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     1. Just One More Thing 


       


       


       


     I expected my girl friend’s daughter, Sophie, to answer the door. Michelle, I knew, would be at work for a couple more hours. 


     Ours is a semi-long-distance relationship. I live about 60 miles away and wanted to get to their house before rush-hour traffic started. We were going to have dinner, see a movie, and then, I hoped, make love while her daughter was at her high school prom. 


     Instead, Sophie’s boyfriend, Josh, answered. Or at least I thought it was Josh. He certainly looked like Josh, who stands about 5-11 and weighs about 175 pounds. 


     But then he said that he was Sophie, cute little Sophie who is maybe 5-4 and 100 pounds. 


     “Ha, ha, very funny, Josh,” I said. “Where is Sophie? I thought that she’d be here, getting herself all beautiful for prom.” 


     He started crying. Have you ever seen a football player cry? It’s not pretty. 


     “Please, please, Craig, you have to believe me,” he said. “I’m Sophie.” 


     Just then, Sophie’s friend Caitlin walked into the kitchen. Or at least I thought that it was Caitlin. She looked like Caitlin. 


     “She’s telling the truth,” she said. “She’s Sophie, and I’m Josh.” 


     Finally, they convinced me that what they were saying was true. Josh had found a medallion in the street and brought it in the house with him, along with his prom tux. He and Sophie were going to go out for an early dinner in their regular clothes and then come back to get dressed for prom. 


     As he dropped his tux on Sophie’s bed, he somehow touched the medallion to a top that belonged to Caitlin. Feeling a sudden electric-like shock, he dropped it. Seeing the shiny medallion, Sophie reached for it, touching both it and the tux. She too had felt the shock. 


     And thirty minutes later, they weren’t themselves anymore. She was Josh, and he was Caitlin. 


     “I looked on the internet and found out what happened,” Sophie-as-Josh said. “Josh found the Medallion of Zulo. If you touch it and a piece of clothing at the same time, it turns you into the last person who wore that item. Then you can’t change back for 12 hours. Most people say that it’s not real. But we’re living proof that it is.” 


     Suddenly the tears started again. “Oh, Craig, what am I going to do?” she sobbed. 


     All three of us were sitting at the dining room table. She put her head down on her muscular arms and wailed. 


     “Well, kiddo, I’m sorry, but I guess that you won’t be going to prom,” I offered, awkwardly patting her masculine shoulder. 


     I should have kept my mouth shut after that, but I didn’t. “Gee, I wish that I could help,” I said. “I know how disappointed you must be.” 


     Sophie-as-Josh looked up and her eyes widened. “But you can help!” she said. “You can be me. Josh can hide out in my bedroom and then we can all change back after prom!” 


     For several seconds, I was speechless. “Why in the world would I do that? Why would you want me to do that?” I asked. “That’s not the same at all as you going to the prom with your boyfriend. In fact, it’s… “ 


     I shivered. “Well, I don’t know what it is. It’s beyond creepy.” 


     She begged. “Please, please, please, Craig,” she said. “You don’t understand. What’s almost as important – and almost as good – as me being at the prom in my new dress is being seen at the prom in my new dress. And if you do this, Josh and Sophie will be there just like all of the other couples and no one will know any different.” 


     I shook my head. “Not a chance,” I said. “I’d do anything for you, but I won’t do that.” I’m a big Meatloaf fan, by the way, and not above quoting or paraphrasing him from time to time. This seemed the perfect time. 


     Sophie-as-Josh wasn’t listening. “And the pictures! If you do this, we can have our pictures taken just like all of the other couples. If I can’t be me at the prom, at least I’d have the pictures of Josh and me and whoever saw the pictures would think that it’s the real Josh and me – and not you and me – and when I looked at the pictures I could pretend that it’s the real Josh and me and… And I could see how pretty I was… 


     ” Please, please, please!” 


     I threw up my hands in exasperation. “This is crazy,” I said. “And your mother would kill me. She’s already going to kill you.” 


     Sophie-as-Josh saw her opening. “She doesn’t have to know. We already fight all of the time. She doesn’t need anything more to get mad about. 


     “You can text her and tell her that you are sick and won’t be coming up tonight. I’ll hide your car. 


     “Please, please, please!” 


     *     *     *     *     * 


     So… an hour later I stood there in Sophie’s bedroom, wearing a black pushup bra, matching bikini panties, and pantyhose that were supposed to make my legs look like I wasn’t wearing any. I still couldn’t believe what I was seeing in the full-length mirror. The bra made my boobs – Sophie’s boobs – look huge. 


     “I want to emphasize them,” Josh said as he put the silver hoops in my ears. “A pushup bra does that.” 


     Josh also had somehow taken all of the curl out of my brown hair, which hung to about the middle of my back and placed a silver bow on the right side. He had made my big, brown eyes look sultry and sexy with liner, shadow, and glitter. 


     For me, though, the look screamed, “Jailbait!” I was right in my original assessment. This was beyond creepy. 


     In the “real” world, not this bizarre alternative universe, I was a 40- year-old man who stood 6-2 and weighed 190. I worked out and played sports. In my wildest nightmares I never could have imagined this. 


     I put a hand on my hip and shook my head in disbelief. For all intents and purposes, I was Sophie. We had always been good friends and she had confided lots of things to me that she wouldn’t tell her mother. I always thought of myself as a father figure for her, since her real one had been out of the picture since she was little. But I never, ever thought that I would get to know her from the inside, to see the world from her eyes, to experience it with her body. And in a prom dress, no less. 


     Yes, this was beyond creepy. 


     “Well, at least it’s a prom,” I said, as I turned around and surveyed my feminine backside. “That means a long dress, right? At least the lower half of me will be covered up.” 


     Josh came back into the room with a dress in a plastic bag. “Prom dresses come in all kinds of styles,” he said with a smirk. 


     *      *      *     *      * 


     Of course, we got there early for the pictures. As we stood in the foyer of the country club awaiting our turn, I looked down at the smooth, soft swell of breasts and the cleavage and feared that I was having cardiac arrest. The silver high heels didn’t help either. Fortunately, Josh held me steady. 


     Regaining my senses, I wondered why I wasn’t turned on by those breasts. Immediately after I told myself that I was a dirty old man for thinking such thoughts about a 16-year-old girl. No, I argued with myself, this wasn’t a 16-year-old girl. It was me. But if it was me… then I’m a 16- year-old girl. 


     This can’t be happening, I silently protested. It can’t be. But it was. I could see the reality all around me as teen-age couples mingled, talked, and laughed. I could hear it in the pre-prom music coming from the ballroom. And, most frightening of all, I could feel it in this short, curvy body wearing high heels and a form-fitting dress that clung to those curves, while leaving so much of my body – my body – exposed. This was real. I was attending a high school prom – and I was the girl. My head was going to explode if I didn’t distract myself. 


     Fortunately, we were next in line for photos. 


     Waiting for the photographer to adjust the lights, I looked at Josh and me in a full-length mirror that he used as a prop. And I had to admit that we were a cute couple. 


     Ewww, did I just think that? But we were. I was wearing a turquoise, strapless dress with a sweetheart neckline, sequined-bodice, and a feather skirt that didn’t quite reach to mid-thigh. I knew that because Josh told me that’s what it was. He was wearing a black tux, along with a tie and vest in the shade of my dress. 


     He saw me studying the two of us in the mirror. “See, I told you,” he said quietly. “It’s not Craig in a dress and Sophie in a tux. It’s Josh and Sophie, adorable prom couple. Right?” 


     I grinned and, not certain what possessed me, gave him a peck on the cheek. “You’re right,” I said. 


     “But I won’t be able to relax until we finish with these photos, the prom is over, and I’m back in my own body.” 


     As it turned out, I was wrong about that. 


     *     *     *      *     * 


     “Have a sip,” Josh said, handing me a glass of punch. 


     I was sitting at a table, constantly reminding myself to keep my legs together, and massaging one of my feet. The silver heels were in the floor beside me. If not for them, I’d have been in pleasure sensory overload because of the soft, silky feel of the lining of my dress against my smooth skin and the caress of the feathered skirt against my nylon-covered legs. 


     “How do you wear these things?” I asked, holding up one of the shoes as I took a sip of punch. 


     “They’re not for comfort,” Josh said. “They’re to make your legs attractive. And, looking at you from this boy’s eyes, I’d have to say that they do that, Sophie. You have great legs – not to mention beautiful eyes and a sexy body.” 


     I feel a chill of fear run down my spine and a thrill of excitement in the pit of my stomach at the same time. 


     “Are you drunk?” I said, just before taking a sip of the punch. 


     My eyes widened as I felt the burn go down my throat. “You are drunk. This punch is spiked.” 


     Josh grinned. “Not drunk. Just feeling good. I needed relaxing and this vodka is doing the trick. You need to relax too.” 


     Well, I couldn’t argue with that. As Josh sat down beside me, I took a large swallow. 


     More punch followed. When Josh came back with our third glasses, he made a point of covering my small hand in his larger one as he sat down. “Are you getting relaxed?” he asked. 


     “You betcha,” I said. “But I’m gonna have to slow down. I’m not used to drinking in such a small body.” 


     He leaned in close, nibbled my ear, and put his hand on my leg. “Don’t worry about it,” he said. 


     I nearly jumped out of my chair. A sudden adrenaline rush of panic surged through my body as I realized what was going on and the alcohol haze vanished – at least for the moment. 


     “Let’s dance,” I said, quickly putting on my heels and grabbing Josh’s arm. 


     “But this is a slow dance,” he whined. “I don’t like slow dances. I’d rather stay at the table and make beautiful music with you.” 


     I might have been much smaller than Josh, but the shock of attempted seduction by a teen-age boy made me strong beyond my stature. I manhandled – or girlhandled – him onto the dance floor. 


     And realized that I might have made a mistake. Jumping, shaking, and bumping to fast music with my shoes off was one thing. Slow dancing in heels was quite another, especially since my only experience had been as a man. 


     Finally, I gave up trying to figure out where to put which hand and just locked them both around Josh’s neck. Taking the cue, he wrapped his arms around me. 


     “Easy does it, big boy,” I whispered. “I’m still pretty unsteady in these shoes.” 


     The alcohol didn’t help either, but I didn’t want to tell him that. Any perceived lessening of my resistance, I feared, and he would be after me like a cheetah on a gazelle. 


     “Don’t worry, baby,” he said. “I gotcha.” 


     And he did. And it felt good. It really did. For a minute or so I lost myself in the warm and strength of his arms. I liked his scent too. It was musky. 


     Unclasping my hands for a moment, I ran one of them along his clean-shaven cheek. I smiled up at him. “This is not bad, not bad at all,” I whispered. 


     Then I felt his penis poking me in the leg, and the shock and awe of the situation was back with a vengeance. I shouldn’t be feeling a man’s penis against my leg. I should have one! Instead, I was stuck in the body of a 16-year-old girl in a too short prom dress, dancing with a boy whose alcohol-fueled hormones were getting out of control. 


     That was the moment when the enormity of the situation trumped the girl hormones in my body and I passed out. 


     When I awoke, we were in Josh’s SUV, and he was stroking my forehead with a wet paper towel. 


     “Wow,” he said. “You had me worried there for awhile. I was about to take you to the emergency room. 


     “Are you okay?” 


     I looked around me in the dark of the SUV interior. Lights from the country club parking lot highlighted the concern in Josh’s face, and my first instinct was to touch him. 


     For some reason, though, I resisted. And as I again came to grips with the total absurdity of a grown man being in a teen-age girl’s body – and wearing a prom dress, no less – I was glad that I did. 


     Without thinking, I moved the rearview mirror in my direction and, gazing in it, fluffed out my hair with my fingers. I pulled a tissue out of my little, silver clutch and gently dabbed the remaining moisture from my face. I licked my lips, tasting their sweet strawberry flavor. 


     Suddenly feeling uneasy, I looked over at Josh, who was grinning. 


     “What?” I demanded. 


     “Oh, nothing,” he snickered. “Want to go home now? It’s still a couple of hours before we can change back.” 


     “Please,” I said, folding my bare arms below my sequined-covered boobs. “Let’s go home and wait.” 


     I almost added, “It’s safer there.” But thought better of it. 


     *      *      *     *     * 


     Josh turned off the ignition and looked at me. “Thanks for doing this for me,” he said. “I know that it wasn’t easy.” 


     “You got that right,” I said. “This has been the strangest night of my life and the sooner that it’s over the better.” 


     I started to open the door, but his hand stopped me. 


     “Please,” he said. “Just one more thing.” 


     That’s when he kissed me. 


     And, for too long a moment, I kissed back. Then he was pulling me close, rubbing my shoulders, and, before I knew what had happened, he had me sitting in his lap, facing him. 


     “Let me go!” I said, trying to push myself off. “This is insane. I’m your mother’s boy friend and you are her daughter.” 


     He smiled and shook his head. “Not right now, we’re not,” he said. “I’m a boy and you’re my girl friend. ” Then he let go of one of my arms and gently ran his fingers across the top of my breasts as he kissed me again. 


     I wanted to be angry. I wanted to be outraged. Instead, I moaned and leaned into him, aroused by his tongue in my mouth and his hands as they squeezed my breasts through the dress and bra. I felt my nipples harden and an electric charge race from them down to just below my belly button. Needing no encouragement, Josh dropped both hands to my thighs and began to push up my skirt. 


     His heavy breathing roared in my ear. “Just one more thing,” he panted. “Just this one more thing. I want to see what it feels like. Don’t you?” 


     I almost gave it to him too. I so wanted to as his penis throbbed against my pantyhose. I felt wetness in my silk panties and knew that, in another ten seconds, he would be inside me. 


     I wanted it. I really did. But I couldn’t let it happen. I wasn’t Sophie and she wasn’t Josh, no matter how we looked or felt at this explosive moment. 


     Somehow, I found the strength to open the door and stumble out. “This can’t happen!” I shouted as I ran for the front door of the house. 


     Michelle was waiting for us inside. “Did you kids have a good… “ 


     Then she saw the look of panic on my face. “Are you okay, Sophie?” she asked. 


     I kicked off the high heels and ran for the bathroom, not wanting to be there when Josh came in. “Yeah,” I said. “Just gotta go, reellly bad.” 


     When I finally had collected myself and came back out, Josh and Michelle were sitting together at the dining room table. Josh looked beyond nervous. But mother must not have noticed that, or the wet spot on his pants. 


     “Josh says that you had a good time,” she smiled. “Did you?” 


     I smiled back. “Oh, yes, mother. We had a really good time,” I said. 


     I always had thought that Sophie looked a lot like her mother. Both were short and slender, with brown eyes and hair and a girl-next-door complexion of peaches and cream. Michelle, though, was considerably more buxom, suggesting that the boobs that I now sported were going to get even larger than they now appeared, peaking out of the sequined prom dress. Suddenly, I had the irrational and spine-chilling fear that I would be the one growing those larger breasts. Would this crazy night never be over? 


     Michelle stood up. “Well, I’m going to bed now. What are you kids going to do? 


     I looked at Josh, who was staring at his shoes. “I think that we’ll make some popcorn and watch a movie,” I said. “We both need to relax a little. 


     “First, though, I’m going to get out of this dress.” 


     *      *      *      *      * 


     I pushed long, brown hair out of my eyes as I stumbled into the living room to rejoin Josh. Er, Sophie. The real Sophie. 


     Incredibly, I had fallen asleep in Sophie’s bedroom when I had gone in there to change clothes. Alcohol, panic, and extreme stress will do that to you, I guess. I must have been awake long enough, though, to put on the shorts and tank top that I now wore. Unfortunately, I hadn’t remembered to take off the bra. It still emphasized the “girls” through the soft cotton of the top. 


     But Sophie wasn’t in the living room, and I thought that I would pee my panties – Sophie’s panties – when I saw who was sitting there on the sofa, reading the newspaper. 


     Michelle nodded knowingly as she saw the shocked look on my face. 


     “Sit down, sweetie,” she said, as she put down the paper. 


     I kicked my high heels – Sophie’s high heels – out of the way, as I plopped down about an arm’s length from her. As a man, I never could understand how women endured such things. And now I was even more bewildered. My feet still hurt. 


     “Don’t worry,” she said. “I know everything.” 


     Suddenly, I felt a great weight lift from my shoulders – even though I still had two very uncomfortable ones on my chest, made even more so by the pushup bra. I couldn’t wait to get back to my own body and wear comfortable, loose fitting tee shirts and jeans again. 


     I could hear the shower running. That must be the real Sophie in there now, I thought. And soon, I’ll be the real me. 


     “You do?” I asked expectantly. After several hours of silence, hearing my words in that feminine little voice of Sophie’s reminded me even more how alien that I felt in this body. 


     “You and I fight all of the time, and I’m sorry about that,” she said. “You know that I love you, right? That sort of thing happens all of the time with mothers and daughters.” 


     Suddenly, I felt that weight on my shoulders returning. What was going on here? Did Michelle not know who I really was? She said that she knew everything. 


     “Ah, you said that you knew everything?” I said, hoping against hope that I was misreading the situation. Maybe my mind was still a little muddled. After all, I was in a 16-year-old body not used to consuming alcohol – or so Sophie said – and last night I’d drank too much and almost allowed myself to do something that I would have regretted for the rest of my life. 


     “That’s right,” she replied. “Josh told me before he left about two this morning. I didn’t believe him at first. Fortunately, he told me before he changed back and then I watched him transform. He said that he couldn’t stand being a girl one second longer than he had to, he gave me the medallion, and he went home.” 


     She laughed. “And then I almost made things worse. You know how I am. Sometimes I don’t listen as well as I should. That’s one of the things that makes you crazy. 


     “Well, when I came in here about four I saw that you had gone to your bedroom.” 


     My bedroom? If she really knew what was going on, she would have said, “Sophie’s bedroom.” 


     “I had the medallion and one of your dresses in my hands, and I was about to touch your boyfriend,” she continued, playfully emphasizing the last two words. “Suddenly, he jumped like I was about to set him on fire.” 


     My dress? Oh, my God, I thought. Where is this going? 


     “That’s when he told me the real story,” Michelle said. 


     The “real” story, as related by the faux Josh, was that I had agreed to take Josh’s place since the real one was temporarily Caitlin and couldn’t go with Sophie to prom. He told her that she must be confused about what the real Josh told her before he left, that I wasn’t really Craig in Sophie’s body and he wasn’t really Sophie in Josh’s. 


     So, instead of changing Sophie back into Sophie, Michelle has changed her into… 


     “Good morning, Sophie,” I heard a familiar voice say. It was a voice that belonged to me for 40 years, and now sounded eerily strange as I heard it with someone else’s ears, ears still adorned with diamond studs. 


     I looked up to see “me” standing there in the doorway. The phony me was dressed in shorts and a green tee shirt and his short, brown hair was still wet. 


     He smiled broadly. “How are my two favorite girls this fine morning?” he said as he strode toward us. “Well, I know how one of you is,” he said, winking at Michelle. 


     Oh… my… God… He had sex with Michelle while I was asleep in Sophie’s room. No, it couldn’t be. I couldn’t believe it. 


     But, as Josh, he had really, really, wanted to have sex with me, and, somehow, I kept it from happening. 


     “You are sooo bad!” Michelle said playfully to him, and I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt that’s what had happened. When he couldn’t have sex with me, he decided to do the next best thing for a hormone-driven teen-age boy and have it with the first available female. In this case, his – er, her – own mother. 


     Only, in my body, Michelle wasn’t his mother. She was his boy friend. 


     Sophie wearing my body squeezed in between us on the sofa and put her arms around our shoulders. “What do you say I take my two favorite girls out for breakfast,” the fake me said. “I’m famished.” 


     And once again he winked at Michelle. Then he whispered something in her ear, and she giggled. 


     He turned to me. “Sophie, why don’t you go take a shower, and then we’ll go.” 


     He stood up, pulled me with him, and escorted me toward the doorway. “A nice long, shower, please.” 


     Over my shoulder, I heard a second giggle. They were going to do it again while I was in the shower! 


     “I’ll be right back,” he told Michelle, as we walked into the hall. 


     “Why did you do this?” I hissed at him. “Were you really that mad that I wouldn’t have sex with you?” 


     Looking down at me, he smiled and shook his head. He stroked my hair. “Yes, I was mad,” he whispered. “But not that mad. 


     “The sex this morning was just icing on the cake.” 


     I stopped and punched him as hard as I could in the chest with my fists. “What … are… you… talking about?” I said, fighting to keep my voice as low as possible. “I’m stuck as you and you’re pretending to be me. And you just had sex with your own mother!” 


     He easily subdued me and pulled me close. “No, I did not,” he whispered. “You are Michelle’s daughter right now. And I’m her boy friend. Bodies don’t lie, Sophie.” 


     “But if it wasn’t for the sex, then why did you do it?” I said, as tears began to roll down my face and smear prom-night mascara. 


     “I did it to get some time off!” he hissed. “We fight all the time. She makes me crazy. We slam doors. We throw things. 


     “And you always tell me that you understand and that things will get better. But they don’t. And, more and more, I think that you don’t understand. So, when Mom came in there this morning with one of my dresses and the medallion, I suddenly realized that this was my chance to get a vacation from her. 


     “The sex just sort of happened. Yeah, I guess that I was still horny from last night, and I knew that if I were you that Mom wouldn’t reject me the way that you did. And this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to experience it from the other side. You know? 


     “But that’s not why I did it.” 


     Suddenly, Michelle yelled from the living room. “Hey, you two, what’s going on in there?” 


     “Be right there,” he yelled back. “Sophie’s just telling me how much she appreciated my help last night.” 


     This time I kicked him in the shins with the side of my foot. He felt that one. “You bastard!” I whispered. “I’m going to tell Michelle what’s really going on.” 


     He smirked. “Really? You are going to tell her that she made love to her own daughter this morning? You two already don’t get along. How do you think that will be received?” 


     I put my hands on my hips. “It’s you two who don’t get along,” I snarled.” 


     He shook his head. “Not anymore. Now it’s you two,” he said as he put his big hand on my bare shoulder. 


     “Hey, cool your jets, Sophie,” he said with decided emphasis on the name. “It will be only for a week, I promise. And you’re lucky that our prom is at the end of the school year. You don’t have to go to school Monday. 


     “You can put on one of my bikinis and hang out at the pool with my friends. You can spend time with Josh at night, after he gets off work. Believe me, after a few hours with my mother, you’ll want to be home alone with her as little as possible.” 


     But the insincerity of his smile and the look in his eyes told me that I probably was going to get a lot more time than a week to see how tough it can be for a 16-year-old girl to get along with her mother. 


     “The medallion,” I said, still refusing to accept my fate. “Where’s the medallion?” 


     The new Craig shook his finger at the new Sophie. “Uh, uh, uh,” he grinned. “Don’t even think about it. It’s in a place that you’ll never find it. 


     “Now, go take a shower like a good girl. 


     “And remember to take your time. I want to enjoy some more of that icing.” 


     He started to walk away and then stopped. 


     “Oh, by the way,” he said. “Eventually you’re going to have sex with Josh. I already did when I was Sophie. And no matter what you think right now, sooner or later, if you spend enough time with him, you are going to have sex with him too. Look how close you came to doing it last night, after just a few hours in that body. 


     “Keep condoms in your purse. Sometimes he forgets.” 


     As I watched him head back to Michelle, I knew that he was right. I would have sex with Josh if I stayed in this body long enough. And I couldn’t help but wonder if everything wouldn’t be back to normal now if I had done “just one more thing” instead of the right thing on prom night. 


     Instead, I was going to take my first shower as a 16-year-old girl, while my former girl friend, now my mother, was going to make love to her former daughter, now her boy friend. It just doesn’t get any weirder than that. 


       


       


       


       


  




  

     2. Hooters Girl 


       


       


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


     What the Hell? 


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


     I screamed … and screamed … and screamed. 


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


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


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


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


     But why was she calling me “Krissy”? 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “But I don’t doubt them anymore.” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *      *      *     *     *  


       


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


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


     “As a heart attack,” I said. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Please, Krissy. Please.” 


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


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


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


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


       


       


     *      *      *     *      * 


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Underwear too,” Abby said. 


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


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


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


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


     Abby giggled. “Not bad, huh? 


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “You’re a natural,” she laughed.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “No problem,” I said. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Yikes!  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *      *      * 


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Dennis spewed his beer and Abby and I laughed. 


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


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


     Dennis pushed his chair upright. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     With my arms out, I did a quick pirouette. 


     “Now, what’s it gonna be?” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *      *   


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Why not?” He replied.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “I’m … I’m … “I said. 


     “You’re gorgeous,” he finished.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


     But I obeyed. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     I stormed toward the steps.  


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


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


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


     “No one made you do it, you know.”  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “What’s the point of all this?” 


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


     “Now, just one more question.” 


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


     A long, pregnant pause followed. 


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


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


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


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


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


     “And it didn’t?” I asked gently.  


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


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


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


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


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


     I told Abby what Dennis had done to me. 


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     We both laughed. 


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


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


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


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


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


     I nodded. “And me for you,” I said. 


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


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


     We glanced at him and smiled sweetly. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     She smiled. “Okay, but really …” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Uh, sure,” I said. “Why not?” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Boy! Was he right about that! 


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


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


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


     I kissed him back. 


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


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


     I nodded and stood up.  


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


     I had learned to play my role to the fullest too, without degrading myself, teasing good-naturedly with older guys, flirting innocently with younger, good-looking guys, and occasionally leaning a little too far across a table of men to deliver a meal– and give them an eyeful. Breasts, especially 34Cs, were a real asset I had come to realize, not an encumbrance. And when I wasn’t wearing my Hooters uniform, I loved all of the clothing options that I had to emphasize and accentuate them, especially sweetheart necklines and deep V necks. They were beneficial for a lot more than just flashing to get good tips. 


     Also, I was young again, still just a teenager really, smart, and a college student with a bright future in front of me. I had a good friend in Abby. I wasn’t gay. And I had a serious boyfriend, a kind, considerate guy who wasn’t jealous and accepted me for who I was– a Hooters girl– and understood that my job was not just to wait tables. I was so glad that I had saved Chad’s phone number after he gave it to me at the beach. Logically, I shouldn’t have, since I thought that I’d  be Dennis again the next day. 


     As I thought about the past three months, I surveyed my section of the restaurant. Idly, I realized how comfortable my uniform now seemed to me, totally unlike what I feared it would be when Abby dressed me that first day. The white socks were thick and fluffy. The tank tops were soft and stretchy, the better to show off my “assets,” but thick enough to keep me warm and minimize rigid nipples.  The pantyhose were thick too and very tight, keeping my legs warm and probably helping maintain healthy circulation, as I was on my feet for six hours at a time. Over all, the fabrics felt good, sensuous even, especially the silky shorts pressing against my nylon-clad thighs and flat groin. And the clothes were easy to move in. What was not to like? 


      I was working the evening shift, and customers were just starting to come in for dinner. Some of the earliest arrivals included a couple that I recognized. 


     “Good evening and welcome to Hooters,” I said. “My name is Krissy, and I’ll be your Hooters girl. May I take your drink orders before you look at the menus?” 


      The woman especially seemed uncomfortable– and not just because this was her first time in the restaurant.  


     “I came to apologize one more time,” my former wife said. “Again, I am so sorry this happened … “ 


     “And, I want to as well,” her husband, Dennis, added. 


     I couldn’t believe it! After blackmailing me to have humiliating sex with him and then running away with my body, he was back to ask my forgiveness! 


     I smiled. “If you will give me your drink orders, I’ll bring them back, quick like a bunny!” I said. “I’m here to serve.” 


     Each time I visited the table, they tried to engage me to talk about what had happened and to extend their sorrow for how things turned out. And each time I deflected and ignored their attempts, until I brought the check at the end of their meal. 


     “Okay,” I said, with my sweetest Hooters girls smile. “I’m starting to get really busty now.”  


     Then I giggled. “Hee. Hee. Sorry about that. I meant ‘busy.’ I’m always busty now.  


     “I really appreciate you stopping by and all,” I continued. “But I don’t have time for a lot of chit-chat. A girl has to make a living, you know.” 


     Then, on the pretext of picking up silverware, I leaned across the table to give them both an eyeful of my girls pressing against the tight tank top. “So, Mr. and Mrs. Jennings, what’s up?” 


     As I stood back up, Sarah said, “I didn’t know that this was going to happen,” she said. “I didn’t know that I was going to get back with … with Dennis. 


     “But he stopped by about a month ago, and well, here we are. I can’t imagine how tough this must be for you, and I am so sorry.” 


     Dennis nodded. “It wasn’t fair for me to do this to you, I know,” he said. “And I really didn’t dislike my old life. But I always had liked women, as I’m sure Abby told you. And then I got this chance, totally unexpectedly, to see life on the other side of the gender fence and I really liked it.  


     “After those five days, I didn’t want to go back,” he added. “I didn’t even stop to think how miserable your probably were and maybe still are.” 


     What a crock! The miserable bastard! He hated his old life! 


     I put my hand on my hip, keeping a broad smile on my face, as Dennis handed me his credit card. “So, are you back teaching high school now and coaching football? I hope you have a great year! Go Falcons!” 


     Sarah shook her head. “No, he’s not. We’re moving to Virginia next week,” she said. “That’s why we stopped by. We wanted to let you know, and we wanted to apologize one more time. We’re hoping that you will forgive us.” 


     “Oh, okay, thanks for that!” I said brightly, as I took the card and headed back to the counter. “In that case, don’t forget to leave a big tip,” I said. “I’m working my way through college you know.” 


     When I brought back the receipt, I carried a pitcher of beer in my other hand. “I’m so sorry, but forgiveness isn’t on the menu tonight,” I said, and dumped it on Dennis’ head. 


     “Oh, I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed. “When you backed your chair into me, I lost control.” 


     I glanced toward Abby, who was nearby. She grinned  and gave me a thumps-up. I couldn’t be certain, but I thought she mouthed the words, “You go, girl!” 


     I could have accepted their apologies. I could have told them that I’m glad they are happy together. I could have told them that I like boys and that being a Hooters girl is the best thing that ever happened to me. 


     Yes, I could have allowed them to leave feeling better about how all this turned out. But in addition to being a Hooters girl now, I ‘m also a bitch. 


     Not a total bitch, of course. I also could have told Sarah that her husband is a liar, a sadist, and a rapist. Well, eventually she would discover that he’s not the man I was when I was Dennis.  


     “Bye! There’s no charge for the beer!” I said brightly, as I turned my back on them, both literally and figuratively for the rest of my life. 


     The two of them deserved each other.  She had punished me for something that I didn’t do. Then she had run away for five days, leaving me to be victimized. He was a sexual predator, seemingly obsessed with the power of his new penis. If there was any justice in the world, he’d wind up in prison as – hee, hee– someone else’s bitch. Wouldn’t that be appropriate! 


     “Welcome to Hooters,” I said sweetly to customers at the next table. “My name is Krissy, and I’ll be your Hooters girl tonight. May I take your drink orders before you look at the menu?” 


       


       


       


       


       


  




  

     3. The Maltese Bridesmaid 


       


       


       


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


     “And where did you get the cute dog?” 


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


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


     Huh?  


     Emma was Beth’s daughter. Or at least I thought that she was. Now Beth was telling me  this cute little …  


     I chuckled.  


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


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


     I crouched down to pet “Emma.”  


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


     “Is her groomsman maybe going to be a Dachshund? 


     A 5-8 blonde with large green eyes, Beth put her hands on her hips and, clearly looking angry, said, “Will you be serious here? We have a problem!” 


     I stood up.  


     “If you want me to be serious, you’re going to have to be as well,” I said. “And what you are saying here doesn’t make the slightest bit of sense. You’re standing her telling me that this little dog is your 15-year-old daughter. And just look, it doesn’t even have braces. How could it be Emma?” 


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


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


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


     “Emma, stop that!” Beth said. “Behave yourself.” 


     About an hour before my arrival, as Beth told the story, she walked down to the basement to do some laundry and found the dog in a puddle of Emma’s clothes and her magic book nearby. 


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


     Beth put her elbows on the table.  


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


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


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


     “The point is, wise guy, is these transformation spells last a minimum of 24 hours, maybe longer, depending on which variation was used. And since Emma can’t talk now, I don’t know how long she’s going to be that way because I don’t know which spell she used– or why she did that to herself, for God’s sake. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     And that’s how I found myself in Emma’s bedroom, looking at myself as the mirror image of her in – what else?– a mirror. 


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


     I was still staring open-mouthed at the blonde teen now swimming in my adult male clothes. I was 6-2– or had been until a few minutes before. Now I was about 5-5. 


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


     “No, you didn’t believe me, thankfully,” she said. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t have agreed to do this, I’m sure.” 


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


     Beth laughed. “You wear a 34C,” she said. “You’re really well developed for a girl your age.” 


     “That’s just what I wanted to hear,” I said, stunned by the sound of my voice.  


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


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


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


     Then she looked at the little, white dog. “And you go watch TV or something. You’re just in the way in here.” 


     Emma tucked her tail and, as she departed, Beth started to undress me. When she pulled my shirt over my head, I gasped, blushed a second time, and quickly closed my eyes. 


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


     “For a 15-year-old girl, they’re really impressive too,” she added, like I really needed to hear that.  


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


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


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


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


     Before taking off my jeans, jockey shorts, and socks, I moved away from the mirror to avoid seeing a 15-year-old girl totally in the nude. To have done so, I feared, would have made me feel like a pedophile, even though I was now that girl. 


     Next I pulled white satin panties up my long, smooth legs and snugged them up against my now slightly plump bottom and flat front.  


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


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


     She patted my bare shoulder.  


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


     “But first let’s do your makeup and your hair.” 


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


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


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


     “Okay, sit on the bed, and put these on your legs,” she said. “Roll them up carefully. You don’t want to get a tear.” 


     “Oh, heavens no!” I said sarcastically.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Oh, yes, I’m so lucky!” I gushed. 


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


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


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


     “Now put these on,” she said. 


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     *  


       


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


     But now I was going to be a bridesmaid? Or maybe a junior bridesmaid? Whatever the Hell that is. And what was the difference? Whatever I was in my strapless chiffon dress, I was going to carry a small bouquet of flowers and walk arm in arm down the aisle with a pimply-faced teenage boy named “Warren.” 


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


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


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


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


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


     “What’s this ‘we’ stuff?” I asked. 


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


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


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


     I’m pretty certain that those barks we heard from Emma as we left the house were not saying “Have a good time!” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Then I had to stand in the receiving line and endure endless kisses on the cheeks and occasionally the mouth from people I knew and people I didn’t know, all the while showing off my metallic smile. As a 15-year-old girl, it  was especially humiliating to greet adult male friends who knew me as Kyle. 


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


     “Oh, he wanted to be,” I said. “But something came up.” 


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


     I laughed too.  


     “I’m sure that he’d like to be, Mr. Henson,” I said. “But I assure he that he’s not.” 


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


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


     Oh, God. Did I just think that? 


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


     “Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said. 


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


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


     As we danced to a slow tune that I couldn’t remember the name of, Warren engaged me in small talk. Since he was from out of town, I felt a lot less pressure about pretending to be Emma. In truth, too, I did know quite a bit about her, as I thought about it, since I had been seeing her mother for three years. 


     I told him that I was going to be a junior next year and on the varsity cheerleading squad. I also told him that I had a summer job as a lifeguard at the local pool. 


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


     Once again, I blushed. 


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


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


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


     Warren nodded and I felt myself being pulled a little closer against his body. I didn’t mind.  


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


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


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


     Beth had transformed more than just my physical appearance. This morning I had been a 40-year-old heterosexual man, and now I was a 15-year-old girl attracted to boys! 


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


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


     I smiled back and put my head against his chest.  


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


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


       


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     Back at home– and away from Warren–  I finally was starting to feel like the old me again.  


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


     Behind the 15-year-old girl, her mother had an even bigger smile. 


     “Well, Emma,” she said, emphasizing the name, “I’m guessing that this wasn’t an entirely unpleasant experience for you.  


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


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


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


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


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


     Beth patted me on the check as she sorted through dresser drawers.  


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


     “Here, put these on.” 


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


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


     Beth took the top.  


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


     I put my hands on my nylon-covered hips.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


      I threw my hands in the air. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Here,” she said.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     I grabbed her arm. 


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


     “Yes,” she said. “That’s what I meant. And the longer you look like a girl, the more you will become that girl. Fortunately for you, I used just the 24-hour spell and you’ll be your old self tomorrow afternoon.” 


     Beth looked down at her four-legged daughter.  


     “But we’ll have to wait and see on Emma. We don’t know which spell she used. Still, once you’re back to yourself, there’s no leftover effect. You’ll be all man again, Kyle, and Emma will be all girl.” 


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


     “I’d never allow the real Emma to drink alcohol,” she said. “But a little sweet wine would be a good idea for you in that body, I think. It will help you relax and get some sleep.” 


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


       


     *      *     *     *     * 


      


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Tommy was the boy that Emma liked, the one that I had referenced as I danced with Warren. 


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


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


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


     I snuggled up against her, and she laughed. 


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


     “But seriously, there’s no way that I’d go out with a boy tonight, knowing what I felt around Warren and what you’ve told me,” I said. “Not gonna happen.” 


     Mommy kissed me on the cheek. 


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


     I texted Tommy that I was tired and staying in tonight. Then Mommy popped some corn and we drank a little more wine as we watched “Bridget Jones’s Diary.”  


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Emma!” a male voiced whispered outside the bedroom window. “Emma, it me, Warren!” 


     I pulled back the pale blue curtains with unicorns on them and looked out. 


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


     “I wanted to see you again,” he said. “Candace told me which bedroom is yours. Can I come in?” 


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


     “If my mother finds out, she’ll kiss us both,” I said. “I’m only 15 you know.” 


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


     “And I’m only 16,” he said. “But I couldn’t leave without seeing you one more time. I really like you and I think that you like me too. Don’t you?” 


     I nodded, as he took my hand. Thankfully, it was dark and he couldn’t see me blushing, but I could feel the warmth in my face. 


     “Yes,” I said softly. “Yes, I do.” 


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


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


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


     I pulled back to catch my breath. 


     “That was nice,” he said. 


     Oh, what the Hell. As Mommy had assured me, I would be my old self tomorrow afternoon. Until then, why not make the best of it? 


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


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


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


     Warren groaned and I giggled.  


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


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


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


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


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


     “We were about to get better acquainted,” he said.  


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


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


     Oh, my God! I had no idea. I pushed him down onto the bed and climbed on top. I leaned into him, both boobs swinging freely under my short tank top. He reached up and squeezed both of them. I wiggled and squirmed on his crotch, feeling him grow hard against his jeans. 


     Never having experienced sexual pleasure as a female and now wanting it desperately, I was just about to unzip Warren’s pants when reality slapped me hard across the face. A voice deep inside me somewhere screamed “No!” I don’t know if it was Kyle’s voice or Emma’s voice. Maybe it was both. He was an adult male. And she was only 15. 


     As I gained control, I gently– and reluctantly– pushed his hands down and kissed him again. 


     “That felt so good,” I whispered. “But I’m a good girl. Okay?” 


     I could see the white of his teeth as he smiled. 


     “You could have fooled me,” he said. “But, yes, it’s okay. I just wanted to see you again and, maybe, you know, get a little better acquainted.” 


     As I climbed off, I said, “Well, we certainly can do that.” 


     “But second base is okay?” he asked.  


     I took his hands and put them back on my boobs, closing my eyes in pleasure as I did so. 


     “Yes,” I said. “Second base is okay.” 


       


     #      #      #     # 
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