was the image of me wearing a cheerleader uniform! Oh, gross!


  “Becky! What the Hell do you think you’re doing?” I yelled. “Now we’re stuck this way for 24 hours.”


   “I know, Rebecca,” she grunted, emphasizing the name, as she struggled out of the top and sports bra under it, revealing a hairy, male chest– my hairy, male chest. Then she wiggled out of the skirt.


  “I want to be somebody else for 24 hours, and especially I want to be a guy for 24 hours to see what it’s like, you know?


  “And look at me,” she beamed as she flexed a bicep. “I’m taller, and bigger, and stronger and … Oh, my goodness!”


  We all saw it at the same time, a powerful erection pressing against her spankies.


  “And, uh, I have one of these between my legs,” she added, her male face turning a bright shade of crimson. “What do I do with it now?”


  As Becky examined her new penis, Rachel pulled me aside, and said, “Oh, Tom, I’m so sorry. You now that I never intended this to happen. I just thought I’d play a little joke, and then things would be back to normal.


  “You know that, don’t you? You believe me?”


  “Yeah, I believe, you, I guess,” I said in my new Becky voice. “But that’s not much consolation right now. My daughter’s over there in my body, playing with my penis. I’m stuck in hers and …


  “Oh, oh … it hurts so bad!” I cried, as my stomach suddenly tightened and I doubled over in pain.”


  “Oh, sweetie,” I’m so sorry,” Rachel said, putting her arm around my shoulders. “I hope this is not what I think it is.”


  Then, as she walked me gently out of the garage, we heard Becky moan, groan, and say, “Oh, my God! That was awesome!”


  Despite my pain, I started to turn.


  ‘No, no, don’t look back,” Rachel said, urging me into the house as quickly as possible. “That will only make it worse.”


  *     *     *     *


  Yes, you guessed it. The last time Becky wore that sweatshirt, she was menstruating. And now, for the next 24 hours, I was an 18-year-old girl having my period. Not just any girl either. I was my own daughter. And while I was in her bedroom, lying on her bed, suffering with cramps, she probably was in my bedroom jerking off another orgasm.


  “Oh, I just want to die,” I whined, as Rachel stroked my hair.


  “No, you don’t, sweetie,” she said. “Real girls do this once a month, every month, and you just have to do it once. Think about that.


  “And this heating pad that I’ve put over your tummy is going to help too. I promise.”


  “But now I’m wearing my daughter’s panties with a pad in them, and I’m bleeding. Bleeding!” I bawled.


  “And all that stuff is making you really emotional. Don’t you see?” she countered. “Don’t you remember how it is for me and Becky and probably your ex-wife too?”


  “Yeah, I remember,” I said begrudgingly. “But it’s not supposed to happen to me. I’m a man.”


  “Uh, not at the moment,” Rachel replied. “And not for the next 24 hours, I’m sorry to say. You’re just going to have to live with it.”


  She paused and then added, “And don’t be confused about who you are either. You are not Becky. You are not your daughter. You still are yourself, only with a body that looks like your daughter’s. But it’s all yours, baby.”


  Huh? In addition to being in agonizing pain, I now also was confused. “What’s your point?” I asked as I reached for a tissue to blow my nose.


  “My point is that there is something else that can help to relieve your discomfort, something that will make you feel good, and you shouldn’t feel guilty about,” she said.


  Then she leaned toward the nightstand and opened the top drawer. “And here’s something to help you do it,” she smiled, holding up a purple egg-shaped object.


  “What’s that?” I asked before I thought about it. And then the realization hit me. My daughter, my own sweet, innocent little daughter, was masturbating!


  Then I answered my own question. “Oh, my God, it’s a vibrator! Becky uses a vibrator,” I cried.


  “Now you can too,” Rachel said with a broad grin. “And there’s no better time for a girl to use it than when she’s having her period,” she added. “Believe me, I know.


  “Orgasms can help relieve cramps,” Becky said. “At the very least, they will help you forget about them for awhile. And they feel good too.”


  “I am not going to masturbate in my daughter’s bedroom, in my daughter’s bed, in my daughter’s body!” I squealed.


  “That’s why I made the point about you not being your daughter,” she countered. “You are you, Rebecca. Yes, that’s your daughter’s name, and you will have to answer to it. But you are not her. You are your own person.


  “Now, that Midol I gave you should be starting to work soon. The heating pad should relieve the cramps some. And just lying still for awhile will help too.”


  She stood up and patted my hand. “I’m going to get out of here and let you rest and maybe think about things. If you need anything, just call or come get me. I feel really bad about what happened, and I’m here for you, sweetie.”


  “Weally, Wachel?” I said with a grin, reprising my role as 5-year-old Missy from just a few hours ago.


  She smiled back and replied, “Weally, Webecca. I’m so glad to see that you haven’t lost your sense of humor. That will help too.”


  “Yeah, well, something better,” I said.


  “Maybe going out tonight with Cole would help too. But don’t do anything that you’re not comfortable with,” she added and then closed the door behind her before I could reply.


  You know, even as a little girl I was attracted to him, I thought. Now, I’m an 18-year-old girl … Not just any 18-year-old girl either. I’m his girlfriend. And I’m having my period and my hormones are raging.


  Suddenly, I was thinking about Cole, with his black hair, blue eyes, and slim, muscular body. With one hand I began to explore the new anatomy between my legs and with the other I reached over to the nightstand for the vibrator.


  Rachel’s right, I thought, as I flipped on the switch. I look like Rebecca, but I’m not her. I’m me. I have needs.


  And I also have a date with Cole at 7.


  Then I closed my eyes, flipped a switch, and discovered why a vibrator can be a girl’s best friend.


  *     *     *     *  


  By 5, I felt like a new girl. Both the Midol and the heating pad helped a little. But the vibrator– and thinking about Cole as I used it– reeeelly helped. Tee. Hee.


  Ms Simmons stopped in to check on me and tell me that she and Daddy were going out to dinner in an hour or so.             


  “And after?” I asked.


  “Don’t be a brat,” she said. “Nothing is going to happen between us. That’s your daughter with a duplicate of your body, remember? Just like you have a duplicate of hers.”


  “So, who is to say you two can’t have a little fun?” I persisted. “I’m sure that she’s well acquainted with her new penis by now and eager to use it the way it was originally intended.”


  “I’m not having this conversation with my boyfriend’s daughter,” she said with a smirk. “But don’t wait up.”


  “Ha. Ha. Good one,” I replied. “I’ll have you know that I have a date too. Cole’s picking me up at 7.”


  “Good girl,” she said. “Do you need help getting dressed?”


  “No, ma’am,” I said. “You’ve already done plenty for me. Now you just go and have a good time with Daddy, and I’ll try to have a good time with Cole and …”


  “And?” Ms Simmons asked.


  “And, we’ll see what happens,” I said. “But if you’re coming back here after dinner, give me a heads up, will you? I wouldn’t want to be caught in an embarrassing position with Cole, if you know what I mean.”


  Daddy’s girlfriend shook her head and said, “I don’t know whether you’re serious or just kidding around.”


  I giggled and said, “Neither do I.”


  But I did know. In addition to what Ms Simmons told me about periods and sexual arousal, I learned some stuff on the internet, after I texted Cole and reminded him to pick me up at 7. Because I’m on the rag, I had extra lubrication in my vaginal area, which can make sex feel even better than it would if I were just a normal horny girl who wanted to get laid. One psychologist said that intercourse actually can help a girl feel better both physically and emotionally while she’s having her period. After the weekend I’d had, I really wanted that.


  Hell, I needed that! And I earned that! I did nothing to deserve what had happened to me, starting yesterday, and I wasn’t going to take this “having my period” stuff lying down. Hee. Hee.


  That’s because I found some recommended positions for when a girl is menstruating. There was one in particular that I wanted to try. It made me wet and all tingly just thinking about it.


  Getting Cole to have sex with me while I’m menstruating, though, might not be easy, I realized. I knew first-hand that guys didn’t like that kind of stuff because it could be so messy. So, for this date, I was going to dress as sexy as Hell. Also, I wasn’t going to hold back anything in trying to seduce him so he’d give me what I wanted. As I said, after what happened to me, I deserved this.


  *     *     *     *


  So … what’s an 18-year-old girl to wear for a seduction of her clueless boyfriend? Remembering how it was in my other life, I knew it wouldn’t take much. A little cleavage … a little leg … maybe a little peek between my legs.


  I really liked the black strapless dress that I found in my closet. As I modeled it in front of the bedroom mirror, I decided I loved how it clung to my curves and its short, short skirt allowed for peeking. But black didn’t seem right for the occasion. And it didn’t show off any cleavage. I mean … really? I’m sporting 36Cs and, with me on my period and stuff, I’m thinking that they’re even bigger now. A girl’s gotta show off her assets to get what she wants.


  After I wiggled out of the dress, I stood up straight, wearing nothing but my panties, cupped my breasts, and confirmed that, yes, they were a little bigger. Licking my lips, I tweaked my nipples and felt a shiver of pleasure run down my spine. Still gazing in the mirror, I then gently massaged my panty-covered mound with one hand, as I sucked on the index finger of my other.


  A little pre-game warm-up never hurt anyone, I thought, and then giggled.


  Unfortunately, as I played with them, I discovered that my boobies were a little sore too. But maybe a gentle massage from Cole’s big, masculine hands would help relieve that discomfort!


  Ooooh, I liked this skin-tight, sleeveless tangerine number too, I realized, as I glanced over my shoulder to admire the reflection of my tight little bubble butt. And, yes! It showed lots of boobage. Now that’s what I was looking for!


  Only … what is it that’s absolutely guaranteed to quickly get a boy’s motor racing and make him putty in a girl’s hands? Having been a boy, the answer to that was easy: a slutty looking cheerleader with bright red lips and a huge bow in her curly, blonde hair, which I just happened to have. Some eye makeup applied with a heavy hand wouldn’t hurt either, nor would a little glitter strategically applied.


  Of course, just a regular ol’ cheerleader uniform like my daughter wore to Cole’s game today wouldn’t do. But I remembered several “competition” outfits that I’d seen the girls at school wearing when I was a father and a teacher. I didn’t approve of them because they were so revealing, and I said so to Rachel– er, Ms Simmons. But as a girl now, yes! One of those was exactly what I should wear tonight!


  The shimmery red skirt was extra short and tight– tighter even than the one on the black dress. The top tied behind my neck and, if I pulled tight enough, it really would push up my boobies for prominent display. And the long gap between the bottom of the tight top and the top of the tiny skirt would show off my belly button and my nice, flat tummy. Well … actually it didn’t feel quite so flat these days. It felt kinda big and bloated. But knowing boys as well as I do, I wasn’t worried about it. Cole never would notice. His eyes would be elsewhere. Hee. Hee.


  And thinking about my “visitor” reminded me that I’d have to wear panties. Damn! If I didn’t have to, I suspected, I could just get Cole inside the door, give him an “accidental” peek and he’d jump my bones in an instant.


  But I needed the panties to keep a pad snug against my vagina. It was kinda like an oil pan for my dripping girly bits.


  With that decided, I had just put on shorts and a tee shirt to begin applying my makeup when Ms Simmons knocked on the door and asked if she could come in.


  “Sure,” I replied, as I pulled my hair out of the top of my shirt.


  As she stepped inside, she looked around at the clothes scattered all over my bed and the floor and then she smiled. “Well, it looks like someone is having a tough time deciding what to wear,” she said.


  “Uh, yeah,” I replied, feeling my face grow red.


  “That just means you’re all girl, Rebecca,” she laughed.


  Then she added, “Your father and I are leaving now. And don’t worry, okay? I’ve put more clothes in the magic trunk, and we’ll get this all sorted out tomorrow.”


  I smiled and replied, “Oh, I’m not worried, Ms Simmons. I always listen to my elders and what you said made a lot of sense. This is my body, and I’m going to make the best of it.”


  “You’re a brat, you know that?” she grinned. “And why do I feel as if I’ve created a monster?”


  “Okay, serious now,” I said, plopping down on my bed. “You haven’t created a monster. You’ve just helped me to cope with this, whatever ‘this’ is,” I said, spreading my arms wide.


  “You and Daddy have a good time, and Cole and I will have a good time. I mean, it’s either that or sit at home and watch the clock for another 18 hours or so. And what can it hurt? Right?”


  Rachel winked as she stepped out the door and said, “Right.”


  *     *     *     *


  Cole was prompt. I liked that in a boy!


  He wore jeans and a blue long-sleeve shirt, and he smelled really good too!


  “Hi!” he said as I opened the door. And then his jaw dropped. Excellent!


  “Uh, I mean … uh, are you going to wear that on our date?” he stammered. “I mean, uh, I like it and everything, but …”


  “But it’s a bit much to wear out in public?” I giggled.


  “Uh, yeah,” Cole said. “I think that your father would have a heart attack if he saw you dressed like that at home, much less out in public.”


  I took his hand and pulled him inside. “Well, then we’ll just have to stay here tonight,” I said, standing up on tiptoes to kiss him.


  Ooooh, my first time kissing a boy as a teen girl. I liked it. So did he. As I pressed my body against his, it was pretty obvious, if you know what I mean. And that was just the response I was looking for.


  “But what about  … ?” he began, struggling to regain control of his arousal.


  “Dinner?” I finished, leading him into the kitchen. “I thought that we’d just eat something here and then Netflix and chill.”


  “But I didn’t think that your father let you have Netflix,” Cole said, still distracted.


  As I put my hands on my hips and giggled, slowly he realized what I meant and what he said in response. Then he blushed. He was sooo cute.


  “Oh, wait, uh, now I get it. Ha. Ha. Sure. Netflix and chill. Absolutely,” he said.


  “But that cheerleader uniform?” he continued. “What’s that about?”


  Bending way over to pick up a package of Hot Pockets that I had pulled from the freezer and “accidentally” dropped on the floor, I said, “It’s about making your fantasies come true, big boy.”


  His eyes grew wide and he gulped. “Uh, that … so … so … sounds gr … gr … great,” he stuttered. “But how did you know …”


  “That a slutty cheerleader is one of your wet-dream fantasies?” I giggled. “Oh, just a guess.


  “But first let’s fill that empty of stomach of yours to give you plenty of energy for what I’ve planned for us later,” I said, as I popped the sandwiches in the microwave.


  Cole ate four and I ate one. Then I gave him a big bowl of chocolate ice cream.


  “Aren’t you going to have any?” he asked as he shoveled it into this mouth.


  “I’m going to have my dessert later,” I said with a sweet smile. “I think you’ll like it too.”


  “Uh, swell,” he replied, as he finished up.


  Then he stood, his eyes locked on my bulging cleavage, and said with grin, “Well, I guess that I’m ready to Netflix and chill, if you are.”


  “I can see that,” I replied looking down that the raging erection pressing against his jeans and licking my lips just the way that I practiced in the mirror.


  Grabbing a small paper bag, I took his hand and led him into the living room.


  “But what about your father?” Cole asked. “When is he coming back?”


  “Don’t worry about him,” I replied as I pushed him onto the end of the sofa and handed him the remote. “He’s going to be busy for a long time tonight with Ms Simmons.”


  As he turned on the TV and started to channel surf, I leaned over and unzipped his jeans.


  “Becky!” he exclaimed. “What the heck is going on? This is so unlike you!”


  “Don’t you like it?” I asked, as I looked up into his blue eyes.


  “Of course, I do. What guy wouldn’t?” he said. “But usually, I’m the one who … you know, starts things. And you never want to do what I think you’re about to do.”


  I giggled and said, “Well, I guess that I’m just not myself today.”


  “You said the same thing about your father at the game,” he replied.


  “Yeah, I did,” I said. “It’s a family thing, I guess. Don’t worry. It’s not contagious.”


  When he saw I was having difficulty gaining access, Cole lifted his butt, enabling me to pull down his jeans. “Oooh, red bikinis,” I exclaimed, as I rolled them down, and his rigid penis sprang up like a jack-in-the-box.


  “Uh, yeah,” he said in a hoarse voice. “I wanted to … you know … look good if I got … you know … lucky tonight.”


  “Well, boyfriend,” I said with a broad grin, “you hit the jackpot tonight.”


  Then I went to work.


  As I ran my tongue over the tip of his penis and then down the shaft, I experienced a weird kind of déjà vu, you know? I paused as I considered exactly what that meant. Until now, I had always been the lickee, not the licker. OMG!


  But thankfully the thought was fleeting as Cole’s voice pulled me back to reality.


  “Anything wrong, babe?” he said in a worried voice, his hand under my tiny skirt and resting on my bottom.


  “Oh, no!” I assured him. “It’s just that this is a little salty and I prefer my desserts on the sweeter side.”


  Then I reached down into the bag by the sofa and pulled out an aerosol can of whipped cream. I sprayed the contents all over his rod and then began to eagerly suck it off.


  “Oh, yeah, that’s better,” I said as I finished. “How about you, Cole? Did you like my dessert?”


  “My God, Becky, that was incredible,” he grunted, as he reflexively squeezed my panty-covered butt. “I don’t know how I kept from cumming all over your face.”


  I licked the cream off my lips as I looked up at him and said, “Yes, I’m impressed too. Guys your age usually don’t have any self control at all.”


  Uh, oh.


  “What do you mean, Becky?” he asked, a concerned look on his previously ecstatic face. “How many guys have you done this with before?”


  “Oh, none, you big silly,” I giggled. “I just read somewhere, you know, that teenage boys don’t have much self control.”


  Stop talking so much and finish up so he will give you what you want, what you need, what you deserve, I told myself.


  I put my bright red lips around the tip of his cock and then slowly and determinedly began to take the rest of it into my mouth and throat.


  Oh, God, is this worth it? I thought, fighting panic and fearing that I would choke to death. How do girls do this?


  But then, suddenly, remembering who I was, I was okay again. Girls did this all the time. I was a girl. Cole was my boyfriend. And because teen boys did have so little self-control, at least in the first go-round, I had to prep him for the main event later. And, honestly, that sweet and salty combo was pretty tasty!


  Fears banished, I sucked and sucked and sucked … and even swallowed!


  “Oh, man, Becky, that was awesome!” Cole said as he slumped down, breathing heavily.


  Raising up, I wiped my mouth with the back of one hand. I used my other to put one of his hands on my breasts. Instinctively, he squeezed and I felt my eyes roll back in my head.


  “Just wait until you see what I’ve got planned next!” I moaned, as he pulled the straps of my top down, sucked on one of my boobies and squeezed some more on the other.


  And, oh yeah, that makes the soreness all better, I thought as he rimmed my rigid nipple with his tongue.


  *     *     *     *


  “You’re having your period and you want me to have sex with you?” Cole asked, as I cuddled against him on the sofa and played with his recovering manhood. He was still squeezing my boobs too, and it felt sooo good. God, this was so hot!


  “Pleeeese,” I said in my best little girl voice. “It will be great, I promise you! In fact, sex is better when a girl’s on her period.”


  “Who told you that?” he asked.


  “I read it,” I pouted. “A girl’s more aroused then, you know? She wants it more. She …


  “So that’s what this is all about,” he said confidently.


  “Guilty!” I giggled. “I really, really want to have sex with you tonight, baby,” I said. “And not just any sex. There’s a special position that will make it more pleasurable for both of us and less messy too.”


  “Uh, I don’t like the idea of ‘messy,’” he said.


  “Just think of it as extra lubrication,” I giggled, putting my arms around his neck and pulling down his face for a kiss. “Pleeeese!”


  “Well, okay, you did feed me Hot Pockets and ice cream and give me my first blow job,” he grinned, after I explained what I had in mind. “But I have conditions.”


  Yay! I quickly went to work and soon Cole was rock hard and ready to go again. Then I led him into the bathroom– one of his conditions. He wanted us to do it in front of a mirror.


  I took off my top the rest of the way, allowing my breasts to swing free. He wanted to see my boobies bouncing below me as he pumped from behind. I hadn’t thought about that before, but I liked the idea. Maybe that’s because I once was a man and I would have …


  No, no, stop that, I told myself. You’re a girl now! And, as a girl, you can be turned on by seeing your own boobs swinging and bouncing as your boyfriend pulls back your hair and slams into you from behind.


  After I stripped off my panties, I leaned onto the counter with my hands and said, “Okay, stud, let’s do it.”


  Cole didn’t need to be told a second time. Looking in the mirror, I saw him grin, flip up the back of my skirt, and move into position.


  Oh, God, I’m about to be fucked for the first time as a girl! I told myself. And doggy style at that.
Stick it in, Cole. Stick it in!


  And he did! Oooowww that felt good, just as good as I hoped it would. And it got even better as he pistoned in and out of me. It definitely was distracting me from the cramps that the heating pad and Midol had done little to relieve.


  But now … cramps? What cramps?


  “Oh, Cole, harder, harder!” I screamed, and he obliged.


  Finally, I felt him shoot his load into me and then, exhausted, he leaned onto my butt and back.


  But … damn … I wasn’t quite there yet. Or at least, I thought I wasn’t. I mean, if that’s the best that it gets for girls …


  “Oh, Cole, don’t pull out,” I pleaded. “And squeeze my boobies, please! Squeeze them hard. I’m almost there!”


  At least I hoped I was almost there.


  As he obliged, I put my smaller hands over his to help him. I pressed my butt against his crotch and wiggled it.


  “Ooow, yes, that’s it,” I moaned. “I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m … Cumming!”


  And I did! I screamed as a tremor started in my girly bits and then exploded, sending rippling waves of pleasure all over my body and making me so weak that I would have fallen to the floor if Cole hadn’t been there for support.


  As it was, I collapsed onto the counter and my big boobs fell into the sink as I thought, Oh, God, I love being a girl!


  *     *     *     *


  But in the harsh light of Sunday morning, as I lay in Becky’s bed, wearing her teddy bear sleep shirt, I wasn’t so sure. Yes, this was my body, not hers, but I had been a total slut with her boyfriend. And when we regained our original forms later today, she would have to live with the consequences.


  And what was so great about being a girl anyway? I mean, periods every month! Get real!


  Still, Cole did seem like a really good kid, sweet and kinda innocent and not the kind of guy who’d tell anyone about what we did last night. If I were a girl, I could do a lot worse for a boyfriend.


  And, ya know, it was kinda hot being a sex object to turn him on and get him to do what I wanted.


  And these boobies. They’re still kinda sore because of my period and stuff. But, for some reason, it’s fun having them, ya know?


  And those dresses I tried on yesterday? They were so cute! I’d love to wear them someplace. Preferably someplace with Cole. Hee. Hee.


  But why am I even thinkin’ abut this stuff? I thought. In another eight or nine hours, I’m gonna be a man and it will be like this never happened. So …


  “Why not make the best of my time?” I giggled, as I reached into the nightstand drawer to pull out my vibrator.


  Just then, I heard Ms Simmons’ voice say, “Can I come in?” as she knocked on my door.


  “Sure,” I said.


  As she stepped inside, she saw what I was holding and immediately flashed a broad grin. “So, how do you like that vibrator, Becky?” she said.


  “Uh, you know, I haven’t really tried it yet,” I said, embarrassed that I almost was caught in the act.


   “But since I have to be in this body for awhile longer, and since this is, like, you know, the chance of a lifetime to see what it’s like for girls, I thought that I’d, like, you know, check it out,” I babbled.


  Ms Simmons smirked and said, “Uh, huh.”


  Now feeling defensive, I replied, “And what about you and Daddy? He didn’t come home last night. What were you two doing?”


  But she refused to be intimidated by a petulant teen girl on her period.


  “We were having fun. What else?” she casually replied. “We hope that you did too with Cole.”


  Huh? Did that mean that they had sex? My daughter in my body and my girlfriend? Gross!


  Oh, Gawd, this was sooo confusing.


  “Now, we’d like you to please get dressed and join us for breakfast. We’d like to talk to you about something. And don’t forget to check your panties. You’ll probably need to put in a new pad.”


  Feeling even more embarrassed for being a brat, I said, “Yes, ma’am. I’ll do that. And I’ll be right there.”


  After taking care of my panties, I stood in front of the mirror, leaned into the cups and snapped my bra in place. Then I pulled on a tight pair of red cheerleader practice shorts and a white cami.


  “Oh, camel toe!” I giggled as I looked at my reflection.


  Finally, I put my hair up in a high pony and then headed downstairs to talk to the adults.


  “Hi, Daddy,” I said as I set down at the table across from him.


  “I hope you really mean that,” he said solemnly.


  Huh?


  “What do you mean by that?” I asked.


  “I hope that, from now on, I really am your Daddy and you are my daughter,” he said. “Rachel and I have had a really long talk about this and we’d like to keep things just the way they are, and we hope that you will feel that way too.


  “In fact, we’ve already talked about getting married and her becoming your mother. Would you like that?”


  What!?! I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My daughter had been pretending to be me for little more than a half a day and now she wanted to be me for the rest of her life?


  And she wanted me to be her?


  “Are you crazy?” I screamed. “I don’t want that. I don’t want to be a girl, especially my own daughter!


  “You did this to me. You trapped me in your body and you stole mine, and now you want to keep it?


  “No!”


  From her place next to Daddy, Rachel reached across and took my hand.


  “Tom didn’t do a very good job of starting this conversation, I’m afraid,” she said. “He hasn’t had a whole lot of experience being a father.”


  “No kidding!” I said derisively.


  “Just listen to me, okay?” she said calmly. “What he should have told you right up front is that we won’t do anything that you don’t want us to. If you want to go back to being a man, you can. But hear me out.”


  Then Ms Simmons me that she thought the longer people stayed transformed after touching the enchanted clothing, the more they became like those who had worn it originally.


  “I first noticed it when you were Missy,” she said. “On our way back to St. Louis, you started talking and behaving like a little girl. And, no matter what you might say now, you did enjoy being a junior cheerleader.”


  Finally calming down, I nodded my head. “Yeah, I think you’re right,” I admitted. “I hadn’t thought about that before.”


  “And, after being in that body for more than 12 hours, I think that you are just as comfortable being Becky as she is being you. In fact, I think that you’d be happy to be her permanently.”


  I shook my head vehemently and pulled my hand away. “Nu, uh. No way!” I said. “I don’t want to be a girl! I don’t!”


  “Okay, here’s some more about why we want to do this. And, again, the choice is yours,” she said.


  “Tom wants to marry me and have more children. As you well know, that’s what I want too. But you never even wanted to talk about it. So, that would make us both very happy.”


  After she paused for a long moment, she looked down and added, “Okay, here’s one reason that you really don’t want to hear. This Tom is a much better lover than you.”


  I jumped up from the table and shrieked, “So, you two did have sex! I knew it! I knew it! How could you?”


  “Sit down! And calm down,” Daddy shouted. And I did.


  “We both really want this,” he added. “But the decision is yours. And I will do anything– and I mean anything– to make you happy if you will agree to this. What do you say?”


  “So, you think that you can bribe me to be a girl instead of a man and to have periods instead of a penis,” I said.


  “Well, I was hoping,” he said with a chuckle.


  “And, I promise, you will love being Becky,” Ms Simmons added. “You already do, at least a little. You might be denying that to us, but I can see it. You like being Rebecca.


  “I will love you just as much as I ever have, too,” she said. “Only it will be as your mother, instead of your girlfriend. The three of us will be one big, happy family. I promise.”


  I put my elbows on the table, rested my hands on my fists and thought about.


  “Okay, Daddy,” I finally said. “I’ll agree to it if you buy me a red Mustang convertible.”


  “Done,” he replied with a broad smile.


  “And new clothes,” I added. “Lots and lots of new clothes. And shoes, lots and lots of shoes.”


  “See, I told you. You do like being a girl,” Ms Simmons said.


  “No, that’s not true,” I replied. “But if I’m gonna do it, then I’m gonna do it right.”


  I looked back at Daddy, who said that he would do that too.


  “I want $50 a week as an allowance,” I said.


  “But, Becky …,” he started to say.


  I interrupted. “That’s my condition,” I said.


  “Okay, okay,” he said. “I’ll do all that. So, we’re good then? I’ll be Tom and you’ll be Becky?”


  I shook my head. “Not yet,” I said. “There’s one more thing. I want a credit card with my name on it. But you pay the bills.


  “If you’ll do that, then I’ll sacrifice my manhood so you two can get married, have children, and live happily ever after.


  “But, one more thing … I’m not gonna be your babysitter.”


  They looked at one another and then back me.


  “Are we agreed?” I asked, as I saw Ms Simmons quickly wipe a smile from her face.


  “Hell, why not?” Daddy said. “Yes, I agree. From now on, I’m Tom Barfield and you’re my daughter, Becky.”


  I stood up and fought back tears. “Now, if you will excuse me, I’m going back to my room and have a good cry,” I said. “I didn’t want any of this. I didn’t deserve any of this. But I’m a big enough man– I mean, girl– to accept that this is the way it is.


  “Only … Only … it’s going to take some getting used to,” I sobbed as I ran back up the stairs.


  *     *     *     * 


  Hee. Hee. Not only am I Becky now, but I got Daddy to give me all that great stuff too, I told myself as I lay on my bed and grinned at the ceiling. I can cry on demand. Who knew? I’ll bet I’d make a great actress.


  “This is totes amazing,” I whispered. “Absolutely totes amazing. And they don’t have a clue!”


  Suddenly, without a knock, my door opened.


  “Wow, are you good!” Ms Simmons said as she closed the door behind her.


  “What are you talking about?” I said, quickly making a sad face and trying to will more tears. “I agreed to what you two want, now please leave me alone.”


  Ms Simmons stood over me, arms crossed and smiled. “This Tom is a better Tom. And I think you’re a better Becky,” she said.


  “You already had decided that you wanted to stay a girl when I came into your room this morning. And I’ll bet that you and Cole had some hot and heavy sex last night in the bathroom.


  “Your father didn’t notice anything, but I did,” she continued. “You left that dance team bra top on the counter, and I saw a bloody towel in the hamper. You used that to clean the floor.


  “I’m guessing doggy style in front of the mirror. Am I right?”


  “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I protested. “I’m only agreeing to this because it’s what you two want, not because it’s what I want.”


  Ms Simmons chuckled. “Okay, Becky. I’m not going to argue with you. Over time, I’m sure, you and I will bond as mother and daughter and then we’ll have a good laugh about this.


  “But I want you to know that you are absolutely one of the best teen drama queens I’ve ever seen. For someone who’s been a girl for less than a day, that’s more than impressive. Congratulations, sweetie.


  “And when you’re ready to start buying some of those new clothes, I’d love to go with you.”


  As she turned and started out the door, I said, “Weally, Wachel?
“You weally think I’m that good?”


  “Yes, Webecca, I weally weally do,” she giggled.


  Then I stood up, walked over to her, and we hugged, just like mother and daughter.


  “On the other hand, your father is clueless, and he’s lucky that you’re 18, instead of 13 or 14,” she laughed. “Then he’d have his hands full for a lot longer. But that’s between the two of you, and I won’t say a word if you will do one thing for me.”


  “What’s that?”


  “Let me be the first to ride in your red convertible with you.”


  #     #     #     #


   


  


cover.jpeg





