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  By Portia Hab


  As I opened the door, I was greeted by … Well, she looked like she just stepped out of a Disney animated movie.


  “Isn’t it a little early in the year for trick-or-treating?” I asked, unhappy that I had been interrupted as I watched a Friday afternoon Cubs baseball game on television, while waiting for my girlfriend Beth, who was a teacher, and her daughter, Jennifer, to get home from school.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “When I was 8!?!” I said incredulously. “Lady, that was 27 years ago!


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


  “Oh, but there is such a thing, sir,” she said. “When children ages 5 to 9 make birthday wishes under a full moon, they are granted. Of course, they don’t realize it, even when their wishes are fulfilled. And sometimes those wishes aren’t granted for a year or more because circumstances must be just right.


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


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


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


  Suddenly concerned about what might happen if this sweet, but clearly unstable lady made her way into the house, I stepped outside and pulled the door almost closed behind me.


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


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


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


  What the … ?


  “Hey, what did you …”


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


  Then I looked down to see small hands and thin arms– after I brushed long brown hair out of my eyes!


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


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


  “I’m not a young lady,” I screeched in my new Minnie Mouse voice. “I’m a 35-year-old man!”


  “Oh, no, honey,” she replied. “You’re now a 13-year-old girl, just as you wished for 27 years ago.”


  I looked down to see my tee shirt reached almost to my knees and my cargo shorts pooled around my ankles. My bare legs now were smooth and slender instead of hairy and muscular.


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


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


  Fighting back panic from the realization that I was now a girl the same age as my girlfriend’s daughter, I tried to remember just what I had said and why 27 years ago. Finally, I remembered.


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


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


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


  “Change me back,” I demanded, as I stumbled out of the shorts, as well as sneakers that dwarfed my tiny feet.


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


  I started to scream again when I suddenly realized that this freak show was taking place on the front porch of my girlfriend’s house, where neighbors and passers-by were likely to hear my screams– a little girl’s screams– and maybe even call the police. Yeah, that’s what I needed, to be hauled off, put into state custody, and maybe institutionalized if I tried to tell authorities that I was a 35-year-old man trapped in a 13-year-old girl’s body. And no one would ever know what happened to me.


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


  “Come in,” I hissed, as I shoved the door open with my shoulder. “Or we both could be in trouble.”


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


  “What do you mean you can’t?” I asked, brushing the aggravating hair out of my face again.


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


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


  The woman shook her head.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “What do you …” I started to ask, as a second bright flash temporarily hurt my eyes and took away the world.


  As my vision returned, I saw that I was wearing a pink polo, a ruffled denim mini skirt, and black sneakers.


  “What!” I screamed. “How does putting me in girls’ clothes make this less traumatic?”


  “Well, girls don’t wear men’s clothes. Now you look the part. Have fun!” she said as she tapped the wand to her head and vanished.


  Not believing what I had just seen, I opened the door to see if she was on the other side. When I saw she wasn’t, I thoughtlessly stepped outside to look around.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Within seconds of my fairy godmother’s disappearing act, Beth’s car pulled into the driveway, adjacent mine. And in my little pink shirt and mini skirt, I was outside in full view. Oh crap! As I gaped in wide-eyed fright in their direction, I saw Beth and Jennifer staring back in surprise at me!


  Suddenly I felt light-headed and feared I would pass out. My little heart pounded. Oh, God, this was so humiliating.


  I can’t let them know that I’m Ryan, I told myself. I can’t. I just can’t!


  I turned to run back inside and hide. That was the last thing I remembered until …


  “Sweetie, sweetie, are you okay?” was the first thing I heard, as consciousness returned and I opened my eyes. For an instant, seeing the loving concern on Beth’s face made me feel warm and safe and protected and …


  Oh, God! That’s not right! She wasn’t talking to me, a man and her boyfriend. She was talking to a strange little girl she had discovered at her house.


  Panicking, I looked around and saw that I was lying in the living room. Considering my size now, carrying me wouldn’t have presented much of a problem, I realized. I also saw that I had no means of escape. I was boxed in, as Beth sat on the edge of the sofa and leaned over me, with one arm against the back for support.


  “Sweetie, are you okay,” she repeated. “You just lie still now. You’re safe here. Jennifer is getting a cool cloth for your forehead.”


  Oh God, Jennifer! She saw me like this too!


  During the past year, Beth told me repeatedly how her daughter idolized me as her male role model, as the father she never had. We were as close as a father and daughter too. And we shared so many personality traits and interests that Beth said it was difficult to believe I wasn’t her biological father. We were both neat freaks. We both loved horror movies and thin crust pepperoni pizza. We both had a childish sense of humor, which was understandable for her, but not so much for me.


  “I swear, you are two peas in a pod,” she often told both of us with a laugh.


  And now … 


  “Beth …,” I began, hating the sound of my childish voice. “Please, send Jennifer to her room. I need to talk to you in private.”


  “What?! How do you know my name?” she asked. “Who are you and where’s Ryan? His car is in the driveway.


  “And why were his shorts and sneakers on the porch? Oh, my God, did something happen to Ryan?”


  “Please, Beth,” I urged. “Just do it, and then I will tell you everything.”


  After a long pause, I added, “And, Beth, you’re still the best teacher I ever had.”


  That’s when I feared Beth was going to pass out. When I was a 6-2, 180-pound male, I wouldn’t have felt threatened by the idea of her body collapsing on top of me. But as a 5-foot-nothing girl, I was afraid this woman would crush me.


  Fortunately, that didn’t happen. She regained her composure– well, at least partially. My comment had affected her just as profoundly as I hoped it would, and the shock was evident in her blue eyes.


  “What did you just say?” she asked, as she pulled her arm away from the back of the sofa and recoiled just enough to allow me to wriggle away and sit up.


  Oh gawd! Look at that girly skirt and those legs, I thought. They can’t be mine. They can’t! 


  But they were and I had to tell Beth what happened, now that I had gained her attention by repeating the line I often used in jest after we had sex: “You’re still the best teacher I ever had.”


  Of course, Jennifer didn’t want to go to her room. Just like Beth, she wanted to know who I was and where Ryan was. But my girlfriend was insistent in a way that I often hadn’t seen from her when dealing with her daughter. So Jennifer went, with Beth following her to the stairs to make certain.


  After she returned to the living room, she stood in front of me, hands on her hips, and said, “Okay, young lady, talk to me.”


  Swear to God, for a split second, it was like I was in middle school again and she was my teacher. I didn’t want to talk to her either. I wanted to hide in a closet. Telling her that the 13-year-old brunette sitting on her sofa was really her boyfriend was going to be sooo humiliating, so embarrassing …


  But I had started the ball rolling with that teacher comment and so now it was time to man up. Tee. Hee.


  “Did you just giggle?” Beth asked.


  I felt my face flush in embarrassment and I looked away. Yes, this was just like I was a misbehaving student in her eighth grade English class.


   “All right, young lady. I’ve used up all my patience,” she continued, as she crossed her arms and tapped her foot. “It’s time for you to tell me what the Hell is going on and why you said what you did to me.”


  Summoning my courage, I looked up at her and said, “I said it because I knew it would get your attention. I said it because it’s something I tell you after we’ve made love. I said it because I’m Ryan, and that’s the only thing I could think of that would make you believe me.”


  “Well, it didn’t,” she said indignantly and started to pace in front of me, the rapid clicking of her high heels on the hardwood floor reflecting her agitation. “All it did is piss me off because Ryan obviously shared something intimate like that with a little girl as some kind of practical joke.


  “ I swear, that man is just as immature as Jennifer sometimes.”


  She stopped, put her hands on her hips once again, and, towering over me, said, “Now, where is he? And who are you? His niece or something?”


  But no matter what I looked like now, I was still Ryan on the inside and I knew Beth well enough to know that my comment had affected her profoundly and she wasn’t discounting it. She just didn’t want to accept it.


  Of course, neither did I! But there we were.


  “Listen, I don’t want to believe this either,” I said, as I spread my thin arms to help display my girly body. “But I am Ryan. And if you’ll stop trying to make me pee my panties by being a mean ol’ school marm, I will tell you enough to totally convince you about why I’m this way.”


  “School marm?” she asked with an arched eyebrow.


  

    

      “Yeah, that’s not a term your typical 13-year-old girl would use, is it?” I asked, and smiled for the first time since this nightmare began.



    


  


  

    

      *     *     *     *     *



    


  


  

    

      Beth and I started dating about 18 months ago, after we met at the home of a mutual friend. Over time, we had become exclusive and settled into a routine. On one weekend, she and Jennifer would visit me at my lakefront home about 50 miles away, where we’d take hikes, enjoy nature, and sample small-town life. On the next, I’d come to their suburban home, where we’d do more cosmopolitan things, like going to museums, the zoo, and occasionally a baseball game.



    


  


  

    

      I was a never-married writer/actor, who enjoyed more success with the former, even though I preferred the latter. Beth was a divorced single mother, whose ex had been out of the picture for five years. She taught at the same school Jennifer attended as an eighth grader.



    


  


  

    

      During the next half hour or so, I recounted as much as I could remember about our history together, as we sat awkwardly next to one another on the sofa. Well … it sure was awkward for me anyway, as I alternated between looking up at Beth or down at a ruffled skirt and feminine legs, all of which belonged to me!



    


  


  

    

      I also told her about Zelda, my birthday wish during a full moon when I was 8, how it was misinterpreted, and that I likely would be stuck this way for a few days until the High Council gave permission for wish correction.



    


  


  

    

      Finally, Beth interrupted my soliloquy by placing her larger hand on mine and I could tell by the look on her face that she finally accepted that I was, indeed, Ryan in a girl’s body.



    


  


  

    

      “There’s no way Ryan could have told you all that and you remembered it so accurately,” she said. “I have to believe you. I have to, even though I don’t want to. The evidence that you are who you say you are is just too overwhelming.”



    


  


  

    

      Then she touched my hair, my cheek, and my arm as if to confirm that I really did exist and was not an illusion.



    


  


  

    

      “But, my God, Ryan, things like this just can’t happen. Fairy godmothers aren’t real and neither is magic. There has to be another explanation. There has to be.”



    


  


  

    

      “But there isn’t,” I interrupted. “It happened just the way I told you. The woman waved a wand and suddenly I was this child.”



    


  


  

    

      “Yes, I guess she did,” Beth replied and then we both sat silently for a long moment, with our hands in our laps.



    


  


  

    

      Finally she added, “Now that you’ve convinced me, I guess the next thing we have to do is tell Jennifer.”



    


  


  

    

      Suddenly we heard footsteps and looked up to see Beth’s daughter smiling.



    


  


  

    

      “You don’t have to, Mom. I heard everything,” said the slender 13-year-old blonde, who was a miniature of her mother. 


    


  


  

    

      Shifting quickly into mother mode, Beth sternly replied, “Jennifer Anne Wallace, you were not supposed to be listening. I told you to go to your room.”



    


  


  

    

      But the girl wasn’t listening this time, as she stepped into the room and stared down at me. “Oh, Ryan, is that really you?” she asked with wide blue eyes.



    


  


  

    

      “Yeah, kiddo, I’m afraid it is,” I said, forcing a smile.



    


  


  

    

      “Well, you’re a kiddo now too,” she giggled. “And not just a kiddo, a girl kiddo, like me!”



    


  


  

    

      “Jennifer Anne, I’m talking to you!” Beth interrupted. “You were supposed to be in your room.”



    


  


  

    

      Turning toward her mother, Jennifer said, “Yeah, well you like never told me to go to my room before and I knew I hadn’t done anything wrong. So I knew there was something you didn’t want me to hear and I wanted to hear it.”



    


  


  

    

      Then she looked back at me, still cringing in mortification at the stark truth of what she had said. I was a girl kiddo, just like her. Before I could resist, she pulled me onto my feet.



    


  


  

    

      And the mortification increased a hundredfold. Jennifer now was an inch or two taller than I. At 5-4, she was three inches shorter than her mother. Meanwhile, I had shrunk from 6-2 to 5-2 or, at best, 5-3.



    


  


  

    

      “You’re more developed than me, but I’ll bet you can wear my clothes,” she said as she looked me up and down.



    


  


  

    

      Just shoot me now, I thought in total humiliation. Did she just say I had breasts!?! OMG, I hadn’t even thought of that!



    


  


  

    

      Suddenly, then, I realized I did. And they felt like they weighed about a ton!



    


  


  

    

      As I raised my hands to confirm they were there, once more I felt light-headed. The last thing I remembered was Beth yelling “Jennifer Anne!” one more time.



    


  


  

    

      This time when I came to, Beth was pressing a cool, damp cloth to my forehead and Jennifer was holding my hand.



    


  


  

    

      “I’m so sorry, Ryan,” the girl said. “I didn’t mean to upset you. I was just, well, you know, excited.”



    


  


  

    

      “Excited that I’m a girl?” I asked incredulously.



    


  


  

    

      “Well … yeah,” she grinned.



    


  


  

    

      Before Beth or I could rein her in then, she was off in another direction.



    


  


  

    

      “What did you mean when you told Mom that she’s the best teacher you ever had?” she asked earnestly. “She wasn’t like your English teacher or anything. She couldn’t have been.”



    


  


  

    

      As I sat back up, I looked at Beth for guidance. Finally, she shrugged and said, “Well, Jennifer, he meant …”



    


  


  

    

      But before she could finish, the girl started screaming in delight. “Oh, wait, I get it!” she giggled. “You’re talking about sex!”



    


  


  

    

      Beth’s face suddenly glowed red with embarrassment and I felt warmth in mine, indicating it was doing the same.



    


  


  

    

      From there, it only got worse– at least for me.



    


  


  

    

      “Now, Mom can be your teacher for real,” Jennifer said. “You can be in her English class with me, you can be my cousin who’s living with us, we can share clothes and …”



    


  


  

    

      “Jennifer Anne!” Beth screamed. 


    


  


  

    

      *     *     *     *     *



    


  


  

    

      I mostly spent the weekend in Beth’s guest bedroom. Now, it’s Monday, they’re back in school, and I have the house to myself– finally!



    


  


  

    

      At least now I can wander around a little without dying of embarrassment because of constant reminders from my girlfriend and her daughter that I’m a teenage girl. I’m not saying that they intentionally tried to humiliate me all weekend. It’s just that they couldn’t help it. I mean, I do look like a girl and sound like a girl when I talk. That’s the reality, and they were just trying to deal with it when Beth offered to put my hair in a ponytail and Jennifer insisted her clothes would look really “cute” on me.



    


  


  

    

      But after Beth finally escorted Jennifer to her room Friday afternoon and told her to stay there until further notice, I marshaled my inner masculinity and decided that I would not surrender my manhood just because of the way I looked. I was going to hang onto it until Zelda came back in a few days and gave me my old life back. I told my girlfriend that was my plan as we moved my clothes into the guest room.



    


  


  

    

      “Okay, I’ll support you all the way,” she said. “But no matter how much of a man you remain on the inside, most of these clothes still are way too big for you. You can’t wear the pants, the shorts, or the shoes. And your waist is way too small to hold up the jockey shorts.”



    


  


  

    

      “Then I’ll just wear the tee shirts,” I replied.



    


  


  

    

      To which, Beth quickly added, “Which fit you like a dress.



    


  


  

    

      “Look, I know you don’t want to. And I know you don’t want to even think about what is or isn’t between your legs right now. But at least wear Jennifer’s panties under your dress– er, shirt– both for modesty and personal hygiene.



    


  


  

    

      “I know you don’t want to think about this either,” she added. “But with your new internal plumbing, it’s more important than ever that you keep yourself clean down there and panties will help you do that.”



    


  


  

    

      As much as I wanted to say no, I had to admit to myself that she was right. While I was waiting to be turned back into a man, I didn’t want to get dirty down there, develop an infection, and have to go see a doctor– as a girl!



    


  


  

    

      “Okay,” I agreed. “But white only.”



    


  


  

    

      Beth smiled and said, “Well, I can’t guarantee that. But I’ll see what I can do.”



    


  


  

    

      As it turned out, she couldn’t do much. That’s why I was wearing pink panties under my Rolling Stones tee shirt as I wandered around bare foot. I was trying to find something, anything, to take my mind off how alien I felt in this body, with its bouncing boobs, lower center of gravity, and those soft panties pressed against my flat crotch. Television, books, social media, nothing was sufficient to provide me a few minutes’ peace from my dilemma.



    


  


  

    

      I forced myself to work on a screenplay for a while Saturday and Sunday mornings. But mostly those few hours were exercises in frustration.



    


  


  

    

      I hadn’t slept well any of the past three nights either. This body was just as foreign to me in bed as it was when I was up and walking around. Maybe it was even more so because I constantly was reminded of the vacancy between my legs when I moved. And those legs. They should not have felt so soft and smooth and sensuous as they rubbed against one another when I shifted from side to side. They should have been hard and hairy and not even worthy of consideration. The new weight on my chest shouldn’t have been jiggling either.



    


  


  

    

      During times I did manage to doze off, I had dreams that often forced me awake in a cold sweat. In one, I was a student in Beth’s eighth grade English class. Jennifer and I wore matching dresses and sat next to each other. In another, I was a middle school cheerleader at a football game. Because I was so short, I was the one the other girls threw in the air. Other girls!?! 


    


  


  

    

      Oh, man, Zelda, I thought, please hurry and get me out of this!



    


  


  

    

      In a third– this was the worst– a boy smiled at me and I … smiled back. Ewwwww! When I woke up, it was like I had morning wood and all this being a girl stuff was just one long nightmare that finally had ended. Only when I put my hand on my crotch, all I felt was damp panties. Ewwwwww!  


    


  


  

    

      As I paced the house, like a wild animal in a cage, at least my wavy, brown hair no longer was bothering me. It was in a high ponytail. After two days of aggravation, I finally told Beth that I couldn’t take it anymore and please get it off my shoulders and out of my face.



    


  


  

    

      Oh yeah, my face. Believe it or not, I still hadn’t looked at myself in a mirror. I didn’t even know what color my eyes were. As I wandered, I caught a bit of my reflection in windows from time to time, but I refused to look at my new self directly. It was like if I did that, then I would be surrendering to this new reality. And I refused to do that.



    


  


  

    

      And, yes, I washed myself, especially my female parts and my breasts, with my eyes closed. 


    


  


  

    

      Thinking what I needed was some fresh air, I really wanted to go outside. But I didn’t dare. What if neighbors saw me? How would Beth explain who I was? 


    


  


  

    

      Even opening the front door was a risk. But finally I decided I did need that air and I rationalized that going out on the back porch wouldn’t be nearly so risky. No one passing by would see me and most people were at school or work.



    


  


  

    

      The late summer air felt so good too, even though it still was plenty warm outside. I leaned on the porch rail, closed my eyes, and took deep breathes, freeing my mind with each inhalation and exhalation for at least a few seconds.



    


  


  

    

      I wanted to stay out much longer than I did, but realized that was not a good idea. Still, it was enough to buoy my spirits.



    


  


  

    

      I even smiled when I remembered how subdued and apologetic Jennifer was when she brought thin crust pepperoni pizza to me for supper Friday night. I did love that girl, just as much as I did her mother, but in a different way, of course.



    


  


  

    

      “Ryan, I’m so sorry for the way I behaved earlier,” she said, as she set the pizza and soda on a dresser and plopped down on the bed beside me. “It was thoughtless and selfish of me and I’m sorry. I’m going to do everything I can to help you get through this until you can become a man again.



    


  


  

    

      After a long pause, she added, “It’s just that …”



    


  


  

    

      “You thought it would be even better if I was your sister instead of a father figure?” I added before she could continue.



    


  


  

    

      Now, it was her turn to blush. “Gosh, I hadn’t thought about it that way. But, yes, I guess you’re right. I’m sorry.”



    


  


  

    

      Then she hugged me. I wanted to hug her back, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it in this girly body.



    


  


  

    

      “That’s okay,” she said. “You don’t have to hug me back.”



    


  


  

    

      Of course, that was all it took. I fiercely hugged her back. Then I started crying.



    


  


  

    

      Oh gawd! I was acting like such a girl and I had been this way for just a few hours.



    


  


  

    

      “That’s okay. That’s okay,” she said, as she patted my back and then stroked my hair. “Mom and I will help you get through this.”



    


  


  

    

      I pulled away, grabbed a tissue and blew my nose.



    


  


  

    

      “Thanks, Jennifer,” I said. 


    


  


  

    

      “You’re welcome, Ryan,” she replied. “But no matter how much of a man you are on the inside, I still think you’d look really cute in some of my clothes.”



    


  


  

    

      Of course, the only recourse for that was to hit her with a pillow. She quickly retaliated and we stopped only when one of us nearly knocked over the glass of soda.



    


  


  

    

      Oh gawd again! I suddenly realized. We just had a pillow fight like two teen girls at a sleepover!



    


  


  

    

      Although she might not know the cause, Jennifer noted my sudden embarrassment. To her credit, though, she just kissed me on the cheek and said good night.



    


  


  

    

      “Things will be better soon, Ryan. I promise,” she said with a smile, as she looked back before closing the door.



    


  


  

    

      *     *     *     *     *



    


  


  

    

      But by Friday afternoon, things hadn’t improved. A full week had passed since my fairy godmother turned me into a 13-year-old girl. Also on Wednesday, Zelda sent me a text, telling me she had encountered “complications” and didn’t know how long I’d have to stay this way. 


    


  


  

    

      “It might be a week. It might be a month,” she wrote. “But hang in there, Ryan. Enjoy being a girl! Best regards, Zelda.”



    


  


  

    

      Needless to say, that infuriated me. As a man, I probably would have gone for a run or the gym to pump iron and channel the anger into something productive. But as a 13-year-old girl stuck in the house, I cried.



    


  


  

    

       And finally I admitted to myself that something would have to change for me to retain my sanity, despite my best intentions to stay in seclusion and assert my masculinity as much as possible until Zelda returned. I couldn’t stay locked in the house by myself any longer. I couldn’t keep walking around in tee shirts and panties, looking out the windows and limiting myself to a few minutes of fresh air on the back porch each day.



    


  


  

    

      As much as I hated Zelda’s advice to “enjoy being a girl,” I couldn’t argue with the logic. At some point, I realized, I had to accept this reality. I would have to pretend to be a 13-year-old girl so I could get back out into the world– at least until my fairy godmother came back.



    


  


  

    

      I just have to grow a pair and do it, I told myself, and then giggled– just like a girl.



    


  


  

    

      And with Jennifer and Beth out of school for the weekend, I decided, now was as good a time as any. We would have two full days to develop my new temporary persona. Jennifer, I was certain, would be particularly thrilled by the idea that I was ready, if not willing, to be her bestie girlfriend or maybe favorite cousin.



    


  


  

    

      Well, the first step was to see what I looked like and put on girl clothes so I went into Jennifer’s room. Since she has suggested I do so about a dozen times this past week, I doubted that she would mind.



    


  


  

    

      Yes, her room was neat and orderly, just as I expected. We were alike in that way– as well as a lot more ways now. Tee Hee. That’s why I could wear her clothes.



    


  


  

    

      But my first objective was to look at myself in the full-length mirror on the back of her bedroom door.



    


  


  

    

      OMG! My sister! I looked so much like Melissa, I couldn’t believe it. Brown hair, green eyes, terminally cute. Only I wasn’t looking at her, I realized. I was looking at myself, a girl version of myself. The face was still mine, not Melissa’s, only now it was a feminine version, complete with a softer jaw line, a more delicate nose, and larger eyes in a proportionately smaller face. 


    


  


  

    

      And that’s when I remembered. Oh, crap! Even as a young teen, Melissa had been very well endowed and, based on what I saw pressed against my CCR tee shirt, I was well on my way.



    


  


  

    

      But it’s only temporary so don’t worry about it. It’s not like you’re going to have to get fitted for a bra or have a period or anything, I silently assured myself. Now it’s time to get dressed.



    


  


  

    

      Just as I was about to search through her dresser drawers for a modest top and shorts, however, I suddenly felt the desire to look in Jennifer’s walk-in closet. I can’t explain why. I mean, I certainly wasn’t going to put on a dress. I just wanted to see what might lay ahead for me until Zelda corrected her mistake.



    


  


  

    

      For several minutes, I guess, I sorted through dresses, long, short, and in-between, formal and informal, girly and sophisticated. I also looked at the shoes Jennifer had arranged neatly below them: heels, flats, sandals, wedges, and boots. But then I saw a yellow, floral sundress and it was like I suddenly went brain dead and my body was operating on auto pilot. Hands shaking slightly, I took the dress off a hanger and lay it on the bed to admire some more. 


    


  


  

    

      No, that wouldn’t do. I picked it up and walked back to the mirror, and held the dress up in front of me the way I had seen other girls do. 


    


  


  

    

      “You should put it on,” a voice said from behind me.



    


  


  

    

      Oh, my gawd! While I was in Jennifer’s closet, pre-occupied with dresses and shoes, she and Beth had come home. And I hadn’t heard a thing.



    


  


  

    

      “Really, Ryan, you should wear it,” Jennifer said.



    


  


  “No, I can’t!” I snapped. “I’m still a man, you know.”


  Then, when I realized how ridiculous those words sounded coming out of a girl’s mouth as she looked at herself in a mirror, I added, “And besides, it’s yours. I just wanted to, you know …”


  “Yes, I know,” she giggled. “And I’m so happy right now.”


  After a pause, she came up behind me and looked over my shoulder.


  “It is pretty, isn’t it?” she asked.


  I nodded in agreement.


  “And do you know where I got it?” she asked, as she took the dress from me, unzipped the back and took it off the hangar.


  When I shook my head, she continued, “You bought it for me, silly. It was a birthday present. And every time I wear it, you tell me how good I look in it.”


  Suddenly I felt my face blush bright red. Of course, I thought, how could I have been so stupid not to realize that?


  “That’s all the more reason I can’t wear it,” I replied, as I plopped down on her bed. “I finally decided today that I had no other choice. I just came in here to get some shorts and a top to put on before you and Beth got home. I was going to surprise you. I have to start living as a girl until Zelda gets this fixed, and she says it could be a week or a month.


  “And, then, I guess, I kinda got distracted. I don’t know why really, but I wanted to look at your dresses. I’m so embarrassed right now.”


  “Don’t be, Ryan,” Jennifer said, as she sat down beside me and put the dress across her lap. “After a week of being a girl, I think you’re just doing what comes naturally.”


  “Well, whatever is going on, I’m not going to wear that dress. Knowing that I bought it for you, it would be mega-weird.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “And the only ones who would know are you, me, and Mom, and I’m sure she would be cool with it. She’s been really worried, afraid that you’re getting really depressed and stuff,” Jennifer said, putting the dress on my lap.


  I didn’t give it back.


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


  “Uh, this being a girl stuff is kinda new to me,” I grinned. “Maybe something without heels.”


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


  She stepped into her closet and quickly returned with a pair of black shoes. Looking at them, I realized she often wore them with this dress too.


  Oh, God! I was going to wear her dress I had bought her and the shoes that matched?


  Her panties! Don’t forget you’re wearing her panties too! a perverse little voice in my head said.


  “But this dress doesn’t have any sleeves and won’t I have to like wear a bra or something?” I said, as I examined the dress.


  A bra!?! I’m talking about wearing a bra? I silently screamed at myself. I can’t believe I said that.


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


  “No, you won’t Ryan,” she said. “It has some built-in support for your girls. Now, get out of that tee shirt.”


  “But I don’t have anything on but panties underneath,” I protested.


  “We’re all girls here,” Jennifer giggled, as she headed into her closet. “Get used to it.”


  “How do I put on a dress?” I asked, as I pulled off the shirt and studiously avoided looking at my breasts, which I’m sure were firm and perky. Since I was just 13, they sorta had to be. I wondered how big my nipples were.


  Oh gawd!


  “Well, duh,” I heard her say from inside the closet. “You step into it, silly, and then I’ll zip you up.”


  As I pulled it up and placed the tiny straps on my shoulders, Jennifer came out of the closet with a mini dress in light gingham blue. “You’ll look good in this one too,” she said.


  Oh, Lord, what have I gotten into? I scolded myself.


  “Please, just one dress at a time, okay?” I replied.


  “Yeah, sorry,” Jennifer smiled. “I’m just so excited that you’ve finally embraced who you are now.”


  “Well, I wouldn’t say that,” I replied, as I looked down at the dress. “It’s more or less like I’ve accepted the inevitable. I decided that being a girl, no matter how awkward and embarrassing it’s going to be, is better, than spending another day stuck inside the house, wearing nothing but a tee shirt.”


  “And my panties,” Jennifer giggled.


  “And your panties,” I agreed.


  “Now you can get some of your own,” she added quickly, as she zipped me up. “Maybe a bra too.”


  Before I knew it, she also had taken down my ponytail.


  “It’s time for a change in hairstyle,” she said, as I felt her doing something on the back of my head.


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


  “OMG! I’m cute!” I squealed.


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


  “Well, what did you expect, Ryan?” Jennifer giggled.


  “Yeah, but little more than a week ago, I was a 35-year-old man with a five-o’clock shadow who weighed 180 pounds. And now I’m … I’m … this!”


  “God bless fairy godmothers,” Jennifer said, as she kissed me on the cheek from over my shoulder. “Let’s go show Mom. She has some interesting stuff to tell you too.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Well, don’t you look …” Beth began.


  “Don’t say it!” I quickly interrupted, as we walked into the living room. “Don’t say I’m adorable or cute. Please!”


  “Well, look who is having her period after only a week of being a girl,” she laughed as she looked down and I saw her blue eyes twinkling in amusement.


  Oh, God, I suddenly panicked. I hope not!


  That was beside the point. Stepping into Jennifer’s room, it was like I suddenly had been infected with the girly virus. And then when she joined me and we were talking about dresses and shoes, and bras and she put my hair in a “messy bun,” the illness accelerated. With her contagious enthusiasm, the damned child really did have me embracing my involuntary girlhood, instead of just accepting it.


  But as I came down the steps in the dress, feeling its hem swish against my bare legs, watching my tiny feet navigate in those dainty shoes, and feeling my boobies bounce under the dress, despite its built-in support, my inner Ryan suddenly rebelled and regained at least a little of his masculinity.


  “I’m sorry, Beth,” I said. “It’s just that this all is a bit much, ya know?”


  Beth laughed again. “Yeah, I know. We haven’t talked much this past week. But when we did, I realized your speech was changing, becoming more like Jenny’s. You probably didn’t even recognize it, and I certainly didn’t want to bring it up. I have no idea why it was happening either.


  “But I heard you say ‘ya know’ at least a dozen times, and that’s something I never heard you say when you were a man.”


  She looked me up and down like a drill sergeant appraising a new recruit. But instead of yelling in my face, she leaned down and kissed me on the forehead.


  “Also, you’ve been saying ‘kinda’ and ‘sorta’ and even ‘cuz’ a few times. Honestly, I’ve been expecting to hear ‘totes’ any day now,” she added.


  “And now you’re wearing that cute dress you bought Jennifer and her shoes. So, yes, I know. I know how difficult this must be for you so I promise not to call you ‘cute’ or ‘adorable’ again.”


  “Even though you are,” Jennifer interjected with a delighted giggled.


  “Even though he is,” Beth said to her daughter.


  “We can’t keep calling him ‘he’ either,” Jenny said, as she took my hand and sat down on the sofa, pulling me with her.


  “Hey, I’m right here. Stop talking about me in the third person,” I said, realizing that I sounded exactly like a petulant teen girl.


  Oh gawd!


  “But Jennifer is correct,” Beth said, as she perched on the arm of the sofa and crossed her long, slender legs, legs that once caused me to salivate when I saw them or even thought about them.


  Now … they were just legs. Drat! But that was a pretty blue dress she was wearing.


  Oh gawd! I was trying my best to tread water in this ocean of femininity, but I feared soon it would pull me completely under.


  “We can’t keep calling you ‘Ryan’ either,” Beth continued. “How do you like the name ‘Christine’?”


  “Oooh, Crissy! I love it!” Jennifer squealed, as she hugged me tightly. “Crissy and Jenny, besties!”


  “Hey, why don’t I get a choice?” I blurted without thinking about it.


  “Okay, what would you like to be called, young lady?” Beth asked with a wicked smile on her face.


  The bitch! She knew me too well. She knew I was not likely to admit that I wanted to be called by any girl’s name so I would default to her choice.


  And I did.


  “But why Christine?” I asked, idly thinking that I also liked the white tank top and orange, pleated skirt that Jenny had worn to school that day.


  You’ve lost the battle. Just go with the flow, I told myself. But you’ll win the war when Zelda changes you back.


  “Well, I always wanted a second daughter and that was the name I planned for her,” Beth said. “And since it doesn’t look like that’s ever going to happen, I thought why not?”


  As we sat there in a silence for a moment, Beth stroked my hair. Then Jennifer got up and hugged her Mom.


  “Sure, why not?” I blurted out, trying to lighten the mood before all three of us were crying. “But don’t call me ‘Crissy.’ That’s just way too girly.”


  “Okay with me,” Beth replied. “How about you, Jennifer?”


  Jennifer giggled and said, “I can’t guarantee anything.”


  Oh, great, I thought. I know what that means. I’m Crissy now.


   Picking up on the momentum shift in her favor, Beth added, “Also I needed a name right away this morning as I got started on the paperwork.”


  “What paperwork?” I asked, dreading what I knew would be the answer.


  “The paperwork that says you’re my niece and will be starting school Monday, while your father relocates to California before sending for you,” she replied.


  Jenny squealed in delight.


  “Oh, Mommy, I love it,” she bubbled. “Can we be in your English class together.”


  “Christine will be in all of your classes,” Beth said. “That will make it easier to you to help her fit in.”


  “Oh, Crissy! We’re going to have so much fun,” Jennifer shrieked, as she re-directed her affections toward me, pulling me to my feet and giving me a full frontal hug, her breast buds and my blossoming boobs pressed firmly against each other.


  Well, it looks like I will be getting a bra after all, I silently acknowledged. I wonder what size I am.


  No, I don’t!


  I loved the hug. It made me feel safe and loved and appreciated. And for a moment I loved the plan. Then cold reality intervened.


  “I can’t go to school as a 13-year-old girl!” I cried, as I pulled back and stepped away from the smothering dose of female hormones and girly affection that almost had drawn me into total surrender.


  “Dressing like and pretending to be a girl for awhile is one thing,” I said. “Going to school as one is too much. Uh, uh, I won’t do that. I can’t do that. Yeah, I’ll be Christine, your niece. I’ll even be Crissy if I have to. But that’s it.”


  Beth shook her head and said, “I’m sorry, sweetie, but things have gone way past that. Carol, our next door neighbor, has seen you a couple of times on the back porch, so she knows you are here.


  “Maybe others who live behind us or on the other side have as well,” she continued. “The bottom line is that a 13-year-old girl has to be in school. It’s the law.


  “If we don’t do this, who knows what might happen. Family Services might come here unannounced, take you away, and put you in foster care.”


  A cold chill ran down my spine. I collapsed back onto the sofa. Even though I didn’t want to accept it, I knew Beth was correct.               


  Jenny took my hand in both of hers and said, “I’ll help you, Crissy. I promise. It really won’t be so bad. Being an eighth-grade girl is fun. You’ll see.”


  “And there’s something else,” Beth added, as she sat down on the other side of me and put her arm around my bare shoulders.


  “Look at it as a trial run, something to give you practice at being a girl before Monday.”


  “What’s that?” I asked crossing my arms under my breasts. “A beauty contest? A dance recital? A cheerleader competition?”


  Beth laughed and Jenny said, “Oh, Crissy, you’re so funny.”


  “No, it’s not any of those, you big silly! We’re going to a pool party tomorrow afternoon at Carol’s house!


  “And I have just the swimsuit for you to wear,” she giggled. “It will look ador … darling on you!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  After Friday’s disturbing revelation about the fate that awaited me for the next week– and who knew who much longer– to say I didn’t sleep well would be an extreme understatement. Of the cringe-worthy dreams that I could remember, the worst was me wearing that yellow dress to school as an eighth grade girl, with everyone pointing and laughing at me because they knew I really was a man. Even Beth and Jennifer were making fun of me.


  Meanwhile, back in the real world, Jennifer burst into my room about 9 a.m., squealing and giggling with excitement. She was wearing shorty pajamas with Winnie the Poo on the shirt.


  “Oh, Crissy, we’re going to have so much fun today!” she said as pulled the bed covers off and bounced down beside me.


  Suddenly, she frowned and added, “Oh, you didn’t wear the PJs I gave you last night.”


  “No, I didn’t,” I replied as I turned on my side, away from her. “They’re purple with unicorns on them. And my name is Christine.”


  Oblivious to my rejection, she said, “Oh, you’ll like them once you get used to being a girl,” she said. “Now come on and have breakfast with me.”


  “I’m sorry, Jennifer,” I said. “But I’m not going to do this. Putting on that dress …  Pretending to be your cousin … Agreeing to go to this pool party today …  It was all a mistake. I’m not going to do it.”


  “Oh, yes, you are, young missy!”


  Oh, crap! I didn’t hear Beth come in, but now I heard her voice, as she sat down beside Jennifer.


  “This bed isn’t big enough for three people,” I pouted.


  “Oh, grow a pair!” Beth replied, prompting spasms of giggles from Jennifer.


  Despite my renewed determination to stay angry, to not comply, and to remain in seclusion until Zelda turned me back, I giggled too. Dammit! That was funny.


  “Stop that, Beth!” I snapped, more angry at myself now than her.


  Realizing from my giggle that she had me now, she said, “That’s Aunt Beth to you, young missy.”


  Then she slapped me on my now feminine butt. “Now get up and join us for breakfast.”


  When I didn’t reply, she added, “Look I understand how difficult this is for you. I really do. And Jenny and I want help you adjust to this awkward situation as much as we can.


  “Don’t we, Jennifer?”


  “Oh, yes, Mommy!” her daughter giggled. Again! Damn that girl!


  “I thought of something, a way of looking at things, that will make this transition easier for you,” Beth said, the tone of her voice clearly more serious now.


  However I felt at the moment, I knew I could trust Beth and that she had my best interests at heart. “What is it?” I asked.


  “Put on these clothes and come downstairs and we’ll talk,” she said.


  “But they’re girls’ clothes,” I protested.


  “Of course, they are. You’re a girl, and I promise I can tell you something that can help you deal with that. This is your starter set of girls’ clothes, so to speak,” she replied. “Now, come on, Jen, let’s give your cousin some privacy so she can get dressed.”


  So … I did it. And a few minutes later, I was downstairs, wearing a cropped white tank top and denim shorts. As I sat down in front of a bowl of Cap’n Crunch and a glass of orange juice, Jenny said, “Oh, that just won’t do!”


  And before I could ask what she was talking about, she was beside me, slipping a pink headband around my face, up on my forehead, and behind my ears.


  “There. That’s better,” she said with a smile.


  I always knew the girl was an unflappable force of nature to be reckoned with, and, when I was a man, I liked that about her. But now that I was her “peer,” I wasn’t so sure.


  Still, she was right about the headband. It was better. I could eat my cereal without spooning hair in my mouth.


  “So … what’s your big secret to help me accept being a 13-year-old girl?” I asked after taking a drink of orange juice.


  “I’m surprised you didn’t think of it,” Beth replied with a smile. “But being just a school girl now, with a pretty short attention span and all, I guess you forgot who you used to be.”


  And who I used to be was an actor. Of course! Why didn’t I think of that?


  “This is your ultimate role, one in which you must immerse yourself totally into your character,” Beth said. “And that’s not just BS. It’s true. You can remember and remain the man you really are on the inside, but at the same time be the girl you appear to be, and we will be your supporting cast, with me as your aunt and Jennifer as your favorite cousin.”


  “For sure!” Jenny chimed in. “Ooooh, I love it!”


  “That’s the way to look at it, Ryan. Don’t you think?” Beth concluded.


  I looked at both of them for a long moment, thinking about my girlfriend’s argument. As much as anything, I felt embarrassment that I hadn’t thought of this. It was so obvious.


  But then again, I wasn’t a male actor/writer anymore. I was a 13-year-old girl. Tee Hee.


  OMG, did I just giggle? I thought. Well, of course I did. I’m a girl now!


  “I guess that giggle means you agree,” Beth said with a broad smile.


  “Yes, Aunt Beth, it does,” I replied.


  “Oh, goody!” Jenny squealed.


  Of course, we needed a back story.


  As we sat around the kitchen table, Beth started, “You’re my divorced brother Carl’s daughter. You’re staying with us for at least the first semester while he relocates to California. You’re 13 years old. And your name is Christine Wallace.”


  “Oh, Mom, she needs a middle name too,” Jennifer added. “And I know just the one! Her name is Christine Elizabeth Wallace! She was named for you!”


  “You okay with that?” Beth asked me with a grin.


  “In for a penny, in for a pound,” I replied with a shrug.


  “Oh, and you need favorite colors and food and music,” Jennifer continued, now on an unstoppable roll. “And do you have a pet? A boyfriend? No, you shouldn’t have a boyfriend. You’re too young. But it’s okay to like boys. Do you like boys?


  “What’s your favorite color? Ohhh … I already said that.”


  Still, as convinced as I was that this was the best plan of action and despite a well planned back story, I wanted to hide once more when I saw the swimsuit that Jennifer had chosen for me.


  “It’s a tankini and you’ll look adorable in it,” she squealed.


  “But it’s pink!” I squealed right back. “And it has ruffles!”


  “Of course, it does, Crissy,” Beth said, as she put her arm around my shoulder and led me to the full-length mirror. “It’s for a girl. And you’re a girl. See?


  “Now, off with those clothes, and put this on. Okay? Jennifer is right. You will look adorable in it. And remember, that’s the character you are playing, a young, teenage girl.”


  “Okay, but you have to leave the room,” I said.


  “Oh, Crissy, we’re all girls here,” Jenny giggled, as she joined us in front of the mirror and put her arm around my waist. “See?”


  With surrendering to superior force becoming easier and easier for me, I pulled off the crop top, keeping my eyes closed.


  Then my favorite cousin just couldn’t resist adding, “Oh, you have such pretty boobies. I wish mine were as big as that!”


  When I looked at Aunt Beth for help, she added with a broad grin, “Well, you do.”


  Then she helped me snug the pink tankini top down over those pretty boobies, with the ruffle hanging just below, stopping just above my belly button.


  “This is a little more modest than a regular bikini,” she added.


  “You could have fooled me,” I replied, working up the courage to peel down my shorts and panties and put on the stretchy, tiny pink bottom that would constantly remind me of what now was missing between my legs.


  After I did, I stared with mouth open at the coltish young girl who looked back at me.


  OMG, I realized. I am cute! And adorable!


  At least I got to put the shorts back on over the swimsuit bottom before we headed next door to Carol’s pool party.


  Carol and her husband had a daughter, Leslie, who was a year younger than Jenny and me. She also had– how could I not have remembered before now!– two sons, Ethan and Jason, who were 14 and 15.


  I soo did not want teenage boys sniffing around me right now. Until I settled a little deeper into my character, just being around other females was stressful enough.


  “So, you’re the new girl,” Ethan said with a grin. “Cute swimsuit.”


  “Uh, thanks,” I said, looking away, certain that a red face revealed my embarrassment.


  “Yeah, you’ve got a rockin’ bod– for a 13-year-old!” Jason added, before the two cretins broke into uproarious laughter and then leaped into the pool, drenching me and my pink tankini.


  “I’m so sorry,” Leslie said, as she handed me a towel. “Boys that age are assholes, and especially my brothers.”


  I managed to avoid them for the rest of the afternoon, choosing to stay close to Aunt Beth and practice spinning my back story. Jenny alternated between chatting with us and splashing with Leslie in the shallow end of the pool.


  As we walked home later, Aunt Beth said, “I forgot how boys can be at that age,” she said. “I’m sorry if they embarrassed you.”


  “That’s okay. I didn’t forget,” I replied with a smile. “I have personal experience, ya know?”


  “Oh, do you?” she smiled. “And I see you’re still working on your speech too. That’s good.”


  “Totes!” Jenny said with a grin.


  “Obvs!” I added. “If I’m gonna walk the walk, I gotta talk the talk.”


  “Don’t worry,” Aunt Beth said, as she pulled me against her and we walked together. “With what Jennifer and I have planned for you tomorrow, you’ll be in full girl mode come Monday.”


  “Totes!” Jenny shrieked with glee.


  *     *     *     *     *


  I was wearing the yellow dress again. Only this time I wasn’t having a nightmare. It was late Sunday morning, and Aunt Beth, Jennifer, and I were having a girls’ day at the mall.


  A yellow headband and strappy sandals completed my look as per Jennifer’s instructions. She also insisted that I sling a small denim bag on my shoulder. “Girls carry purses,” she said. “You want to look authentic, don’t you?”


  Girls. Girls. Girls. We had been talking about girl stuff since before breakfast, when Jennifer dragged me out of my room and into hers to get dressed for our big adventure.


  “Now that we’re officially cousins, you really should move in with me,” she said, as she closed the door. “That would be better. Then I could teach you stuff faster.”


  “We’re going fast enough,” I said, as I sat down on the bed in my tee shirt and panties.


  “I think you should wear the yellow dress,” she said, not acknowledging my response. “You looked really good in it, remember?”


  When I didn’t respond, she prodded me. “Remember?” she asked again and smiled. “Remember what you called yourself?”


  “Yes, I remember,” I said finally, admitting defeat.


  “I said I was cute.”


  “That’s my girl,” Jennifer said, as she started to pull a pair of pastel blue panties up under her shorty nightgown.


  Quickly I looked away. I didn’t need to see that!


  “Get used to it, BAE,” she giggled. “Girls get dressed and undressed in front of each other all the time. They wear each other’s clothes and shoes. They help each other get dressed.


  “And, don’t forget, we’re gonna be trying on clothes together today in the dressing room, and Mom’s probably gonna be with us some of the time.”


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


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


  Then she backed away and walked over to her closet.


  “And in case you’re wondering, I’m just a 32A, not as big as you,” she said.


  “I wasn’t wondering,” I said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh gawd! I threw just like a girl too!


   Damn this child! I had been righteously pissed when she had dragged me out of my room, and now she had me being as silly as she was.


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


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


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


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


  “Now let’s get a little makeup on you and then go shopping! And never fear, if you need some help, you’re cousin’s here.”


  Later inside the mall, Beth said, “We can buy most of your bras and panties at Nordstrom’s or Target. But for your bra fitting, I think we should go to …”


  “Victoria’s Secret!” Jenny screamed with glee. “Can I get a bra there too, Mom?”


  “Sure, sweetie,” Beth laughed, “but before we do that … 


  “We’ll start with something easy,” she added, as she took my hand and led us to a store called “Claire’s.”


  Inside the store, as we waited for a clerk to help us, I hissed, “But I don’t want pierced ears! What happens if they’re still pierced when I become a man again?”


  “Then you can be a pirate!” Jenny giggled.


  “Christine, all girls your age have their ears pierced,” Beth explained. “This is a role you’re portraying, right? You’re a 13-year-old girl. You need to do this.”


  “Okay, Aunt Beth,” I said solemnly. “Then can I get skull earrings?”


  I grinned wickedly at their shock and surprise.


  “I’ll get you for that, cuz!” Jenny said, as she lightly punched my bare shoulder.


  “Not on your best day, cuz!” I replied as a young woman approached with what looked to be a blue plastic gun.


  Then with gold studs in my ears, it was on to Victoria’s Secret.


  “What size bra do you wear?” a woman asked me.


  “Uh,” I said.


  “She was a 34A,” Mom added hastily. “But I think she’s bigger than that now.


  I gave her a look that said, “Really?” and she smiled.


  After the four of us moved to a dressing room, the woman pulled a measuring tape from her pocket.


  As I stared at my reflection in the mirror, I watched the woman wrap the tape around my torso, just under my melons. Tee Hee.


  “My, they’re nice and perky,” she said. “And you’re so cute, I’ll bet you’re a cheerleader.”


  “She’s planning to be!” Jennifer and Mom said at the same time and then laughed.


  And Jenny winked at me, as if to say, “Gotcha!”


  “Okay, now I’m going to wrap the tape around the fullest part of your bust,” the woman said. “And then we can figure out your cup size.”


  Even under my dress, the tape tickled my nipples and, despite myself, I giggled. Then I put my hands over my breasts to stop the tingling after she removed the tape. That felt so good, I might have done more if Aunt Beth hadn’t looked at me disapprovingly and shook her head.


  Jennifer giggled again.


  Oblivious to what had just happened, the woman said, “Well, it’s a good thing we measured. You’re not a 34A anymore. You’re a 34B. Congratulations.”


  Girls get congratulated when their boobs grow? Who knew? It seemed silly to me. Still, the compliment made me feel good. I couldn’t help myself.


  My hands on them felt good too, I realized, as I said, “Thank you.”


  Suddenly, I had a whole new appreciation for this part of my new female anatomy. I didn’t think of them as just inconveniences anymore. They were … love bags!


  Tee. Hee.


  Ooooh, that’s so naughty, I thought. Too naughty for a 13-year-old girl.


  Still, I couldn’t help myself. I giggled again.


  “I swear, Crissy, you’re starting to giggle as much as Jennifer does,” Aunt Beth said, before turning to the clerk.              


  “Can you bring us a selection of bras that you think she might like?” she asked.


  “Certainly,” the woman said. “I’ll be right back. We should have quite a few in our Pink line that she will like.”


  During the next 30 minutes, I discovered more about bras than I had learned in 35 years as a man. Pushup bras were especially popular with girls like me, it seemed. I also modeled sports bras, lace halter bras, strapless bras, and bralettes. Of course, I had to take off my dress to do it, but we were all girls there so what did it matter?


  “We” finally decided on two, including a white floral “Wear Everywhere” pushup that I could wear under the dress.


  With my dress back on, I started to follow the others out of the dressing room. But then I paused to look at myself in the mirror one more time. I smiled and shook my head in disbelief, brown hair swishing across bare shoulders. And just to assure myself that all this was real, I squeezed my 34B boobs with my small hands. They were a handful, I thought idly, and, yes, this was real.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Next stop was the So Sweet Boutique to buy Jennifer a formal dress for the fall dance.


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


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


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


  The hem of my skirt brushing against my bare legs was both irritating and arousing. The push-up bra didn’t do much to keep my boobs from bouncing. And the hair! Why hadn’t I asked Jennifer to put it in a high pony, so that it wouldn’t make my bare shoulders itch. And why had I let those two put gold studs in my ears!?! Yes, they were small. But they felt enormous.


  Thank God I was wearing sandals instead of heels so I wasn’t constantly in fear of falling on my face. But they also made me another inch or two shorter than Jennifer now cuz she was wearing something called “wedges.”


  And then there was that damned purse. I had to walk with my thumb on the strap to keep it from bouncing off my hip– just like a girl!


  OMG, I’m having a panic attack!


  It’s just a role. It’s just a role. You can do this. You can do this, I told myself, as I watched Aunt Beth and Jenny pick out dresses for her to try on.


  Eventually, it worked.


  But now I had another dilemma. What was the proper protocol for a girl who was asked her opinion of a dress by another girl?


  As Jennifer modeled, I decided to say as little as possible, speaking only when spoken to and always being positive. Also, remembering some of Jennifer’s shared wisdom, I nodded my head and smiled a lot. The strategy seemed to work as the day dragged on and on and on …


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


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


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


  As it turned out, though, the dress did look great on Jennifer.


  It was a lavender confection of some kind, with a sweetheart neckline, a sequined bodice and short, ruffled skirt.


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


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


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


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


  She smiled innocently as me. The little bitch!


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


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


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


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


  “You were looking pretty bored out there,” she continued. “So I decided to get you involved. Every girl wants a chance to wear a pretty party dress, you know. I didn’t think you’d want to miss the opportunity.”


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


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


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


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


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


  “You’ve been avoiding this,” Jennifer said as she stepped behind me, unsnapped my bra, and removed it. “For at least right now, this is your body. Get used to it.”


  Instinctively, I put my hands over my breasts.


  We both stood there silently for a moment.


  “Crissy, open your eyes,” she finally said. “You never look at your boobs. You didn’t at home. You didn’t at Victoria’s Secret.”


  After a long pause, she added, “But you did like the feel of them, didn’t you? I saw that too. That’s okay, girl. Touching them does feel good. That’s natural.


  “And you shouldn’t be afraid to look at them either,” she added, as she gently moved my hands from my chest.


   “Get used to them, girlfriend. You’re gonna be seeing a lot of them. It’s unavoidable.”


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh, no! Never! No way! I told myself. I’m an actor and this is my role. I’m just immersing myself in the part to do the best job I can. When I change back, I’ll be the same man as ever.


  *      *     *     *     *


  “OMG, Jennifer, not more shopping!” I exclaimed as Aunt Beth drove us home on Friday afternoon, following my first week of school at a 13-year-old girl.


  I hadn’t been feeling well for the past day or two, but didn’t say anything. I’d just passed off the achiness and occasional headaches as the stress associated with this 24/7 acting job. Still, I was looking forward to just going home, slipping out of my dress and bra and into some yoga pants and a baggy tee.


  “Hey, we’re celebrating,” she replied with a smile. “You did a great job of pretending to be a girl, Crissy!”


  “Yes, you did,” Aunt Beth added, as she looked at me in the rearview mirror. “Monday was a little dicey, when you were saying things like ‘literary masterpiece’ and ‘antithetical to Shakespeare’s original intent’ in my English class. But by Wednesday, you were just one of the girls, saying things like ‘Gucci’ and ‘salty’ and ‘lit.’


  “And although I’m not supposed to tell you, Bruce Randolph thinks you are ‘snatched.’ I think that means hot.”


  Jenny squealed in delight. “Yes, he likes you,” she said. “Lisa Adams told me that. Tucker Bolling likes you too, and he’s even better looking!”


  “I’m so excited,” I said sarcastically, temporarily forgetting my physical discomfort. “But you really think I did a good job of acting like a girl?”


  “The best, BAE!” Jennifer confirmed. “Things could have been a little embarrassing that first day, when you almost walked into the boys’ bathroom. And you really should have kept your opinion to yourself when John told those other boys that Keith what’s-his-name was the best first baseman in history.


  “Well, he’s not,” I interrupted.


  Aunt Beth laughed and said, “But you are not supposed to know that.”


  “That’s right, Crissy,” Jennifer continued. “When you’re a girl, it doesn’t matter who was the best first baseman and it doesn’t matter what stupid boys say about sports. You’re a girl, remember, and you should stick to girl stuff.”


  “But overall, we’ll give you a B+ or maybe even an A-, right, Jennifer?” Aunt Beth asked.


  “Right!” she replied as we pulled into the Goodwill store parking lot– for the third time this week.


  It was one of Jenny’s favorite places to shop, and, as much as I hate to admit it, now it was one of my favs as well. I’d already picked up some really cute shorts, skirts, and tops on previous trips.  


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


  It was a bit crowded in there, but it was so much fun! And having bare boobies didn’t bother me anymore! Jenny had seen so great at helping me with that and so many other things.


  “Look at you. You’re a natural,” Jennifer smiled, as she took off a denim dress that tied at the neck and I wiggled into a cute, pleated orange mini-skirt.


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


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


  “So you knew what needed to be done to help me,” I finished for her.


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


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


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


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


  “I didn’t really like it. I was just acting,” I smiled.


  “But thank you so much for buying so many pretty things for me, Aunt Beth.”


  “You’re welcome,” she said with a wink. “You’re my favorite niece.”             


  Jennifer then told me she had found a cute, gathered crop top with a scooped neckline just like one she already had. She pulled it out of one of her bags and tossed it to me.


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


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


  No. Tee. Hee. I acted like I loved it.


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


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


  And that’s when playing a role as my girlfriend’s niece went from fun to not so much.


  We pounded down the steps like a couple of elephants, still giggling and giddy from our photo session. Suddenly that seemed to re-awaken the achiness and I even experienced a pain in my tummy.


  As if general discomfort wasn’t enough, I grew light-headed and feared I would pass out when we saw who rang the doorbell. OMG! It was Ben, my best male friend and a fellow teacher with Beth. We played softball together.


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


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


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


  He nodded and smiled broadly.


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


  Oh, just shoot me now. The fun and pleasure that I’d experienced playing a role as a school girl for the past week was forgotten. I hated wearing a bra and panties. I wanted nothing more than to be a man again, to be 6-2 and standing there in a tee shirt, biceps bulging, and tell Ben to hit the road. I wanted to tell him that Beth was my girlfriend, my lover.


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


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


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


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


  Of course, none of that was true.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “In all honesty, Christine, that’s what you should be doing,” Jennifer said. “You’re a girl right now.”


  “Yeah, but this was so not in the script,” I said as I blew into another tissue and struggled to regain control. “I’ve had it with this acting like a girl crap. Where the Hell is Zelda and why hasn’t she changed me back after two weeks?”


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


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


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


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


  “Eating ice cream is what girls do when they get upset,” I sniffed. “I don’t feel like acting like a girl right now.”


  “That’s right, Crissy,” she replied, making certain I knew that she knew that I didn’t like being called that. “But whatever or whoever you do feel like, we’re still all girls here. And ice cream will help. I promise. Maybe it’s the girly hormones or something.”


  The doorbell rang, announcing arrival of the pizza.


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


  Suddenly I heard my bedroom door open.


  “You sleeping?” she asked.


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


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


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


  She sat down on my bed and said, “You thought Ben was cute.”


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


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


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


  I turned to face her.


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


  “She’s your aunt right now. That is in the script,” Jennifer said with a smile, as she tapped me on the nose. “Also, for the moment, she’s single. And single women date single men. It doesn’t mean they’re gonna get married.”


  When I didn’t reply, she continued, “And right now, at this moment, you’re a girl who is growing into a woman. You might be a man tomorrow. But right now, you’re all girl, and girls like boys. It’s okay.”


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


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


  “A very old soul,” I said.


  “Yes, a very old soul,” she grinned, as I felt the bed bounce and then her butt slam into mine. “Now, will you please stop talking so we can get some sleep?”


  “Room invader,” I said. “I’d hit you with a pillow if I had the energy.”


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


  “Night, Jennifer,” I said.


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


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Since when have you been drinking coffee?” Aunt Beth said when she walked into the kitchen and saw me slumped over the table with a cup in my hand.


  “Since like forever,” I snapped, as I raised my head and pushed hair out of my eyes. “I used to be a guy who liked coffee, remember?


  Instead of responding, she poured herself a cup from the Keurig and sat down across from me.


  “And it tastes like crap too,” I continued, “even though I put like a gazillion spoons of sugar in it.”


  “Then why drink it?” she asked.


  “Cuz I feel like crap,” I said, as I took another sip and made a sour face.


  As her eyes grew wide in surprise, Aunt Beth replied, “Oh, my God. I recognize that tone, that attitude. You’re so much like Jennifer it’s scary. You’re having your period, aren’t you?”


  “Guys don’t have periods,” I said.


  “But you’re not a guy,” she countered. “At least right now, you’re not.”


  “I’m just acting like a girl, remember?” I said sarcastically. “I’m not really a girl. You told me that I just needed to think of this as an acting role and everything would be okay.”


  Without warning, then, my lower lip began to quiver and I sobbed, “But it’s not. It’s so not.”


  Aunt Beth reached across the table to take my hand. I pulled away.


  Ignoring my rejection, she said, “What I said is that this is your ultimate role, one in which you must immerse yourself totally into your character and that would help you cope. But I never said that you weren’t a biological girl, which you certainly are. And girls have periods. Period.”


  “But I’m like still a man on the inside!” I squealed. “And I was still a man yesterday when I came down the steps looking cute and adorable and found out you were going on a date with my best friend!”


  “Oh, Crissy … Christine … Ryan, it wasn’t a date. We’re just friends and colleagues, and we had dinner together. I told him you’re in Europe on business.”


  “So, you didn’t like kiss him or anything?” I asked, as I wiped my runny nose with the back of my hand.


  “No, sweetie, I didn’t,” she said. “We were just two friends socializing a little bit.”


  “I guess I’m sorry then,” I said.


  “You guess?” Aunt Beth chuckled. “Well, I guess that’s better than not being sorry at all.”


  “We don’t talk together like two adults anymore,” I said. “And I was okay with that because I was, ya know, supposed to be acting like a girl. But then I saw Ben with you and I was feeling all crabby anyway and then, in like the middle of the night, it was like someone slaughtered a chicken in my bed.”


  Aunt Beth laughed and that made me feel a little better too.


  “Oh, Crissy,” she said. “You’re too much. But I understand what you’re saying.”


  “Listen, you should go out with Ben and even other guys if you want to while I’m like this,” I said. “It isn’t fair for you not to have a social life because of what happened to me. And we still don’t know if there ever will be a way back for me from this. This is the adult me talking now. Okay?”


  “Okay, I’ll think about,” she replied, and then quickly changed the subject.


  “I’m guessing Jennifer helped you clean up and showed you how to take care of things … down there.”


  “Yeah, and she made sure I had clean panties and a fresh liner this morning before she went in to take a shower and I came down here,” I said.


  “She’s gonna show me about Tampons later. I can hardly wait.”


   “Now you literally do know how the other half lives,” Aunt Beth said. “How about I make you some blueberry pancakes? That always makes Jennifer feel better.”


  “Pancakes aren’t gonna make me a man again,” I replied. “But, yes, that sounds good.”


  As Aunt Beth pulled ingredients from the cabinets and set out dishes, I added, “Jennifer wants me to move into her bedroom and sleep in her bed. She won’t leave me alone about it.”


  “And?” Aunt Beth responded. “What’s wrong with that?


  “What’s wrong with that!” I screamed, going zero to 100 on the freakout meter, just like– a girl on her period.


   “What’s wrong with that is that I used to sleep in your bed. We had sex. And now it’s okay for me to share a bed with your daughter? That’s just sick!”


  Beth chuckled. “Methinks thou dost protest too much,” she said.


  “Don’t go all Ms Wallace, the English teacher, on me now. That is so cringeworthy,” I snapped. “I come to you for help and you go all Shakespeare on me? That is totes unfair!”


  Aunt Beth just smiled and added, “How about I put some chocolate syrup on those pancakes instead of maple? That might help too.”


  But she was right, and I knew it. At least the reasonable adult hiding inside me did. The emotional girl that I was for all the world to see? Not so much. And right now, she definitely was in control, mostly courtesy of my menstruation cycle.


  “You’re right about protesting too much, I guess,” I admitted. “This Ryan versus Crissy thing is a constant battle for me, ya know?”


  “I know, sweetie,” she replied.


  “Now, let me ask you something,” Beth continued. “Did you have a penis when you slept with me?”


  “Ooooh, Aunt Beth, how could you ask me such a thing?” I giggled, suddenly feeling naughty, instead of crabby. I think I might have blushed too.


  Then, I decided to, ya know, just go with the flow. And, no, not that kind of flow! Yucko!


  “Course I did,” I said with a wicked smile. “And it was pretty dope, don’t ya remember?”


  Tee. Hee. I think I might have made Aunt Beth blush too.


  “Crissy, dear, pay attention here,” she replied. “Yes, it was pretty dope, but that’s not the point.


  “Do you have a penis now?”


  “Course not,” I said.


  “What do you have, Crissy?” she asked.


  Feeling my face burn crimson, I softly replied, “I have … er … I have a vagina, Aunt Beth,” I said. “You know that. And right now, it’s like a really angry one.”


  Fighting back a smile, she replied, “And are you sexually attracted to Jennifer the way you were to me when you were a man?”


  “Course not cuz I’m a girl and she’s a girl,” I said forcefully. “I mean I usta be a guy, ya know? And deep down inside, I still am sometimes, although not so much anymore. But when I’m with Jennifer, we’re like besties!”


  “There you go,” she smiled. “I also think you should move into Jennifer’s room. This is a whole different reality than when you and I were boyfriend and girlfriend, sweetie. In this version, you’re my niece and Jennifer’s cousin. And cousins who are BFFs definitely should share a bedroom.”


  “Then everything is Gucci?” I asked?


  “Everything is Gucci,” Aunt Beth replied. “And Ryan, this definitely is your best acting job ever. If I didn’t know you used to be a man, I’d never suspect it in a million years.


  “You’re performance definitely is on fleek.”


  Aunt Beth using teenage slang made me giggle. But, like me, she was around it all day. And she wasn’t just some Karen either. She was fam. 


  *     *     *     *     *


  That night in her– our– room, Jenny bumped me in the butt with hers and said, “Crissy, are you asleep?”


  “I was until someone hit me with her big bubble butt,” I said.


  “Oh, get over yourself,” she giggled. “I have an important question.”


  When she didn’t continue right away, I replied, “Well, you’d better ask it. I’m a girl on her period, remember? I’m not someone you want to mess around with.”


  “When you were Ryan and made that birthday wish under a full moon, did you like remember it?” she asked.


  “No,” I said. “Well, I guess I might have a little right after, ya know? But then I like totally forgot until that psycho bitch Zelda did this to me.”


  When Jennifer didn’t reply right away, I popped her with my own bubble butt.


  “Well?” I said. “Why’d you ask?”


  “I asked cuz I made a wish when I was 9,” she replied. “And I like forgot all about it until just recently, when I remembered it cuz of what happened to you.”


  “And?” I prodded when she didn’t continue right away. “Girl, what’s wrong with you? Talk to me.”


  “Well, today I looked up the date of my birthday and the year I made the wish online and found out I made my wish under a full moon too,” she said.


  “What did you wish for?” I asked, hearing her turn to face me.


  I did the same.


  “I wished to have a sister,” she said, our faces just inches apart.


  Then she started crying and hugged me. I hugged back.


  “Oh, Crissy, you don’t think I’m the reason that this happened to you, do you? I feel so awful right now, just thinking that might be what happened.”


  “Well, that would suck majorly if it is,” I said. “But I wouldn’t blame you, sweetie. It wouldn’t be your fault. But if I ever see Zelda again, I’ll ask her.


  “Now, let’s get some sleep so I’ll be all nice and rested for tomorrow, when you show me how to shove up a Tampon up my hoo-ha before we go swimming at Leslie’s house.


  “And if her dorky brothers are there, they’d better watch out cuz this girl’s on the rag!”


   “Oh, Crissy!” Jennifer laughed. “You’re so bad! And I love you so much!”


  Then we giggled and hugged some more and giggled until we fell asleep.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Crissy, I’m sorry for the delay. It really shouldn’t be taking this long for the council to approve correcting our mistake,” Zelda said. “I don’t know what’s going on.”


  “My name is Ryan,” I said. “I’m a man, remember?”


  “Oh, my goodness, yes, I remember,” my fairy godmother said. “And I’m so sorry that this happened to you. But right now, you don’t look like a Ryan, sweetie. And, from what I can’t tell, you’re not acting like it so much anymore either.


  “Are you sure you want to go back? With all that glitter on it, that’s a really pretty unicorn night shirt that you’re wearing.”


  “Of course, I’m sure,” I insisted, looking down in embarrassment at my sleep attire and wondering why I decided to put it on a few hours before when Jenny and I went to bed.


  It was girly. And right now, so was I, much to the delight of my cousin, who loaned it to me and said I would look cute in it.


  Oh gawd!


   “I was a man for 35 years. I’ve been a girl for a little more than two weeks,” I continued. “Yeah, I’m making the best of it. I’m walking, talking, dressing, and acting just like a 13-year-old girl. But I’m an actor, remember? And this is just a part, a part that I must play to survive this craziness.


  “I want to be a man again, and, when I am, I’ll be glad of it and look at this as just some bizarre nightmare.”


  “A bizarre nightmare that gave you great insight into how the other half lives,” Zelda said with a sly smile.


  “Well, yes, there’s that,” I said. “But nevertheless, I want to be a man again, okay?


  “As you wish,” she replied. “I just stopped by to let you know what’s going on and emphasize that I am trying.”


  As she raised her wand, she continued, “Is there anything else, Crissy?”


  “It’s Ryan, and, yes, there is,” I said, suddenly remembering what Jenny told me.


  “Jenny made a birthday wish under a full moon when she 9,” I said. “She wished for a sister. Could that be why I’ve been stuck this way for so long? Was granting my wish the way you did a way of fulfilling hers, even though I didn’t want to be a girl?”


  Despite the darkness, I could see genuine shock on Zelda’s face.


  “Oh, my!” she said. “I don’t know, dear. But that very well could be what’s going on. And if it is, you have my word as your fairy godmother that I will get this straightened out.”


  Then as she flicked her wand, she added, “Good night, Crissy.”


  “It’s Ryan,” I said irritably, even though I certainly didn’t feel like a ‘Ryan’ as I lay back down in my pink nightie and felt my breasts shift with the movement.


  What just happened? I thought. And if it really did, why didn’t Jennifer wake up? And if it did happen, since when did I start acting all macho all of a sudden? Was that the real me, way down in like my subconscious, like waking up again? Or was that like the last remaining male part of me going out with a bang? 


  *     *     *     *     *


  Aunt Beth and Ben are getting married. Bet you didn’t see that one coming, did ya? ‘Course you did!


  But here’s like the really good part: Jennifer’s gonna have a sister. A for real sister, not-a-girl-who-used-to-be-a-man cousin/sister.


  Everyone knows Aunt Beth is pregnant, but they don’t know whether the baby will be a boy or a girl. But Zelda knows, and she told me.


  She told me the last time she visited me in my dreams. I don’t like remember how long it was after I told her about Jennifer’s wish. But it was long enough for Aunt Beth to take me for my first gynecology visit.


  Oh, yay!


  And it was long enough for the dentist to tell Aunt Beth that I needed braces.


  Oh, yay again!


  And it was long enough for Ben and Aunt Beth to tell us they were getting married and that they wanted us to be junior bridesmaids. And it was long enough for me to be crowned queen at the middle school Harvest Festival Dance.


  Double yay! And I’m serious this time.


   Zelda also said that the High Council screwed up and used my dream to make Jenny’s dream come true. They wouldn’t admit their mistake, she added. But because Jenny was going to have a for real sister, she could make me a man again.


  Yeah, I knew I handle being a man again. I was a guy for like 35 years and probably would be okay with having a thingie between my legs again. Tee Hee.


  Yeah, I could go back to my old life. But it would have to be without two important people in it.


   I couldn’t be Beth’s boyfriend anymore because she was marrying Ben, and, even worse, I wouldn’t be Jennifer’s cousin either. No more butt bumps and pillow fights and sharing clothes and telling each other everything.


  So, after struggling to gain success as an actor for nearly 15 years, being Crissy is my role of a lifetime, I’ve decided. And I just don’t want to give it up when I have such a great supporting cast, with Beth as my aunt and Jennifer as my BFF.
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