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    1. School Girl Crush


  


  I gotta admit that, like most red-blooded American guys, I find school girl uniforms a turn-on, especially when they are worn by girls who are a little past high school age.  There’s just something about that combination of long, shapely legs and short, pleated skirts, I guess. And that likely explains why “sexy school girls” costumes endure, especially on college campuses.


  But, hey, even a girl of 16 or 17 can push the right buttons if she’s in uniform.


  And that was the case for the girl I was looking at. With wavy blonde hair, blue eyes, a slightly crooked smile, and a cute little turned up nose, she didn’t need a uniform to cause guys to drool. But throw in a white polo shirt and mid-thigh, gray pleated skirt above gray tights, and shiny black flats and … wow!


  Why, then, was I not feeling that “wow” the way that I normally would? I sensed a stirring because I’m not completely dead. But it just wasn’t the same.


  It wasn’t the same because I was looking in a mirror and that image was mine. I was the girl in the mid-thigh, gray pleated skirt and gray tights. Until a few minutes ago, I was a 40-year-old man and so I guess that explained why I half-way expected to see an erection tenting that little gray skirt.  But it wasn’t going to happen. I was a girl from stem to stern– at least on the outside.


  Yet, in my head, I remembered the way that looking at a girl like that made me feel when I was a man and that manifested into a little turn-on at least. Call it a phantom hard-on.


  Someone somewhere said something. But I was somewhere in space. Figuratively, I mean. After initially admiring and perhaps even lusting after the girl in the mirror and even acknowledging that I had agreed to become this person, the chilling realization that she was me finally was settling in. I watched the girl’s eyes widen and her jaw drop in disbelief.


  Someone shook my shoulder, my new, narrow female shoulder


  “Well, Dan? Dan? What do you think?” said a female voice just off to the side. “Pretty impressive, huh?”


  Slowly I turned and faced her. “I di … .” I began. “I di …”


  High and sweet and feminine, that voice couldn’t be mine. I cleared my throat and tried again.


  But it was mine and so I used it to say, “I didn’t think it would work.”


  She smiled. I always liked her smile. That was one of the main reasons I was attracted to her in the beginning.


  “I didn’t think it would work,” I said again, reluctantly acknowledging that this teen girl voice was mine now. “I really didn’t.”


  I looked back at myself in the mirror, appraising the body that I now possessed. Nice peaches and cream complexion. Prominent boobs, but not too large. And those long, shapely legs in those gray tights. They were so sexy. Well … normally they were. Not so much now that they belonged to me. The feeling of an erection quickly was becoming more and more a distant memory.


  “Hey, gypsy magic is real,” said the woman who had been my lover for three years, a statuesque brunette with brown eyes.


  Ellen Delaney was a French teacher at a private girls boarding school and single mother to Bryan, who would be going off to college next year. I had been a wanna-be actor and an English teacher, at a nearby public school when we met. Now I was a wanna-be actor and an out-of-work English teacher because of budgetary cutbacks. I’d been out of work since the semester break back in January.


  And Ellen told me that she had a way for me to make $100,000 for a two-weeks acting job. But, boy, talk about immersion in a role!


  Who knew?


  She did evidently, and she tried to convince me. And maybe she even thought that she had convinced me before she administered the gypsy spell. Maybe she wouldn’t even have gone forward with this if she thought otherwise.


  But now it was too late. Now I was Sophie, one of her senior students at the girls school.


  “I’m so sorry if you didn’t believe me,” she said, stepping up behind me, putting her hands on my shoulders, and squeezing gently. She was at least four inches taller than me now. At 5-9, she previously had been about three inches shorter.


  But my boobs are bigger, I thought proudly. Huh? Did I just think that?


   “I didn’t mean to get you into this if you don’t want to do it,” she added. “But the spell can’t be reversed. For the next two weeks, you’re going to look just like the real Sophie. Only then I can administer the reversal spell.”


  I nodded in acceptance, and the blonde in the mirror mimicked my actions. “Hey, it’s not your fault,” I replied. “I agreed to this.”


  Then I turned around and looked up into her brown eyes. “As long as the $100,000 is real too,” I said. “It is. Right?”


  She nodded. “It certainly is. All I have to do is call Mr. Dawson’s attorney now with your account information and $50,000 will be wired into it. And as I told you before, you’ll get the rest at the end of two weeks, when the school year ends. You don’t have to hang around as Sophie until graduation. The family has arranged for her diploma to be mailed to her.”


  Dawson was rich, but he didn’t come from old money. Consequently, he was extremely worried about image and reputation, and having a daughter who attended an elite private boarding school get pregnant just wasn’t acceptable. Or more accurately, having her get pregnant and the public finding out about it wasn’t acceptable.


  His wife, Michelle, was the French connection to Ellen. She was from France and they met years ago in college. She also was the gypsy connection and claimed to possess a spell book handed down by generations of her ancestors.


  “As soon as Sophie discovered she was pregnant, she knew she had to tell her parents,” Ellen told me. “She was already a month along, and she knew that if she stayed until school was out, someone somehow might find out.”


   Of course, Dawson wanted to yank her out of school immediately to avoid discovery. But he also knew that would raise suspicions about where she was and why she’d left so suddenly. Also, Sophie has plans to go to college in England next year, and it had to appear that she was graduated from high school.


  So Michelle provided the solution of using a magic spell to create a stand-in and asked Ellen to find a volunteer whom they could trust to keep his/her mouth shut.


  And to borrow one of Ellen’s French words. “Voila!” Here I am.


  *     *     *     *     *


  That first night in bed was, well … let’s call it “disturbing.”  Not unpleasant exactly. In fact, too pleasant! And that’s what was disturbing. Having been a heterosexual guy for 40 years, I found it all but impossible to keep hands off my new breasts. I mean, they were right there with me the whole time. And if I wasn’t squeezing them or playing with my nipples, then I was feeling them press sensually against the bed when I turned on my stomach. Was I  going to be so obsessed with them when I started school on Monday that I’d forget and start fondling myself in class?


   But I still had all today tomorrow to get used to this body. That would help.


  So would Ellen. Fortunately, the school had allowed Sophie to live with her, since she was such good friends with her mother. She could  tell me all about the school and my class schedule. She could tell me the names of Sophie’s friends. And she could make certain that I always dressed properly. No one was closer to the girl I now appeared to be than Ellen. Well … except for one person.


  “She told me all kinds of things about her private life, even when she liked a boy she met in town or at a dance, but she just wouldn’t open up about who got her pregnant,” Ellen said Sunday morning, as she snapped my bra closed and dressed me in a pink tank top and khaki shorts. Then she put my hair in a ponytail. I idly noted that I wasn’t feeling the passion for my breasts that I had the night before, even when Ellen adjusted them in the cups of my 36C bra. That probably was a good thing.


  “Maybe she was afraid that if her father found out, he’s put out a hit on the poor kid,” she added.


  Ellen pulled me over to an open drawer and showed me its colorful contents. “I hope you appreciate that these bras and panties are the best that money can buy. Nothing but the top-of-the-line for Sophie Dawson,” my girl friend said.


  “Oh, I do! I do!” I joked. But truth was, the silk and lace confections cupping my breasts and covering my private parts did feel luxurious. Men were really missing out with their plain old cotton boxers and briefs.


  Before Bryan came down for breakfast, Ellen told me more about  the real Sophie. “She wasn’t a wild girl either, at least not that I could tell. I never smelled smoke on her or saw any indication that she had been drinking,” she added. “But when it came to the pregnancy, she wouldn’t tell me anything, not even when and where it happened.”


  She changed the conversation  when she heard Bryan on the steps, coming down to join us. He didn’t know that I wasn’t the real Sophie. No one did but Ellen. So I had to switch into Sophie mode when he sat down. This was my first acting test.


  Of course, I had known Bryan for nearly as long as I knew Ellen. She said that he looked like his father, with dirty blond hair and green eyes.


  He was a good student and good athlete, and I liked him. We went camping and to baseball games, and he often confided to me things that he said he couldn’t tell his mother. “Guy” things, he called them. He never had that opportunity with his real father, who had abandoned them when Bryan was only two years old.             


  But I had never seen him through Sophie’s eyes before. And when he said, “Hi, Sophie,” I suddenly felt a little tingle of excitement in my stomach. Well, that was weird. Just a guess, but I’m thinking that Sophie found him attractive.


  And now, so did I, it seems. “Hi, Bryan,” I said and felt myself blushing slightly. Oh, God, I was a school girl with a crush! I wondered if Ellen knew.


  “Want to do something together today?” he asked.


  I did. I did!


  Before I could respond, Ellen stepped in. “Sorry, Bryan. Sophie and I are having a girls’ day. We haven’t had one in awhile.”


  With a chance to catch my breath, I realized that she had saved me from a possibly disastrous mistake. I wasn’t yet prepared to go full girl mode with a good-looking guy. I needed more coaching. Still  this female body was already demanding some control of my behavior, and my male mind be damned.


  In bed that night, massaging my breasts wasn’t nearly as pleasurable as it had been Saturday night. I much more enjoyed fondling Ellen’s breasts than my own, I realized. But then an image of Bryan with his muscular arms and trim torso suddenly popped into my head and all that changed.


  *     *     *     *     *


  On Monday morning, Ellen helped me get dressed and explained my wardrobe options, which weren’t many. During warm weather, I could wear a navy blue polo shirt or a white one. During late fall and winter, white blouse, striped tie, and blue blazer were required. A gray pleated skirt  was mandatory, as were black flats, but gray tights were optional, with white crew socks the alternative.


  “Sophie wore tights most of the time,” Ellen said, as I sat in front of a mirror at a dressing table and she brushed my hair. “But temperatures have been really warming up lately, so you might want to wear socks. You’ll be a lot cooler that way.”


  I had no doubt that I would. But for the moment, at least, I was enjoying the snug, sensual feeling of nylon against my bare legs. Of course, I didn’t want to tell her that. It was too embarrassing. Yes, I was all girl now and one of her students, but just three days before I had been her boy friend.


  I nodded to acknowledge the wardrobe choices and she moved to applying light makeup to my face.


  Later at school, I quickly developed a theory as to why girls carry their books in front of them, while boys tote them at their sides. My arms were much weaker and my hips were much wider than they had been when I was a man. Or maybe the hips just seemed that way because of the different proportions of this body. Whatever the reason, it quickly seemed natural to carry my books the way that the rest of the girls did.


  Meanwhile, seeing nothing but girls in a school, except for a couple of male teachers, was a bit of a shock. With no boys to pull girls away, Ellen had explained, they tended to move in herds through the halls. And she was right.


  My herd included Megan, Paige, and Mary Beth, all of them seniors like me, all of them mostly sweet, unlike the “mean girls” depicted in movies. As an actor, I knew that it was important to be realistic in my role and especially not to try too hard. So I paid attention, made a comment here and there, but mostly listened, especially during the first couple of days, to learn how to talk like them and what to talk about.


  I also studied how they walked and gestured to more quickly fit into my role. At some point,  the gestures, the walk, and the talk became second-nature for me.


  Mostly we talked about what you would expect teen girls to talk about: boys, clothes, other girls, boys some more, and occasionally school and teachers. “That Mr. Billings is such a perv,” Megan said one day.


  “Tots,” Mary Beth agreed.


  “He sure is. I hate the way he looks at me,” Paige said. “And I think Ms. Hernandez is a lesbo. She looks at me that way sometimes too.”


  A tiny redhead, Megan looked at me. “What about you, Sophie? Do you think any of your teachers are sexual deviants? Or just us?”


  We all laughed.


  “Well, come to think of it, I have wondered about Mr. Billings,” I said.


  And it was true. I had. My class schedule included three male teachers, but Billings, the history instructor, was the only one I got a disturbing vibe from.


  My herd traveled together after school too. Sometimes we hung out at Ellen’s house. That’s where I learned to braid hair. I was careful not to jump in too quickly. I didn’t want to appear the novice that I really was. If I had been a boy, weaving a girl’s hair and smelling her scent in the process would have been a turn-on. But as a girl, it just felt like bonding and maybe a little therapeutic.


  Mostly we went to the mall, to look at clothes– and boys. Sometimes, two or three of us went into a dressing room together to try on clothing. Watching teen girls in private school uniforms undress and try on dresses together would have been the equivalent of a wet dream for sure if I still had been a heterosexual male. But now I was just one of the girls.


  “Oh, Sophie, you have just the prettiest bras and panties,” Mary Beth said as she watched me step into a flirty little skirt.  


  *     *     *     *     *


  Molded into a  strapless little black dress with sheer black stockings and matching heels, I  stood in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom. My blonde hair was pinned up except for wisps along the sides. Diamond studs adorned my ears and a double strand of pearls circled my neck, draping down to just above my cleavage.


  Suddenly Bryan, wearing only a predatory smile, was behind me. As he nuzzled my neck, he reached around and squeezed my breasts. He unzipped my dress and the silky fabric slid down my sides, over my hips, and onto the floor.  He unfastened my bra and my breasts fell free– with no sag, I noted proudly.


  Down on one knee now, he gently lifted my feet out of the dress and slowly peeled my black panties down my legs. Then he swept me up into his arms and tossed me on the nearby bed.


  I knew what he wanted. Wearing only the pearls, stockings and heels, I raised up on my hands and knees and put my bottom in the air. I looked over my shoulder with an almost predatory smile of my own that invited him to take me. I wanted to feel the vibrations of the bed as he positioned himself. I wanted to feel his rough hands on my plump, bare bottom. I wanted . .  .


  I woke up in a cold sweat. I had just experienced another one of “those” dreams. They seemed to be getting more and more erotic each night, too– as if that were possible. And always they involved Bryan. In my dreams, we made love missionary style on the beach, with me in a American flag bikini. We made love in an elevator, with me in a cheerleader costume– what was that about?– and Bryan holding me up against the wall, as my long, bare legs locked around his waist to push him farther into me. And we made love in bed, with me on top and wearing my school girl uniform from the waist down. My little pleated skirt draped over our union as I leaned forward and he squeezed and kneaded my breasts as if they were bread dough.


  Always, too, the dreams forced me to pleasure myself, after I woke up with rigid nipples and dampness between my legs. The orgasms took me to a place of ecstasy that I had never experienced as a man and,  when I returned to Earth, I feared that my moans and cries of “Oh God!” had awakened Ellen, whose room was right down the hall, and even Bryan, who slept downstairs. But no one  stirred in the house afterward that I could tell or knocked on my door to see if I was all right. Maybe I hadn’t been as loud as I feared I had been. Maybe no one knew just how much I enjoyed being Sophie Dawson after the lights were out.


  The dreams had started after Bryan invited me to go with him and his friends to get something to eat and maybe see a movie. Ellen had told me that the two of them sometimes did things together, usually with his classmates, both male and female, from the public school he attended.


  When they dropped us off afterward, Bryan took my hand as we walked to the door. Before we went inside, I reached up on tiptoes to give him a light kiss on the lips. “Thanks for inviting me,” I said.


  As I lay in bed gasping and slowly recovered from my latest erotic dream and mind-blowing orgasm, I thought back to that evening out with Bryan. He always had been a gentleman with me and, I suspect, with the original Sophie. But maybe, just maybe, the two of them did something together that Ellen didn’t know about after the lights went out. Maybe he crept up to her room or she slipped down to his. Maybe that was how Sophie got pregnant.


  *     *     *     *     *


  On what was supposed to be my final day as Sophie, Mr. Billings called me aside after class and told me that he wanted to see me at the end of the day. “Sophie, you didn’t do so well on your history final,” he said. “And it looks like you might not graduate, if we don’t figure out together a way for you to pass. Stop by my room after school and we’ll see what we can do in the way of makeup work.”


  The news stunned me. I had been a good student when I went to high school the first time. Sophie’s classes had seem easy for me too. But maybe I didn’t know as much as I thought I did.


  Sophie– well, me as Sophie– had to graduate. That was the whole point of this two-week acting gig. “Yes, Mr. Billings,” I said, as I picked up my books and held them in front of me. “I’ll stop by right after school.”


  And I did. As it turned out, I did know more than I thought I did. And when I pointed out the error of his ways, Mr. Billings readily agreed that I deserved a passing grade. Sophie would graduate.


  Walking home for the last time in my school girl uniform felt weird because I no longer had books to carry in front of me. A slight breeze shifted my skirt and the hem tickled across my bare legs. The tights finally had started feeling more hot and confining than erotic so I had switched to crew socks at the start of the second week. Without something covering my legs, I felt exposed and almost naked at first, especially since I never had revealed so much skin in school as a student or teacher when I was a male. But surrounded by other girls who looked the same, I quickly accepted it as normal, just as I did sitting to pee, carrying a purse, and frequently blowing hair out of my eyes.


  I didn’t have to do that on this final walk home, though, because my blonde hair was in twin braids. I had oversize Chloe sunglasses on my head and a small Michael Kors handbag slung across my body, the strap between my breasts.


  Bryan was sitting on the front steps when I got there. “Hi, Sophie,” he said. “I just wanted you to know, I’m really going to miss you when you leave.”


  I sat down beside him. “I’m going to miss you too,” I said, and then we talked some more.


  Finally, I went in to see Ellen, who was cooking something on the stove.


  “Well, Sophie’s going to graduate,” I said. “I passed all her tests.”


  She continued to stir a pot as she said, “Wow, two weeks already. That’s wonderful. Thanks so much for doing this.”


  I sat at the kitchen table. “There’s more,” I said. “We need to talk. I know who got Sophie pregnant.”


  Ellen turned and her jaw dropped. “You do? How do you know?”


  Then she froze for a moment as a possibility hit her. “Oh, no!” she said. “You’re not going to tell me Bryan, are you?”


  I shook my head. “No, I’m not. But I did think that for awhile,” I replied.  “Looking at him really turns on this Sophie body. If you’ve heard noises coming from my bedroom at night, that’s why. You wouldn’t believe the dreams that I’ve had for the past week.”


  Ellen laughed as she joined me at the table. “Yeah, I would,” she said. “I did hear you say something about ‘Oh, God!’ a couple of times. In fact, the first time I did, I sneaked down to Bryan’s room just to make sure he was still there.”


  I blushed, and, to give myself a moment, I put my sunglasses and purse on the table.


  “Sorry about that,” I said. “When I agreed to do this, I thought that I would be in control of this body and its performance. As it turned not, I wasn’t so much.”


  Ellen nodded. “So, who got Sophie pregnant?” she asked.


  I showed her a photo on my phone.


  “Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “Is that who I think it is with his pants down?”


  “If you think that it’s Mr. Billings, you’re correct,” I said. “Right after I kicked him in the balls.”


  I told her about him telling me that I had failed a history test and that I needed to stop by his room after school for special tutoring. “I’m positive that he did the same thing to the real Sophie,” I said. “Basically, he raped her in his room and then blackmailed her into keeping quiet so that she wouldn’t fail his class.


  “I also told him that I would  post the photo on social media and hang his miserable ass out to dry if I ever heard of him doing something like this to another girl.”


  Ellen shook her head. “That bastard. When the next school year starts, I will make sure that he pays for this, one way or the other.”


  Then I reached out and took both her hands in mine. “And there’s something else,” I said.


  “I really like Bryan, and he really likes me … “


   Ellen interrupted me. “No, he really likes Sophie. You’re Dan, my boy friend, remember?”


  “Not anymore, I’m not,”  I said. “Not after two weeks in this body. I’m sorry but the role has become real life for me, a life that I love and want to share with Bryan.”


  My former girl friend shook her head in disbelief. “What are you saying? You can’t be Sophie. There’s a real Sophie.


  “And I can’t imagine that Bryan would go along with this.”


  I shook my head. “You’re wrong. I already talked to him about it, told him who I really am, or rather was. He called it ‘really weird.’ But he said that he had liked me as Dan and that he liked me as Sophie even more, and better than he liked the original. He said that we seemed to have more in common. And he said that he had been having dreams about me as well.”


  Ellen pulled back her hands. “So you’re saying that you want to remain as you are and that you and Bryan are planning to be a couple.”


  Then, unexpectedly, she smiled. “Well, this whole thing was my idea,” she said. “I can’t blame you or Bryan.


  “But you can’t be Sophie.”


  I turned sideways in my chair, crossed my smooth, bare legs and nervously played with one of my braids. “No, I can’t be. But if your friend has a gypsy spell that  turned a 40-year-old man into a 17-year-old girl, I’m guessing that she has one that will give me a new identity, possibly create a birth certificate and other documents,” I said.


  Ellen stood and moved behind me. She began loosening my braids and combing them out with her fingers. I handed her a small brush out of my purse. “You’re right,” she said. “She probably does.


  “But are you sure this is what you want?”


  I reached behind me and gently grasped one of her hands.


  “I’m sure,” I said. “Two weeks ago, I was a 40-year-old unemployed male teacher. Now I’m a soon-to-be college coed with $100,000 in the bank and a wonderful boy friend who loves me for me.


  “And, oh yeah, I’ve also got drawers full of the prettiest bras and panties that money can buy.”


  #   #   #


  




  

    2. Angelic Intern


  


  To say that my girlfriend, Diane, was adventurous “between the sheets” would be an extreme understatement. That’s mostly because we often made love in locations that were not between said sheets.


  She loved role-playing, but was not content with just donning costumes and assuming roles. When we played “football coach and slutty cheerleader,” she insisted we do so late at night, under the bleachers at the high school field. When we played teacher and naughty school girl, she insisted  that we sneak into my classroom after hours and do it on my desk! 


  I have to admit that was pretty hot. Finding that she had left her black lace panties on the desk when I went in the next morning was not. I barely had time to shove them in my back pants pocket before students came in the room for my first-hour class. One of the boys later whispered in my ear as class ended, “Hey, Mr. C, way to go, dude! But you better hide those panties in your pocket a little better.” Yikes!


  And my crazy lady showed no signs of leveling off. You’ve heard of extreme sports? She was into extreme sex. It was almost as if she was trying to make up for “too many years of boring sex” when she was married.  And the greater the risk of being seen in the act, the better she liked it.


  As was I, she was approaching 40. She also had a teenage daughter in her first year of college. With Mandy away at school and today being Halloween, I trembled– both with sexual excitement and trepidation– at the thought of what my sexy and sex-crazed dynamo had planned for us.


  I was confident that I wouldn’t be disappointed. And when she arrived home from the tech company where she was one of the leading researchers, her dramatic entrance assured me that she would not.


  “Oh, Tim!” she squealed as she stormed in the front door of her house, wrapped her arms around my neck, lifted both feet off the floor and kissed me passionately. Fortunately, I was six inches taller and 60 pounds heavier, so we both didn’t go tumbling to the door– not that doing so would have been so bad. I wrapped my arms around her torso and returned the passion.


  Now that Mandy was 200 miles away, I stayed at their house most nights during the week and always during the weekend– unless Diane had some sexual escapade planned for us in another zip code.


  “This is going to be so much fun. Wait until you see!” she said.


  She grabbed my hand, led me into the living room, pushed me onto the sofa. Then she sat on my lap and pulled out her cell phone.


  “I’ve always wondered what it would have been like to know you when you were 18 and, even better, to make love to you when you were 18,” she said.


  “That’s when a male is at his sexual peak, you know,” she added with a wicked grin.


  I smiled and said, “Yeah, I know, and a female just gets better as she gets older. Right?”


  Honestly, at least with Diane, I suspected that must be true. If I weren’t in such good physical condition, the woman would have exhausted me. Right now, though, as her soft bottom pushed down on my groin and her firm breasts pressed against my arm, I wasn’t feeling the least bit fatigued. The delicious vanilla coconut scent of her dark hair was a turn-on as well. I was about 10 seconds away from picking her up and carrying to the bedroom, where we would partake of early Halloween treats.


  “Damn right,” she beamed. “But if you were 18 again, it would only be fair to you if I were the same age. Don’t you think?”


  “Okay, and how do you propose we do that?” I asked, as I gently moved one hand up her torso and massaged a breast through her blue dress.


  Diane smiled, held up her phone and said, “There’s an app for that.”


  “An app that can make us younger? Really?” I asked skeptically.


  Diane nodded, moved from my lap, and– drat!– sat down next to me to tell me more about it.


  Although she couldn’t confirm it, she explained, she suspected that alien technology from Area 51 might have played a role in the development of this app at her research lab, which did contract work for the federal government and the military.


  “This is too extraordinary to ever go public,” she said. “I suspect that the government wants to keep this for itself for espionage and counter-terrorism operations.”


  I looked at my beautiful blue-eyed numbskull and shook my head.


  “And yet you bring it home with you?” I said.  “Surely, that can’t be allowed.”


  Diane giggled and said, “It’s not. And don’t call me Shirley. But, hey, you only live once, right?  And think– just think– how great it will be for the two of us to be 18 again and know what we know now about love and especially lovemaking.”


  She had me there. I was nearly salivating at the thought. But still …


  “It’s illegal!” I practically screamed.


  Diane put her hand on my arm and said, “Only if we get caught, my darling. Only if we get caught. And who’s gonna tell? Certainly not me or you.”


  I had to admit that she had me there. I wasn’t about to tell anyone.


  “Okay,” I said. “How does it work?”


  The app, she explained, was an advanced hybrid of those popular face apps for phones, married with 3D copier capabilities, and possibly that alien technology. It didn’t just make you look younger or older in an image; it actually made you younger or older. And when provided with photos for the baseline, it even could transform you into other people, complete with appropriate attire.


  “I don’t believe it,” I said. “That’s just too much.”


  Diane leveled her phone and pointed that end at herself.


  “I’ll show you,” she said.


  Zap!


  And instantly an absolutely stunning teenage girl in short, tight skirt, crop top, and high heels was standing in front of me. The smile and the sparkling eyes left no doubt who she was either.


  “Oh, my God!” I said. “You weren’t kidding.”


  My dark-haired vixen giggled and twirled.


  “You like?” she said. “I think you do. You’re drooling. And you seem to have a flag pole in your pants.”


  And I was. And I did. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I couldn’t do anything about the other.


  “Christ, Diane, I thought you were making all that up,” I said. “That this was all just a Halloween prank. But you weren’t. This is real!


  “Okay, I’m a believer,” I said standing up. “Make me 18 again, and I’ll rock your world. I promise!”


  But she shook her finger at me and said, “Ah, ah, there’s just one catch. Don’t worry. I will make you 18 and you can rock my world. I’ll rock yours right back too. There’s one thing that I want from you first, though.”


  *     *     *     *


  What a guy won’t do for sex, especially with a gorgeous 18-year-old who has 36C breasts, long, shapely legs, and a tongue that should be licensed as a lethal weapon. So, incredibly, I agreed to do it.


  Diane wanted to go trick-or-treating before she made me 18 again. She had always loved taking Mandy out on Halloween when she was small, she reminisced. And now, with her only child out of the house for the first time, she was feeling especially melancholy. She wanted to take a child trick-or-treating one more time and, with the app, she could do that.


  “Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “I’m not asking you to be Mandy when she was a little girl. I want you to be yourself when you were little.”


  I laughed and pretended to wipe my brow.


  “Well, that’s a relief,” I said. “I can handle being a cowboy or a pirate for a couple of hours, I guess.


  Diane smiled wickedly. Uh, oh.


   “I have something better in mind,” she said. “I want you to be yourself when you were little, only I want you to be a girl instead of a boy. Little girls in Halloween costumes are so much cuter than little boys. Don’t you think?”


  Actually, it wasn’t something that I’d never thought of before. But then I never had thought that I could be 18 again, paired with an 18-year-old girl who was just as eager as I was to have sex. She had me, and she knew it.


  Zap!


  So, with the promise of steamy, uninhibited teen sex later to sustain me, I went trick-or-treating with “Aunt Diane” as 11-year-old Zoe. She dressed me as Minnie Mouse in the same costume that Mandy had worn. It featured a long-sleeve, black leotard, black tights, black ballet flats, and a red tutu with white polka dots. She put large mouse ears with a red and white bow atop my shoulder-length brunette curls and painted a little black dot on my nose. She also painted my lips red and adorned my ears with clip-on hearts. 


  And, oh, yes, the ultimate humiliation, one of Mandy’s training bras.


  “You’re a bit more developed than Mandy was when she was that age,” Diane said. “But this bra that she wore when she was 12 or so should fit you just fine. A camisole is just not enough for a girl like you because your nipples will show.”


  Isn’t that just what every middle-aged guy loves to hear? He must wear a training bra belonging to his wife’s daughter to keep his nipples from showing while he’s wearing a girly Minnie Mouse costume. What some guys won’t do for sex!


  Of course, Diane turned herself back into an adult for our trick-or-treat trek, and she held my hand as we walked through the neighborhood on the cool fall evening.


  “And just think, Zoe, you’ll have lots of candy to give you energy later tonight,” she said. “And believe me, you’re going to need it.”


  I looked up at her and said in my little girl voice, “Auntie Diane, you’re one crazy lady. You know that? You deserve a spanking for what you’ve done.”


  Despite the way I looked, despite the constant comments about how cute I was, despite the creepy, foreign feelings of a flat crotch, budding boobs, and long hair, I was starting to enjoy myself. Anticipation for the ultimate treat later played no small part in that.


  She laughed as she led me up the sidewalk to the next house.


  “Keep talking like that, little girl, and I’ll give you one,” she said.


  We both giggled.


  “Deal,” I said.


  My little plastic pumpkin practically overflowing with treats, we finally headed home about an hour later. I was grateful since my little legs were tried and my feet hurt.


  “These shoes suck,” I said, sounding just like a petulant little girl.


  “I know,” Diane said. “Mandy told me the same thing. But they go with the costume. Being a pretty girl is painful sometimes.”


  We walked some more.


  “Thank you for doing this for me, Zoe,” Diane said. “I really enjoyed it, and, besides the shoes,  I hope that that the rest of it wasn’t too uncomfortable for you.”


  I pulled on her hand and we stopped.


  “Look at me,” I said solemnly. “I’m freakin’ adorable. Everybody said so. I’m thinking that I just might want to stay this way. No job, no responsibilities and a sweetie auntie who will take care of me. And I really like wearing Mandy’s panties and bra, which highlights my boobies.”


  “What do you think? Will you adopt me?”


  Diane stared at me wide-eyed, obviously stunned by what she was hearing. Good.


  Then I laughed.


  “Gotcha!” I said. “Now let’s go home and I’ll really getcha!”


  She laughed too.


   But our cheerfulness was cut short when we saw a car pull up to the curb in front of Diane’s house, just a few yards away.


  “Oh, crap!” we said simultaneously.


  “Stop right here!” Diane hissed as she pulled her phone out of her purse.


  Zap!


  Suddenly I felt different, taller. Was I myself again? But looking down, I saw that my legs were bare and I was wearing – high heels? Since my hair was no longer held back by a head band, it felt into my face.


  “Oops. I hit the wrong button,” Diane said, just as her daughter exited the car and waved.


  “Hi, Mom!” she yelled.


  Diane smiled and waved back.


  “What did you do to me?” I muttered out of the side of my mouth, noting that I was just about her height.


  “I meant to make you older and male,” she whispered back. “But default was set to female and I forgot to change it.


  “Play along. Please. I’ll fix this as soon as I can. Mandy wasn’t supposed to come home this weekend. I don’t know what’s going on.”


  *     *     *      *


  What was going on was that Mandy, an attractive blonde about my height– my Zoe height, that is– received a call from old high school friends, inviting her to a Halloween party on Saturday night, and she had decided to come home to attend.


  Meanwhile, I was still Zoe, it seemed, but when Diane introduced me to Mandy, she said that I was a new college intern at her lab and since my apartment wouldn’t be ready until Monday that I was staying at their house for the weekend.


  “Zoe doesn’t have a car She flew in and the airline lost her luggage too,” she added. “Can you believe the bad luck?”


  After shaking my hand, which looked as disturbingly feminine as hers, Mandy said, “Oh, I’m so sorry.”


  Then she looked me up and down. As she did so, I wondered what she was seeing. What did I look like? What was I wearing?


  “You look about my size, although your bust is a little bigger,” she said brightly. “And that’s a really cute dress too.”


  Oh, great. Just what I wanted to hear.


  “You’re welcome to wear some of my stuff,” Mandy added. “I still have plenty of clothes in my closet.”


  And … this just keeps better and better.


  By this time, I wasn’t supposed to be wearing any clothes. I was supposed to be in the house, transformed into  an 18-year-old stud and engaged in wild, uninhibited sex with his teenage girlfriend.


  Suddenly Mandy grabbed my hand and said, “Come on. Let’s find you some things to wear right now.


  “And you have to come to the party with me tomorrow night,” she added, as she pulled me toward the door.


  I started to say, “Thanks, but no thanks.” She didn’t give me the chance.


  Somehow, I managed to keep from stumbling in the heels, but it wasn’t easy. I looked pleadingly back at Diane, who mouthed “sorry” and shrugged her shoulders.


  “Oh, and I know, you’re going to need some new bras and panties since your luggage was lost, so we’ll go shopping tomorrow,” Mandy gushed. “I have to get a Halloween costume …”


  My God, didn’t this girl ever shut up? Why hadn’t I ever noticed it before?  Maybe it was because I mostly had seen her at home by herself, instead of with girls her own age. Now, I was a girl her own age.


  “And, oh, you’ll need one too. Maybe we can get some kind of cute matching costumes– like slutty Catholic school girls!”


  As she tugged me toward the stairs, Diane, trailing behind us, yelled, “Mandy, Zoe’s had a hard day. Go easy on her!”


  “I will, Mom!” she yelled back, without slowing her pace.


  I never had been in Mandy’s bedroom before. And I wouldn’t have been broken hearted if I never did. But I especially didn’t want to be in there as her new bosom buddy.


  But she did have a full-length mirror so I finally could get a look at myself. Oh, crap! I was wearing a little black dress, the ultimate feminine attire. That’s what an intern wears to a research lab?! At least it had long sleeves and a square neck so my boobs didn’t show. Oh, my God, look at those boobs!


  While Mandy pulled clothes out of her dresser drawers and closet for me to try on, I saw what I would have looked like as a teen, if I had been born female. I still had brown hair and green eyes, and I actually could see me– the old, male me– in those eyes.  But the rest of me … Yikes!


  Okay, I’ll say it. I was hot! I wondered if my mother had been this attractive when she was a teen. At the very least, I had inherited her “big breasts” genes. Mouth open in awe, I attempted to cup them with my small hands.


  Embarrassed when I suddenly realized what I was doing, I quickly pulled my hands away. Fortunately, Mandy was too preoccupied with building a wardrobe for me to notice.


  I appeared to be about 5-6, in heels, with a small waist, a decidedly feminine but not too large bottom, and long, shapely legs. I hadn’t inherited the double chin I had as a male, thank goodness. My neck was slender and my smooth, girlish face had a small, round chin and high cheeks. Yes, the eyes were still mine, but they seemed larger now and my eyelashes longer.


  Actually, I realized, it was my body that was hot. My face hadn’t yet caught up. Instead, it was cute. Although I probably was supposed to be 19 or 20, I could have passed for 16 or 17.  Great! Jailbait.


  Just as Mandy started to load my arms with dresses and tops and items that were a total mystery to me, Diane finally came to the rescue. I think that she had taken her sweet time climbing the stairs, dreading to see what more embarrassment her zealous daughter had heaped on me.


  “Okay, Mandy, I know that it’s early, but Zoe has had a long day, and I think that she probably would like to have some ‘me’ time, maybe take a nice, long bubble bath and relax,” she said.


  Oh, yeah, a bubble bath would fix everything.


  Mandy blushed and said, “Oh, you’re right, Mom. I’m so sorry, Zoe. I just got really excited. You know? You get a nice, long rest, and, in the morning, we’ll go shopping!”


  As Diane closed the door on the guest room at the end of the hall, I tossed Mandy’s clothes on the bed and plopped down beside them. The impact caused my breasts to jiggle so much that I put my hands on them.


  “That’s not a very ladylike gesture,” Diane laughed. “And I can see your panties.”


  “And I’m not feeling very ladylike,” I said, as I blew long hair out of my face. “And since when do college interns wear little black dresses to research labs?”


  Diane laughed.


  “They don’t, sweetie. But the app can’t gauge circumstances,” she said. “It just puts you in clothing appropriate for your body. And don’t forget that I didn’t say anything about you being an intern until after the, uh, mishap.”


  Diane sat down beside me and pushed my legs together.


  “Look, I’m really sorry about this, Tim. But you’re going to be Zoe until Mandy goes back to college on Sunday,” she said. 


  “This is all my fault and, I promise, I will make it up to you as soon as Mandy is gone and I never will play around again with stuff from the lab, no matter how intriguing it appears.


  “But until Mandy leaves, you’re going to have to behave like who you appear to be, a teenage girl,” she added. “I couldn’t tell her what was really going on. You understand that. Don’t you?”


  I pushed myself up, nodded, and, despite myself, grinned.


  “You got that right,” I said. “That girl is an unstoppable force of nature and telling her about that gadget could be disastrous. She might not mean to tell anyone about it, but, sooner or later, she would.”


  “Bingo,” Diane said. “When she was little, my former husband and I called her ‘Hurricane Mandy.’ And that description is just as accurate today.”


  Looking down at the tight black skirt hugging my thighs, I nodded.


  “Okay,” I said. “I’ll try my best.  But I don’t have any frame of reference for how a teenage girl behaves, especially when she’s socializing with others her age. I didn’t have any sisters.”


  As I continued to stare at the tight, stretchy material, a sudden chill raced down my spine. Sitting next to my girlfriend, who never failed to turn me on when we were this close, I should have seen a bulge. Instead, my groin was flat– as flat as hers, I noted. And that awakened me to the overwhelming foreignness of my new body and the clothing that I wore. Soft panties pressed against my now flat crotch. Straps pulled on my shoulders, as they supported a bra that encased heavy breasts. High heels …


  I kicked off one of the black pumps. It bounced across the floor and against the wall.  


  “Again, not very ladylike,” Diane observed as she took my slim hand in hers.


  “You’re smart,” she said. “Just watch and listen. If ever there were someone who was qualified to teach teenage girls how to be teenage girls, it’s Mandy. She’s the quintessential girly girl.”


  “No kidding,” I replied, looking toward the pile of feminine finery on the bed. “Check out the stuff she gave me to wear. I don’t even know what some of it is.”


  Diane smiled and said, “No worries. I’ll help you get dressed in the morning– unless Mandy beats me to it, which she probably will. Now, you just get out of those clothes, take that nice hot, bubble bath to relax, and then, well, maybe you’d like to explore a little.


  “It’s not every day that a guy gets this opportunity, you know.”


  My obvious look of horror at the suggestion made her giggle.


  “Oh, come on,” she said. “Lighten up. Wouldn’t you like to know what it’s like for girls? I know that if I suddenly had a penis … “


  I jumped up from the bed, a little shaky with only one shoe on, and pulled Diane with me.


  “Okay, I really am tired and, now that you mention it, a bubble bath sounds nice. And don’t you dare thinking of zapping yourself into a guy right now!”


  Diane laughed and hugged me, our breasts pressing.


  “Wow, those are something,” she said, suddenly squeezing them with her hands. “But don’t worry. I’m not going to use the app anymore tonight. It’s caused enough complications.”


  “Now cut that out,” I said, as I pushed her hands away and felt myself blush.


  Diane giggled again.


  “Okay, sweetie,” she said. “But if you decide later that you’d like a little girl-on-girl action …”


  Finally, despite myself, I girlishly laughed.


  “There you go,” she smiled. “That’s what I was looking for. Good night, Zoe.”


  Just as she got to the door, though, she turned.


  “On second thought, I think that you’re going to need some help getting undressed tonight,” she said. “You’ve taken bras off me. But you’ve never taken one off yourself.


  “And I’d really love to see those breasts. At your age, I’ll bet they’re nice and perky, despite their size.


  “How about it?”


  I put my hands on my new wider hips and said, “Good night, Diane.”


  “Okay,” she said. “But if you change your mind later … “


  I took off my other high heel and threw it at her.


  “You throw like a girl,” Diane laughed, as she closed the door behind her.


  I couldn’t argue with that.


  And as I looked at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how to take off my little black dress, I started to think about what she had said, even though she obviously was teasing me in an attempt to make me feel better. She probably was right about my breasts being nice and perky.


  I turned to assess my body from the side. Ooh, that tight dress hugged my butt nicely too. Without a giving it a thought, I lifted one leg in the air, bent it at the knee, and pointed my toes, the way that I’d seen girls do when they were flirting with boys in school.


  Putting my back to the mirror, I looked over my shoulder and nodded appreciatively. Spying a zipper, I pulled it awkwardly down to my waist. The dress slithered down my legs, and I stepped out of it.


  “Wow,” I whispered in response to what I saw.


  Facing front again, I couldn’t help myself. I ran my hands over my boobs, covered in black silk and lace. Impulsively, I looked down, half expecting to see an erection in my panties. Of course there wasn’t one. But as I continued to massage my breasts, I felt rigid nipples in my bra cups, as well as a fluttering in my flat tummy.


  Feeling a sudden compulsion, I squeezed my thighs tightly together and, as I did so, marveled at the realization that nothing was there to get in the way. The pleasure weakened me, compelling me to bend at the waist, to trace a hand down my bare belly, to push between my thighs, and to …


  Oh, God … who knew it could feel this good? I giggled. Diane knew.


  *    *    *    *


  Sleep didn’t come easily for me. I didn’t let it. And Diane was right about my breasts. They were nice and perky.


  After making that discovery– as well as a few others– I decided that a cold shower probably would be a better choice that a hot bubble bath.


  At some time, I suppose, I must have fallen asleep, but I wanted to be up bright and early to get dressed without help from Diane or Mandy. Especially Mandy. 


  Putting on the bra was a major challenge. How in the Hell did women do this every day? After grunting and groaning with my back to the mirror and looking over my shoulder for five minutes, I decided to put it on backward so that I could snap it in front. Then I slid the cups back around to the front, lifted them over my girls, and pulled the straps onto my shoulders. A little gentle maneuvering here and there to get them nestled just right, and I was good to go.


  After my exploration session in front of the mirror the night before, I had the good sense to rinse out my panties in the sink. They were nice and dry– and clean– when I slid them up my legs and snugged them into place against my flat crotch.


  Then came the difficult part, sorting through Mandy’s clothes for something to wear.


  “My, God, doesn’t this girl own anything besides skirts and dresses?” I said to myself as I searched.


  Finally, I decided on a black, long-sleeved v-neck sweater with white hearts and something black that resembled pants but obviously weren’t. I thought that I remembered the girls at school calling them leggings. I had to sit on the bed to pull them on and they hugged my skin from ankles to waist.


  As I stood up,  I noticed that the sweater and leggings didn’t meet, leaving a bare midriff. Of course they didn’t. They weren’t supposed to. This was teen girl fashion.


  I was sitting in front of a mirror at a makeup table, using a brush that I found in the bathroom to get the tangles out my long, brown hair when someone knocked on the door.


  “Oh, God,” I muttered under my breath, but said, “Come in!” in my best happy girl voice.


  “My, don’t you look just adorable,” Diane gushed, as she walked up behind me and took the brush out of my hand.


  “Here, let me do that for you, Zoe,” she said.


  She was much better at it than I, thank goodness, so it was less painful and more productive. Soon the brush was gliding smoothly through my shiny hair.


  “I’ll put it in a ponytail for you to keep it out of your face,” she added.


  When she had finished, she looked into the mirror’s reflection of my eyes and smiled.


  “So …,” she said. “How’d you sleep?”


  I smiled back and said, “Why I slept very well, Ms. Malloy. Thank you so much for asking. You and your daughter have been so kind to a poor girl all alone in a new town. And I just love all the pretty clothes that Mandy has loaned me.”


  Before Diane could call me a “wise ass,” which I knew that she was about to do, Mandy came bubbling into the room.


  “Oh, Zoe, you look too precious in that outfit,” she exclaimed. “I have the perfect shoes for you too.”


  She also had the perfect makeup and perfect earrings, as it turned out. Diane stood back and allowed her daughter to finish my going-to-the mall look. When I stared at Diane reflection in the mirror, I saw her fighting to keep from having a giggle fit.


  After a quick breakfast, she walked with us out to Mandy’s car.


  “You girls have fun shopping for Halloween costumes!” she said as she handed her daughter a credit card.


  “Use this. And, Mandy, don’t forget that Zoe needs bras and panties in case the airline doesn’t return her luggage today. You should get some really sexy costumes for your party tonight too.”


  Startled, I looked up from fastening my seatbelt and stared with open mouth. What on earth was going on with Diane? She winked at me.


  “You forgot this,” she said. “A girl doesn’t want to forget her purse when she goes shopping or other places.”


  Then she handed me a little black leather purse, which I later learned had money, my cell phone, and – oh, my God– some condoms in it. What was she thinking?


  Mandy nodded as she turned on the ignition.


  “We’ll go to Victoria’s Secret first,” she said. “It’ll be fun! I need some new undies too.”


  Surprisingly, going into Victoria’s Secret was more frightening for me as a woman than it ever had been when I was a man and accompanied Diane. That’s because I realized that I was about to become a participant instead of just an appreciative spectator.


  As a participant, I would be expected to go into a dressing room and try on bras to make certain that they fit properly. And I knew that Mandy would insist that we do that together.


  Nothing wrong with that. Right? We were both girls. If she only knew.


  I smiled as I tagged along behind her and she searched for her size in styles that she liked.


  “What size are you?” Mandy asked idly, as she fingered a satin strapless.


  Fortunately, I had made it a point to check the tag when I look off my black lace bra the night before.


  “I’m a 36C,” I said.


  “Oh, you’re so lucky,” she said. “That’s perfect. I’m just a 36B, which is why I usually go with padded bras.”


  Oh, yeah, I was sooo lucky, I thought, as I looked down at my breasts pressing prominently against the sweater.


  Bras in hand, we headed for the dressing room and, just as I had thought, Mandy wanted us to go in together. I was about to see the naked breasts of my girlfriend’s teenage daughter. That was so wrong.


  On the other hand, she was about to see mine too. And mine were bigger than hers.


  After she showed me hers and I showed her mine, we left the store with two small shopping bags filled with bras and panties. From there, we went to Forever 21 and Nordstrom’s. After that … well … I just kind of lost track. Clutching my purse in one hand and my the bag with new undies in the other, I just rode along in the slipstream of Hurricane Mandy.


  Eventually we stopped at Starbuck’s for lattes. By then, I had observed enough and adjusted enough that I suspected that I not only looked like a teenage girl but walked, talked, and acted like one as well. Really, it didn’t seem so bad either, once I got past baring my breasts in the Victoria’s Secret dressing room.


  Of course, with any luck, I’d be back to my old male self by the same time tomorrow, when Mandy was on her way back to college. But for the time being, I might as well enjoy the ride and my time with her. She really was sweet, kind, and generous, and her enthusiasm for life was infectious.


  “I’ve been thinking about tonight,” Mandy said as she sipped her drink. “I don’t think that we should be slutty Catholic school girls. Lots of my friends probably will have costumes like that. You can make those at home for almost nothing.


  “Mom told me to use her credit card,” she added. “So I have something better in mind. It will be epic.”


  *    *    *    *


  Epic, it was too. As Mandy and I walked hand-in-hand down the steps to the basement in her friend’s house, talk ceased and all heads turned our way. We seemed to be royalty descending.


  “Who’s that with Mandy?” I heard a superhero mumble. “I’d do her in the closet right now.”


  Ooh. I felt a little shiver just as he said that, but thought nothing of it.


  At the bottom of the stairs, soldiers, football players, cavemen, and cowboys continued to gawk in open-mouth silence, as mermaids, brides, French maids, and, yes, slutty school girls gathered around us. They exchanged hugs and air kisses and then Mandy made introductions.


  “Krissy, Emma, Gabby, Taylor, this is Zoe. She’s my Mom’s new intern at the lab and she’s staying with us for awhile.”


  More hugs and air kisses followed with me and I thought that I could get to like this. It was comforting and welcoming and … well, just nice. I liked that. But I did miss the arousal that usually followed after I embraced an attractive woman, and, despite myself, I even looked down for some sign of it as we stood around and chatted with the rest of the girls.


  Of course, it wasn’t there. I didn’t see it. I didn’t feel it. My parts down there were just like theirs. Not only that, I wasn’t attracted to girls, so there were no butterflies in the tummy or little electric jolt from my boobs to my girl parts. I first realized that earlier in the day with Mandy in the dressing room at Victoria’s Secret.


  Just like mine, her bare boobs were nice and perky too, but they did nothing to excite me.


  But I suspected that they now were doing plenty to excite the boys in the room, and my bigger ones even more so because of the way they were enhanced by our costumes.


  Mandy was a sexy devil and I was an angel in a costume that was anything but virginal. We both wore full bust corsets made of satin and sequins that cinched in the back and pushed up our boobs to eye-popping dimensions. Tiny ruffled skirts didn’t even extend to our plump bottoms, which were covered in mesh, ruffle panties with bows in the back. Garters held up our silky stockings. Both of us wore spike heels, which I felt surprisingly comfortable in.


  Of course, Mandy was all in red, while I was all in white. I sported wings made of feathers and a halo, while she wore horns and carried a sequined pitchfork.


  “Oh, my God, Mandy! Where did you get those costumes?” one girl gushed. “They are so bad!”


  “Yeah, Mans, I’m surprised your mother was okay with that,” another added.


  Mandy grinned.


  “Yeah, me too,” she said. “She even paid for them. Can you believe that? Hey, she told me to buy something sexy for us to wear tonight, so I did.”


  As some of the girls began to circulate again, a couple of boys approached with what looked like glasses of punch in their hands. From experience, I knew that the liquid contained more than just fruit flavors and sugary syrup. They handed them to us.


  “Zoe, this is Mark and Damien,” Mandy said.


  “Wow, you two look spectacular,” one of them said.


  “Zoe, where have you been all my life?” the other added.


  As they complimented us, I realized something funny. When the other girls talked about our costumes, I felt nothing. But when the boys did, it actually turned me on a little bit. Wow. That was disturbing.


  Even more disturbing, I noticed a boy over in a corner by himself, eyeing us intently. No, I take that back. He wasn’t eyeing us. He was eyeing me.


  Dressed in a policeman’s costume, he was tall and dark and … Well, I hate to admit this, but I thought that he was really good looking. He smiled slightly and saluted me with his drink.


  Ooh. There was a shiver again. Only this one was longer and more intense than the one that I’d felt on the stairs.


  I smiled and raised my punch glass in return.


  Then someone grabbed my hand– I think it was Mandy– and suddenly we were near the snacks table, where the girls talked about what they had been doing during their first year out of high school.


  I feigned interest, but it was difficult. The punch helped because it was spiked just as I had expected it would be. It was sweet, too, which didn’t appeal to me as a man, but now seemed delicious. I looked around to see where I could get a refill.


  Suddenly, the empty glass was pulled from my hand and replaced with a full one. Startled, I looked up to see the tall policeman smiling at me. My heart skipped a beat and my knees wobbled. My hand tingled where his fingers had touched it.


  “Officer Dylan, at your service,” he said in a soft, pleasant baritone. “You looked like you needed a refill.”


  “Thanks,” I said and looked down in embarrassment as I felt myself blush.


  “And you looked a little bored,” he added.


  I nodded and said, “Well, I don’t know anyone here except Mans. You now? So its kinda hard to be interested in what they’re talkin’ about. You know?”


  Huh?  Two “you knows” in the same breath? I sounded like some boy crazy, air-headed teenage girl. What was happening to me around this guy?


  “See you around, maybe?” he said.


  “Uh, huh,” I replied as he turned and disappeared into the crowd.


  Dammit! I had sounded so stupid when I talked to him. That’s why he left. He probably was looking for a smart girl. I’m such an idiot!


  And why I didn’t I go after him? Instead, I just stood there like a dumb girl!


  The second glass of punch tasted even better than the first and helped give me the courage to ask Mandy about the tall, dark-haired policeman with blue eyes.


  “Dylan?” she said. “No we didn’t have a Dylan in our graduating class. He must have come here with someone else.”


  Probably he came with another girl, I thought forlornly. Probably a girl who was smarter than me.


  After the third glass of punch, I stopped blaming myself for Dylan walking away. His loss, I told myself. And besides, if he had stayed around, what would we have talked about?


  And talk was all that I was about to do with any guy. After all, it wasn’t like I was really a girl. So … good riddance.


  After the third glass of punch, I also had to go to the bathroom, really, really bad.


  “Up the stairs and just on your right,” Mandy told me.


  It’s funny, but going up the stairs in spike heels was a lot harder than coming down them. But I managed to make it by holding onto the banister.


  Inside the bathroom, I pulled down my ruffled panties, but almost forgot to sit down to pee. Then the wings were in the way and I had to take them off.


  Business finished, I washed my hands and looked in the mirror.


  “No more alcohol for you, young lady,” I laughed. “And it’s a good thing your bestie is driving too.”


  I started to splash water in my face, but then stopped. It would mess up my makeup. Being a pretty girl required sacrifice.


  “Oh, well, I’m good to go, I guess,” I told the angel in the mirror.


  Stepping out the door, I ran right into Officer Dylan.


  “Your wings are gone,” he said. “Does that make you a fallen angel? That would be good for me.”


  “Oops!” I said, at first not recognizing what he was suggesting. “I just forgot. I better get them.”


  Then I realized the implication of what he had said, and it helped me sober up far more than cold water would have. He was interested in me after all! But I also was still mad at him for walking away from me earlier.


  “Uh, I don’t think so,” I said. “I’m not that kind of girl. You might have better luck with my devil friend in the basement.”


  Dylan tickled me under the chin.


  “Oh, you’re mad at me. Aren’t you?”


  I pushed his hand away and tried to cross my arms, but my satin-covered boobs got in the way.


  “No, I’m not,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “I couldn’t care less about you walking away from me in the basement. I couldn’t care less about you. Period.”


  As I stood there, tapping my toe, waiting for Dylan to get out of the way and let me pass. I suddenly realized that I didn’t know what was going on. Was I really mad at him? Was I attracted to him? Or was I genuinely fighting to keep him at arm’s length because I was a man temporarily trapped in a girl’s body?


  Oh, to Hell with it. This will all be over with tomorrow anyway, I thought as I started to push past him.


  “Mandy left already,” he said, and that stopped me cold.


  Now I was totally sober. And at least a little afraid.


  “You’re lying,” I said. “She wouldn’t do that. We came here together.”


  Dylan shook his head.


  “I saw her leave with some guy just before I came up to use the bathroom and you were in it,” he said. “But I’ll be happy to give you a ride home, Zoe.”


  “You’re lying,” I said again. “I know you are.”


  Not aggressively, but insistently, he backed me against the wall in the dark hall.


  “Tell you what,” he said. “Give me one little kiss. If you don’t like it, I’ll get out of the way. You still won’t find Mandy. But you can see for yourself.”


  “Nuh, uh. No way,” I said. “I told you that I’m not that kind of girl.”


  He chuckled.


  “You’re a girl who doesn’t kiss boys?” he asked. “A girl who looks like you do and dresses like that and doesn’t kiss boys?”


  He stepped back and crossed his arms.


  “Are you a girl who kisses girls?” he teased.


  More frustrated now than fearful, I threw up my hands in the air.


  “Okay, you want to know?” I said. “Okay, I’ll tell you. I’m not really a girl. Okay?”


  I could see his teeth in the darkness as he smiled broadly.


  “That’s okay,” he said. “I’m not really a guy either. So kiss me. Okay?”


  Then he gently leaned in and whispered, “Just one little kiss.”


  Oh, crap! I never in my life had kissed a man. But now… Was I about to? Did I want to?


  Yes, I finally decided, as I closed my eyes and pushed my face toward his. I wanted to. Our lips met. His were soft and warm. I hoped mine were as well, as I savored the tender moment and suddenly realized that, hey, in this body, I really did like kissing boys. Well, this boy, at least.


  True to his word, Dylan kept the kiss “little,” much to my disappointment.


  “Well?” he said. “Did you like it?”


  I didn’t answer. As much as I enjoyed it, I knew what would follow if I said that I had. I was afraid that I wasn’t ready for that.


  “Did you?” he asked again.


  “Yes, I did,” I finally said softly.


  “Do you want to do it again?” he asked.


  “Yes,” I said.


  This time, Dylan took me in arms, pressed my soft body against his firm frame and kissed me passionately. I kissed back and our tongues intertwined. As he lifted me out of my high heels, I felt my toes curl.


  Finally, we came up for breath. He took my small hand and headed down the hall into even deeper darkness. Without hesitation, I followed.


  He led me into a bedroom and closed the door.


  “Mandy really didn’t leave without you,” he said. “I want to be honest about that. Do you still want to be in here with me?”


  When I nodded yes, he locked it, and then added, “But I did tell her that I would take you home.”


  Suddenly, the implication of what he was saying made my blood run cold. I was about to make love to a total stranger who would then take me home to my girlfriend? Even sexually uninhibited Diane might have trouble with that. And if she did, would she slam the door in my face and never change me back into her boyfriend?


  “I’d really like to, you know, do what I think you want to do in here,” I said. “I really, really would. But … “


  Dylan put his hands on my breasts and gently backed me onto the bed


  His handsome face hovering just inches from mine, he whispered, “But you forgot to bring your purse that has the condoms in it?”


  After a slight pause he added, “Or maybe you were about to tell me that you have someone at home whom you care about and don’t want to cheat on?”


  Oh, my God! Even though I had just relieved myself, I felt as if I were about to pee my panties.


  “Diane!” I screamed. “No, it couldn’t be!”


  Officer Dylan then pushed me farther onto the bed and lowered himself on top of me. He massaged my breasts and nibbled on my ear.


  “Get off me, you son of a bitch!” I screamed. “This was a dirty trick!”


  I pounded my fists on his chest and kicked my legs. Even as I did so, though, he leaned into me and pressed his lips against mine.


  I fought that too– for about a second.


  “Do you want to make love or do you want to fight?” he asked, as I finally calmed down.


  “Both, dammit,” I said, as I snaked my hand between our bodies and found his bulging crotch. I gently squeezed.


   “But I’m thinking that we should save the fighting for later,” I giggled.


  Moaning with pleasure he nodded his head and said, “I think you’re right.”


  Raising up, he unhooked my stockings from the garters and then pulled down my panties. I unbuckled his trousers.


  “I’ve never made love to an angel,” he said, as kicked off his shoes and pulled off his pants and jockey shorts.


  His rigid penis sprang forward, just inches from my face.


  “Wow, I’ve never seen one of those from this end,” I said in my best little girl voice. “It looks so big!”


  I took it in my hands and kissed its tip, as he gasped for breath.


  “Now, who’s in charge?” I giggled. “Certainly not the big, bad policeman.”


  As I gently stroked his manhood, he swayed and moaned, his eyes closed tight.


  “Now tell me when you got the idea for this latest extreme role-playing escapade,” I said.  “Did you intentionally turn me into your sexy little intern?”


  “No, no, nothing like that,” he whispered in his husky baritone. “That was an accident.”


  I put about two inches into my mouth, swirled my tongue around, and then slowly pulled by lips  back to the tip. Much to my delight, he groaned, grimaced, and clinched his teeth in an effort to control himself.


  “Oh, my God!” he exclaimed. “I can’t stand it. This is too much! Please! Do something!”


  “What about the condoms in the purse?” I asked sweetly, as I wiped the salty taste from my mouth and pulled my hands away.


  I knew how it was for a guy. He was close to the edge, and I didn’t want to take him over. Not yet.


  Then I pushed his penis down and away from my face, picked up his large hands and put them on my breasts.


  “But I am your sexy little intern. Aren’t I, Officer Dylan?” I teased.


  “Oh, thank God,” he gasped. “Yes, yes you are. I think that I was about to lose it there. I’ve never felt anything so intense.”


  “You have no idea,” I said as I wiggled backward until we aligned. “Now what about those condoms?”


  “Well, since you were stuck as Zoe until tomorrow, I was starting to think about role reversal sex when I saw you this morning,” he said. “So, I guess they might have been my way of suggesting something like that to you.”


  I locked my legs around his firm butt and said “And?”


  “When I saw you in that angel costume tonight, it was just too much,” he said. “I wanted to be the male version of me at 18 so that I could make love to you. It’s just like I wanted to do originally, you know, with us both being young. Only we’ve changed sexes.”


  “Yes … only,” I giggled.


  “And I’m guessing that an added bonus would be to come to this party and do it in someone else’s bedroom,” I said, as I pulled his head down and kissed him fiercely.


  Coming up for air, he laughed and said, “You got that right.”


  Grabbing his penis once more, I guided it under my skirt and between my legs. I teased its tip against my moist entrance.


  “Then let’s do this thing!” I gasped, pressing my heels into his bottom. “There are a few more positions that I want to try.”


  “Yes, ma’am!” he replied, plunging his police baton deep into my angelic host.
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    3. Hooters Girl


  


  “Here you go,” I said as I sat down the platter. “Barbequed chicken breasts for my favorite Hooters girls– and my favorite wife.”


  “Thanks, Dennis,” Abby said. “It’s really nice to be waited on for a change.”


   “And thanks so much for everything else too,” added Krissy, her roommate.


  Both had turned 19 just a few months ago and wanted to save money to attend graduate school. Since both were a triple threat– blonde, busty, and beautiful– they had decided that Hooters might be the best place to do that. And, oh, yeah, both were smart.


  Hooters is where they met and decided to share an apartment. And that’s where they discovered that their assumption had been correct. Some nights during tourist season, Abby told me, she made $500 or more in tips.


  Abby was my niece, daughter of my wife’s older sister, who lived about 500 miles away. I didn’t know anything about Krissy’s family. Usually when I had lunch at their restaurant, believe it or not, we discussed finance. She was a very savvy investor for all that tip money. In fact, she knew more about that than I, which is why I picked her brain.


  And their apartment building had just been heavily damaged in a fire, and they needed a place to stay for a week or so, until they found a new apartment.


  Sarah suggested that they move into the bedroom in our finished basement, and I was fine with that. The basement has its own bathroom and outside entrance, so the girls could come and go as they please.


  Sarah really loved her niece and they got along well, except for one sore spot. She thought that working at Hooters was  degrading and she didn’t approve. “I hate it that she’s objectifying herself like that,” Sarah said. “It’s just like she’s another item on the menu.”


  “But it’s her choice,” I countered. “She’s making great money, and she says it’s a good company to work for.”


  Still, Sarah refused to be swayed. “If we had a daughter, would you want her to do it?” she asked. “Even more to the point, would you do it?”


  I laughed. “Well, I don’t exactly have the legs or proper proportions for that uniform,” I said. “But for $500 a night, yeah, I might.”


  Consequently, she never would go there to eat with me. Instead, I went with friends, mostly with fellow high school football coaches and teachers, but also with friends whom I worked with on construction jobs during the summer.


  So by unspoken consent, the four of  us didn’t talk about Hooters when we were together. And for the first day and night that they stayed with us, all went well. In fact, things were fine when I took the chicken out on the deck to barbeque on the grill. Abby went to basement to do some laundry, Sarah worked on a salad, and Krissy went with me to talk investments for a few minutes.


  Then, when I brought in the chicken, the mood suddenly was solemn. In fact, it was downright frigid– and it wasn’t because of the air conditioning. It was because of Sarah, who had one of those “now you’ve done it” looks on her face that, unfortunately, I had been seeing more and more during our 15 years of marriage. In fact, I had seen it enough to fear the consequences.


  Had I screwed up by referring to Abby and Krissy as “my favorite Hooters girls”? Was that my crime?


  As it turns out, I wasn’t even close with that guess. But I wouldn’t discover my transgression until the following morning.


  *     *     *     *     *


  That’s when I woke up and realized Sarah wasn’t next to me in bed. She was there when I went to sleep. Did she get up and leave during the middle of the night? Had she been that pissed?


  No, something else was going on here. The bed was  … smaller? And there was no sunlight filtering through the blinds on the windows. In fact, there were no windows.


  What the Hell?


  When I bolted upright to find out where I was, I suddenly became far more concerned with who I was than where I was. Long hair fell into my eyes and weights bounced heavily on my chest.


  I screamed … and screamed … and screamed.


  Bright light blinded me, frightening me even more. And as I screamed some more, I suddenly realized that my voice wasn’t my own usual baritone. It was high and sharp and … feminine?


  “Krissy! Krissy! What’s wrong?” a concerned voice said.


  Suddenly, I felt a body on the bed next to me and an arm around my shoulders.


  “Krissy, Krissy. It’s okay. It’s okay,” the voice said. I recognized the voice. It was Abby’s. And she was the one hugging me as well.


  But why was she calling me “Krissy”?


  “Huh? What?” I said. “I’m not Krissy. “I’m Dennis. Dennis Jennings. What’s going on? I don’t understand.”


  Neither did someone else it seemed. Upstairs, we hear more screaming. This time, though, the voice was distinctly masculine.


  That’s because I had gone to bed with my wife and somehow awakened as a blonde, busty Hooters girl. And, by deduction, it appeared that Krissy had gone to bed in the basement and just as mysteriously awakened as a 40-year-old man in bed with a woman upstairs. That had to be her/him panicking as well.


  Fortunately, Krissy didn’t sleep in the nude. If she had, I likely would have passed out, instead of just screaming some more. It was bad enough that my hands landed firmly on prominent breasts— and nipples!– as I frantically ran my hands down a smooth face and onto this foreign body. The tightness of the garment certainly didn’t help my state of mind.


  And how did Krissy feel about what she must have discovered between her new hairy legs? That insane thought suddenly occurred to me as the fear subsided and I regained some semblance of self-control.


  As Abby and I sat in sudden silence, both too stunned to speak, we  heard a knock on the door. “Okay, girls, meeting in the kitchen. Now.”


  Even in my confused condition, I recognized that Sarah had placed a special emphasis on “girls.” Why?


  At the kitchen table, she explained why. “Dennis you’re going to be Krissy for the next five days. And Krissy, you’re going to be Dennis. You have no choice in the matter. You must live each other’s lives.  If you do to my satisfaction, then I will return you to your own bodies with a reversal spell.”


  Disbelief and anger replaced confusion. I stood up and leaned across the table at Sarah. The foreign feeling of weight swaying on my chest distracted me for a split-second, and, before I could speak, Sarah laughed.


  “Now, those assets are all yours,” she said. “How do you like them?”


  “What are you talking about? And how could this happen? What the Hell is going on?” I asked.


  “Yes, what is going on?” Krissy in my body said. Dressed in my tee shirt and boxer shorts, she glanced at me and then down at her new male form and shook her head. After her initial screaming, the shock appeared to have had a sedating effect and just speaking seemed to require special effort.


  “What I’m talking about is that I heard you two talking out on the deck last night, and I decided enough is enough,” said my 35-year-old wife, whom I never had seen so crazed before. “I contacted a friend and she provided me with a means to do something about it.  I must admit that I doubted that magical spells were real.


  “But I don’t doubt them anymore.”


  Sarah stood up and walked around the table to my side. At 5-6, she was now my height instead of being six inches shorter. With angry green eyes, she stared daggers into my newly acquired blue ones. 


  “So, Dennis, how does it feel to have those special assets for your own? You wanted to get your hands on them. Now you can, anytime that you want to!”


  Then she looked over at Krissy in my body and said, “And you, Krissy, you have the nerve to stay in my house while you are having an affair with my husband?


  “Well, you both made a big mistake. Maybe I’ll file for divorce later,” she continued. “But for now, I’m just going to sit back and enjoy the next week, especially as my big, strong, masculine husband goes to work as a Hooters girl.”


  Abby pounded her fist on the table and looked at my body. “Krissy, is this true? Have you been having an affair with my uncle? How could you?”


  “I didn’t,” she said and, then, despite her now masculine body, broke down into tears. “I don’t know what’s going on. I swear.”


  “Neither one of us know what is going on!” I shouted.


  Sarah smirked. “I heard you talking on the deck,” she said, staring daggers at me. “You said that she had some really impressive assets and that you’d really like to get your hands on something like that.”


  Then she looked at the masculine Krissy. “And you said that you would have just what he needed when he stopped by at the usual time on Wednesday.


  “So … what do you two do? Get it on in the car during Krissy’s lunch break?


  “Oh, my God,” I said in shock as I fell back into my chair on my new plump bottom that was going to be mine for the next five days.


  “Sarah, we were talking about financial investments on the deck. That’s what we talk about when I have lunch at Hooters. If you’d had ever gone with me, you’d know that.”


  *      *      *     *     *


  “Really?” Sarah asked, as she looked around the table.


  “Really,” the new me said at the end of the table.


  “As a heart attack,” I said.


  “They’re telling the truth, Aunt Sarah,” Abby added. “Krissy really is a whiz with investments. She’s majoring in finance at the university.”


  “Oh, my God!” Sarah exclaimed. “How could I have been so stupid? I’m so  … “


  The new Dennis interrupted. “Excuse me! Excuse me! I’m, er, dealing with something here that’s a little more pressing than, er, apologies. Could we all get dressed first?”


  Sarah looked at her in astonishment. “What on earth are you talking about?”


  “I’ll tell you what’s going on,” I said. “Abby and I are sitting here in tight tank tops and panties and … “


  “Okay, okay, I understand,” Sarah said as she stood up. “We’ll get dressed.”


  The rest of us stood as well, but the new Dennis was decidedly awkward about it. His face flushed crimson and his boxer shorts sported what appeared to be a flag pole.


  “Wait, a minute,” Abby said. “Why can’t you just use the reversal spell now?”


  “Believe me, honey, I’d love to,” Sarah said with a sad smile. “But the counter spell won’t work until five days have passed. Then it must be used sometime during the following five days. If it’s not, then the switch becomes permanent.”


  Abby nodded. “Okay, got it,” she said.


   Then she looked at me and seemed to take charge of this insane situation.  “Come on, Krissy. We’ll get dressed in something a little less provocative. I’ll help you.


  “And for the next five days, we’re going to call you both who you appear to be, not who you are on the inside. Understand?” she commanded. “Otherwise, this will get way too confusing and maybe even embarrassing.”


  As if a 40-year-old man having to wear a bra to support his 34C breasts wasn’t embarrassing enough. Yeah, that’s right, this “girl” was a 34C now.


  Abby told me that as she snapped my bra in back and then adjusted my breasts in the cups. Then she dressed us both in loose-fitting tee shirts and modest shorts– “modest” for 19-year-old girls who worked at Hooters really wasn’t so modest, it seemed to me–  to lessen the pain for Krissy… I mean for Dennis. I was Krissy now and no longer needed to worry about awkward arousal between my legs when looking at pretty girls.


  “Can’t you do something with this hair?” I asked. “It’s driving me crazy.”


  “No problem,” Abby said, and, presto-chango, my wavy blonde locks were in a high pony tail.


  “I just can’t believe that’s me,” I said, staring in the mirror at the two cute blondes who could be sisters, but weren’t. Abby was an inch or two shorter, and her breasts appeared to be a bit smaller, although I couldn’t tell for certain in the loose fitting shirts.


  “So, what size bra do you wear?” I asked.


  She snickered. “Well, it’s not as big as yours,” she said. “That’s what you want to know. Isn’t it? Yes, you have bigger boobs.”


  For some reason, I felt satisfaction at knowing that and, at the same time, mystified that I would.


  Our “assets” better covered, we reconvened in the living room.


  “Okay, for the next five days, I am not leaving this house,” I said, as I crossed my bare legs and panicked briefly at the thought that something was missing down there.


  “Oh, Dennis– I mean, Krissy– you can’t do that,” the new me said. “I’ll lose this job if you do. Please, please, please, don’t do that.”


  The plaintive pleading sounded decidedly weird coming from a 6-foor masculine body.


  “I’m sorry … Dennis,” I said. “I just can’t … “


  “You can keep all the money you make!” he interrupted. “At this time of year, that will be at least a couple of thousand dollars for five days of work. That will be worth it to me to keep the job.”


  Before I could respond, he continued, “I know that you don’t make that kind of money working odd construction jobs during the summer. And I know that you work a lot harder out there in the hot sun than I do in a nice, comfortable air-conditioned restaurant.


  “Please, Krissy. Please.”


  Then Sarah, an attorney who knows how to be very convincing, joined in. “Please do it,” she said. “You have every right to hate me for this. I’d even understand if you wanted a divorce after this is all over.


  “I’m so, so sorry for thinking the worst of you both,” she added. “And if you don’t want to take her place at Hooters, I’d understand and it would be all my fault that she lost her job. But … please!”


  The only one not suffering from an identity crisis or extreme guilt, Abby laughed. “Oh, come on, Krissy. Be a big girl about this,” she said. “We’re working the same shift for the next couple of days, at least. I can help you, and no one will ever know.


  “And, just think. Won’t it be kind of hot when your work buddies come in for lunch and you wait on them as a Hooters girl, without them having any idea who you really are?”


  *      *      *     *      *


  No, I didn’t think that it would be “hot” to wait on my friends as a Hooters girl. But with the three of them ganging up on me, I finally folded.


  Since Abby would be helping me to be Krissy, we decided that it would be best for me to stay with her in the basement bedroom– even though I also felt it would be extremely awkward. The new Dennis, meanwhile, moved into the upstairs guest bedroom.


  Abby and I had to go in at 10 a.m., which was about two hours away, so first order of business was for my new roomie to get me dressed appropriately and explain about the uniform and what would be expected of me as she did so. Who knew? It all sounded nearly as demanding as being in the military.


  “I don’t think I can go through with this,” I said. “It’s just too much. No amount of money is worth it.”


  Down in “our” bedroom, Abby had just told me to take off my clothes. “Oh, come on, Uncle Dennis– I mean, Krissy– don’t be a big baby. It’s just for five days and you’ll make a bundle!” she said.


  “You’ll get to find out how the other half lives too. Even better you’ll get to see what it’s like to be a Hooters girl.”


  I stared at my new busty, blonde body in the mirror. “Yeah, that’s what I’ve always wanted,” I said. “To find out what’s like to be a Hooters girl.”


  Abby bounced down on her bed. “Then do it for the real Krissy, please,” she said. “This job is really important to her, and she didn’t do anything wrong. You know that. Don’t let her be punished even more for something that she didn’t do.”


  Reluctantly I nodded my head in agreement, pulled the top over my head, peeled the shorts down my bare thighs, and stepped out of them.


  “Underwear too,” Abby said.


  I made a face. “What’s wrong with what I’ve gone on?” I whined.


  “Your underwear is the wrong color and the panties cover too much,” my niece said.


  “Cover too much? You’ve got to be kidding me!” I screamed, looking down at my bikini panties. “How could they cover any less?”


  Much to my embarrassment, I soon found out, as I reluctantly stepped out of the panties as well. And despite my best efforts not to look, I watched in the mirror as Krissy’s blue eyes panicked and then betrayed me. They slowly moved down my body, past my 34C boobs, to the cleanly shaved mound between her– my– legs.


  Abby giggled. “Not bad, huh?


  “Now put this on,” she said as she handed me a tiny bit of stretchy fabric.


  I held it up in disbelief. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said. “And how do I know what goes where?”


  As Abby explained it, the item was a T-back style thong, It provided a little coverage in front, while a string went down from the waist in back and between my smooth butt cheeks.


  “It’s really important that none of your underwear shows,” she said. “And a T-back is the best way to avoid visible panty lines. When you’re working, make sure the thong keeps aligned with your pantyhose and shorts around the waist, but, of course, don’t let customers see you adjusting things.”


  The bra, meanwhile, was the same skin tone color as the thong, with clear straps.


  As Abby fasted the bra in back, I ran a thumb under one of the straps. “Bra lines shouldn’t show either. Right?” I said.


  “You’re a natural,” she laughed.


  Next, she had me sit on the bed and roll pantyhose up my smooth legs. Of course, the feel against my flesh was totally alien compared to anything that I’d ever experienced as a man. But it also was … well … a turn-on, if you want to know the truth. For a split-second, I thought that I felt an erection between my legs. Despite myself, I bit my lower lip.


  “Nice, huh?” Abby said. “See what you’ve been missing as a guy?”


  Hooters top, orange shorts, and white socks followed, along with white Skechers sneakers.


  “Make sure that your shorts don’t ride up and show your butt,” my niece said, as she pulled me from the bed back to the mirror and straightened my uniform. “There,” she said, standing beside me. “What do you think?”


  Mouth-open, I stared in disbelief. “I don’t believe it,” I said. “That can’t be me. That’s the girl who waits on me at Hooters.”


  Abby shook her head. “Nuh, uh,” she said. “For the next five days, that is you.”


  She also told me that my hair must be worn down and the only jewelry I could wear was one small stud earring in each ear lobe.


  “No problem,” I said.


  “And just in case you are wondering, make up is not optional,” she explained. “You have to wear it, and it can’t be too minimal either. It’s supposed to make you look glamorous.


  “As we were told in training, you’re supposed to look done up and styled just like you would be if you were going on a first date with the hottest guy in town.”


  My face flushed at that stark reminder of the role that I would be playing for the next five days.


  Abby saw my embarrassment. “Don’t forget the money,” she said. “Don’t forget you’re doing a huge favor for Krissy. You can do this, Uncle Dennis.”


  Before she got dressed and did our makeup, Abby’s final advice included a reminder to re-apply lip gloss occasionally and be careful when leaning forward. “Doing it at the right time can help get you better tips,” she said. “Doing it at the wrong time, like when a wife or kids are around, can be embarrassing.


  “And remember that appearance and attitude are everything,” she continued. “You’re an actress, even if you are my Uncle Dennis on the inside.  The restaurant is your stage, and customers will reward you for a good performance with good tips.”


  Once she had us both ready to start waiting tables, Abby handed me a little blue dress. “Put this on,” she said. “Our uniforms are supposed to be completely covered when we enter and leave the restaurant.”


  Abby was almost out of the bedroom, pulling me along behind her, when she paused and closed the door behind her. “I was debating whether to tell you this. But I guess that I should. If you are going to be Krissy for five days, it’s only fair.”


  I pulled my hand away and stepped back. “Oh, no. What now? Isn’t all of this enough?” I asked, gesturing at my body with both hands.


  “Krissy is gay,” she said. “She likes girls, not boys.”


  Yikes!


  “And you two are roommates,” I said. “Does that me that you and her … ? Oh, no! You and me … ?”


  She laughed. “Not, it doesn’t. I’m not gay. I like boys. I’m not saying that Krissy might not be interested in me if I were a lesbian. But I’m not. I just thought that you should know in case, you know, one of the other girls says something to you.”


  “You mean that she and one of the other girls might be … ?” I asked.


  “It’s possible,” she said. “I’ve never noticed anything. But I thought it only fair to warn you.”


  Then she laughed again. “But what’s the big deal? Isn’t hot lesbian sex supposed to be a turn-on for guys?”


  Despite myself, I laughed too. “Yeah, it is,” I said. “But right now, I don’t qualify. If a girl– another girl– came on to me right now, I don’t know  how I’d react. Thanks for the warning.”


  Abby smiled. “You mean that you’d rather have a guy come on to you, now that you’re in that body? You’re already attracted to guys? Wow! That didn’t take long. Maybe we can double date.”


  “Very funny,” I said. “Actually, I don’t want men or women to be attracted to me while I’m in this body. I just want to get through the next five days with as little drama as possible.”


  Abby took my hand again. “I’m being serious now,” she said. “I’m going to be there to help you every inch of the way. You’re doing my best friend a huge favor, and I’m grateful. Also, you’ve always been my favorite uncle. So just remember that.”


  *     *     *      *      *


  I did remember that, and Abby was as good as her word during my first day as a Hooters girl.  I made no major slipups and didn’t embarrass her or myself– at least that I could tell. Also, my Hooters girl costume was easy to move in, as well surprisingly comfy and warmer than I expected. I had feared that my nipples might embarrass me in the cool air-conditioned air. But they behaved themselves.


  If guys made suggestive comments or undressed me with their eyes, I didn’t notice. Thank goodness. 


  As Abby drove us home, I counted my tip money.


  “Only $258,” I said, with obvious disappointment in my voice. “I was expecting $500.”


  My niece shook her head. “You have to earn it,” she said. “You didn’t do that today. I’d grade your performance as a C. But considering just how foreign all this is to you, I’d say that’s pretty good.”


  I balled my small hands into fists and crossed them under my breasts. I crossed my legs. During the day, I had discovered the sensuous pleasure of nylon caressing nylon as I walked from table to table. With nothing between them, my thighs were a lot closer together than they were when I was Dennis. And when I crossed my legs, it was even better. But I crossed them out of anger this time.


  “I tried my best. I really did,” I said, feeling tears welling up in my eyes, which made me even madder.


  “Oh, and look at me now. I’m crying!” I sobbed.


  Keeping her eye on the road, Abby patted my leg. Despite my emotional distress, I couldn’t ignore the pleasurable feeling of that either. Oh, no! Was I a lesbian, just like the real Krissy? But what was the alternative? Liking men? Me!?! Oh, crap!


  “That’s good. That’s good,” she said. “You’re crying like a girl.”


  “But I’m not a girl!” I protested, as I searched for a tissue in my purse.


  Abby nodded her head. “And that’s the root of the problem,” she said emphatically.


  “Tell me, what did it feel like for you today, walking around the restaurant in that Hooters girl outfit, waiting on customers?” she asked.


  Sniffing, I regained my composure. “Well, I felt like a fraud,” I said. “I felt like Dennis walking around in girls’ clothes and looking totally ridiculous. And I was scared to death that someone I knew would come in, see me dressed like this, and know it was me.”


  Abby put her hand back on the wheel. “I can understand why you’d feel that way,” she replied. “But you have to know that you do not look like Dennis in girls’ clothes. You look like Krissy. And that’s because you are Krissy. Dennis is somewhere else right now, maybe hanging out with his wife, Sarah, on the back deck.”


  My blonde hair flipped onto my shoulder as I looked over at her. I smoothed it back with my left hand. “So what do I do about it?” I asked.


  Abby smiled. “You’re on the right track right there,” she said. “That was a very feminine gesture, and I’ll bet that you didn’t even think about it.


  “Don’t think about everything you do. Just let your body react. Take advantage of its muscle memory. That will help you walk and talk and act more like Krissy.”


  I nodded. “Is that why you gave me a C for today?” I asked.


  “That’s a big part of it,” she said. “I’m not saying you embarrassed yourself. But you didn’t act exactly like Krissy either. You were too restrained. You need to be more flamboyant, more glamorous, like the real Krissy. Use those boobs to your advantage. Don’t just carry them around as extra baggage.


  “She waits on you all the time. You know what she’s like,” she continued. “Be like that.”


  We both were silent for a bit as we neared the house.


  Then Abby said, “There’s one more thing that I can suggest. You said that you felt like a fraud today. That’s because you are still thinking of yourself as a man, as Dennis, on the inside.


  “All that’s doing is making things much more difficult for you,” she continued. “Why fight it? You are Krissy on the outside for the next four days, so make up your mind to be her on the inside as well. Don’t just act like her. Be her.


  “You’re not a guy dressed up like a girl. You are a girl. You want bigger tips. Don’t you? Embrace being a Hooters girl inside and out.”


  In the house where I was now a guest, the first thing that I saw was Dennis kicked back in my recliner and drinking a beer. Man, was that weird!


  “Hi, girls,” he said. “How did the day go?”


  Abby gave a thumbs-up. “Krissy did great,” she said.


  Then she looked at me and smiled. “She’s a natural!”


  Dennis spewed his beer and Abby and I laughed.


  “Not hardly,” I said. “But Abby got me through the day, and tomorrow will be better too, thanks to her.”


  Sticking my head into the kitchen, I asked, “Where’s Sarah?”


  Dennis pushed his chair upright.


  “Well, about that … ” he began. “She decided to go stay with her mother until it’s time to reverse the swap. She thought it would be just too awkward around here until then.”


  I nodded my head. “Can’t argue with that.”


  “Glad to hear that,” said Dennis. “I feel the same. So why don’t we keep the interactions between us as few as possible? You two have your own bathroom, refrigerator, and outside entrance. Maybe we can have a meal or two together. But otherwise, let’s just agree to go our own ways as much as possible.”


  Then he took a swallow of beer and held up the bottle. “You know, I’ve always been a wine girl,” he said. “But you didn’t have any, so I decided to try this. Not bad!”


  “Glad to hear it, Dennis,” I said. “Help yourself.”


  Following a pregnant pause, I said, “Well, if you two don’t mind, I’m going downstairs and take a shower. See you later, Dennis.”


   Abby stayed upstairs to talk, which made sense. After all, they were friends, even if the real Krissy now was in my body.


  In bed that night, I decided that Abby was right about being a girl inside and out. And taking a hot, soapy shower had further pounded home the point that this body was all girl. As I washed, I closed my eyes and imagined what it would be like to be a man again, running my rough hands over this soft, smooth, and curvy body. And the phantom feeling of an erection was so intense that I nearly put my feminine hand down there to stroke it.


  And being realistic, what other option did I have? I could feel like a fraud for four more days or I could be Krissy and use my assets to their fullest advantage to make larger tips, which was a big part of why I agreed to do this in the first place.


  Lying on my back and feeling more confident that I had all that day, I decided that I should become better acquainted with those assets. Under a sheet and light comforter, I  explored them first with my hands on top of my tank top and then under it. I gently squeezed my breasts. I rolled my nipples around with my fingers and the pleasure of that made me close my eyes and sigh.


  Then I moved my right hand down my sensitive body, as I continued to massage my boobs with my left. I explored my narrow waist and flat tummy. I pushed it down one thigh and then the other.  I traced it across my groin, feeling the slightest bit of soft stubble. And finally I directed it toward the cleft between my smooth thighs, finally gaining the confidence to discover the pleasure that I knew resided there. My mind was empty of both male and female thoughts. I was just enjoying this erotic exploration.


  That’s when I heard movement in Abby’s bed and briefly panicked. Opening one eye slightly, I saw her glance at me, tiptoe to the door, and slip out. Our bathroom was outside the bedroom, and that’s where she was going, I was certain.


  She’d be back in just a minute or two, so I decided to wait until she was back in bed and settled before finishing what I had started. But as I waited, I fell asleep.  


  *     *     *     *     *


  Back at the 10 to 4 shift on my second day as a Hooters girl was far less intimidating, thanks both to trial-by-fire the first day and Abby’s great advice. Today, I had decided, I would be Krissy both inside and out.


  Would that make me a lesbian too? God, I hoped not. On the other hand, how would I know? As a guy, I liked girls too.


  Oh, well, I thought, as I tied on my brown Hooters pouch and put in pens, pad, lip gloss, and mints, only four more days and I won’t have to worry about such insane things anything. With a penis between my legs, I’ll once more enjoy looking at girls as a heterosexual male.


  Ironically, my first customers of the day were a man with his wife or girl friend and so I couldn’t  immediately unleash my new sexy and flirtatious Krissy persona.


  But with the next, four guys, I quickly decided that it was going to be no-holds barred. They were going to get the full treatment, especially since three were friends that I usually had lunch with here. And the fourth was Dennis! They must have stopped by to pick him up, as they usually did with me, and he had decided to check out lunch at Hooters from the other side of the table.


  And because I knew them all, I could be more relaxed and more intimate with them, without seeming insincere.


  Back in a small alcove, I applied lip gloss, checked my hair in a mirror, adjusted my girls to make sure they were properly nestled in my bra, and ran my fingers around the band of my thong, pantyhose, and shorts to make sure they were aligned. While I primped, I also mentally recalled Krissy’s words and demeanor when she waited on us.


  I wasn’t just going to be her. I was going to be Krissy 2.0. I was going to have an especially good time because the other guys didn’t know that I wasn’t the real Krissy and Dennis did! Something about what I was going to do and about Dennis knowing who I was made my tummy tingle a little.


  And all of this fun was going to earn me big tips!


  As I started to leave, I noticed Abby watching me. “You go get ‘em, girl!” she whispered in encouragement. I smiled sweetly and nodded.


  “Well, well, if it isn’t my favorite bunch of sexy, middle-aged men who refuse to leave their wives for me,” I said as I approached their table. “How’s it hanging guys?”


  Dennis looked a bit stunned. As the real Krissy, she had been flirtatious, but never so descriptive about it. The other three laughed.


  “Wow, Krissy, you’re on fire today,” said Mike, a football coach with Dennis at the high school.


  I beamed. “You, bet, Mikey,” I said. “Today, I’m going to make sure you boys get your money’s worth – as well as your lunch.”


  Again, three of them laughed. Dennis looked … well, bewildered. I hoped that it was because I was being a better Hooters girl than he had ever been.


  “So, what can I get you for drinks?” I asked.


  “Just the usuals on everything, right guys?” Carl replied. The rest nodded.


  Having eaten lunch with them at Hooters as many times as I had, I probably could have gotten their orders correct. But I saw this as an opportunity to endear myself to them even more.


  “Now, fellas,” I said seriously, with my hand on my hip. “You know as well as I do that boobs and brains don’t go together.”


  I briefly lifted up my girls with both hands. “And you clearly can see which I have, so I can’t remember complicated stuff like that,” I added. “So make it easy for me, okay?”


  Brett blushed and shook his head. “Oh, come, on Krissy,” he said. “We know that’s not true. Dennis here is planning on retiring at 50 because of the great financial advice that you’ve given him.”


  I flipped a limp wrist at him. “Oh, don’t be silly, Brett,” I countered. “That investment stuff is just a hobby for me. My real career is as a Hooters girl. That’s what I have a real talent for. Don’t you think?”


  With my arms out, I did a quick pirouette.


  “Now, what’s it gonna be?”


  Later, as I served them, I made certain to include breast contact on their arms, shoulders, and backs as I sat down plates of wings. I especially focused on rubbing against Dennis.  At first, I thought that it was because we shared a perverse secret and I wanted to keep reminding him of that. But by the second or third pass, I found myself starting to enjoy the contact, with my nipples hardening beneath my bra cups.


  Yikes! What was that about? Was I turned on by my own body? No, it couldn’t be. That was just sick! On the flip side, it would mean that I wasn’t gay.


  But attracted to guys?!? Better not to think about it.  And no need to worry about it. Three more days after today and this all would be over.


  Bottom line, though, was that this Krissy earned a $100 tip for a $60 lunch. Hee. Hee. I was a natural!


  Of course, I toned down my performance a bit for others. But when I waited on guys only, I focused on being as sexy and flirtatious as possible, and my performance that day earned me more than $600 in tips.


  “I can’t thank you enough for your help and advice,” I told Abby as we drove home the second day.


  She smiled. “Hey, Krissy, that’s what best friends and nieces are for,” she said.


  That night in bed, I thought about how my attitude had improved regarding my new body during the past two days. This weak, female form wielded real power, especially when dressed appropriately and dealing with horny men.


  I quickly had grown accustomed to it too, and, for the most part, now enjoyed it. When I wasn’t wearing a bra, the shifting weight on my chest still was a distraction, as was my lower center of gravity when I walked. The void between my legs often brought me up short too, mostly when I entered a bathroom to relieve myself. I liked standing to pee.


  The bra itself occasionally reminded me that I was not whom I appeared to be, with  straps pulling down uncomfortably on my shoulders and a band constricting my torso. Once in awhile, the long hair gave me a chill when I turned my head and felt it caress my bare shoulders.


  On the plus side, it was great not to run a razor over my now smooth face. And shaving my armpits, long legs, and groin still was enough of a sensuous novelty that I enjoyed the Hell out of it.


  But the most significant thing that I had discovered was that this body, with me inside it, was not attracted to girls, no matter what the real Krissy’s sexual orientation was.  I had made that discovery while waiting on my friends, and, more specifically, Dennis.


  OMG! I was attracted to my own male body? How could that be?


  I didn’t dwell too long on that riddle, however, as I lay once more on my back and began the exploration that I had started and ended prematurely the previous night when Abby startled me.


  Only this time, my mind wasn’t empty. This time, it visualized a man’s hands squeezing my breasts, tweaking my nipples, and moving down my naked body to that eager place between my legs.


  So intent was I on pleasuring myself for the first time as a girl that I hardly noticed when Abby once more got up and left our bedroom.


  *     *     *     *      * 


  Abby worked 4 to 10 on the third day, so I had to make it through the day shift on my own. About noon, I tore my hose  somehow– another girl pointed out the tear to me– and  had to do a quick change, but otherwise the day went smoothly and profitably– $500 in tips.


  I had grown accustomed to men undressing me with their eyes and I just stared back and smiled. Sometimes I also slowly rolled my tongue across my upper lip.  At first, I felt vulnerable and violated. Not anymore. I was woman; hear me roar! And they ate it up.


  I also had become almost immune to personal and sometimes even inappropriate questions, realizing that Hooters created a theatrical atmosphere where people felt comfortable doing that. Of course, I didn’t answer truthfully when people asked why I worked there. It wasn’t like I could say, ‘Well, I was a 40-year-old man but my wife used a magic spell to turn me into this hot, lesbian babe because she mistakenly believed that I was cheating on her.”


  Instead, my standard reply was “It’s good money, which I’m using to go to college.”


  When I arrived home, however, the day took a decidedly unexpected turn and I was once more in a reality totally alien to me. As I walked through the basement door, I saw Dennis sitting on the sofa. This was the first time that we had been alone together since the switch. At that realization, I felt a chill down my spine. And I had no idea whether it was from fear or excitement.


  My attention focused solely on him for the first time, I noted that he was a tall, good looking guy, especially for someone his age. He had short brown hair, brown eyes, and a hard body that suggested he worked out a lot. Of course, he did! Or rather, I did, until we switched bodies.


  Also, when he said, “Hi, Krissy,” I noted that he had a cute, crooked smile.


  “Uh, hi, Dennis,” I said. “How are things? Only two more days to go, right?”


  He nodded. “Looking forward to the switch back?” he asked.


  “You bet!” I said, probably with a little too much enthusiasm for the situation. I was looking forward to it, no question about it. But I also was nervous to be alone with him, and my voice revealed that.


  “Relax,” he said. “I am too, and everything is okay here. I just wanted to ask you something.”


  “Okay,” I said, as I dropped my oversize purse, sat down, and crossed hose-covered legs that peaked out of my little yellow sundress.


  “Abby’s working the evening shift, Sarah is still at her mother’s, and you and I are alone together,” he said. “Would you like to have dinner with me?”


  My pulse started to pound, for what reason I wasn’t sure exactly.


  “Uh, you mean like upstairs at the kitchen table?” I asked.


  He chuckled. “No, I mean like we get dressed up and go out to dinner at a nice restaurant,” he said. “What do you say?”


  “Why?” I asked, resisting the urge to say “Sure. That’s a great idea.”


  “Why not?” He replied.


  “At lunch yesterday, you did a great job working those guys and getting big tips out of them,” he continued. “But I got the distinct impression that a little something more was going on between you and me. Was there?”


  I blushed crimson. “It was just that you were me and I was you and we were the only two who knew,” I said. “That secret kind of excited me. You know? I hope you weren’t offended.”


  Dennis chuckled. “Oh, no,” he said. “I wasn’t offended on all. What you were doing excited me too, and it wasn’t just because of our shared secret.”


  He leaned forward and locked his hands between his knees. “Abby told me that the way that she got you to cope with this situation was to convince you to be me not just on the outside, but on the inside too.”


  Hands in my lap and butterflies fluttering madly in my tummy, I nodded.


  “Well, what do you think that I’ve done to cope with my situation?” he asked. “I told myself to be a man on the inside as well as the outside.”


  For a long moment, we sat there looking at each other. Nervously, I tossed my hair back and chewed on my lower lip.


  “You’re so cute when you do that,” he said.


  I stopped immediately. “Oh, sorry,” I replied. “I didn’t even know I was doing it.”


  “Don’t be,” Dennis said. “What I’m sitting here trying to tell you, and not doing a very good job of it, is that, as a man, I’m attracted to you, as a woman. And I’d like to take you out to dinner and see what happens between us. I have no expectations. I won’t put any pressure on you.


  “It’s just that, in our unique situation, I would like to explore this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. And since you’ve done such a good job of being a girl, I hope that you’re up for a little more adventure as well.”


  Embarrassed, I looked down at my lap. “I see,” I said. “That’s very flattering. But I don’t have anything to wear to a nice restaurant. Abby and I put most of our clothes in storage and just brought mostly our work stuff.”


  Dennis crossed to me, took my hand, and pulled me up. “No worries,” he said. “I’ve already got something picked out for you. It’s upstairs.”


  Upstairs, in my– his– wife’s closet as it turned out! It was a little black, off-the-shoulder dress with three-quarter sleeves. Sarah had worn it at least a half-a-dozen times during the past few years. She looked great in it too. And Dennis wanted me to wear that?


  “Yes,” he said. “You’re a little bigger than Sarah up top, but that will just help you fill it out better.”


  He also had laid out a strapless black lace bra and panties on the bed, as well as  sheer black stockings, heels, and a silver necklace and earrings.


  My knees buckled a little and, fearful that I would fall, Dennis grabbed me.


  “No, I can’t,” I said. “Being a Hooters girl inside and out for five days is one thing. But these are my wife’s clothes. I can’t … “


  He interrupted. “They’re my wife’s clothes,” he said. “She’s a girl, and you’re a girl. There’s nothing wrong with you wearing them for one night.


  “Look, just try them on,” he said, pulling the dress off the rack. “You’re in a unique situation here, one that you’ll never experience again. See what it feels like to get dressed up in a little black dress and heels and feel beautiful. Then, if you still don’t want to go, we won’t.”


  He knew what would happen, and it did. Once I slipped into the dress, the stockings and the heels. Once I put on the jewelry and did my makeup. Once Dennis helped me pin my hair up in an elegant updo… there was no going back. I stared in awe at my reflection in the full-length mirror in our bedroom.


  “I’m … I’m … “I said.


  “You’re gorgeous,” he finished.


  Now dressed in a dark suit and cleanly shaved, Dennis stepped up behind me in the mirror and put his large hands on my bare shoulders.


  “Given this opportunity, wouldn’t it be a shame not to go out into the world like that for a few hours to experience what it’s like to be a beautiful, elegant woman?


  “And don’t forget, someone will be taking your order, instead of the other way around.”


  Despite myself, I laughed, and playfully slapped one of his hands.


  “Oh, you!” I said. “Okay, flattery will get your everywhere. I’ll do it.”


  Flattery did get him everywhere too, as he acted the perfect gentleman on our “date.” He opened doors for me. He pulled out my chair. He placed his hand on my leg under the table, as we talked generally about movies, books, and current events, avoiding any mention of our bizarre situation– that she was sitting there in my real body and I was sitting there in hers– wearing my wife’s little black dress! 


  As we ate and talked, he also was very attentive about keeping my wine glass filled. 


  Back at the house, still a couple of hours before Abby would be off work, he took my hand and let me to the bedroom and the bed where my wife and I had slept together and made love often during the past ten years. I needed his help, too, because the alcohol had made me a little woozy.


  Certainly it had helped loosen my inhibitions as well. Consequently, I didn’t resist when he stood me once more in front of the mirror, and unzipped my dress. It slipped silently to the floor and I stepped out of it, leaving me in a strapless bra, panties, black stockings, and heels.


  “See?” he whispered, just before he began to nibble on my neck. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


  I shook my head. “No,” I said softly, as my body quivered. “No, it wasn’t.”


  “Want to explore some more?” he said, as he unsnapped my bra and gently squeezed my breasts. Then one hand slid down into my panties and he massaged me there


  Suddenly too turned on to speak, I nodded my head and pressed my bottom into his groin, where the manhood that once belonged to me now wanted more than anything to penetrate what now belonged to me.


  “Oh, my God,” I gasped, suddenly regaining my voice. “I had no idea.”


  Lifting me up into his arms, he said, “Just wait.”


  In the bed where I once made love to my wife, the man I once was prepared to make love to me. As he stripped off his clothes and then pulled down my panties, he commanded, “Don’t take off anything else. I want to take you just like that.”


  Dennis did too, after guiding me onto my elbows and knees. He then leaned on my back, ran his hands down the sheer black stockings that hugged my legs and entered me from behind.


  As I bucked and moaned, and my eyelids fluttered, I thought it reasonable to accept that the man’s hands I had fantasized about in bed the night before had been his. If not his, whose?


  And in taking Abby’s advice to be a girl inside, as well as out, making love to a man was only natural, even if I had been that man three days ago.


  Afterward, as I lay alone in the basement, I began to have doubts about what I had done. Yes, as perverse as it seems, I was attracted to my old body. But attracted enough to submit, as I had done, and allow him to dominate me like that?


  And what about the wine? For this body, I definitely had consumed too much to keep my wits about me. How much of that overindulgence was because of my own reckless behavior and how much of it was because of Dennis’ insistence?


  A good lingering effect of the alcohol was it helped me fall asleep, despite troubling doubts about my actions. I didn’t even know when Abby came in.


  *     *     *     *     *


  On the fourth day, I worked day shift again, and Abby the evening. She must have gotten in late because she was still asleep at a little after 9, when I left.


  I was almost at ease with the routine now, and felt completely comfortable in the Hooters uniform. The intrusiveness of my prominent breasts still surprised me from time to time. But as good luck would have it, that usually played more to my advantage than disadvantage, as guys didn’t mind at all when they had close encounters with my girls and rewarded me accordingly. That day I made more than $600 in tips.


  About 30 minutes before my shift was over, Dennis called and asked me to bring him an order of buffalo wings. I was happy to oblige.


  When I brought his food in through the basement door, I expected to see him waiting on the sofa, as he had been the day before.


  “Bring the wings upstairs, please,” he called down from the kitchen. “Take off your dress before you do, but keep on your Hooters uniform.”


  For a reason that I couldn’t identify, that second request sent a chill up my spine. If he was asking me to keep on the costume because he didn’t want his food to get cold as I changed, why ask me to take off the dress?


  But I obeyed.


  “Here you go, compliments of this Hooters girl,” I smiled, as I started to open the container.


  “No, wait. I want the appetizer first,” he said, as he sat at the table in jeans and a polo shirt.


  Feeling more and more uneasy, I decided to play along anyway. So he wanted me to wait on him a little. And he wanted me, a Hooters girl, to serve him Hooters food. No big deal.


  “I’m sorry, sir,” I said with a broad smile. “You didn’t order an appetizer.”


  Looking sternly into my eyes, he nodded his head and said, “Oh, but I did. I ordered you, Krissy.”


  Now the chill was icy fear. Knowing how to seduce a girl, even a newly minted one, he had wined and dined me with an elegant, romantic evening the night before and I had willingly submitted.


  He wasn’t wasting time with preliminaries this time. Obviously, he wanted to dominate me sexually, and he assumed the second time would be easier.


  Why did he want to do it? Was it because he, as a lesbian, had felt humiliated while working at Hooters? Were generous tips not enough to make up for that? Was he using this opportunity for payback, with me as the bullseye for his anger?


  But most importantly, what was his plan? What did he want me to do? He had to know that I had my wits about me this time.


  “I don’t understand, Dennis,” I said.


  “Sure, you do, Krissy,” he said. “You Hooters girls are all sluts. You know what a man wants. And you know how to give it to him.”


  Then, he stood up, and dropped his jeans and jockey shorts.


  “Now get under the table, and take care of me. I promise, I’ll leave you a really big tip.”


  Oh, my God, the guy had created a sick and delusional fantasy and expected me to comply. No way!


  “No, way, Dennis!” I said. “You’re way out of line here. And I’m leaving!”


  I stormed toward the steps.


  “I’d stop and think about what you’re doing,” he called after me. “If I’m not here with you the day after tomorrow, Sarah won’t be able to switch us back. Do you want to be Krissy for the rest of your life?


  “If not, you’d better make me a satisfied customer.”


  I turned and put my hands on my hips. “Dennis– Krissy– why are you doing this? Is because you’re gay and hate men? Or is it because you hate yourself for choosing to objectify yourself in front of men in exchange for good money?


  “No one made you do it, you know.”


  Dennis sneered. “Oh, well, listen to Ms. Sigmund Freud,” he said. “The bottom line for you, Missy, is that if you don’t do what I what you to do, right now, you never will get your male body back.


  “Now get over here. You’re my Hooters girl for the evening, and I want a blow job before I eat my buffalo wings.”


  That was not all he wanted either. After he had finished eating, he knocked everything off the table with this arm and then told me to stand against it.


  Sobbing in angler and embarrassment, I complied. Then he used his wing-stained hands to pull my shorts, hose, and thong down to my ankles.


  “Now, lean over just a bit, and say ‘ah,’” he laughed.


  “Yes, I’ve always liked girls, but until your jealous wife switched our bodies, I never knew what it was like to be able to so completely dominate them,” he said. “And seeing how easy it was to manipulate you last night with a little romance and sweet talk, I suddenly realized that I could make you do this too, especially with this powerful male body to command authority.


  “And, yes, this, this!” he said as he gripped my hips and pounded into me. “This is my payback, Krissy, because you’re a man in a soft, weak woman’s body. It’s perfect!”


  Afterward, I felt such rage and impotence that I considered grabbing a pistol that I kept hidden in the basement and blowing the bastard’s head off. But that would provide only brief gratification and then I’d be Krissy for the rest of my life, most of it probably behind bars.


  Instead, I pulled up my panties, hose, and shorts just enough that I could escape to the basement.


  Sometime after midnight, I was lying on my stomach, when Abby came into the darkened room. I  mostly had cried the anger and embarrassment out of my system by then, and so she had no idea of the trauma that I had just endured. I also had some time to think.


  But after undressing and making a quick trip to the bathroom, she noticed that I still was wearing my Hooters clothes. “Tough day at the office”? she giggled as she climbed into bed.


  “You might say that,” I said, turning on my back and pulling a pillow under my head. “Do you mind if I ask you some personal questions?”


  “Hey, you were my uncle for most of my life and now we’re bosom buddies,” she replied. “Ask away.”


  First I asked her about seeing her sneak out of the bedroom the first two nights we were together.


  “I couldn’t sleep,” she replied. “I went out into the play room and turned on the TV. Tuned it down really low so it wouldn’t bother you, finally fell asleep, and stayed out there for awhile.”


  I nodded. “And what about coming in hours after you get off work at 10?”


  “What are you, my mother?” she said across the darkness. “I was with friends. Of course you would have no way of knowing, but I almost always do that.


  “What’s the point of all this?”


  I raised up on one elbow. “Bear with me. I wanted to find out if you were spending time with Dennis and not telling me. After all, you worked together and lived together. I wanted to make sure that there wasn’t something more than that going on now. I’m in real need of a friend right now.


  “Now, just one more question.”


  I asked her what she was doing yesterday and today, while she was home alone with Dennis, and I was at work.


  A long, pregnant pause followed.


  “I don’t want to tell you that,” she said. “It’s too embarrassing.”


  “Let me guess,” I said. “You had sex with Dennis. More accurately, he convinced or maybe even coerced you into having sex with him.”


  Abby gasped. “Yes, he did. Well, he almost did yesterday,” she said. “But it’s not what you think. I told you that she was gay and I wasn’t and she might be interested in me sexually if I was. Well … the fact that she’s a man now had nothing to do with it.”


  “That was the argument she– he– used to try to convince me,” she continued. “But that wasn’t the reason I almost did it.”


  Abby came across to sit on the edge of my bed. “Oh, this is so embarrassing,” she said. “But the reason that I almost did it was because I’ve had a crush on you– the real Dennis– since I was a little girl. I thought that having sex with Krissy in your body would fulfill my fantasy.”


  “And it didn’t?” I asked gently.


  “Not at all,” Abby said, starting to cry a little. I sat up and put my arm around her.


  “It was awful. He acted all nice in the beginning. But he became rough and demanding and I was afraid that he was going to hurt me. Before he could get his pants off, I ran back to the basement and have avoided him since.


  “And that’s when I realized my crush on you wasn’t just about looks but the fact that you were a nice person. Krissy in your body is not.”


  Now I understood why he lured me in with flattery and romance last night. He had bombed with Abby and decided he needed a new tactic. That had softened me up.


  And then tonight, he had the threat of keeping my body if I didn’t do as he wanted to force me into submission.


  I told Abby what Dennis had done to me.


  “That son-of-a-bitch!” she exclaimed. “What are we going to do?”


  I shook my head. “I don’t know of anything that we can do except get through tomorrow, and one more day at work, before Sarah returns us to our own bodies.”


  Abby hugged me and kissed me on the forehead. “I’m so sorry that this happened to you, Dennis. You really are a good person.


  “You’re supposed to work day shift against tomorrow. But I’m going to get you changed to evening with me. We’re gonna stick together until this nightmare is over.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Abby and I lay in bikinis at the beach and soaked up late-morning rays. The girl formerly my niece wore a bright blue suit, while I was dressing in a little floral print number that was way too skimpy.


  She thought that the less time that we spent at the house, and near Dennis, the better for both of us.  We had only one more day until Sarah would return and reverse the spell.


  “I can’t go out in this,” I told her when she tossed a bikini to me in our bedroom earlier that morning. “Some might not think so,  but a Hooters costume really isn’t so bad. Sure, it’s sexy, but it covers up everything.


  “But this … “I continued, holding up the tiny pieces of material. “This covers hardly anything.”


  “That’s the point, girl,” she laughed. “Trust me, you’ll look great in it.”


  By this time, I was well acquainted with the curvy, busty body that I had inhabited for four days. “Oh, I don’t doubt that at all,” I said. “But “I’ll also feel naked and exposed in it. And after what’s happened with Dennis, I’m not sure that I want to advertise.”


  But Abby had been a loyal and helpful friend since my wife cast a spell that put me in Krissy’s body and her in mine. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”


  After we were dressed, she put our hair up on high ponytails. Then we grabbed lotion, a blanket, and a cooler with drinks, and made the short drive to a public beach.


  After we had baked awhile in silence, Abby  said, “Krissy, I’m sorry if I seem insensitive in saying this, but I don’t think that I’d be coping as well as you if I had just been raped. Are you doing okay? Or are you just hiding your feelings? You don’t have to, you know. I’m your friend. I’m here for you.”


  We were lying on our bellies. I raised up on one elbow and looked at her through my oversize sunglasses.


  “You know, I’ve been thinking about that very thing, trying to figure out why I’m not more upset,” I said. “First, I assure you, I am angry. I’d like to cut off the bastard’s balls.”


  I paused a moment, realizing what I had said. “Only that probably wouldn’t be a good idea, would it, considering that’s my body and I’ll be getting it back tomorrow,” I continued.


  We both laughed.


  “And maybe if I had been a girl all my life, I’d be totally traumatized right now,” I said.


  “But I think the fact that I’ve been Krissy for only four days allowed me to mentally and emotionally distance myself from what happened. Sure, as you suggested to help me get through all this, I was trying to be a girl on the inside as well as the outside,” I continued. “But I’m really not. You see what I’m talking about?


  “It was like Dennis was sexually assaulting someone else and I was watching.”


  Abby raised up too and nodded. Our mostly bare bodies, just inches apart, glistened in the bright sun.


  “I’m so glad to hear that,” she said. “Whether you are my uncle or my friend, I really care about you, you know. And I’ll always be there for you.”


  I nodded. “And me for you,” I said.


  Then, as if by unspoken agreement, we leaned in and hugged, our breasts pressing warmly against each other.


  “Ooh! Hot lesbian sex!” A young guy yelled as he passed by with friends.


  We glanced at him and smiled sweetly.


  “Oh, honey, you have no idea,” I said.


  After they were gone, Abby said, “Okay, you did get all dolled up and go out on a date with Dennis that first night. Were you really attracted to him? Or were you just exploring?”


  I lowered my glasses. “Really, Abby?” I said with mock indignance. “You want to know if I’m  a lesbian in this body because the real Krissy was. Right?


  “What … are you looking for a little girl-on-girl action?”


  “Oh, you!!” she shrieked. Then she picked up a water bottle and squirted it at me. The water splattered my breasts, ran under my top and down my bare belly. It felt wonderful.”


  I squirted her back, and we  briefly collapsed into giggles.


  “After last night, I really needed this,” I said. “Thank you.”


  She smiled. “Okay, but really …”


  I shook my head. “No, as a girl, I’m not attracted to other girls,” I said. “I know that for certain. I’ve known it since my first day working in Hooters.”


  “And that brings me back to my question,” Abby said. “Were you attracted to Dennis? I mean that is your body, you know. And if he had got you pregnant, you’d be both the father and mother of your child.”


  Again we burst out laughing, as I said, “Oh, gross!”


   We were sitting with our legs tucked under us now, a position that I never could have managed as a man.


  “Seriously, I can’t really explain it. Probably nobody can rationally,” I said. “The real Krissy was a lesbian, right? And I was a straight guy.


  “But when I became Krissy, I wasn’t a lesbian. My body, with Krissy in it, was convenient and familiar and that probably lowered my inhibitions enough to explore my new sex. A half bottle of wine didn’t hurt either.”


  I squeezed water into my mouth. “The puzzle to me is what happened with Krissy in my body. I guess that you could say that she still likes girls. But her actions with both you and me suggest it was more about power than sex. And ordering me to wear my Hooters uniform last night and do what I did … It was like she hated her life as well.”


  Abby put her arm around my bare shoulders. “Little girl, you are wise beyond your years,” she said.


  I put my sunglasses on my head and said, “Okay, my turn. You haven’t mentioned a boyfriend to me in the four days that we’ve been together,” I said. “What’s up with that?”


  Abby laughed. “Nothing’s up with that,” she said. “I hang out with friends who are guys and girls. Plus, I stay plenty busy with my job, college, and, more recently, helping my uncle be a Hooters girl.


  “And what about you?” she continued. “Dennis was a prick and it really wasn’t a boy-girl attraction thing. Right? And you say you aren’t attracted to girls. So are you attracted to guys?


  I pushed her. “None of your business, Missy!” I laughed.


  She pushed back. This time, we giggled and hugged.


  “Hey, what’s it take for a guy to get in on a little of this action? Watching you from down the beach, it looked like you two were having way too much fun by yourselves.”


  We looked up to see the boy who had commented earlier. And as I looked at him more closely I realized that he was – oh, my God!– Chad Bourne, one of my former students and football players.


  “We’re getting ready to play volleyball,” he said. “And we could use a couple of more. You girls interested?”


  “Sure!” Abby said enthusiastically. “Right, Krissy?”


  In the bright sun, they probably couldn’t see me blushing, but I could feel the internal heat in my face. Wearing a bikini at the beach in front of strangers was one thing. But it was quite another in front of people you know, even if they don’t know who you really are– and especially if you had been their football coach.


  “Uh, sure,” I said. “Why not?”


  I’ll tell you why not! Boobs bounce bad enough when they’re supported by just a bikini top. But if you’re playing volleyball, or attempting to, they take on a life of their own, swinging back and forth and up and down with every sudden move, trying to escape the tiny pieces of material that partially cover them.


  I couldn’t tell that Abby was bothered much by the constant movement of her slightly smaller breasts. After all, she was accustomed to it. And I was certain that Chad and the other guys– including several more of my former students and players– didn’t mind being distracted by boobs on parade.


  In fact, I suspected that’s why they asked us to play.


  Still, it was fun. Despite my boobs, I made several good digs and managed to set up the guys for some kills at the net.


  Afterward, we all sat down to drink sodas and talk, and, without me even realizing it, Chad had paired off with me. At first, we talked about what we were studying in college. Finance for me, and history for him.


  “I had a history teacher and coach in high school who was a real inspiration to me,” he said. “Right now, I’ve got a scholarship to play college ball. And my goal is to make it to the NFL.”


  I nodded my head. “You just have to want it more than the next guy,” I said. “Do that and you can’t lose.”


  Chad laughed. “Hey, how about that?” he said. “That’s what Coach Jennings told me too. You two aren’t related are you?”


  I laughed. “Who knows? Maybe we have a mysterious spiritual bond of some kind.”


   He leaned toward me and said, “I really like you, Krissy. You’re not like other girls. Even though I haven’t known you very long, I can tell that.”


  Boy! Was he right about that!


  Then he kissed me, a soft, sweet kiss, nothing like I had experienced with Dennis. Wait a minute. Dennis hadn’t even kissed me at all! Everything for him had been about power and control, not affection.


  “I’m not like other girls?” I asked when we came up for air.


   “You’re beautiful,” he said. “You’re studying finance, which takes some smarts, and you’re a good athlete. And from the way that you and Abby were carrying on when we first saw you, I’d say that you probably have a good sense of humor. Smart girls usually do.”


  I kissed him back.


  “And based on what I know about you, I like you too,” I said.


  Chad stood up and took my hand. “Want to go for a walk and talk some more?” he asked.


  I nodded and stood up.


  “Hey, Abby, I’m going for a walk with Chad,” I said.


  She stood up, stepped away from the boy that she had been talking to, and motioned me over.


  As I neared, she smiled broadly. “Well, I guess that answers my last question about whether you’re attracted to boys,” she whispered. “This is your last day as Krissy. Have fun!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Abby  and I were back in school and mostly working the evening shift at Hooters. We shared an apartment. With really no choice, I  had embraced my new life. Some aspects of it would require longer to grow accustomed to– menstrual periods being among the most notable– but, as strange as this might sound, I was happy.


  I mean, what was there not to like? Except periods, that is. I wasn’t a waitress, as I mistakenly had believed when Sarah switched our bodies. I was a glamorous celebrity and the Hooters restaurant was my stage.


  Yes, guys occasionally said inappropriate things, like the jerk who asked if my breasts were “real.” But as Hooters management told us, our restaurant was about “eater-tainment,” and the customers were cast members, as was I.  And many  of them paid for that privilege with extravagant tips. When Abby had first told me that she sometimes made $500 in tips per night, she wasn’t exaggerating.


  I had learned to play my role to the fullest too, without degrading myself, teasing good-naturedly with older guys, flirting innocently with younger, good-looking guys, and occasionally leaning a little too far across a table of men to deliver a meal– and give them an eyeful. Breasts, especially 34Cs, were a real asset I had come to realize, not an encumbrance. And when I wasn’t wearing my Hooters uniform, I loved all of the clothing options that I had to emphasize and accentuate them, especially sweetheart necklines and deep V necks. They were beneficial for a lot more than just flashing to get good tips.


  Also, I was young again, still just a teenager really, smart, and a college student with a bright future in front of me. I had a good friend in Abby. I wasn’t gay. And I had a serious boyfriend, a kind, considerate guy who wasn’t jealous and accepted me for who I was– a Hooters girl– and understood that my job was not just to wait tables. I was so glad that I had saved Chad’s phone number after he gave it to me at the beach. Logically, I shouldn’t have, since I thought that I’d  be Dennis again the next day.


  As I thought about the past three months, I surveyed my section of the restaurant. Idly, I realized how comfortable my uniform now seemed to me, totally unlike what I feared it would be when Abby dressed me that first day. The white socks were thick and fluffy. The tank tops were soft and stretchy, the better to show off my “assets,” but thick enough to keep me warm and minimize rigid nipples.  The pantyhose were thick too and very tight, keeping my legs warm and probably helping maintain healthy circulation, as I was on my feet for six hours at a time. Over all, the fabrics felt good, sensuous even, especially the silky shorts pressing against my nylon-clad thighs and flat groin. And the clothes were easy to move in. What was not to like?


   I was working the evening shift, and customers were just starting to come in for dinner. Some of the earliest arrivals included a couple that I recognized.


  “Good evening and welcome to Hooters,” I said. “My name is Krissy, and I’ll be your Hooters girl. May I take your drink orders before you look at the menus?”


   The woman especially seemed uncomfortable– and not just because this was her first time in the restaurant.


  “I came to apologize one more time,” my former wife said. “Again, I am so sorry this happened … “


  “And, I want to as well,” her husband, Dennis, added.


  I couldn’t believe it! After blackmailing me to have humiliating sex with him and then running away with my body, he was back to ask my forgiveness!


  I smiled. “If you will give me your drink orders, I’ll bring them back, quick like a bunny!” I said. “I’m here to serve.”


  Each time I visited the table, they tried to engage me to talk about what had happened and to extend their sorrow for how things turned out. And each time I deflected and ignored their attempts, until I brought the check at the end of their meal.


  “Okay,” I said, with my sweetest Hooters girls smile. “I’m starting to get really busty now.”


  Then I giggled. “Hee. Hee. Sorry about that. I meant ‘busy.’ I’m always busty now.


  “I really appreciate you stopping by and all,” I continued. “But I don’t have time for a lot of chit-chat. A girl has to make a living, you know.”


  Then, on the pretext of picking up silverware, I leaned across the table to give them both an eyeful of my girls pressing against the tight tank top. “So, Mr. and Mrs. Jennings, what’s up?”


  As I stood back up, Sarah said, “I didn’t know that this was going to happen,” she said. “I didn’t know that I was going to get back with … with Dennis.


  “But he stopped by about a month ago, and well, here we are. I can’t imagine how tough this must be for you, and I am so sorry.”


  Dennis nodded. “It wasn’t fair for me to do this to you, I know,” he said. “And I really didn’t dislike my old life. But I always had liked women, as I’m sure Abby told you. And then I got this chance, totally unexpectedly, to see life on the other side of the gender fence and I really liked it.


  “After those five days, I didn’t want to go back,” he added. “I didn’t even stop to think how miserable your probably were and maybe still are.”


  What a crock! The miserable bastard! He hated his old life!


  I put my hand on my hip, keeping a broad smile on my face, as Dennis handed me his credit card. “So, are you back teaching high school now and coaching football? I hope you have a great year! Go Falcons!”


  Sarah shook her head. “No, he’s not. We’re moving to Virginia next week,” she said. “That’s why we stopped by. We wanted to let you know, and we wanted to apologize one more time. We’re hoping that you will forgive us.”


  “Oh, okay, thanks for that!” I said brightly, as I took the card and headed back to the counter. “In that case, don’t forget to leave a big tip,” I said. “I’m working my way through college you know.”


  When I brought back the receipt, I carried a pitcher of beer in my other hand. “I’m so sorry, but forgiveness isn’t on the menu tonight,” I said, and dumped it on Dennis’ head.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed. “When you backed your chair into me, I lost control.”


  I glanced toward Abby, who was nearby. She grinned  and gave me a thumps-up. I couldn’t be certain, but I thought she mouthed the words, “You go, girl!”


  I could have accepted their apologies. I could have told them that I’m glad they are happy together. I could have told them that I like boys and that being a Hooters girl is the best thing that ever happened to me.


  Yes, I could have allowed them to leave feeling better about how all this turned out. But in addition to being a Hooters girl now, I ‘m also a bitch.


  Not a total bitch, of course. I also could have told Sarah that her husband is a liar, a sadist, and a rapist. Well, eventually she would discover that he’s not the man I was when I was Dennis.


  “Bye! There’s no charge for the beer!” I said brightly, as I turned my back on them, both literally and figuratively for the rest of my life.


  The two of them deserved each other.  She had punished me for something that I didn’t do. Then she had run away for five days, leaving me to be victimized. He was a sexual predator, seemingly obsessed with the power of his new penis. If there was any justice in the world, he’d wind up in prison as – hee, hee– someone else’s bitch. Wouldn’t that be appropriate!


  “Welcome to Hooters,” I said sweetly to customers at the next table. “My name is Krissy, and I’ll be your Hooters girl tonight. May I take your drink orders before you look at the menu?”


  #   #   #
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