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    Introduction


  


  The three stories in this book include Good Girl Gone Bad, Girl’s Weekend, and Besties.


  They were previously published as individual novellas.


  Stories in Portia’s Panty Drawer bundles are about transformation from male to female and older to younger. Some are body swaps. Generally these erotic tales are more sexually suggestive than graphic, but they still contain plenty of hot, steamy action as well. They also include humor and sympathetic characters in loving relationships.
They detail the shock, discovery, discomfort, and often difficult adjustment of the once proudly masculine father, boyfriend, or other unsuspecting male to his new reality as a teen girl.


  




  

    1. Good Girl Gone Bad


  


  By Portia Hab


  Reality suddenly smacked me across the face and I sat there, mouth open, stunned by my new perspective. I should have been at the head of the classroom, overseeing students taking a biology test.


  Instead, I was looking at the front of the room. On a desktop before  me was the test, the test that I composed a few days before for my sophomore biology class.


  And I was staring at  … me! My eyes widened in shock and disbelief.


  “Melissa. Oh, Melissa,” the me in front of me said. “Earth to Melissa. You’re supposed to be taking a biology test not staring off into space.”


  Was the me in front of me talking to me? No, he couldn’t be. My name was Richard Baxter. Who was Melissa? Oh, yeah, Melissa was my niece, my younger sister’s 15-year-old daughter, who was in my first period sophomore biology class, and who sat in the second seat in the second row.


  I looked around me. Only … it appeared that I was in the second seat of the second row. Yikes! If the Richard Baxter me somehow was at the front of the class and I was in Melissa’s seat, then that would mean … My head grew light and I feared I might pass out.


  OMG! Then I was Melissa. But I couldn’t be. I was a man, not a girl. When I held up my hands, though, I saw … pink fingernails! Suddenly I felt naked too and looked down to see smooth, bare legs! Oh Crap!


  The room started spinning even more when I looked down and saw breasts. My breasts! There could be no doubt now. I was Melissa. But I wasn’t supposed to be! How did this happen?


   Suddenly, Uncle Richard was beside me. He coaxed me up and then gently led me toward the door. Every movement of my body felt awkward and alien.


  “Come on, Melissa, let’s get you out in the hall for a minute, maybe get a drink of water. I’m afraid you’re stressing out over this test.”


  Then he looked back toward the rest of the class. “Okay, gang,” he said. “I’m going to be right outside the door for a minute. No funny business.”


  Out in the hall, with the door closed, he leaned down and said quietly, “Uncle Richard, are you okay? Listen, you’ve got to pull yourself together.”


  Funny. Just about a half hour before, it seemed like I said the same thing. Only I was Uncle Richard then and he was Melissa. At least, I think that’s who we were.


  “Listen,” he said. “I understand. Sitting there in my seat, looking at your own body suddenly kinda freaked you out. You had time to think about it as you waited for class to start and then it hit you.


  “I was stuck there in front of everyone and didn’t have time to worry about it. So I just remembered how you usually look and act before class starts and forced myself to be like that.  Believe me, I’m panicking on the inside too, but, for some reason, your male body– even with me inside– is coping a little better.


  “We’ll get through this,” he said as he squeezed my bare shoulders. “We just have to get to the end of the day and then we can buy another box of Sugar Rush cereal and we can fix this.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yeah, that’s right. A freakin’ box of cereal was responsible for me standing in the hall, wearing a short, sleeveless blue floral dress. It was the reason I sported teal-colored braces, silver hoop earrings, and a loose ponytail, with hair tickling my bare back.


  I knew all those details of my teen girl appearance because that’s what Melissa, the real Melissa, looked like when she entered my room, hazel eyes filled with worry, about 10 minutes before school started.


  “Oh, Uncle Richard, I’m so stressed out about this biology test,” she said, as she dropped her black backpack on the floor near my desk.


  My niece could make straight A’s if she were so inclined. But she was not so inclined, especially when it came to sciences. She preferred to coast academically and have a good time socially. Now, just a few weeks into the school year, she was afraid that she was going to fail her first biology test. If she did so, that would endanger her standing as a cheerleader.


  I turned down the 80s music playing on my nearby Sirius receiver and leaned back in my chair, hands behind my head. “Did you study for the test?” I asked, looking the petite brunette in the eyes.


  “Yes, Uncle Richard, I did. I really did,” she said, before looking away.


  Following a long moment of silence, she added, “Well … some.”


  I chuckled. “I understand totally. Your Mom was the same way.


  “I don’t know what to tell you, kiddo,” I said.  “I love you and I’m always here if you need help studying. But I can’t take the test for you.


  “Listen, you’ve got to pull yourself together,” I added. “You’re a smart kid. You can do this.”


  She poked at the backpack with a black sneaker and knocked it over. Pens, lip gloss, breath mints, tissues, and other assorted objects fell out. I didn’t see any books.


  We both reached down to pick up the items and bumped our heads. That seemed to lighten the mood and we both laughed.


  I picked up a cheap looking gold coin. “What’s this?” I asked.


  “Oh, I found that in a box of Sugar Rush cereal this morning,” she said.


  I flipped it to her. “Maybe it grants wishes,” I said.


  Melissa smiled. “Boy, I could use one,” she replied.


  I nodded my head knowingly. “And that wish would be?”


  My niece closed her eyes, squeezed the coin and said, “I wish that I didn’t have to take the biology test and that I would make a good grade on it anyway.”


  Suddenly, the world went black. An instant later, I felt myself squeezing that coin and opened my eyes to see me sitting in a chair behind my desk.


  “What the …” I screamed. Only it wasn’t my voice. It was Melissa’s.


  My masculine voice, meanwhile, was keening “Eeeeeee! Eeeeee!” in a most unmasculine way.


  I rushed to close the door, nearly adding an “Eeeee!” or two of my own when I felt the hem of a dress brushing my suddenly bare legs.


  “Shhh. Quiet,” I whispered in my new Melissa voice.


  “But what happened? What happened?” she sobbed as she stood up. “I’m you. And you’re me!”


  I walked back and looked up at her as she patted over her new body in disbelief. I used to be 6-0 and she was 5-4. Now it was the other way around.


  “Tell me something I don’t know,” I said, looking down at breasts pushing against the front of the dress that Melissa had put on this morning and now I was wearing. I resisted the urge to rub my hands over them to confirm that they belonged to me now.


  “It must have been this coin,” I added, looking at it still in my hand.


  Then I made a wish that we were back in our own bodies. Nothing.


  “Here, you try it,” I said. She did. Nothing.


  “Maybe each coin works only once,” she said. “We’ll have to get another box.”


  Suddenly, the door opened and two girls came in. “Hi, Mr. Baxter. Hi, Missy,” said a blonde named Emma. “Hey, you’re not giving Missy the answers to the test, are you Mr. B?”


  Now the room was filling up. Looking into each other’s eyes, Mr. B and I realized that we had no choice. We’d have to go with the flow until further notice.


  I headed for my seat in the second row.


  “Oh, Melissa,” Uncle Richard said. “Don’t forget your backpack.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Good news,” my niece now in my body said as I drove us to the grocery store to buy a box of Sugar Rush cereal.


  No question that I could use some of that, I thought, as I took a quick glance in the rearview mirror and once more felt a surge of panic in my stomach as I spied the reflection of my 15-year-old niece, braces, eye makeup, earrings, and all. Only now it was my reflection. I was Melissa.


  And although the body I now inhabited was too young to drive, I was the one behind the wheel because my old body no longer had the skills to drive. Melissa had bumped her head when she got in the car, unaccustomed to being so tall, and I had to scoot the seat way up to reach the brake and gas pedals. The leather seat was cool against my legs. 100 percent certified craziness.


  Of course, I wasn’t around my classroom much of the time during the school day, because I had to attend my– Melissa’s– classes, but I suspected that he was as exhausted as I was from maintaining this charade. What I can tell you is that I almost walked into the men’s restroom. 


  “Girl, where are you going?” Zoe, a red-haired cheerleader, asked, as she grabbed my arm. “Jason might not like you comparison shopping.”


  I stopped, stunned both by what I was about to do and by her comment. Holy Crap! Is my niece sexually active? Does Katherine know?


  “That’s not funny, Zoe,” I said.


  She looked at me quizzically. “Is something wrong, Missy? You’re sure not acting like yourself today,” she said.


  “Sorry,” I said. “That biology test really had me stressed out. And I’m still not back to normal yet. It seems like my mind is somewhere else.”


  Actually, I had my mind right there with me. It was my body that was somewhere else.


  Going inside the girls’ room did nothing to relieve the stress that I truly felt, although not because of the test. An absence of urinals reminded me why. I had nothing but a void between my legs, with soft cotton panties pressed up against a flat groin. I avoided looking in the mirror, quickly stepping into a stall and closing the door. I lowered those panties with a scalloped waistband and lavender bow  down smooth, shapely legs. And as I lowered myself onto the seat, my eyes locked on my breasts and suddenly I realized a strapless bra was encasing them in silky cups. I’m not even going to talk about cleaning up after I finished relieving myself. 


  Head down, I walked to the sink to wash my hands, refusing to look directly at myself in the mirror. I still couldn’t bring myself to stare into the face of this new reality. Feeling it with every step, with every sway of my hips and bounce of my breasts was bad enough, as was the sensual feeling of the soft dress against my legs and long hair against my shoulders.


  What I also can tell you about my day is that three times I saw guys smiling at me as we sat in class and every time I realized that they were doing so because they so enjoyed the view that I was giving them of my panties. By lunch, I finally had learned to sit with my legs together.


  “Yeah, well, I certainly could use some good news after the day I’ve had,” I said, sitting up straight to see over the steering wheel. “What is it?”


  He chuckled. “Well, Melissa, you passed your biology test with flying colors. Your place on the cheerleading squad is assured.”


  If looks could kill, he would have keeled over. “Ha, ha,” I said in my teen girl voice. “You have no idea how happy that makes me.”


  He touched me on the arm. “Hey, really. It is good news. Don’t you see? My wish was to make a good grade on the test without having to take it. And that’s just what happened! The coin granted my wish.”


  He happily slapped his hands on the dash. “Now all we have to do is get another coin and wish to be ourselves again.”


  As I pulled into the parking lot, he added, “And I have to tell you that one trip to the men’s room was enough for me. How do you deal with that thing? And what’s up with it coming to attention when  senior girls come into your classroom?


  “Uncle Richard, are you a dirty, old man?” my manly niece asked with a grin.


  I smiled. “No, I’m Melissa, a sweet, innocent girl. You’re the dirty, old man, Uncle Richard.


  “But I’m ready to give it all up,” I continued. “Now, run in and get a box of Sugar Rush cereal, will you? I’m tired of wearing a dress, tired of wiggling when I walk, and tired of guys sneaking peeks.”


  He ran. But he ran like a girl with his arms out and his wrists limp. It was sooo embarrassing. I prayed no students or fellow teachers were around to see the display.


  Back in the car, he ripped open the box and felt around inside for the coin. And as he searched, a look of concern grew on his 40-year-old face. “It’s not here!” he cried. “It’s not here!”


  I grabbed the box with one of my small hands and removed his much larger with my other. Then I poured out the contents on the floor of the passenger side. He was right! The coin wasn’t there. What the hell?!


  Panicked, I looked at the front of the box. Near the bottom, a blue banner read, “Real magic wishing coin included in random boxes of Sugar Rush cereal for a limited time only.”


  “Oh, perfect! Just perfect,” I screamed, my voice becoming more high-pitched with very syllable. “We’re gonna have to buy every box in the store!”


  And we did, which amounted to more than $50 worth. Yikes!


  “Uh, I’m having a sleepover,” I told the clerk. “We like Sugar Rush cereal.”


  Without raising an eyebrow or cracking a smile, she popped her gum and nodded. “You must have lots of friends,” she said. “Have fun.”


  Meanwhile Uncle Richard was sooo not having fun. I saw him starting to panic as he realized he didn’t have enough cash to pay for the cereal.


  “Maybe you should use your credit card, Uncle Richard,” I said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  At Katherine’s house– well … my house now too, since I was her daughter– we were still dumping boxes of cereal on the kitchen table and searching frantically for a coin when she came in. Sugary flakes of corn and wheat had overflowed onto the floor around us. And we had tossed boxes everywhere.


  “Melissa! Richard! What in God’s name is going on here?” she yelled.


  A Realtor, she was divorced and two years younger than Uncle Richard. All three of us had brown hair and hazel eyes. She was 5-6, two inches taller than the new me.


  “I can explain, Katherine. We were … “I began.


  But she didn’t allow me to finish. “You bet you will,” she exclaimed. “And what’s up with you calling me by my first name, young lady?”


  Uncle Richard– yeah, it was just easier to call her that now– tried to intervene, “Mom, please, let her– him– explain.” 


  Hands on her hips, Mom was really wound up now. “Mom!?! You’re calling me Mom and Melissa is calling me Katherine? Are you two on drugs?”


  Then the man formerly my niece and I saw it at the same time. A coin! It had been in the box that I dumped just as Katherine stormed in. But distracted by her anger and possibly still stunned a bit that we finally had found what we were looking for, we both just stared, as it glistened in the light from the ceiling fixture.


  Then as we both started to pick it up, Katherine grabbed it.


  “Is this why you’ve made such a mess of my kitchen?” she stormed. “For this cheap piece of fake money?”


  We both stood up. “Please, Kath– er, I mean Mom– please, give me the coin. It’s very important,” I said.


  But she was on a roll now, an unstoppable force. “I swear, Richard, you should know better. And Melissa, you’re almost 16. You’re old enough to know better too. I just wish I knew what is going on in your head sometimes!”


  For the second time that day, the world went from light to black and back to light in an instant.


  And now Katherine– Mom– knew what was going on. Her wish had been granted. She knew what was going on in my head and her daughter’s head too. She knew that we had switched bodies because of another one of those coins.


  She stared at each of us in disbelief. And, then, incredibly, she laughed. “Oh, my God!” she said. “Richard, you’re my daughter now. And Melissa, you’re my brother?”


  My face turned red and I slammed a fist on the flake-filled table. “And you just used up the wish for the coin that was going to turn us back,” I steamed. “Now we have to find another one!”


  But we didn’t. We examined more than three dozen empty boxes and then looked through them again. We sifted through the flakes on the table and on the floor. Altogether, we had spent more than three hours in our futile search.


  All that time inhaling fumes from the hyper-sweet cereal perhaps gave us  sugar highs, and, at one point, Katherine surveyed the empty boxes and  giggled. “You know what we all are?” she asked.


  “Cereal killers!”


  Despite fatigue and frustration, we all laughed.


  A few minutes later, Uncle Richard looked at the kitchen clock and said, “OMG, Jason is going to be here in 30 minutes to get me–I mean you, Melissa. You have to get ready!”


  As I stood up, I said, “Oh, Hell, no! I’m not about to go on a date in your body with a boy.”


  Looking down, I saw flakes stuck to my bare legs. I brushed them off.


  “We’ll tell him I have a headache or something,” I said. “We have to go buy more cereal. We have to find another coin.”


  By this time, Katherine had mellowed and, despite the mess in her kitchen, was sympathetic to both of us. “It really is asking a lot of your uncle to expect him to go on a date with a boy,” she told her daughter now in my body.


  “But Richard, she really likes this boy,” she told me. “And the date is no big deal really. It’s just eating pizza and watching movies at a friend’s house.


  “You go on the date, eat some pizza, watch some movies, and we will go out and get more cereal. When we find a coin, Melissa can make the wish and, just like that, you’ll be back in your own bodies, maybe even while you’re eating pizza.”


  It was difficult to argue with that logic. I didn’t want to endanger my niece’s relationship with a boy she liked. And two could track down Sugar Rush cereal in our small town just about as quickly as  three.


  So the two of them marched me up the steps and into Melissa’s bedroom. “Okay, girl, turn around and we’ll get you out of that dress,” Uncle Richard said.


  Katherine snorted a laugh and then stepped between us. “I’m sorry, dear. I know that’s you in your uncle’s body. But it would just be too creepy seeing my brother undress my daughter. Why don’t you wait outside?”


  Uncle Richard raised his hands in exasperation. “Maaum! That’s just gross!” he whined.


  My sister pointed toward the door. “Go,” she said.


  He reluctantly left the room, closed the door, and then as quickly opened it again. “Have her wear the white romper,” he said. “And the brown sneaks with the white laces. Touch up her makeup and use a little fragrance too, please.”


  Katherine nodded, and said again, “Go!”


  Then she looked at me. “Okay, it’s just us girls now. Kick off your shoes. Then turn around and I’ll unzip the dress and unsnap your bra.


  Freed from the body-hugging garment, I wiggled my shoulders out of the tiny straps and the soft dress whispered down my torso and over my hips. It caressed my legs on the way to the floor. The sensual feeling of it all made me blush. And I felt flushed a second time when my sister removed the bra and freed my breasts to sway under their own weight.


  Katherine noticed my embarrassment and smiled. “Girls’ clothes feel good, don’t they?” she said. “See what you’re missing by being a boy? Or rather, see what you were missing when you were a boy?”


  As we faced the mirror, she noticed that I was keeping my eyes closed. “This is not your fault, Richard,” she said. “You’re not doing anything bad or perverted. This just happened because of some crazy coin.


  “Go head, look at yourself. It’s your body, at least for right now. Knowing my daughter, I’ve sure that she’s taken a good look at yours. Maybe even taken that thing between her legs out for a test run during your free period at school.”


  “Oh, gross!” I moaned. “That’s disgusting, Katherine. You’re talking about your own daughter.”


  She laughed. “Yes, I’m talking about my own daughter in the body of a healthy adult male, who, if I’m not mistaken, doesn’t have a girlfriend right now. And I was married, remember? I know how those things between men’s legs work. And I know how easily they are aroused.


  “Now, Melissa,” she continued, emphasizing the name. “Take a look in the mirror.”


  I shook my head. “No thanks,” I replied and then paused. “Maybe after you put another bra on me.”


  Actually, I decided not to look at myself until Mom wrapped my breasts– they were 34B, she said – in a lavender bra and put me in panties to match. I didn’t want to see what I had acquired or be reminded of what I had lost.


  “Okay,” she said. “You can look now. Don’t be embarrassed.”


  Still it was difficult not to be as I gazed at the partially clad body that rightfully belonged to my 15-year-old niece. Although I knew that I wasn’t, I still felt like a pervert. Thank God that I didn’t have a penis now. It would have been trying its best to escape my panties.


  But as I allowed Katherine to gently turn me left and then right to appraise the new me and saw her doing the same to her daughter in the mirror, something clicked. It was as if my male mind synched in with this female body– at least for right now.


  “What do you think?” Mom asked. “Okay?”


  Facing forward again, I cupped my breasts, tossed my hair, and then ran my tongue over the braces. “Okay,” I said.  “Until you can find another one of those coins. But please hurry.


  “Now, I’m afraid I starting to enjoy this too much,” I said, as I twirled around and ran my hands over my firm bottom clad in silky panties, still gazing in the mirror.


  “No, dear,” she chuckled. “You’ve just clicked into Melissa auto mode. Girls pose and preen in front of mirrors all the time. Welcome to the other side.”


  The white linen romper with flared legs buttoned in front, so I could put that on by myself. I cinched the matching belt around my narrow waist and then put on the brown shoes with thick white soles and shoe strings.


  “Now, here’s a little fragrance to finish things off,” Mom said, as she sprayed a mist into the air and pushed me into it. The bottle said “Love by Chloe” and it smelled light and flowery, and, God help me, made me start to feel pretty and a little girly.


  Mom saw me shudder. “Something wrong?” she asked.


  “Everything,”  I said. “But mostly that I’m starting to like what you’ve done to me. It almost feels natural, you know?”             


  She smiled. “For that body, it is,” she said. “Get used to it, Melissa, and have fun with your friends tonight.”


  Oh, that was creepy. My sister addressed me as her daughter. Yes, I had decided to start referring to Melissa as “Uncle Richard.” It was safer than dwelling on the absurd reality, which could send me naked and screaming down the street. But now Mom had legitimized that reality–- at least a little bit. And so had I. I was thinking of her as “Mom,” I realized.


  On the plus side, this new dynamic might help me get through my first date with a boy.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yes, the date was about pizza and movies for the three couples gathered in the basement of Abby, another of Melissa’s cheerleader friends. But it also involved a small bottle of rum that one of the boys smuggled in.


  I suspected that I was younger than most of the crowd. I knew for a fact that Zoe was a senior. And I knew that I was younger than my guy, Jason, since he was old enough to drive. He was cute too! OMG! Yes, I thought that because, well … he was, standing about 5-11, with blond hair and blue eyes. Of course, I had seen him around school, and thought little or nothing about him. But now, you might say, I was looking at him with new eyes– Melissa’s eyes.


  And evidently, her body had something to say about how I looked at him as well, because I felt all fizzy in my tummy when I was near him. And if he touched me, it sent a little electric jolt from my boobs  into my private place.


  As we sat around a table and ate, I listened to the conversations– or tried to anyway.  Mostly I zoned out as the boys talked about the football team and the girls talked about other girls. This had been an exhausting day in so many ways and just as I had allowed myself to get a little comfortable with this body, suddenly I was surrounding by alien beings– teenagers!


  Zoe shook my arm. “Missy, what is with you today?” she asked. “First you almost walked into the boys’ bathroom at school. Now you’re just sitting here like a zombie.”


  I looked up from the half-eaten slice of pepperoni pizza in front of me. “Huh? What did you say?” I asked.


  Zoe shook my arm. “Hey, girl! Are you in there? What’s the prob?”


  I shook my head and smiled. “Oh, sorry,” I said. “I’m really worried about my uncle. He wasn’t himself today.”


  Abby, a tall blonde, laughed. “What he needs is a good lay,” she said. “And I’m sure that Ms Collins, the French teacher, would be happy to oblige.”


  That revelation came as a total shock. Rachel Collins was an attractive, mid-30s divorcee who had just joined our teaching staff. She had short blonde hair and big blue eyes.


  Really?” I asked. “She likes me, er, my uncle?”


  Abby got up to dim the lights. “Of course she does, you ditz,” she said. “Haven’t you seen the way she looks at him?”


  I made a mental note to do so, as she continued, “Now, let’s watch some movies!”


  “Yeah,” Zoe’s hulking boy friend, Carl, laughed. “Let’s watch some movies!”


  His emphasis on “watch” sent a chill down my spine. Of course, I should have seen this coming. Three teen couples alone in a darkened basement with a bottle of liquor? With the pretense of watching movies, this was going to be a make-out session. And Melissa– that’s me!– was only 15.


  And it was. In a room set up as a home theater with lots of seating, each couple had its own private leather sectional. With a rum and coke in his hand, Jason led me over to the one on the far left, just as “Footloose” began playing on the big screen.


  We sat down and he put his arm around me. No pretending to stretch as we watched the movie and then slowly lowering it onto my shoulders. No, none of those old-fashioned preliminaries. Straight to it.


  He took a drink and then whispered in my ear, “I’ve been looking forward to this all day. Haven’t you?”


  Oh, my God! His embrace felt wonderful! But, at the same time, it was all I could do not to freak out! Instead, I grabbed his drink and took a huge gulp– probably not the best strategy in this small body. 


  I started to hand it back, but then took a second chug. Alcohol, I suddenly had decided, would at least calm me down and that’s all I wanted to do at the moment.


  Of course, alcohol also does other things. But I didn’t have time to think about those because Jason set the drink on a table and then leaned in to kiss me. The Richard in me resisted but then my Melissa body told him, “Back off. I’ve got this,” and responded just as passionately. Tongues entwined. And my toes curled.


  When we came up for air, Jason lifted me slightly and pulled me onto his lap sideways. As we kissed some more, his left hand snaked around my back and began to massage my right breast. I moaned, as I felt my nipples harden.


  “Oh, yes,” I whispered in his ear. “That feels sooo good.”


  Somehow fighting through the flood of feel-good female hormones, a fleeting thought occurred to me about what else alcohol can do– lower inhibitions and encourage you to do things that you wouldn’t do if you were sober.


  But again, my Melissa body intervened. “Relax,” it said. “Enjoy this. You know you want to.”


  And I did want to. I locked my arms around Jason’s neck and pressed my breasts against his chest. He pulled his arm out from between us and straightened me onto his lap, face to face, as I tucked my legs alongside him. The Richard inside me re-surfaced just long enough to observe that cheerleaders sure are flexible.


  “What?” Jason asked when a feminine little giggle escaped my lips.


  “Nothing,” I whispered. “Aren’t you glad I’m a cheerleader?”


  He nodded his head. “You bet, baby,” he said.


  At this point, I suspected that he would agree with anything I said except, “Let’s stop.”


  As I leaned into him with arms still around his neck, we continued to kiss and he began to unbutton my romper. Next his hot hands were inside, squeezing and massaging. I wanted him to unfasten my bra. I wanted to feel his hands against my bare breasts.


  But he had other ideas. Inside the romper, his hands moved down my sides. I felt myself growing wet. Eager for more, I wiggled my bottom on his lap. In response, Jason’s raging hard-on pressed urgently against my crotch.


  And that’s when Richard shouted “Enough!” inside my brain, chasing away alcohol-infused compliance. “This is your niece’s body,” he added. “As much as you want to right now, you can’t have sex with this guy.”


  He was right, of course. But it just didn’t seem right to suddenly leave Jason “hanging” like that, so to speak. I didn’t want to damage their relationship.


  “How about if I just … ” I asked Richard.


  “No! Not that either!” he said.


  So, what’s a girl to do?


  “Jason,” I whispered. “I have a really bad headache and I think I’m growing to throw up.”


  Without waiting for a response, I bounced off his lap and bolted for the bathroom. Fortunately, the television provided enough light for me to find my way.


  Inside, I breathed deeply, flushed the toilet, and rinsed my face.


  In the TV room, I heard Zoe said, “She’s telling the truth, Jason. She hasn’t been herself all day and I guess she didn’t want to disappoint you by not coming.”


  Thank you, Zoe!


  The ride home was mostly quiet, with me apologizing most of the way. By the time we got there, he had softened, in more ways than one.


  “Better not kiss me on the lips,” I said. “I may be coming down with something.”


  He nodded, and kissed me on the cheek. “Good night,” he said. “Hope you feel better soon.”


  On the way to the door, I straightened the romper and nestled the girls properly in their cups. Jason’s hands had almost freed them. Ah … Jason’s hands. My crotch was still wet too. Looking down, I was relieved to see no dampness between my legs.


  “You’re home early,” Mom said as I walked in the front door, my legs still a little wobbly from a close encounter with my first female orgasm.


  “And I’m guessing you didn’t find a coin,” I said.


  She shook her head. “I’m sorry. I really am. We’ll start looking again first thing in the morning.”


  “Where’s Uncle Richard?” I asked.


  Mom smirked. “Oh, hearing you call him that is too funny,” she said. “But if  you are Melissa, I guess that’s who she is right now. Your Uncle Richard is in the bathroom. Seems like he’s spending a lot of time in there.”


  She blushed when she realized the implications of that.


    “Well, I hope he’s having a good time,” I said.


  Just then, he stepped out of the bathroom at the other end of the hall.


  “I hope that you had a good time,” he chuckled, suggesting that he had heard us. “And I hope that you didn’t do anything that I wouldn’t do.”


  I put my hands on my hips. “Well, I don’t know what you wouldn’t do,” I said. “But don’t worry. I was a good girl. The big question is whether you’re being a good boy in my body.”


  “Of course, I am,” he quickly replied. But by the way his face suddenly turned crimson, Mom and I knew that he was not.


  “I’d suggest you use plenty of lotion to cut down on friction,” I said. “I don’t want you giving me back damaged goods.”


  “All right, you two, that’s enough!” Katherine snapped. “Oh, Lord, this is just too crazy. My daughter is my brother and my brother is my daughter and they’re comparing notes about having sex. Can we please not talk about this anymore?”


  Seizing the opportunity, Uncle Richard quickly changed the subject. “Did you tell her about tomorrow?” he asked Mom.


  “No,” she said. “I was leaving that for you.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Saturday turned out to be a perfect day for a fund-raiser carwash. And so, at 9 a.m. promptly, there I was in the parking lot of a local gas station with other bikini-clad cheerleaders, sudsing and rinsing cars, trucks, and each other. The Richard inside me realized that we presented a scene right out of a soft porn movie. I had never seen so much glistening cleavage in my life. And some of it was mine! I doubt that it was coincidental that most of the drivers were young males.


  I guess that I should have been tired. Yesterday had been stressful. And then I didn’t get much sleep during my first– and hopefully only– night as a teenage girl. Just knowing that I would be parading around more than half-naked the next day would have been enough to keep me tossing and turning.


  But, I’m embarrassed to admit, I still also was really turned on thinking about what Jason and I did in our make-out session and what it would have been like to go all the way. In stopping Melissa’s boyfriend from impaling me on his lap, right there in Abby’s basement, I knew that I had done the right thing.


  Now in my body, Melissa seemed to be a real horn dog. But who could blame her? Suddenly she was dealing with a near constant hard-on from being around good-looking girls all day. As any guy could tell you, that thing has a mind of its own. But I  suspected that, as a teen girl, she was still a virgin. From all that I had seen and heard at school, she was a good girl.  And I also knew that alcohol played no small part in me nearly ruining that reputation.


  Still, I wanted to know what it felt like. I mean, after all, Katherine and I both knew that her daughter had sampled male orgasm in my body, possibly several times. The look of guilt and embarrassment on his face when he stepped out of the bathroom and saw us was a clear admission. Why shouldn’t I find out what it was like for a girl?


  So, eyes closed and lying there in Melissa’s bed, wearing silky boy shorts and a crop top, I visualized myself once again on Jason’s lap. His large, hard hands were once again inside my romper and on their way to grasp my plump bottom.


  “What do we do now?” he whispered in my ear. “Whatever this is you’re wearing is kind of in the way, don’t you think?”


  I smiled. “Not if you use your imagination,” I said.


  Removing an arm from his neck, I stretched out one of the loose legs on my romper. “See?”


  Then I raised up off his lap and squeezed his crotch. Jason groaned, and, as he did so, I knew exactly what he was feeling. First-hand knowledge told me. But just as good, I also discovered how grasping that hardness in her hand– my hand– turns on a girl as well.


  I unzipped him and found the opening that I knew would be there in his jockey shorts.


  “Oh, my God,” he gasped. “I’m about to lose it!”


  “Don’t you dare!” I giggled. “But just to be safe, I’ll let you take it from here.”


  Once again I locked my arms around his neck, as I sensed him maneuvering below and then felt him direct his hardness into my romper leg.


  “Push down my panties,” I whispered. “I’m waiting. I want you.”


  As I visualized Jason making that final move that would join us in one explosive moment, I realized that I was fondling my breasts and tweaking my rock hard nipples. When that started, I had no idea. I had been too lost in the fantasy. But now as it neared its climax, I was hyper-aware of my own hands electrifying my girly body. I groaned and wiggled my bottom urgently, in dire need of something, something that a fantasy couldn’t provide, something that would satisfy my yearning and fill that empty space between my legs.


   Answering the call, one of my hands traced down my flat tummy and sneaked under my shorts. It found its way to that  space, gently explored the opening, and then went inside. That’s when I knew what it was like for girls, at least in terms of self-gratification.


  And, I was afraid, that was when Katherine learned that I knew what it was like. Her bedroom was right down the hall, and I wasn’t exactly a shrinking violet when it came to voicing my pleasure. Of course, I hadn’t intended to scream. It just happened. It was my first time as a girl, after all.


  But if she did hear, Katherine didn’t humiliate me by padding down the hall, opening my bedroom door, asking if I was all right– and then suddenly revealing an “I know what you just did” expression.


  She didn’t do it after my second or third orgasm either, the last of which came about 3 a.m., according to the digital clock on the nightstand.


  Still, I wasn’t tired, despite less than five hours of sleep. Famished, I gobbled up one bowl of Sugar Rush cereal and started on another.


  “My, oh my, Melissa,” Uncle Richard laughed. “Looks like you worked up quite an appetite overnight. Is there anything you want to tell me?”


  Despite my best attempt at self-control, I felt myself blushing.


  “That’s enough, Richard,” Mom quickly interjected. Then she looked at me as she pushed her own empty bowl away.


  “Yes, Missy,” she smiled. “I hope your first night as a girl wasn’t too unpleasant.”


  “With this long hair and these boobs, it was tough getting comfortable,” I lied. “I tossed and turned all night. And I was so stressed out yesterday that I didn’t have any appetite. Now I do.”


  I stared daggers at both of them. This wasn’t my fault, dammit! And now Uncle Richard was making fun of me. Mom acted like she was sympathetic and all that, but I just knew that she was laughing on the inside. I wanted to cry. OMG, where did that come from? Guys don’t cry!


  “Okay?” I said, breaking the silence.


  “Oh, sweetie, Uncle Richard didn’t mean to hurt your feelings,” Katherine said. “He was just teasing. Don’t be mad, okay?


  “I know this is difficult for you. And while you’re at the carwash today, we’ll find another one of those coins and make things right.”


  Uncle Richard nodded. “We sure will,” he added. “You just hang in there, Missy. And I’m sorry.”


  Then, as Katherine got up to take her dishes to the sink, he winked and mouthed the words, “Now we both know what it’s like.”


  Before I could stop myself, I stuck out my tongue at him and whined, “Mom, Uncle Richard is being a dick!”


  Oh, crap! Melissa-as-me had just teased me in much the same way that I often teased her. And I had responded just as she would. After just one day, were we becoming each other, inside as well as out? Was I about to become my own sister’s daughter? We needed to find another magic coin– and fast.


  My comment obviously worried Katherine as well. Whirling around from the sink, she put hands on her hips and said, “Oh, this is just too creepy! If I didn’t know you were each other, I wouldn’t know that you were each other!”


  *     *     *      *     *


   With my hair in a high ponytail, I sported a hot pink bikini, with a silver heart between the cups. As I stretched to wash a car,  I often had to pull down the top to keep the girls from escaping out the bottom of it.


  My bosom buddy, Zoe, meanwhile, wore a black two-piece with rhinestones. It looked great with her fair skin and red hair and provided impressive lift to her heavy breasts.


  True to their word, Mom and Uncle Richard were out buying more Sugar Rush cereal. After I had yelled and screamed when they told me about the car wash the night before, they had tried to calm me down by saying that, with any luck, I would be transported back into my male body as I was washing a car this morning. Of course, they had told me much the same thing in regard to the pizza party and make-out session.


  Still, I relented. Surrounded by other girls– other girls?– in a public place, I reasoned, at least I wouldn’t have to worry about losing my virginity. Also, I had enough of self-pleasuring last night. I knew what it was like for girls. No point in pretending to be sick and staying home alone.  


  And the little Richard voice inside had added that there could be worse ways to spend a Saturday morning. He was right too. In addition to continually pulling down my top, I kept checking my bottom for an erection that wasn’t there. It certainly felt like it, though, as I mingled amongst and occasionally rubbed against a multitude of scantily-clad cheerleader boobs and butts.


  Pressing a sponge against my chest to “cool off” was a real turn-on too. In truth, it made me hot to feel the water trickle down my cleavage, onto my tummy and into my bikini bottom. It made me feel even hotter if I noticed a guy watching me. That’s right, I was a horny high school cheerleader right out of a soft porn movie.


  In fact, I was reeeelly feeling the part when Jason drove up in his black Camaro. Missy was in charge and Richard was sitting this one out.


  “Hi,” he said as he rolled down the window and smiled. “I hope you’re feeling better.”


  “Oh, I am,” I replied. “Wanna see?”


  Lifting one leg into the air, I leaned into the car, put my arms around his neck, and gave him a loud, playful kiss.


  “See?” I said as I pulled back. “All better!”


  “Yeah, all better,” he laughed. “And now I’m all wet.”


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said with as I put one hand to my mouth and raised my eyebrows in obviously fake sincerity.


  “Here, let me!” I added, as I grabbed a towel from Abby and started patting his face. Only I didn’t stop there.


  To keep me from falling completely into his lap, Jason grabbed me just where I hoped he would– my boobs! My nipples hardened and pushed against the wet Spandex into his hands. Oooo, yes … I was feeling better.


  “Okay, young lady! That’s enough!”


  Oops! Busted! That was Ms Johnson, the cheerleaders sponsor.


  As I pushed myself back out of the car window and my bare feet hit asphalt, I said, “I accidentally got Jason all wet. I was just drying him off.”


  “Sure you were,” she replied, staring at my rigid nipples. “I thought you were a good girl, Missy.”


  “Oh, I am, Ms Johnson,” I said. “I promise!”


  That little scare was enough to awaken Richard, who reigned in the slutty cheerleader and reasserted a male fondness for admiring the female form in teeny bikinis. On the outside, meanwhile, I was just one of the girls as we washed cars, sprayed each other, and giggled almost incessantly.


  But morning came and went with no transformation. At noon, we were relieved by more girls from the squad. And someone’s mother drove six of us to the local Pizza Hut. We pulled cutoff jeans and tank tops from our oversize purses and put them on before going inside. Still, our damp bikini tops made the shirts almost transparent, meaning that six sets of nipples were briefly visible as the cool air stiffened them. Admiring them wasn’t as hot as rubbing against soapy boobs and butts, but still … I felt the need to put my hand below the table and search for a phantom erection.


  I sat directly across from Zoe, and we were both pulling pizza onto our plates when suddenly the world went black. In an instant, it was light again and I was looking at …


  Melissa!? What the Hell?


  Looking down, I saw big breasts in a black bikini beneath a white tank top. I noted freckles on my bare arms and red hair framing my face.


  Oh, Christ! Now I was Zoe!


  Looking across the table, I saw Melissa also checking out her body. She squeezed her breasts, ran hands down her arms, and touched the sides of her face. Then she smiled nearly ear to ear. Well, at least she was back. But what about me? And what about Zoe?


  “Uh, Melissa– I mean, Missy,” I said as I stood up. “I need to talk to you.”


  When she hesitated, I added, “Please!” and motioned with my head for her to follow me. The other girls were talking and digging into the pizza and didn’t pay any attention to our departure.


  Inside the bathroom, I  put my hands on my new, wider hips and said, “Look at me!”


  Melissa looked puzzled. “What’s wrong?” she asked. “You look fine to me.”


  Breasts bouncing, I paced back and forth in front of the sinks.


  “I would if I were Zoe,” I said, waving my arms. “But I’m Richard! When you went back into your body, I got shifted into hers! What the Hell happened!?”


  She covered her face with her hands. “Oh, my God, I’m so sorry, Uncle Richard,” she sobbed. “I don’t know what happened. Mom and I found a coin and then I said that I wish I were back in my own body.”


  The realization hit her at the same time it hit me. “I didn’t wish for us to switch back into our original bodies!” she gasped.


  “Then that must mean Zoe is in your body!”


  Just then her phone rang. “It’s Mom,” Melissa said.


  “Okay, okay,” she said into the phone. “Yes, he’s not happy about it either. Pick us up at the Pizza Hut.”


  Melissa squeezed me, firm, damp breasts pressing against firm, damp breasts. “I’m so, so sorry,” she said.


  It wasn’t exactly a good time for me to be distracted by such things. But, hey, while I was busty Zoe on the outside, little Richard still was with me on the inside.


  “Zoe is freaking out in your body,” she said. “Mom gave her a Xanax. She will be here in about five minutes and then we’ll go home. We have to get her calmed down so we can explain things.”


  We went back to the table, grabbed our purses, and told the others that we’d see them Monday.


  Belatedly we realized  that the coins were mischievous as well as magical. If a wish was stated concisely and the parameters were limited, no problem. But if the desire wasn’t clearly stated, then chaos could ensue. In our case, that meant me bumping Zoe out of her body and sending her to mine. I guess that we should consider ourselves lucky that it wasn’t even more complicated. Everyone at our table could have been shifted into another body in a domino effect.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As soon as Zoe in my body calmed down. Katherine and Melissa went out to search for more Sugar Rush cereal.


  “This is so weird,” she said as we sat across from each other at the kitchen table. “You mean that last night, in Abby’s basement, that was … “


  I nodded. “Yes, that was me in Melissa’s body,” I said.


  She laughed with my voice. “Oh, wow, Mr. B, that is really wack.”


  I laughed too, in her voice. “You’re telling me,” I said.


  Zoe in my body shifted uncomfortably in her chair. Her Richard face turned red.


  “Are you okay?” I asked.


  She shook her head. “No, I’m not. This thing between my legs is really wack too. Looking at you is causing it to get really hard.


  “And you’re me!”


  Now I blushed. “I understand,” I said. “Jason’s body turned me on. And this female body turns on that male body you’re in. I think the same thing happened for Melissa when she looked at girls– or even pictures of girls.”


  She took a few seconds to appraise her new male body. Then she sighed and used her hand to re-arrange the package between her legs.


  “Sorry about that,” she said. “It feels like it’s going to explode.”


  “Don’t be,” I replied. “It’s natural. It’s embarrassing to admit it, but I’m feeling a little turned on too, even though that’s my body you’re in.”


  I looked down to see the nipples of my ample breasts pressed through the fabric of both my bikini and top. When I looked up, she was staring at me.


  We sat there awkwardly for awhile and then she said,  “I’m sure they’ll find another coin soon.”


  I laughed again. “Well that’s what I thought when I agreed to go out with Jason last night,” I said. “And that’s what I thought when the car wash started this morning. Maybe it will be different this time. But this might take awhile, especially since they have to drive farther and farther to find the cereal.”


  Zoe in my body put her hand on her chin. “If that’s the case, then you might have to be me tonight and maybe even tomorrow.”


  I nodded. “Yeah, that’s what I’m afraid of.”


  She gave a half smile. “Well, then, you should know that I have a date with Carl tonight for the back-to-school dance, and, next week, I’m going to be a bridesmaid in my sister’s wedding


  “I can coach you on the bridesmaid thing, but I think you will need some practical experience before your date with Carl.”


  “What are you talking about?” I asked, as I pushed auburn hair behind one ear.


  But I knew what she was suggesting and she knew that I knew.


  “They’re going to be gone for awhile,” the man who was no longer my uncle said. “And you have condoms in your purse.”


  As I looked down at the canvas bag near my bare feet, I shook my head. “Nu, uh,” I said. “That’s your purse, not mine. Those are your condoms, Zoe.”


  But I knew that was a feeble argument. For the moment, I was Zoe. That was my purse. Those were my condoms. And she was me with a raging hard-on, sitting way too close to me, with the house to ourselves.


  “Nu, uh,” I said again. “I can’t do that. No way. You’re a student and I’m a teacher. It would be wrong.”


  Richard shook his head. “No, Zoe,” he said. “You’ve got it backward again. And besides, you’re not in any of my classes. Also, you’re 18.”


  “I’m 40,” I insisted


  “You’re 18,” he repeated. “I’m 40. You’re legal. We’re not related in any way. We have the house to ourselves. And  this penis is going to explode right out of my pants if we don’t do something about it soon. Now I know what I do to Carl. And it’s really painful.”


  “That’s not the point,” I argued. “You’re in my body and I’m in yours. I can’t have sex with myself!”


  He laughed. “Sure you can. Maybe you don’t even realize it, but you’re just as turned on as I am. I can see you wiggling around in that chair. I can see your nipples through both your bikini and your tank top. And if we sit here much longer, getting ourselves hotter and hotter, you’ll start licking your lips. I guarantee it.”


  “Nu, uh,” I said for the third time.


  “Uh, huh,” he said with a smile, as he reached across the table and took my hand. I didn’t pull it back.


  “Okay, I want to,” I finally admitted. “Being with Jason really turned me on, you know? And I really wanted to …you know … do more with him. But Melissa’s a good girl and I couldn’t so I … But you’re me! I can’t have sex with my own body. It would be just too creepy looking at my own face while we’re … you know … “


  Richard chuckled. “Zoe, you’re babbling, just like a girl,” he said. “And you don’t have to worry about looking at my face. You like it doggy style.”


  I gulped. “I do?” I asked.


  “You do,” he said emphatically. “Believe me.”


  I did believe him. And I believed my Zoe body, which suddenly was aching with desire to assume the position. I licked my lips.


  “Where?” I asked, barely able to speak.


  “Here’s as good a place as any,” Richard said. “That way, we’ll know right away when Katherine and Missy get back. No embarrassing surprises.


  “You just peel that bikini bottom off that sweet ass of yours, I’ll drop my trousers and … “


  “Oh, just shut up and let’s do this!” I said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  But we didn’t do it.


  Yes, I peeled off my black bikini bottom. Yes, Richard dropped his pants. Yes, we assumed the position. I leaned on the table, Richard grasped my hips, and his solid erection tickled my bare butt, eager for entry. In seconds, his condom-covered penis would be inside me. He would enjoy the release he so desperately sought. And, finally, I really would know what it was like for girls. This was the real thing, not masturbation. I closed my eyes and smiled, eager for Richard to take the plunge.


  That’s when we heard the garage door opening. Oh, crap!


  I moaned in frustration. Richard said, “Oh, shit!” And we both hastily dressed.


  Seconds later, the door from the garage opened and Katherine and Melissa entered, their arms full of bags filled with– what else?– Sugar Rush cereal.


  “There’s got to be a coin in one of these boxes,” Melissa said as she placed her load on the table.


  She noticed nothing amiss, but Katherine did, or thought she did. She smirked.


  “You two getting along all right?” she asked. “Zoe, how are you coping?”


  “Oh, I’m doing fine, thanks,” I replied.


  Katherine laughed. “I’m sure you are,” she replied. “But I was asking the real Zoe, the one who now is in your body.”


  “I’m better now,” Richard said. “But this is really wack, you know? I mean, all of a sudden, I’m a man with a … “
“Penis?” Melissa chimed in. “Yeah, been there. Done that. Lots of fun, huh?”


  Richard blushed. “No, not really,” he said. “It hurts.”


  But it would have been fun for both of us, I thought to myself, if we hadn’t been interrupted.


  And despite opening another 38 boxes of Sugar Rush cereal, we didn’t find another coin.


  “We’ll just have to look again tomorrow,” Katherine said as she started to sweep up the cereal scattered on the kitchen floor. “And you two will just have suck it up and be each other for awhile longer.”


  Melissa giggled but it wasn’t because of Katherine’s turn of phrase. “That means Uncle Richard has a date with Carl for the back-to-school dance tonight,” she said.


  Looking at me, Zoe-as-Richard added, “And that means you will have to go to my house, shower, and get dressed by 7 for Carl to pick you up.”


  “I’ll help him– er, her,” Melissa said eagerly.


  “Won’t that be fun!” Katherine said with a wink.


  The new Richard, meanwhile, would just have to be satisfied with an extended stay in the bathroom before he went to the dance as one of the faculty chaperones.


  Missy grabbed my hand to lead me upstairs to her bedroom. “Come on. I’ll get ready and then we’ll go to your house,” she said.


  As we left, I looked over my shoulder and said, “Hey, Mr. B, you’re supposed to be at the dance too. See you there!”


  “Not that anyone cares, but I’ll look through the cereal boxes again,” Katherine said. “Maybe there’s a coin in one of them and we missed it.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Oh, my God! I’m a 36D,” I exclaimed as I checked the tag on the bra  that I was supposed to wear with my little black dress.


  “Pretty impressive, huh?” Missy giggled. “You’re the biggest girl on the cheerleader squad.”


  “Yeah, well, I don’t know that ‘impressive,’ is the right word,” I said as I stared at my bikini-clad body in the mirror. This was the first time that I’d seen it through Zoe’s eyes.


  I was a couple of inches taller than Missy, who now was wearing a sleeveless green dress with flared skirt and high-heel sandals. And my body was much more … well, “voluptuous” was the word that first came to mind. Or maybe “ripe” would be a more accurate description.


  I thought it ironic that I never had thought of Zoe that way when I was Richard. Of course, I never had thought of any teenage girls that way when I was myself. They were kids, students, and I was a teacher, an adult in a position of trust.


  Now that I was one of them, though, well … the world was a much different place.  A much more confusing place. I saw my adolescent body in a way that I had never considered when I was an adult male.


  I was embarrassed to have bigger boobs than my 15-year-old niece. But I also was proud. Yes, they were big, but they also were firm and almost– but not quite– perky. They were too large and heavy to be perky. But they were sexy. I was sexy, sexy like … OMG I was a living, breathing Jessica Rabbit!


  “Zoe! Hey, Zoe!”


  Missy’s voice and her hand on my bare shoulder brought me back to reality.


  “You need to get a quick shower,” she said. “We’ve only got an hour to get you ready.”


  “Oh, okay,” I said, turning to face her.


  “That body is really something else, isn’t it?” she said. “All of us are jealous.”


  “You are?” I asked, looking at our full-length reflections.


  “Of course, we are!” she said. “What girl wouldn’t want a body like that?”


  “But I’m not a girl,” I said, as I turned to head for the bathroom. “Remember?


  “This is all really confusing. First I was you. Now I’m Zoe, a girl that I saw around school but didn’t even really know,” I continued. “But inside, I’m still Richard, you know?               And this is really embarrassing to say, but, somehow, some way, I’m attracted to …


  “Boys,” we said at the same time, and Missy laughed.


  “Don’t forget, I was you for awhile too,” she added. “I had that big thing hanging between my legs, and I was attracted to girls. Or maybe it was attracted to girls and I was just along for the ride.”


  I nodded. “I’m glad that there’s someone who understands,” I said. “Thanks for helping me out.”


  Missy giggled. “Well, I can help you out only so much,” she said. “Tonight at the dance, you’re on your own with Carl. I want to be with Jason.”


  As I started to close the door to the bathroom, she added, “Remember, a quick shower. Save the other until you’re with Carl tonight.


  “And just so you know, I am a good girl,” Missy said. “Zoe? Not so much. That’s why you carry condoms in your purse.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Jason played running back on our football team. By contrast, Carl was a defensive tackle, and probably weighed 100 pounds more. Last night, as Missy, I hadn’t been attracted to him at all. In fact, I thought that he reminded me of The Hulk.


  But as Zoe … That black hair, those blue eyes, that big chest, those bulging muscles … well, just thinking of them made my black, silk panties a little damp. He cleaned up nicely too! He was wearing a black suit and red tie when he came to pick me up.


  “Gosh, Zoe, you look gorgeous,” he said when I opened the door.


  The boy had good taste. And I did look gorgeous, thanks in large part to Missy, who helped me with my makeup and put my hair up in a side pony, adorned with a black bow. She also made certain that my girls were properly nestled in my black lace bra and zipped up my sleeveless dress, which  tied behind my neck. 


  Carl’s huge paw swallowed up my hand as he led me to the car and opened the door. At school, he opened the door for me too and helped me out of the car. As we walked into the gym, he kept his arm wrapped around my waist. Thank goodness for that! The stilettos I was wearing really made my legs look good, but they also scared the Hell out of me.


  As we sat at a table with Missy and Jason and Abby and her boyfriend, I realized that Carl must have been the one who took the booze to Abby’s pizza party the night before. He had another bottle with him tonight. He poured some into my Coke and his and then secretively passed the bottle to Jason.


  Raising his glass, he looked at me and said, “Bottoms up!”


  “You wish!” I replied, and everyone laughed.


  A little later, Mr. B– Zoe in my body– stopped by our table, along with Ms Collins, one of the other chaperones. They made an attractive couple, I thought, and just maybe I would ask her out when I was my old self again– if we ever found another one of those magic coins.


  “You kids having fun?” he asked, as I caught him stealing a glance at Carl, who was my boyfriend at the moment– not his! Still, I couldn’t blame him. The boy had it going on!


  “Behave yourselves, okay?” he added, as he guided Ms Collins toward another table. “No booze and no making out behind the bleachers.”


  “Oh, we will!” I replied. “Don’t worry!”


  As the evening passed, we drank a little more between dances and, surprisingly, the heels seemed more and more natural on my feet. Not that they were comfortable. Oh, God, no! But I no longer was afraid of falling in them and making a fool of myself. Rather, I loved the way they accentuated my body and my movements. At long last, I finally knew why women wore high heels.


  Still, I wouldn’t say that I needed to wear stilettos for Carl to be attracted to me. The boy was all hands during the slow dances and, over time, his pelvic grind became more and more urgent. Briefly, I wondered why the Richard in me wasn’t silently screaming “enough” and force me to flee to the bathroom as I had the night before. But then I remembered I wasn’t Missy tonight. I wasn’t a good girl.


  To prove it, I pressed my groin into my boyfriend’s raging hard-on.


  “God, Zoe!” he whispered in my ear. “I’m gonna cum in my pants. Cut that out!”


  “Oh, I’m sorry,” I giggled. “I’m a bad girl. Maybe you should spank me!”


  Carl looked down at me and grinned. “Among other things,” he said.


  “I dare you,” I shot back and took his hand. “Come on.”


  “Where are we going?” he asked.


  “Behind the bleachers, of course,” I said, realizing as I did what a bizarre world I now inhabited. If Melissa hadn’t made that first wish, I’d now be an adult male and authority figure at this dance, making sure that horny couples like us didn’t go behind the bleachers. Also, I could be getting to know Ms Collins a little better.


  “Nah, I’ve got something better,” Carl said. “I’ll go out first. And then you follow me.”


  “Where are we going?” I asked, my heart pounding at the thought that finally– finally!– I was going to find out what it was like for girls in real life, instead of during an erotic fantasy in bed alone.


  “Mr. Baxter’s room,” he hissed. “I saw him leave after school on Friday and he didn’t lock the door.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  OMG, this is too good, I thought to myself as I walked through the empty halls, hearing only the click-clack of my high heels on the floor. Looking like Jessica Rabbit, I was going to have sex in my own classroom with Zoe’s boyfriend. I searched through my purse as I neared the room. Yes! I had them. The condoms!


  I just hoped that Carl had enough self control to keep from jizzing all over me as I rolled it on his penis. Or maybe I should let him put it on himself. What should I do? What did the real Zoe do?


  That was the last coherent thought I had. As I entered the dark room, Carl swept me up in his arms and kissed me passionately. I locked my legs as best I could around his torso and kissed back, our tongues fully engaged.


  “This is so bad,” Carl said when we finally came up for air. “We’re going to do it in a school classroom, right on a teacher’s desk.”


  “You have no idea how bad it is,” I giggled.


  “What do you mean?” he asked as he sat me on the desk and stepped between my legs.


  “Oh, nothing,” I said. “Come here.”


  As we kissed some more, I unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.


  “Thanks for not wearing pantyhose,” he said.


  “Just for you,” I replied, as he reached under the short skirt of my dress and pulled down my panties.


  Suddenly he leaned down on me and  his rigid manhood probed around my flat tummy.


  “Ah, ah,” I said. “Condom first.”


  “Oh, yeah,” he replied. “I forgot.”


  “Just like a boy,” I giggled. “Sure you did.”


  I needn’t have worried about who put on the condom. In a flash, Carl took one from my purse, unwrapped it, and slid it on his considerably above average penis. Oh, my!


  Not that I had seen a lot of other men’s sexual organs, especially when they were erect. But his certainly was larger than mine– or rather the one that used to be mine but now belonged to a teenage girl wearing my body.


  “Okay?” he asked.


  “Yes,” I grinned. “But just one more thing. I don’t want to do it this way.”


  Carl’s teeth flashed white in the darkness. “Even better,” he said. “Roll over, bitch, and prepare for incoming.”


  I quickly obliged, putting my elbows on the desk. Finally. Finally!


  He pulled up my skirt and I felt cool air on my plump butt. He leaned into me, using one hand as his guidance system. Slowly, he moved the tip around and around my slit.


  “My goodness, you’re all wet,” he said. “How did that happen?”


  “Stop being a prick, Carl!” I hissed. “Put it in!”


  “Tell me you want it,” he teased. “Tell me that because you’re a horny bitch you want me to fuck you doggy style.”


  I was so aroused that my head was spinning, but still I had enough of my senses about me to know that we were engaged in role-playing foreplay. Carl wasn’t being mean to me and I wasn’t being mean to him.


  I fully complied.


  “I’m a horny bitch and I want you to fuck me doggy style,” I hissed. “Now do it!”


  Suddenly, we heard footsteps in the hall.


  “Oh, no, who’s that?” Carl whispered. “We’ve got to get out of here.”


  “There’s no time,” I said, as I pulled up my panties. “We’ll hide in the closet.”


  We just made it into the closet when we heard the classroom door open. Carl still had his pants and jockey shorts around his ankles. Also, he was behind me and, despite the scare, his erection still sought relief. I felt it poking against my bottom. I had to hand it to the boy. He had staying power.


  “We don’t have much time,” a woman’s voice said.


  “I don’t need much,” a man’s voice chuckled.


  OMG, the male voice! It was mine! Or rather the one I used to have when I was Richard Baxter.


  And then I realized who the woman was. It was Ms Collins, the teacher that Abby said had a crush on me– when I was Richard, that is.


  “But in a classroom?” she asked. “In your classroom? This is go bad.”


  “You have no idea how bad it is,” he chuckled.


  “What do you mean?” she asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” he said. “Now, come here.”


  As we stayed as still as possible and listened, I could hear Carl’s breathing steadily deepen. As turned on as I was by what was happening just a few feet away on my desk, he was even more so. I kept slapping away his erection as he tried to impale me from behind and it kept returning for more abuse.


  Although I wanted to more than anything, I didn’t dare let him in. If I did, I knew, I wouldn’t be able to control myself and my cries would give us away. Richard– Mr. B– wouldn’t be a problem. He was me and I was him– er, her. And we understood the sexual needs that we both had in these borrowed bodies. But Ms Collins  …


  Well, unless she had a really open mind, I could wind up getting expelled and Mr. B could lose his job. Or vice versa, depending on whether Katherine and Missy found another magic coin.


  “I’m sorry,” Carl whispered, as I swatted him away again and the teachers conjugated on what used to be my desk.


  “Jerk off,” I hissed.


  “You don’t need to call me names,” he replied. “I can’t help it.”


  “No,” I said. “Jerk. Off. With your hand.”


  As I blew a strand of hair out of my face, I heard him whimper. “I don’t want to do that,” he said. “That would be weird. You do it. Please. That wouldn’t be weird.”


  Oh, yeah? If he only knew.


  “Oh, all right,” I whispered.


  From personal experience, I knew how quickly teen boys could recover from having sex and rise to the occasion for a repeat performance. In fact, for me– a bad girl who wanted desperately to live up to her reputation– this probably was a good thing. When we finally did have sex– and we were going to have sex– I’d get more bang for my buck.


  “Back up as much as you can,” I said.


  Carefully I slipped out of my heels and pushed them aside. Then slowly I turned around and crouched down. Even with the extra inches that Carl had given me, I barely had enough room to do so, as my ripe bottom pressed against the door. My boobs pressed against my knees.


  A penis-filled condom pressed against my nose.


  Now what? To say that I had never been in this position before would be a gross understatement.


  Hands or mouth? With condom or without?


  As if reading my mind, Carl said, “Take off the condom and suck it. Pleeeese.”


  I took a deep breath. He better be worth it, I thought. He’d better make me see stars!


  I wrapped one small hand around his erection and with the other began to peel off the rubber.


  And just as I pulled it free, Carl shot his load all over my face.


  “Geez! I’m so sorry,” he whispered. “I couldn’t help it.”


  I used his shirt tail to wipe my face and hands. “No problem,” I said through gritted teeth. “Accidents happen.”


  At this point, I suddenly had resigned myself to the fact that I wasn’t going to get laid. No matter how much I wanted it to happen, something interfered. It happened in Katherine’s kitchen. It just happened again in the closet. Zoe in my body, meanwhile, was having a gay old time in my body with Ms Collins.


  Slowly I got back up and turned around. I crossed my arms under my ample bosom and again blew hair out of my face. At least Carl’s penis wasn’t poking me in the butt anymore.


  “Let’s just get out of here after they leave, and forget this night ever happened,” I said. “I’m ready to call it a night.”


  But by the time they left, it was poking me in the butt again. And I just couldn’t say no to that. Katherine and Melissa might find one of the coins tomorrow, switch us back, and I’d never know how it was for girls, especially bad girls.


  As soon as we’ve given them time to get way down the hall, I opened the door, grabbed Carl’s hand, and pulled him toward the desk.


  “I changed my mind,” I said. “I don’t want to go home. Put on another condom.”


  “Yes, ma’am!” he said eagerly.


  “And forget the foreplay,” I said. “We’ve had enough of that for one night. I want you to screw me now!”


  I wiggled my bottom at him as I peeled down my wet panties.


  “Yes, ma’am,” he said even more enthusiastically.


  After a delay that seemed years long but probably was only an hour or so, I assumed the position again, elbows on my desk and butt in the air.


  With one hand in my hair, Carl used the other to guide himself into me.


  Yes! Yes! This was going to happen. Finally!


  But just as he slid all the way in and I clinched in anticipated ecstasy, the world went black.


  Suddenly I was back in the gym and, as I looked around, I saw Rachel standing next to me. She smiled.


  “Uh, Richard, isn’t that your phone ringing?” she said.


  “Huh?” I asked in bewilderment. “Oh, yeah, I guess it is.”


  It was Katherine.


  “Surprise!” she squealed. “I found a coin that we overlooked.”


  “No kidding,” I said.


  “Isn’t that great?” she said. “Now things can get back to normal.”


  When I didn’t respond immediately, she added, “You don’t seem so happy. Don’t tell me that I interrupted something when I wished you and Zoe back into your own bodies. You and Carl weren’t … “


   “Oh, no,” I said, hoping that she couldn’t tell how phony my laughter was. “Believe me, I’m happy. I’m just tired. That’s all. It’s been an exhausting two days. I’m ready to go home and get a good night’s sleep.”


  As I put the phone back in my pocket, I acknowledged my sad fate. I’m cursed, I thought. That’s all there is to it. First, Zoe had sex in my body with Rachel. And now she’s having it again in hers with Carl after I took care of all the preliminaries. And all I got for it was a face full of monkey spunk.


  I rejoined Rachel. “Everything okay?” she asked, as she slipped her arm through mine.


  “Sure, no problem,” I said. “That was  my sister. She just wanted a report on her daughter, Melissa, and her boyfriend. She’s only 15, you know, and she’s afraid that the two of them are starting to get too serious.”


  She nodded. “I can understand her concern,” she said. “I’d feel the same way if I were the mother of a teenage girl. But Missy’s one of the good girls. Everyone says so.”


  I grinned. “Yes, they do. And yes, she is,” I said.


  We stood there in awkward silence for a moment before Rachel said quietly, “I’ve never done anything like that before.”


  “I haven’t either,” I replied, resisting the idiotic urge to add, “and I still haven’t.”


  “Really?” she asked.


  “Really,” I emphasized. “Maybe we should get a cup of coffee after the dance and talk about it.”


  “I’d like that,” she said. “Or maybe you could come to my house for a glass of wine.”


  Just then, we watched Zoe and Carl come back into the gym.


  “On the other hand, everyone says that girl is a real slut,” Rachel said.


  “I wouldn’t know,” I said, as I saw Zoe look at me and wink.


  Why wouldn’t she be in a good mood? In just a couple of hours, she had screwed as a man and been screwed as a girl on the same desk.


  “Excuse me a moment,” I said, and walked over to the returning couple.


  “I hope you cleaned up in my room after you finished,” I said quietly.


  Carl’s eyes grew large and I saw blind panic in them.


  But Zoe just laughed. “Sure we did, Mr. Baxter,” she said. “And thanks for everything. I mean that sincerely.”


  I grinned. “I’m sure you do,” I said. “I gave it my best.”


  “And so did I,” she said. “You’re going to like Ms Collins. And I know that she likes you.”


  Well, that was something.


  As I turned and walked away, Zoe shouted, “Hey, Mr. Baxter, wait up.”


  When I looked back, I saw her running toward me in her little black dress, heels in one hand and big boobs bouncing.  I know exactly what that feels like, I thought. Just a few minutes ago those were on my chest and I was in that dress.


  “What is it, Zoe?” I asked.


  As she brushed red hair out of her eyes, she said, “I’m guessing that we got switched at a really bad time for you. Probably just as you were about to … “


  “Find out what it’s like for girls,” I said. “Yeah, you could say that.”


  “You must be really frustrated, huh?” she asked.


  “I’ll get over it,” I said with a smile. “Don’t worry about it. Besides, you did me a favor with Rachel– Ms Collins.”


  “And now I’m going to do another one for you,” Zoe said with a broad smile. “Look in the right pocket of your jacket.”


  I reached in and pulled out a coin. Not just any coin, either, one of the magic ones from Sugar Rush cereal.


  “I found it this afternoon when we were going through those boxes,” she said. “But I hid it because … Well, because after what we almost did in the kitchen, I wanted to see what it was like for boys.


  “And it seemed to me that you wanted to see what it was like for girls,” she added. “Was I wrong?”


  I shook my head. “No, you weren’t wrong. But still … “


  “And if Missy and her mom couldn’t find any more coins, then I was going to pretend to find it again after you and I … You know … ” Zoe said. “Then we could be ourselves again.


  “But her mom did find another coin,” she said as she took the coin from me. “So here’s what I’m suggesting that we do with this one … “


  *     *     *     *     *


  Zoe’s older sister, Isabella, got married the following Saturday. Well, actually, she was my sister now, and I was a bridesmaid. Along with the other girls in the wedding party, I wore a strapless, emerald green dress, as we stood at the head of the church and watched the bride come up the aisle. We also had burgundy lips and carried dahlia bouquets. I wore my auburn hair loose.


  Missy and her mother were among those attending, and so was Mr. Baxter and Ms Collins. At school, they were a thing now, ever since the back-to-school dance the week before. Someone said that he’d seen the two of them leave the gym together during the dance and then return again later.


  After the wedding, we’ll have a big reception, Carl and I will dance for awhile, and then he probably will want to do it in the coat room. That boy is the energizer bunny, I tell you.


  When Zoe and I first switched and got so turned on in each other’s bodies, I really wanted to find out what it was like for girls. Well, not anymore. I’ve found out plenty of times since she used that coin that was in my pocket to make a wish at the dance. I’ve found out so many times, in fact, that I finally told Carl that he had to start buying some of the condoms.


  “I’ll take Carl back to your classroom and when we’re just about to do it, I’ll wish for you and me to switch bodies for four hours,” she said as we stood in the gym last Saturday night.. “That will make up for what happened earlier and give you plenty of time to find out what it’s like. Okay?”


  A little voice inside my head said “No, don’t do it. Forget about finding out what it’s like for girls. Go have a glass of wine with Rachel and enjoy what it’s like for a man.”


  But I didn’t listen to that voice. The memory was just too fresh of what it felt like to lean on that the desk with my dress around my waist and my panties around my ankles, and feel my boobies bouncing as Carl pushed in his rock hard erection from behind.


  “Okay, let’s do it,” I said.


  Zoe winked and said, “You got it, Mr. B. Enjoy!”


  The only problem was Zoe enjoyed it also. Consequently, she waited a bit too long to use the coin. And when someone is in the throes of sexual ecstasy, it seems, magical wishes aren’t always verbalized as intended. In other words, she forgot to mention the four-hour time limit.


  Katherine and Missy say that they’ll keep looking for more boxes of Sugar Rush cereal and another coin to change us back. But it’s been a week now, and I’m not holding out much hope.


  It would have been nice to find out what it was like to have sex with Rachel, and I had the opportunity. All I had to do was say “no” to Zoe’s offer.


    Instead, I let curiosity and lust get the better of me and now I’m Zoe, a buxom, red-headed bridesmaid and cheerleader, as well as a girl with a reputation. A much deserved reputation, I might add.


  #     #     #     #     #


  




  

    2. Girl’s Weekend


  


  By Portia Hab


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


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


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


  Yikes!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “It’s illegal!” I practically screamed.


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


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


  “Okay,” I said. “How does it work?”


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


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


  Diane stood up, leveled her phone, and pointed the app-active end at herself.


  “I’ll show you,” she said.


  Zap!


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


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


  My dark-haired vixen giggled and twirled.


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


  And I was. And I did. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I couldn’t do anything about the other. But Diane could. I reached for her, but she giggled again and skipped away.


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *


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


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


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


  I laughed and pretended to wipe my brow.


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


  Diane smiled wickedly. Uh, oh.


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


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


  Then she piled on. “And this will be sooo hot!” she exclaimed in her teen girl voice. “With me holding your hand, you, my big, masculine boyfriend, will go door to door collecting candy as a cute little girl and only you and I will know who you really are.


  “In fact, just thinking about that makes me so turned on, so wet that I want to do it with you right now.”


  “Well, then, let’s do something about that!” I said with a wicked grin, as I jumped up and lunged for my teen temptress.


  But Diane was too quick on the draw. She leveled the phone at me and …


  Zap!


  Suddenly I was looking up at her. And when I looked down, trying to figure out what had just happened, long, brown hair fell into my face. I brushed it away, only to see bare legs, skinny arms, tiny hands with pink nails, and … breasts! I had breasts. Well, they were on their way to becoming breasts anyway. I definitely could see buds pressing against the tight bodice of my dress.


  My dress!?!


  Yes, it was a yellow dress and the hem struck my legs about mid-thigh.


  “Oh, you’re adorable!” Diane exclaimed. “This is even better than I imagined.” 


  “Hey, wait. No  fa … ” I began in protest, but didn’t finish when I heard my high, squeaky voice.


  I felt my face turn red in embarrassment. Even worse, Diane pinched my cheek.


  “Oh, you’re so cute, I could just eat you up!” she laughed merrily. “We’re going to have such fun tonight, Sophie, both when we go trick-or-treating and afterward.”


  She arched an eyebrow in a “if you know what I mean” manner. And yes, I did, know what she meant. And I knew that I would love the “afterward” part. But the trick-or-treating as a little girl?


  Well, it would be a new experience and I would get free candy.


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


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


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


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


  And here’s another thing that I did: Before we left, I went to the bathroom, unsnapped my leotard at the crotch, pulled down my panties and tights, lifted up my tutu,  and … Well, you know what I did. I’m too embarrassed to say it. It wasn’t like I had a choice either. Aunt Diane made me.


  “You’ve got a tiny bladder now, Sophie,” she said. “And I don’t want you wetting your panties.”


  Then she slapped me on my butt, and added, “Now be a good girl and take care of business in the bathroom. Don’t forget that you have to sit now and don’t forget to wipe, back to front, and wash your hands afterward.”


  I don’t know what was more embarrassing, looking down at girly clothes puddled around my ankles as I sat on the toilet or staring at my adorable face in the mirror afterward.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  We both giggled.


  “Deal,” I said.


  Then freaky fun suddenly turned into a nightmare. We encountered Diane’s neighbor, Bonnie, who was escorting her daughter Emma, along with several other little girls. Dressed as Disney Princesses and nursery rhyme characters, all, it appeared, were about “my” age. Just what I didn’t need.


  “Oh, Diane, what an adorable little girl,” Bonnie gushed. “She makes just the cutest Minnie Mouse.


  “Who are you, sweetie?” she added, looking down at me.


  Before I could speak– not that I wanted to– Auntie Diane intervened. “You know Tim, my boyfriend,” she said. “Well, that’s his daughter, Sophie. He has custody for the weekend, and we were going to take her trick-or-treating together, but then he got called in at the last minute to help chaperone a dance at the high school.”


  A slightly overweight blonde, Bonnie put her hands on her hips and said, “Well, isn’t it nice that we ran into you? We all can go trick-or-treating together! Won’t that be fun?”


  Well, no not actually. Despite my appearance, Diane and I could talk as adults when it was just the two of us, and, of course, our conversation was filled with naughtiness and sexual innuendoes, in anticipation of what was to come.


  Now going door to door with Emma and her friends, I had to pretend to be one of them. It was frightening at first, as I feared being asked questions and quizzed on stuff that a man would have no clue about. Fortunately, though, they accepted me as one of their own, without giving me the third-degree, and quickly enough– to both my relief and horror– I felt like one of the girls.


  As Auntie Diane and Bonnie walked along behind us and talked about adult topics, I actually enjoyed myself, squealing and laughing and occasionally even commenting on the candy we collected, other trick-or-treaters, and what we had planned for the rest of the weekend.


  Suddenly, Emma, who was dressed as Belle, looked at me and said, “We’re having a sleepover at my house tonight. Want to come?”


  Before I could respond, others in her posse chimed in with their approval.


  Oh, crap! Now what? In truth, I was flattered that she asked me and at least a little curious about what the experience would be like. That’s when I realized that this pre-teen female body that I was in was messing with my mind. Oh, crap!


  Fortunately, Auntie Diane came to the rescue again. “Oh, I’m sorry, sweetie, but she can’t,” she said to Emma. “Maybe another time?”


  “Yes, Emma, another time. I promise,” I chirped.


  Huh? That wasn’t necessary. Why’d I say that? Oh, Gawd, I was drowning in estrogen, both my own and that of all the other females around me. Diane, get me out of this!


  Fortunately, geography came to the rescue. We had arrived at Bonnie’s house, three doors down from Diane’s. We said our goodbyes and moved on toward home.


   My little plastic pumpkin was practically overflowing with treats by this time. Also, my little legs were tired and my feet hurt.


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


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


  We walked some more.


  “Thank you for doing this for me, Sophie,” Diane said. “I really enjoyed it, and, besides the shoes,  I hope that that the rest of it wasn’t too uncomfortable for you. I was afraid that you were going to lose it when Emma asked you to her sleepover.”


  I pulled on her hand and we stopped.


  “Hey, I thought that I was going to lose it too,” I said. “But then I got over it and actually kinda wanted to go. Those are my people, you know? Cute pre-teen girls.”


  Diane’s mouth fell open. It took a lot to shock this crazy lady. But I had managed and I pressed my advantage.


  “Look at me,” I said solemnly. “I’m freakin’ adorable. Everybody said so. I’m thinking that I just might want to stay this way. No job, no responsibilities, sleepovers with my friends– we can try on each other’s clothes and do each other’s hair– and a sweet auntie who will take care of me.


  “And I really like wearing Mandy’s panties and bra, which highlights my boobies. Does she have more cute clothes I can wear? Or, even better, we can go shopping for my own clothes, like dresses and skirts and panties and bras.


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


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


  Then I laughed.


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


  She laughed too.


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


  “Oh, crap!” we said simultaneously.


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


  Zap!


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


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


  “Hi, Mom!” she yelled.


  Diane smiled and waved back.


  “What did you do to me?” I muttered out of the side of my mouth, noting that I was just about her height and no longer carrying a plastic pumpkin with candy.


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


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


  *     *     *      *


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh, great. Just what I wanted to hear.


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


  And … this just keeps better and better.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh, yeah, a bubble bath would fix everything. Then I could see my new body naked and glistening with soapy water.


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


  Diane led me down the hall and closed the guest room door behind us. I tossed Mandy’s clothes on the bed and plopped down beside them. The impact caused my breasts to jiggle so much that I put my hands on them.


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


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


  Diane laughed.


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


  Diane sat down beside me and pushed my legs together. Her hands felt disturbingly arousing through my black pantyhose.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Diane laughed and hugged me, our breasts pressing.


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


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


  Diane giggled again.


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


  Finally, despite myself, I girlishly laughed.


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


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


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


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


  “How about it?”


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


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


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


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


  I couldn’t argue with that.


  And as I looked at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how to take off my little black dress, I started to think about what she had said, even though she obviously was teasing me in an attempt to make me feel better. She probably was right about my breasts being nice and perky. Maybe allowing her to help me take off the bra wouldn’t have been so bad. Maybe it would have been nice to feel her warm hands on my breasts, gently squeezing them, before she swirled her tongue all around and along my rigid nipples …


  Oh, crap! In this body, am I a lesbian? Do I like girls? Heck, would that be so bad? I mean there’s Diane, who’s about as kinky as it gets. And now there’s a new girl to consider, Hurricane Mandy, who’s about my age and … 


  Oh, Gawd! Think something else, I told myself. Think something else!


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


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


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


  Facing front again, I couldn’t help myself. I ran my hands over my boobs, covered in black silk and lace. Impulsively, I looked down, half expecting to see an erection in my panties. Of course there wasn’t one.


  If there was, it wouldn’t have been erect for long. I would have exploded all over the panties that tried to restrain it.


  But as I continued to massage my breasts, I felt rigid nipples in my bra cups, as well as a fluttering in my flat tummy. Not the same as a penis building to release, but not half bad either.


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


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


  And, now, with my hand inside my panties and my fingers inside … so did I. And it got even better as I opened my eyes and saw the slutty brunette in the mirror pleasuring herself. When she noticed me, she stopped and licked her lips. Then she deftly removed her bra, letting her heavy breasts swing free. She cupped them with their small hands, tweaked the nipples and moaned as her eyes rolled up in her head.  Then she smiled and resumed exploration of the new-found treasure beneath her black silk panties.


  And she was me! With a man’s mind on the inside to enjoy the ride, I was that sexy teen vixen! Oh, Gawd! I had teased Diane about wanting to stay a little girl. But maybe, just maybe, I really would like to be this girl.


  Oh, Hell, I’m thinking too much, I realized. Just enjoy the ride, so I closed my eyes, pushed my fingers in deeper, and hoped I didn’t wake Diane and Mandy as I experienced my first female orgasm. 


  *    *    *    *


  Others followed that, of course, so many that I lost count, as I explored the many pleasures of this sensuous body. Finally exhausted and drenched in sweat and other fluids, I decided that a cold shower probably would be a better choice that a hot bubble bath.


  For obvious reasons, sleep didn’t come easily for me. And I didn’t want it to. The desire to pleasure myself in this body was just too compelling. And Diane was right about my breasts. They were nice and perky. And the nipples begged for more attention. Before I knew it, they were sore– exquisitely sore.


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


  Putting on the bra was a major challenge. How in the Hell did women do this every day? How could I have removed mine so easily the night before and struggle so much now?


  After grunting and groaning with my back to the mirror and looking over my shoulder for five minutes, I decided to put it on backward so that I could snap it in front. Then I slid the cups back around to the front, lifted them over my girls, and pulled the straps onto my shoulders. Ouch! The pain was real. But it had been worth it.


  A little gentle maneuvering here and there to get them nestled just right, and I was good to go.


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


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


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


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


  As I stood up,  I noticed that the sweater and leggings didn’t meet, leaving a bare midriff. Of course they didn’t. They weren’t supposed to. This was teen girl fashion. And, still basking in the afterglow of female pleasuring the night before, I kinda liked that. With any luck, that would turn on some cute boys when we went shopping at the mall. Thinking about that made my tummy flutter a little. Hey, maybe I wasn’t a lesbian after all!


  Or maybe I was bi! That wouldn’t be so bad either. And what else could you expect when your mind is male and your body female?


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  On the other hand, after last night, maybe I would need condoms. Of course, I wasn’t about to tell Diane that. She thought that I was just enduring my time as Sophie so that I could be an 18-year-old male again and enjoy the pleasures of hot teen sex with her after her daughter went back to college. I certainly was looking forward to that, of course. But now I also knew what sexual gratification was like for girls and, maybe, just maybe, I’d decide to try it with a guy if the right one came along.


  So … let Diane have her fun with my predicament until Mandy left and she could zap me back. I didn’t begrudge her that. In fact, I expected nothing less. And putting condoms in my purse was a nice touch, so typical of her. Only she didn’t know what I knew. Hee. Hee. Having fun with me stuck as Sophie, Mandy’s new BFF, could be a two-way street.  


  Mandy nodded as she turned on the ignition.


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


  Still, even though I was embracing my Sophie persona– at least some aspects of it– going into Victoria’s Secret was more frightening for me as a woman than it ever had been when I was a man and accompanied Diane. That’s because I realized that I was about to become a participant instead of just an appreciative spectator.


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


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


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


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


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


  “I’m a 36D,” I said.


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


  Oh, yeah, I was sooo lucky, I thought sarcastically, as I looked down at my breasts pressing prominently against the sweater. On the other hand, I decided, they were a pleasure to own the night before.


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


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


  But I don’t think that she was comparing size, as we stood there topless together in the dressing room and she stared at my chest.


  Oh, my Gawd, was Mandy bi? Did Diane know? Were we about to engage in some girl-on-girl action for the security cameras? Did I want that? Why wouldn’t I?  Certainly my male mind wouldn’t mind. Or would it? Mandy was Diane’s daughter after all, and Diane was my girlfriend. Still … it would be a wet dream come true, just as last night was. Oh, this was all so erotically confusing.


  I looked into Mandy’s blue eyes and felt myself blushing. 


  “Uh, is there something wrong?” I asked.


  Mandy laughed. “Oh, I don’t think so,” she said, as she lightly flicked one of my nipples. “I’m guessing that you and your boyfriend had a pretty good time before you left school for your internship with Mom.


  “Or, he did, anyway.”


  I felt myself blushing. “Oh, that,” I said, looking down at my breasts and their angry red nipples. “Yeah, he did get a little carried away. You know how guys can be. They love our boobies.”


  Mandy grinned. “Don’t you know it,” she replied. “If you get lucky tonight at the party, you’d better keep your bra on, girl.


  “I’ve got some cream you should put on them too. That will help.”


  “Thanks,” I said, my face still flush.


  After we helped each other try on about a half dozen bras each, we left the store with two small shopping bags filled with bras and panties. From there, we went to Forever 21 and Nordstrom’s. After that … well … I just kind of lost track. Clutching my purse in one hand and my bags with new undies and other girly clothes in the other, I just rode along in the slipstream of Hurricane Mandy.


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


  Of course, with any luck, I’d be back to my old male self by the same time tomorrow, when Mandy was on her way back to college. But for the time being, I might as well enjoy the ride and my time with her. She really was sweet, kind, and generous, and her enthusiasm for life was infectious. And I was embarrassed that I ever thought she was coming on to me in the dressing room. Well, that’s a guy’s mind for you, thinking a girl is just as obsessed about sex as he is and mistaking innocent words and/or actions for sexual desire.


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


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


  *    *    *    *


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


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


  Ooh. I felt a little shiver just as he said that. Give me a couple of drinks, I thought, and I’m your girl. I wanted more of what I experienced alone the night before. Or, at least, I believed I did.


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


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


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


  Of course, it wasn’t there. I didn’t see it. I didn’t feel it. My parts down there were just like theirs. Not only that, after the experience with Mandy in the dressing room, I had decided I wasn’t attracted to girls. That was reinforced by the realization that I felt  no butterflies in the tummy or little electric jolt from my boobs to my girl parts. I wasn’t a lesbian. I wasn’t bi.


  Just like mine, Mandy’s bare boobs had been nice and perky, but they did nothing to excite me, not at Victoria’s Secret and not later when we put on our costumes together in her bedroom. We had been buck naked together and I felt nothing but a sisterly camaraderie. 


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


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


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


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


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


  Mandy grinned.


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


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


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


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


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


  As they complimented us, I realized something funny. Not funny “ha, ha” either. When the other girls talked about our costumes, I felt nothing except pride. But when the boys did, it actually turned me on. There was the electric jolt in my boobs. There were the butterflies in my tummy. Wow. That was disturbing.


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


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


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


  I smiled and raised my punch glass in return.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Well, in front of Officer Dylan, I was some boy-crazy, air-headed, teenage girl, it seemed. Tim might not like it, but Sophie was in charge and on cruise control.


  “See you around, maybe?” he said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  But I was just kidding myself. I was attracted to Dylan, reeelly, reeelly attracted to him. I wanted him, the same way I had wanted some women when I was a man. Still, there were lots of other guys here, like that superhero who said that he’d do me in the closet. I could hook up with one of them and have some fun.


  After all, I did have condoms in my purse, condoms that Diane had insisted I take with me. What was up with that? Could she see the future? Did she suspect that I would be attracted to men, so drawn to them that I’d have sex? So hot for one of them that I could roll a condom on his penis, even though I had my own just the day before? So hungry for him that I could guide his manhood into me and pump him dry?


   Well, whatever her motivation,  for the moment I really was a girl, a horny girl in a sexy costume who wanted some action, no matter what that male voice inside my head was telling me.


  I looked around until– there!– I spied the superhero. I stared at him until he looked up and we made eye contact. I smiled. He smiled back and I responded with what I hoped was a seductive little finger wave. He nodded, and, as he started weaving his way through the room, a little wobbly at the knees, I glanced eagerly around for a closet.


  Yes! There’s was one under the staircase.


  As soon as he reached me, the superhero took my hand. He was no Dylan. But he had a penis and, after my experience with self-gratification the night before and three glasses of punch, that was what I was most interested in.


  Unfortunately that third glass of punch also made me have to go to the bathroom, really, really bad. I kissed him on the cheek and said, “Sorry, I have to go to the little girls’ room. I’ll be right back.”


  “Up the stairs and just on your right,” Mandy told me when I asked for directions.


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


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


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


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


  I started to splash water in my face, but then stopped. It would mess up my makeup. Being a pretty girl required sacrifice. And the superhero was waiting. He wasn’t who I wanted. But he had what I wanted.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Dylan tickled me under the chin.


  “Oh, you’re mad at me. Aren’t you?”


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


  “No, I’m not,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “I couldn’t care less about you walking away from me in the basement. I couldn’t care less about you. Period. Now, if you’ll excuse me, someone is waiting for me downstairs.”             


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


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


  “I told that guy downstairs that you’re with me,” he said. “And Mandy left already.”


  His words stopped me cold, especially the news about Mandy.


  That made me even more sober. And at least a little afraid.


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


  Dylan shook his head.


  “I saw her leave with some guy just before I came up here,” he said. “But I’ll be happy to give you a ride home, Sophie.”


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


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


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


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


  He chuckled.


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


  He stepped back and crossed his arms.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh, crap! I never in my life had kissed a man. Was I about to? Did I want to? Earlier, I thought that I did. I even thought that I wanted to hook up with one and go all the way. But now … now that I was dealing with the reality of doing it, did I want to? I had been a man all my life and would be again tomorrow. Yet, at the moment, I was a slightly inebriated teen girl with a healthy libido who wanted … Wanted what? Kisses? Foreplay? A man’s hands squeezing my breasts and my bottom. Oral sex? Intercourse? What?


  Well, first things first.


  Yes, I finally decided, as I closed my eyes and pushed my face toward his. I wanted to kiss him. Our lips met. His were soft and warm. I hoped mine were as well, as I savored the tender moment and suddenly realized that, hey, in this body, I really did like kissing boys. Well, this boy, at least. I was glad that I hadn’t made it to the closet with the superhero.


  Dylan was the boy I wanted.


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


  “Well?” he said. “Did you like it?”


  I didn’t answer. As much as I enjoyed it, I knew what would follow if I said that I had. As much as I wanted it, I was afraid that I wasn’t ready for that. I was a man in a girl’s body, for Chrissakes! And tomorrow I’d look like a man again, instead of this Halloween teen wet dream.


  “Did you?” he asked again.


  “Yes, I did,” I finally said softly, finally giving in to the body that I occupied at the moment.


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


  “Yes,” I said.


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


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


  He led me into a bedroom and closed the door.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  He held it up to show that he had brought the purse with him. “I’ve got them right here,” he grinned.


  After a slight pause he added, “Or maybe you were about to tell me that you have someone at home whom you care about and don’t want to cheat on? Maybe an exceptionally hot single mother whose daughter brought you to this party?”


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


  “Diane!” I screamed. “No, that can’t be you!”


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


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


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


  I fought that too– for about a second.


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


  “Both, dammit,” I said, as I snaked my hand between our bodies and found his bulging crotch. I gently squeezed. Gawd, did that feel good, I thought, as I felt my panties dampen.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  So, I did. I rolled him over onto his back and wiggled down between his legs. Then I used my tongue to play some more with his manhood.


  “Oh, God! What’s happening?” he groaned. “I feel like I’m about to explode down there. It’s so intense! I can’t stand it.”


  I looked up, licked my lips and said, “Now you know what it’s like for guys. Not bad, huh?”


  Then I took all of him into my mouth and sucked. Once, twice, three times.


  And he did explode, in my mouth, down my throat, and even on my face.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he managed to say between heavy breaths as he saw me wiping my face.


  “Don’t worry about it,” I said with a smile, as I licked my lips and fingers.


  “Teen guys have almost no self control, especially the first time,” I said, as I moved up and snuggled against his chest. He twitched as my ruffled skirt tickled his belly. “Believe me. I’ve been there and done that.


  “If we’d tried to have sex right away, you’d have lost it in seconds and then I’d have to lie here being frustrated until you were ready to go again,” I explained. “Heck, you might have shot your load just trying to put on a condom, especially if I helped you.”


  Then I reached down between his legs and gently grasped his flaccid penis with my tiny hand. It started to harden almost immediately.


  “But the great thing about teenage guys is that they recover quickly,” I giggled. “The second time, they have more self control. That means we’ll both enjoy it.”


  As his breathing eased, I felt his hand move up under my skirt and caress my bottom.


  “And there is something else that I can do for you while I’m getting ready to go again,” he whispered.


  “Oh, what’s that?” I asked innocently.


  “Crawl on up here, one knee on each side of my face, and I’ll show you,” he chuckled. “I think you’ll like it.”


  I smiled broadly as I looked up into his blue eyes. “I know that I will!” I giggled.


  “Oh?” he asked with a grin. “And how would you know that? Have you done this before?”


  “Oh, my no!” I exclaimed. “I’m a good girl. I’ve never done this sort of thing before. But I have this friend named Diane and she has this boyfriend who, well, does to her what I think you are going to do to me. And, by all accounts, she enjoys it.”


  By all accounts, so did I. Fortunately, the party was so loud downstairs that I doubt anyone heard how much I enjoyed it. As I suspected, it was even better than my self-pleasure in front of the mirror the night before.


  Then we cuddled for awhile, something that I’d never really appreciated before tonight. I giggled, wondering how “he” was feeling about it.


  “What’s funny?” he asked as he stroked my hair.


  “What’s not funny?” I replied. “Look at us.”


  He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess it is pretty funny,” he admitted.


  “And just wait until tomorrow, when Mandy has gone back to school,” I said. “You owe me big, don’t forget.”


  Dylan pressed his hand between my legs and pushed two fingers inside me. I squealed and wiggled almost uncontrollably.


  “Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I haven’t forgotten. Whatever you say goes. You’ve earned it, Sophie.”


  I raised up and sat astride him.


  “Okay, now what about those condoms in my purse?” I asked, as I nestled down onto his penis and felt it searching for entrance. I knew how it was for a teen male. It wouldn’t take much to bring him close to the edge again, and I didn’t want to take him over. Not yet.


  I picked up his large hands and put them on my breasts. He moaned.


  “Why did Diane want me to have condoms, sweetie?” I asked, wiggling more, but not too much. “What was up with that? Come on, tell me.”


  I leaned down and nibbled on his neck.


  “Why would Ms. Malloy give her research intern condoms?” I whispered in his ear. “That’s not a very professional thing to do.”


  I stuck my tongue in his ear and swirled it around.


  “Come on, Officer Dylan, you can tell me,” I giggled, enjoying both his pleasure and discomfort. “If you tell me, I’ll let you hold it against me.”


  Finally, he released a deep, loud laugh that bounced me up and down like a cowboy on a bronco.


  “Oh, my God, you are such a tease!” he exclaimed. “You’ve been a teen girl for one day and look at you. It’s like you’ve been one all your life.


  “You’re a natural.”


  I giggled. “Why, thank you, Officer Dylan,” I replied. “And you make a pretty good masculine man, yourself.


  “But when this started last night, I was just Diane’s research intern. Why did she give me condoms?”


  Dylan raised up on one elbow and kissed me.


  “Well, since you were stuck as Sophie until tomorrow, Diane was starting to think about role reversal sex when she saw you this morning,” he said. “So, I guess they might have been her way of suggesting something like that to you. You know, with you as the sexy little intern and her as your lover.”


   “And?” I said, as I reached over to the nightstand for my purse. I pulled out a condom and unwrapped it.


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


  “Yes … only,” I giggled.


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


  Breaking away to regain his breath, Dylan laughed and said, “You got that right. You know me. I like adventure.”


  As I unwrapped a condom, I grinned, “I never thought that I’d be putting one of these on someone else.”


  “And I never thought that I’d be wearing one,” he replied.


  “Well, Officer Dylan, grit your teeth and concentrate,” I said. “I want to see some self-control. We need to practice safe sex. I don’t want to be a single mother.


  “Who knows? If you got me pregnant, the app might not work. And while I’m enjoying the Hell out of this, especially torturing you, I do want my old life back.”


  Dylan shook his head. “I don’t think that pregnancy would be an issue for you or the app,” he said, just before releasing a gaseous belch.


  “Gross! Boys are such pigs!” I grimaced.


  He laughed. “Aren’t they? Stick around and I’ll see if I can fart for you also.”


  “But do you know for sure about how the app works?” I asked as a twirled my hair with a forefinger.


  “Well, no,” he replied. “It’s still a prototype.”


  I nodded knowingly. “I’m guessing that you wouldn’t want a pregnant teen staying with you instead of your boyfriend so let’s not take any chances,” I said. “And, besides, me putting a condom on you is part of this whole sex role-reversal thing, don’t you think?


  “So Officer Dylan, let’s see some self-restraint, please.”


  “I’ll try,” he groaned, as I grabbed his shaft and rolled down the rubber.


  “Good boy!” I exclaimed. “Now, come to Momma and let’s do this thing!”


   I guided his penis under my ruffled skirt and between my legs. I teased its tip against my moist entrance.


  “It’s a good thing that Diane gave me plenty of condoms,” I said, as I looked down at Dylan and giggled. “There are lots more positions I want to try.  And you’d better be man enough to satisfy me. Now, let’s do this thing!”


  “Yes, ma’am!” he replied, plunging his police baton deep into my angelic host. And it was heavenly.


  *     *     *     *     *                


  So was doing it doggy style. As a man, that position always had been one of my favorites. But being on my hands and knees, with long hair in my face and heavy breasts swinging from my chest as I was penetrated took the pleasure to a whole new level. Maybe being smaller and weaker instead of bigger and stronger had something to do with it too. But whatever the reason …


  “Oh, my Gawd! That feels sooo good! Don’t stop, ever!” I moaned, as Dylan gripped my hair with one hand and my butt with the other, pumping fiercely until we orgasmed simultaneously and then collapsed in exhaustion.


  “That was epic,” he gasped. “The best yet!”


  I laughed. “We’ve only done it twice. But, yeah, I liked that too. Can we do that one again?”


  “Christ, Sophie, I’m not a machine. I need to rest.”


  “I didn’t mean right away, silly,” I giggled. “I’ll give you five minutes.”


  “I’ve created a monster!” he groaned. “A freaking monster.”


  “Oh, you know you love it,” I said, rubbing the back of my hand down the stubble on his cheek. “And I was just kidding. I’ll give you ten minutes!”


  But not even five minutes had passed when someone banged on the door and yelled that the party was ending and we had to leave because parents were coming home.


  “OMG!” I whispered. “I hope this isn’t their bedroom!”


  “Man, that would be even hotter,” Dylan countered.


  “You’re incorrigible,” I hissed as we scrambled from the bed.


  “And you love it!” He said as he pulled up his pants.


  “I need to get home first,” he added. “Delay Mandy as long as you can, okay? Get her to lace your corset back up and confine those jugs before they hurt somebody.”


  “Oh, you bastard!” I said in mock anger. “You’re just going to love me and leave me, aren’t you?”


  “You bet!” he said, as he gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “See you later, bi … Eee! Yow!”


  Before Dylan could finish calling me the “b” word, I squeezed his crotch. “What were you saying?”


  “I was saying that you’re the best!” he replied with a wide grin. “Let’s do this again, Sophie!”


  As I attached my stockings to the garters, Mandy came looking for me so I didn’t have to go back downstairs, bare-breasted, as a fallen angel. Lacing me up, she said, “So, you’re a slut.”


  When I turned around to confront her, though, she wore a huge smile. She definitely was her mother’s daughter.


  “Yeah, I guess I am,” I laughed.


  “I am too, sometimes,” she replied. “But I didn’t get lucky tonight like you did. That guy you were with, Dylan, he’s a real hunk. Where’s he from?”


  After I said I didn’t know, she asked, “Are you going to see him again?”


  “I hope so,” I replied. “But with guys like that, you never know, right?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I sat on the stairs, wearing shorts and a halter top and my hair in a ponytail, as Diane said goodbye to Mandy on Sunday about noon.


  As she closed the door, she turned around with a wicked grin on her face and asked, “So, how did you enjoy your girl’s weekend, Sophie?”


  I smiled sweetly back.


  “Well,  I really liked trick-or-treating with Auntie Diane and meeting lots of other little girls,” I said. “I just wish that I could have gone to the sleepover. Or that I didn’t lose my candy when you made me a big girl.”


  Diane put her hands on her hips and replied, “Well, you little brat, if you enjoyed that so much, then maybe next year, you can be a five-year-old in a cute ballerina costume? Won’t that be just precious?”


  Yikes! Did she not know that I was kidding? I hated being a little girl!


  Of course, she knew. She had to know! But if she didn’t, if I really had made her mad, Diane could do unspeakable things to me with that remote. Still, I felt like risking it. Getting a rise out of this crazy lady was kind of a turn on, whether I was a man or a teen girl.


  “And I liked getting naked in the dressing room of Victoria’s Secret with Mandy! My boobies are bigger than hers, you know,” I said, squeezing them with both hands.


  “Well, I can make them even bigger, if you’d like,” she said with the sternest of looks on her face. “How about 42EE? We can get you a job at a strip club, you little slut.”


  “Hey, that’s not a nice name to call your intern,” I replied. “Some would say that you’re creating a hostile work environment.”


  Finally, a trace of a smile. Whew! That was a relief!


  “Okay, how about if I also call you a promiscuous young lady?” she asked. “Mandy told me about the party.”


  “Sure, that’s fair,” I said as I stood up. “I did meet this guy, a total stranger, and we went upstairs and had sex. I was a dirty girl and he was a bad boy.”


  “So, what was this guy’s name?” Diane asked.


  “Oh, I don’t remember his name,” I replied sweetly. “He was nothing special. You know, a one-night stand. Guys like that are a dime a dozen.


  “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going upstairs to play with myself, since he didn’t finish what he started last night,” I said as I started up the stairs. “If a horny guy should come by, send him up to me, will you?


  “Who knows? Maybe even what’s-his-name will stop by,” I added, as I stopped and looked down at her. “It’s a lot to ask for, I know, but maybe he will be packing that weapon he had with him last night. I couldn’t get enough of that.”


  Showing my best sad expression I asked forlornly, “Do you think he’ll come, Auntie Diane?”


  She giggled and then smiled broadly, “Oh, I think he will. And not just once or twice either.”


  “Well, if I do too,” I said, “then it will have been a great girl’s weekend.”


  #     #     #     #     #


  




  

    3. Besties!


  


  By Portia Hab


  “Uh, oh,” Rachel said.


  As I looked up from opening my suitcase, I saw her reading something that she apparently had just pulled from hers.


  “What is it?” I asked.


  “It’s a note from Kaylee,” she replied.


  I walked to the other side of the bed in our casino suite and looked over the shoulder of my statuesque girlfriend, who at  5-9, was still considerably shorter than my 6-3.


  The note in my daughter Kaylee’s handwriting said, “You’re right. You won’t do anything with Dad that you wouldn’t do with me.”


  “What in the Hell is she talking about?” I asked.


  Rachel tossed the note beside her suitcase and stood on tiptoes to give me a kiss.


  “Oh, it’s nothing,” she replied. “I just told Kaylee that I wouldn’t do anything with you while we’re alone in Las Vegas that I wouldn’t do with her. You know how possessive of you she still is.”


  Well, Rachel certainly was correct in that regard. My 15-year-old  daughter  was overly possessive, in fact. She had gotten accustomed to having me to herself, and Rachel was the first woman that I had become serious about since Kaylee’s mother died in an auto accident three years ago. My daughter liked Rachel well enough, when it was just the two of them doing girl things together. But the resentment was palpable when she saw Rachel being affectionate with me.


  “Let me get this straight,” I said. “You told her that you wouldn’t do anything with me during our Halloween holiday in Vegas that you wouldn’t do with her? Why would you do that? She’s 15. She has a boyfriend. She knows that’s not true.”


  Rachel stopped pulling clothing from her suitcase, pushed blonde hair away from her face,  and put her hands on her hips. She looked up at me with a pained expression on her face.


  “I know that, Kevin,” she said. “Believe me, I do. And I love being here with you and the thought of being alone with you– finally– for the whole weekend.


  “But you didn’t notice how she was looking at me when we first told her about this trip. I saw her anger, and I saw her pain. And I just felt so bad. I had to do something. I had to say something. So when you weren’t around, that’s what I told her.


  “And, yeah, I knew that she wouldn’t believe me. But there you go. I did it. Maybe this note is her way of trying to make me feel guilty about lying to her,” she added. “If so, it worked. I felt guilty before and now I feel even more guilty.”


  I paused from taking out my clothes and said, “It sounded like more than that to me. It sounded almost like a threat.”


  Rachel was putting her things in a dresser drawer now, and I couldn’t help but admire her tight bottom and long, shapely legs as she bent over to do so. Not bad for a 35-year-old woman.


  “Oh, please. What kind of threat could she make?” she protested. “Rachel’s your daughter. She’s a good kid. She was just angry and this was her way of getting in the last shot. When we get back home, I’ll apologize to her, and we’ll all sit down together and work this out.


  “Okay?” Rachel asked as she looked up– and saw the predatory smile on my face.


  “Look who I’m talking to. You didn’t hear a word I said. Did you?” she giggled. “You were ogling my butt, you big horn dog.”


  I blushed.


  “Guilty as charged, your honor,” I said. “Look, we’ve got this nice private suite and this nice big bed all to ourselves, with no one to interrupt us. What do you say? I’ll rock your world. I promise.”
Rachel smiled, slipped out of her yellow sundress, and stepped over to me. Pressing her boobs against my chest, she put one arm around my neck and gently massaged my manhood, which sprang instantly to attention.


  “I say you should put your money where your mouth is, big boy,” she purred.


  To Hell with unpacking, I thought. I picked up my suitcase and tossed it on the floor. As it hit, something sparkly popped out.


  “What’s that?” Rachel asked. “If that’s an engagement ring, I’m afraid the stone’s a little too big for my tastes.”


  And as a teacher and  high school football coach, it was a little too big for my salary too.


  “I don’t know,” said. “Maybe it’s another surprise from Kaylee.”


  As I bent down and touched the crystal, everything went black.


  *     *     *     *     *


  When I could see again, I was looking at a teenage girl in her bra and panties. And not just any girl either. She was Emma, my daughter’s best friend! Kaylee was supposed to be staying with her while Rachel and I were in Vegas. She, her parents, and older sister lived just down the street from us.


  Before I even had time to think about where I was or why I was there, I blurted out, “Oh, my God, Emma! Put some clothes on!”


  As I realized my voice was no longer my own, my daughter’s best friend laughed. “Oh, Kaylee you are too much,” the red-haired teen said. “How about you, girl? You’re lying there topless.”


  Looking down I saw … breasts! No, not just breasts. Bare breasts! And below them were a naked torso, pink cotton panties against a flat crotch, and long smooth, feminine legs. In that moment, too, I sensed something tickling my shoulders. Sitting up, I  felt the foreign weight of those free-swinging breasts as I  grabbed a handful of hair. It was long and shiny brown.


  I gasped. Without thinking, I touched my body– rather the body that I was in. This was so not my body. I raised my hands– tiny hands, much smaller than mine should  be– to  my face. It was incredibly smooth and soft, totally unlike what mine should feel like. I felt weight on my ears, touched them, and found what felt like small stones there.


  Looking down once more in disbelief, I grabbed the breasts on my chest and screamed, “These aren’t mine. This isn’t my body! Where’s my body?!”


  Emma didn’t laugh a second time. “OMG, Kaylee, now you’re scaring me. What the Hell is going on? Fun is fun. But why are you going all emo on me, girl?”


  When she spoke to me a second time, I suddenly noted that she was calling me my daughter’s name. My mouth fell open. She had my attention.


  “You called me Kaylee,” I said and looked down again, seeing that, without realizing it, I had tucked my bare legs under plump, panty-clad. Now that was weird.


  “That’s cuz ‘Kaylee’ is your name,” Emma said as she sat down beside me and put her hand on my bare thigh. “Sometimes your weirdness is dope. But now it’s just weird– and a little scary. Are you okay?”


  I swallowed hard, gathered my thoughts, and removed her hand from my leg.


  “Sorreee,” she said. “I was just trying to help. I thought we were BFFs.”


  Suddenly, I started crying. Me, a former college football player and now a coach, crying! But I couldn’t help myself.


  “Oh, Emma, I’m so sorry. I don’t mean to take it out on you,” I sobbed. “But something’s happened. I’m not Kaylee. I’m really not. I’m her father!


  “I was in Las Vegas with Rachel and then everything went black. When I opened my eyes, I saw you. Hell, I don’t even know where I am.”


  Emma started to touch me again but then thought better of it.


  “Duh. You’re in my bedroom. You’ve been here mega-times,” she said. “Are you telling me that you don’t remember?”


  I looked around the room. My eyes stopped at a full-length mirror on a closet door. In it, I saw the reflection of my daughter, Kaylee, and her taller best friend, Emma. Kaylee was topless and Emma was wearing only a black bra and panties.


  Emma saw where I was staring. “That’s us,” she said. “You realize that, don’t you? You’re not your father. You’re my bestie. Maybe you fell asleep while I was taking a shower and just had one of those– what do you call them?– lucid dreams. Only yours was a nightmare.”


  At a loss for any other reasonable explanation, I slowly nodded my head. “Maybe you’re right,” I said, although, deep down, I just couldn’t believe that was true.


  I was not Kaylee Vincent, no matter how I looked or what Emma said. I was Kaylee Vincent’s father.


  “Of course, I’m right,” she said, rubbing her hand along my bare arm,  feeling secure enough to touch me again.


  “Now, get dressed girl. Josh and Kyle will be here soon.”


  She picked up a pink, lace bra from the bed and handed it to me. I quickly dropped it, as if the feminine garment had burned my hand.


  “I can’t wear that,” I said, but the bra reminded me that I was topless! Feeling my face flush bright red, I grabbed a pillow and pulled it against my chest.


  For the third time, Emma laughed. She handed me a tee shirt and I quickly pulled it over my head.


   “Suit yourself,” she said. “I’m sure that Kyle will love it if you don’t wear a bra. Just be prepared for him to head to second base a lot quicker than he usually does.  Especially if you nip out like that.”


  I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I had a bad feeling. And when I looked down,  I almost screamed again.  Kaylee’s nipples– my nipples!– protruded firmly against the shirt.


  But closing my eyes, I willed myself to calm down. I pulled my hair out of the shirt and looked at Emma. “Oh, no way. I’m not going anywhere looking like this,” I said.


  “And I’m especially not going out with Kyle. He’s my daughter’s boyfriend, not mine,” I added. “And I’m going to call Las Vegas right now to see if I can get to the bottom of this.


  “Where’s my phone?” I asked, as I looked around for the black Motorola.


  Shaking her head, Emma handed me a pink cell. “This is your phone, Kaylee,” she said.


  I started to argue with her and then thought better of it.


  “I think calling is a good idea,” she said. “Call your Dad’s number and see what happens.”


  I found “Daddy” in the contacts, pushed the call icon, and put the phone on speaker. “You can listen too,” I said. “You’ll see that I’m not lying. I’m Kevin. You’ll see.”


  Hiya, pumpkin!” said a jovial male voice, a voice that I knew should be mine. “Rachel and I made it safely to Vegas. We’re in our suite now and getting ready to go out to dinner.


  “How are you?”


  “Okay, who are you really?” I said in a teen girl voice that should belong to my daughter. “You’re not Kevin. I am!”


  The male voice laughed. “Or, sweetie, you are too much,” it said. “I know that you’re not happy about me going away  with Rachel for the first time. But you’re got to stop these juvenile stunts. You’re a big girl now.


  “You have a good time with Emma, okay?” he quickly added. “And we’ll see you Sunday evening.”


  Before I could respond, the person speaking in my voice hung up.


  I looked into Emma’s blue eyes. “That has to be Kaylee in my body,” I said.


  And as I did, I suddenly remembered the sparkling object and the sudden blackout. Somehow, that must be the key. Was it magic? But it couldn’t be. Magic wasn’t real.


  Only my predicament seemed to provide convincing evidence to the contrary– unless I really was Kaylee and experiencing some sort of mental breakdown. No, I would not believe that.


  I thought of calling Rachel. But if there was a person there in Vegas with her, who looked like me and sounded like me and was pretending to be me, how could I possibly convince her otherwise from a thousand miles away?


  “Look, what’s it going to take for me to convince you that I’m telling the truth?” I asked the slender redhead. “It’s not like I can tell you any secrets that only you and I know. You’re my daughter’s friend, not mine.”


  Since the phone call, Emma had avoided looking at me. Now she looked at her lap and shook her head. I felt sorry for her. She was just a child, 15 years old, like Kaylee, and I was frightening her with what had to seem like insane rantings.


  It would be better to have her as an ally than as someone who feared me. I wouldn’t repent and totally pretend that I was Kaylee. But I wouldn’t keep denying it either. Instead, I’d be her friend and hope that I could come up with something along the way to convince her of who I was.


  And I had just the thing to start with.


  “Hey, Emma,” I said. “There’s a locked liquor cabinet at my house. Do you think that Kaylee’s father would tell her where the key is hidden?”


  She didn’t answer. I gently touched her arm and again said, “Emma.”


  Slowly she looked up with surprise in her eyes. “You’ve called me ‘Emma’ at least three times,” she said.


  “Well, that’s your name,” I said.


  “Yeah, it is,” she replied. “But ‘Ems’ is what Kaylee always calls me. That’s what she’s always called me, since elementary school.”


  I smiled and nodded my head. “I didn’t know that,” I said.


  “But you can’t be …  You just can’t,” she started and I was afraid she was going to cry.


  “That’s okay. That’s okay,” I said. “Don’t try to analyze this too much or you might think you’re going crazy too. You don’t have to believe me either. And I won’t keep talking about it. I just I’ll pretend to be Kaylee as best I can– at least around other people. And I won’t keep telling you that I’m not Kaylee. You already know that’s what I believe.


  “Kaylee– I mean Dad– and Rachel will be back Sunday,” I continued. “And there’s absolutely nothing I can do until then.


  “So … how about that liquor cabinet?” I asked. “Has Kaylee ever talked about it to you?”


  Emma smiled a little “As a matter of fact, she has,” she said, and I was happy to see her perking up a bit. “She told me that she’s looked and looked for the key but never been able to find it.”


  “Ah, but I do know where it is,” I said. “Why don’t you call Josh and Kyle and have them meet us there?


  “As a responsible adult, I wouldn’t allow underage drinking in my house,” I added. “But right now, it seems, I’m not a responsible adult. And I really could use a big, stiff drink.”


  Emma smiled more broadly this time. “You don’t talk like Kaylee either,” she said.


  *      *     *     *     *


  “It’s really awks being in your father’s bedroom,” Emma said.


  “I’m not sure what that means,” I said, as I opened the closet and stepped inside. “But I’m kind of creeped out being here with a teenage girl who is not my daughter.”


  As I pulled they key out of a coat pocket, I heard her laugh. “Well, yeah, about that. You’re a teenage girl yourself right now, you know. So no worries.”


  Exiting my closet, I saw my reflection in the mirror above my dresser. “No, argument there,” I said, as I looked at the image of my 15-year-old daughter, wearing an off-the-shoulder floral crop top with a ruffle along the top edge and tiny denim shorts.


   I could see one pink bra strap, while the other was hidden by long brown hair. Emma was dressed similarly. Although it was late October,  with Halloween tomorrow night, the weather was warm in central Florida, so standard, skimpy teen girl attire was still appropriate. But it was beyond embarrassing to look in that mirror and know that was me. I didn’t feel quite as humiliated as I had been when sitting topless on Emma’s bed. But bare shoulders, bare midriff, bare legs– all of this exposure made me feel– to borrow my BFF’s word– “awks.”


  And seeing an exposed bra strap reminded me of what it was supporting. I didn’t know what size Kaylee’s breasts were, but, right now, they felt enormous. But I was relieved that the silky bra cups seemed to be preventing “nip out.”


  Emma stepped beside me and put her arm around my waist. “Whoever you are in there, we’re still tight,” she said. “Kaylee  is  my BFF and I’ve always thought that Mr. V is Gucci for an old guy.”


  Without even thinking about it, I leaned my head against Emma’s bare shoulder and said, “Thanks.”


  Then she took my hand, and as we headed for the door, she said, “Just so you know. Kaylee has talked about looking for the key to your liquor cabinet. But I think that she was doing it just to sound dope, you know? She’s a good girl. I’ve never even seen her taste alcohol. If anyone is the bad influence, it’s me.”


  I looked up into her face and smiled. “Ah, hah! I knew it,” I said. “When you came over here to see Kaylee, I always thought that you looked like trouble.”


  As we giggled together like  besties and headed toward the kitchen and the liquor cabinet, the doorbell rang.


  Emma let go of my hand and said, “I’ll let Kyle and Josh in and we’ll meet you in the kitchen.”


  She was just a few feet away when she stopped abruptly, turned, and added,  “Boys are clueless sometimes so they probably won’t notice that you don’t talk like Kaylee. But they do know that she calls me ‘Ems.’ You better do that too.”


  “You bet, Ems,” I said. “Anything else I need to know?”


  “Well, since we invited the boys to your house instead of going out like we had planned, they’re expecting Netflix and chill,” she said. “I hope that you’re ready for that.”


  “But we don’t have Netflix,” I replied. “I hope that they won’t be too disappointed. Maybe we can find a good movie on one of the cable channels.”


  “Oh, brother!” Ems said with a laugh. “I go back and forth on this, but I think that I really am starting to believe that you might be Mr. V. That’s just too funny.”


  I had no clue what she was talking about, but decided that I’d better start trying to sound more like the girl I appeared to be. 


  “What ev,” I said with a giggle. “But you better call me Kaylee, instead of Mr. V.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Quickly, I poured myself a double bourbon on the rocks. I realized that Ems probably was right about Kaylee never trying alcohol.  Ewww! It tasted awful!


  But based on my experience as an adult, I knew the drink would help me relax and I really needed assistance with that. Unexpectedly, Ems  had been a big help. That’s when it had just been the two of us, though.  Now I’d have to pretend to be who I was not around teenage boys, including Kaylee’s boyfriend! Not just any boys either, I suddenly realized. These two were on the football team I coached.


  I took a big drink, grimaced, and then forced myself to smile as the trio came into the kitchen. God, was this a nightmarish situation! Halloween had started a day early for me and her I was on display in girly clothes as a treat for some horny, teenage boy.


   And it didn’t get any better, when Kyle, who would be catching passes for me in next week’s game, came over, bent down, and kissed me.


  “Hi, there, sweet thing,” said the dark-haired junior who was a year older than Kaylee. “My, oh my, do you look fly!”


  And, my, oh my, what was I feeling?  That unexpected kiss made my stomach flutter. It should have made me want to vomit. I was a man after all. Thank goodness for bourbon.


  Then there was that thing about looking “fly,” whatever that is. It sounded like a compliment. It made me feel good too. As a man, compliments were nice, but they never evoked  a pleasurable feeling, like that I had just experienced. Yes, it had to be the bourbon.


  “Thanks, Kyle,” I smiled. “Since Daddy’s out of town for the weekend, I was thinking that we might just stay in tonight and watch television– and maybe drink a little of his booze. He will never know.”


  “Oh, yeah,” he said. “Josh and I definitely can handle some Netflix and chill with our ladies. I don’t drink much, though, especially during football season. Coach Vincent wouldn’t like that.”


  With a laugh, Josh added, “Especially if he knew it was his booze, in his house, with this daughter!”


  I giggled and said, “Boy, you’re right about that! Daddy would be furious! He’d ground me until I was 30!”


  What I really wanted to say, though, was, “Hey, guys. I am Coach Vincent! How about them nipples– er, apples?”


  Instead, I restrained myself and thought about that Netflix thing again. What the Hell was that about? I looked over at Emma and saw her blue eyes twinkle in merriment as she sensed my confusion.


  Then she mouthed the words, “You’ll see, Mr. V.”


  I obliged the other kids by mixing bourbon and Coke for them. Then I poured myself another double, carried the bottle in my other hand, and we headed into the TV room. The liquor still didn’t taste good to my Kaylee taste buds, but I definitely was feeling more relaxed.


  In the TV room, I plopped down in my recliner, raised up the footrest, and turned on the television with the remote.  Ahhh! This was just what I needed. Finally, I was feeling like myself again– although breasts protruding into my line of sight didn’t help with that. Still no nip out, though, thank God.


  Maybe we wouldn’t have to watch a movie either, I thought. Maybe the guys would be okay with tuning in a baseball game.


  Suddenly, I heard Emma laughing. It didn’t exactly sound genuine.


  “Oh, very funny, Kaylee,” she said. “Who are you pretending to be? Your father?”


  The boys laughed too. “Yeah, Kaylee, what are you going to do now?” Josh asked. “Fart and light a cigar?”


  “I wouldn’t mind having you as the coach, instead of your father,” Kyle joined in, arching an eyebrow. “I’d stay every day after practice for some one-on-one instruction.”


  Embarrassed by how I had forgotten my role as Ems’ bestie and Kyle’s girlfriend,  I tried to bluff my way out of it. “I just felt like being silly because of Daddy’s booze,” I said. “I’m glad you liked it.”


  And, trying my best to compensate, I added, as I exited the recliner. “Now, who’s ready for some Netflix and chill!”


  Tucking the bottle awkwardly under my arm, I grabbed Kyle’s hand– again feeling a disturbing arousal– and headed for one end of the sectional sofa. And suddenly I knew! Seeing his broad grin, I finally grasped the meaning of “Netflix and chill.”


  It wasn’t about Nexflix. It wasn’t about chill. It was about hooking up, while trying to fool parents into believing that it was something totally innocent.  Well, the term obviously would have worked on at least one father– me. It wouldn’t work on me now though, when I became Kevin again.


  If I ever became Kevin again, that is. I still didn’t know what was going on. Who was the person I had talked to on the phone? Was it Kaylee in my body? Had she somehow switched us using that crystal? If so, why and would she switch us back? And, oh crap! Was she having sex with Rachel? But surely Rachel would know that wasn’t me. On the other hand, if she knew the truth, why hadn’t she called me? None of this made any sense.


  Except the liquor. I definitely had needed that to help me cope with this bizarre reality, and it was doing its job admirably. Perhaps I should have started a little more slowly, since Kaylee’s body wasn’t accustomed to it. But, oh well, too late to worry about that now.


  Yeah, the recliner thing had been embarrassing.  But, if I do say so myself, I had handled that well and, with the help of Kentucky’s finest, I would be able to handle the rest of the evening just as easily


  In fact, I was looking forward to it. It was obvious that Kaylee’s body was attracted to Kyle, that she liked touching and being touched by him. Since I was her for the time being, I might as well enjoy it too, although it was totally alien to the sexual arousal that I knew as a man, which was all about an erection and penetration. This was more like– oh, I don’t know– a tingly feeling all and an itch between my legs.


  I might not have felt quite so at ease with that notion if I had been sober. But that was no longer the case. That train had left the station, and I was a slightly tipsy teen girl about to cuddle up with her boyfriend in a darkened room, with an ample supply of alcohol to keep me that way.


  Ems or Josh turned down the lights and surfed the cable channels, until deciding upon “Zombieland.” Then they settled into the shadows on the adjoining sectional.


  I sat down at the end of the sofa, refilled my drink, took another healthy swallow, and then placed the bottle and glass on the table.  I took Kyle’s drink, which seemed to have been barely touched, and set it next to mine.


  Kyle sat down slowly next to me and looked all around, as if  expecting something bad to happen at any second. “Wow, Kaylee, this is the first time that I’ve ever been with you in your house without your father around,” he said. “Are you sure it’s okay?”


  I took his arm and placed it around my bare shoulders. “Of course, I am,” I said. “Daddy’s in Las Vegas with his girl friend. They’re having fun. Why shouldn’t we?”


  That seemed to loosen him up a bit. He leaned down to kiss me, and this time it was a kiss that curled my toes. Yikes! I liked that. And ooh, yes, I felt that itch again. Only this time it was more intense and made me want to squeeze my legs together. Nothing wrong with that. I wondered if I could make it even more pleasurable for this newly acquired female body.


  I reached up, put my hand in his hair, and gently pulled his head down to my level. With that encouragement, he put his free hand on my breast and began to massage it. Oh, yes, I could make it even better! Or rather, Kyle could, with an little guidance from me.


  Ems had warned me that it wouldn’t take long for Kyle to get to second base if I didn’t wear a bra. It didn’t take long with me wearing a bra either. And I kinda, sorta wished I wasn’t wearing it. Nip out now would be a good thing. Nothing like erect nipples to get a boy’s attention.


  Of course, I could ask Kyle to remove it for me. I had taken plenty of bras off women and doing so had made me even more eager for what was to follow. I was pretty certain that it would do the same for him. Also, I never had taken one off of myself. It could get awks.


  On the other hand, it was a pretty, lacey feminine thing. From personal experience, I knew it was the kind of sexy undie that men loved to see on women. Maybe I should just pull off my top and let him see me in the bra.


  What’s a girl to do? I decided to go with the hands-on option. Kyle’s hands that is.


  I came up for air and giggled.


  “Wha… ?” he asked, as he regained his breath.


  “Oh, nothing important, sweetie,” I said. “Ems had told me that I needed to wear a bra tonight, even though I didn’t want to. You think that you could help me take it off? It’s kinda getting in the way, don’t you think?”


  I didn’t need to ask a second time. I loved the feeling of his big hands on my bare skin, as he pushed them up under my top to unsnap the bra.


  Uh, oh. Now what? In movies I had seen women not only unsnap  bras under their shirts, but then whip them off  as easy as you please. I had no idea what to do next.


  Oh, Hell! I wasn’t going to worry about that. With the bra loose in back, Kyle had easy access to my girls, which was all that mattered.


  My eyes rolled up in ecstasy as his hand moved easily under my pink bra. I moaned as his hands rolled over my bare breasts.


  “Oh, Kyle!” I managed to say, before he started kissing me again and our tongues fully engaged.


  His fingers tweaked my rigid nipples and I was just about to pull up my top to give his mouth full access, when I heard Josh say from the shadows, “Wow, Ems. Listen to Kaylee over there. You should take lessons.”


  But I didn’t care what anyone said, as I pulled away from Kyle just long enough to drink some more bourbon. I might not be fully sober, I realized. Yet I was in control. I still could take care of myself. Inside this teen girl body, I was an adult male, after all. But pleasantly, I was drunk enough to enjoy being a girl– tee hee–  and not feel any guilt about it whatsoever. It was the perfect combination.


   And there was that itch. The more Kyle and I wrestled and kissed, the more erotically pleasurable it became. And the more I needed to scratch it.


  Or maybe get it scratched. And filled. For the first time, that realization entered my brain from someplace, probably  washed in by the female hormones coursing through my teen girl body. That itch was a kind of emptiness and filling it was the way to stop it– or, more accurately, enjoy it to its fullest.


  “Kaylee, maybe you better slow down on the booze,” I heard Ems say.


  “No, worries, Emma,” I said, but then quickly added, “Whoopsies! I meant no worries, Ems.”


  Then I whispered into Kyle’s ear, “I’m supposed to call her Ems, not Emma,” I said. “We’re besties.”


  With one arm then, I pulled his head back toward my breasts, eager to feel his mouth on them. With the other, I pulled his hand toward my crotch.


  “Uh, Kaylee, are you sure you want to do this?,” Kyle asked. “We’ve never gone this far before. And you’ve been drinking.”


  “Oh, you’re an old duddy fuddy. I mean fuddy duddy,” I replied. “I’m fine and I know what I want.”


  I removed my hand from his, walked my fingers lightly across his lap and squeezed his groin, feeling his manhood expand rapidly at my touch.


  “Oooh,” I said. “I like that. Can I see it? Can I kiss it?”


  “But Kaylee,” he protested.


  I leaned over onto his lap, intent on extracting the prize.


  “I have this terrible itch,” I said. “And I think that I’ve just found what I need to scratch it.”


  *     *     *      *     *


  Eyes still closed, I woke up in the shower, water streaming down my face. I felt like I had been sleeping for a thousand years, and my body still didn’t want to wake up. I felt achy too, and my stomach was queasy. What was that about? And, man! What a freaky nightmare. So bizarre, in fact, that I refused to acknowledge what I remembered about it.


  But how did I get in the shower? The last thing that I remembered was … Well, the last thing was that nightmare and I didn’t want to go there again.


  Then I felt hands on my hips. Ahhh! Rachel. And Vegas. We were in Vegas! And I must have had too much to drink in the casino.  That’s not something I normally do, but maybe I did this time. She brought me back to the suite, undressed me, and joined me in the shower.


  Good ol’ Rach. I love showering with her. She scrubs my back and I scrub hers and then, well, you know … we do other things.


  But … something was wrong.  Just the thought of Rachel naked and in the shower with me should have given me an erection. It didn’t.


  Maybe still too much alcohol in my system?  No, it wasn’t that. Even drunk and limp I should have felt something down there. My penis should have been trying at least.


  But it wasn’t.


  I dropped my hand between my legs to find out what was wrong.


  Oh, my God! It was gone. And not only was it gone, there was something else there! Something that only … only … only women had!


  I screamed. And screamed. And screamed!


  “Shhh. Quiet. It’s okay. You’re okay,” a feminine voice said from behind me. She pulled me back against her and put her arms around me


  No, I was not okay. But at least Rachel was with me. Thank goodness for small favors.  Only … while female, the voice didn’t sound like Rachel’s.


  Crap! I was naked, dickless, and seemed to be in the shower with a woman not my girlfriend. Was I a lesbian? I didn’t want to step away from her embrace and turn around. But I had to.


  I screamed and screamed again when I saw who she was. And I screamed some more when I looked down and saw my own naked body.


  My nightmare hadn’t been a nightmare! It had been real. I was my own daughter. Naked! And I was in  the shower with my her best friend, who was also naked!


  I started  crying hysterically, and Ems pulled me against her one more time. She was so much taller than I that my head pressed against and then slipped partially between her wet, slippery breasts.  That made me cry all the harder for it again reminded me of what I should be feeling between my legs and wasn’t.


  Finally giving in to the despair I wrapped my arms around her and felt my own breasts press against her firm torso. My wet, smooth legs pushed against hers, and I hugged her as tight as I could for comfort.


  “It was real! The nightmare was real!” I sobbed. “I was so drunk and so horny and I was unzipping Kyle’s pants so that we could …  Oh, my God! Please tell me that I didn’t … That we didn’t.”


  “You didn’t, Kaylee,” Ems said. “But it wasn’t for lack of trying on your part.”


  As it turned out, Kyle had stopped me from pulling out his manhood, even though I tried repeatedly, Ems said as she wrapped a towel over my breasts and then put my hair in another.


  “Finally you just passed out in his lap,” she continued. “He and Josh carried you into the bathroom for me before they went home.


  “Somehow, I managed to take off our clothes and get you into the shower so I could sober you up. No way could we go back to my house with you that condition.”


  “Thanks,” I said as Ems secured a towel above her breasts and started brushing the tangles out of her long, red hair, which wasn’t quite as wet as mine.


  Looking at my red eyes in the mirror, I said, “You’re a really good friend, Ems. So are Josh and Kyle. I’m so embarrassed by my behavior.


  “Alcohol usually doesn’t affect me that way.”


  Ems smiled as she joined me at the mirror. “Well, if you are who you say you are, then you don’t usually weigh 110 pounds either,” she said.


  I nodded. “I thought that alcohol would help me calm down and gain control of this crazy situation. It did just the opposite. I hope that I haven’t ruined Kaylee’s reputation.”


  “I don’t think it will,” she replied as she headed back into the bedroom to get dressed. “I told the guys that you were really bummed out about your father going out of town with a woman for the first time since your mother died, and you were acting out because of it.


  “They promised that they wouldn’t say anything. Also, they could get in big trouble with your father if they did. Maybe even get thrown off the football team.”


  I shuddered as I looked down at the pink, lacey bra and panties that I had been wearing and would have to put on again. Ems noticed  my discomfort.


  “Hey, that’s what girls wear, and, for better or worse, Mr. V, that’s what you are for right now.”


  I looked up at her, my mouth open. “So, you really do believe me,” I said.


  “Oh, totes,” she replied. “It’s still hard to believe that magic and body swapping is a thing. But the real Kaylee never would do what you did tonight. She’s a good girl.


  “You, on the other hand, are a slutty girl.”


  Briefly, she fought back a grin, and then suddenly we both started laughing.


  “Well, I can’t argue with that,” I said. “A few hours in a bra and panties, a couple of drinks, and I’m trying to get laid. Keep me away from the liquor cabinet, will you?”


  Pulling black panties up her long legs, Ems said. “I’ll try my best.”


  Still wearing  my towel, I then watched her effortlessly put her arms through bra straps and snap the garment closed in the middle of her back.


  When she looked up and saw me standing there, she said, “Well? Get dressed already. We have an 11 o’clock curfew at my house.”


  “I’m embarrassed to get naked in front of you– again,” I said. “I know it’s stupid. But you’re a 15-year-old girl and I’m a grown man and …”


  Ems was having none of it. “Oh, no you aren’t. Right now, you’re a 15-year-old girl too. And girls, especially besties, get naked in front of each other all the time. Get used to it.”


  Blushing, I reluctantly dropped the towel, stepped into the pink panties and pulled them up to my hips. I watched them snug against my flat crotch and again felt a sense of loss. But I didn’t share that with Ems, even though we were besties. That probably wasn’t something she wanted to hear.


  Anticipating that I was about to ask for help with the bra, she said, “I helped you with it the first time. But you need to be able to do it on your own. Wrap it around you backward and snap it in the front. Then spin it around and put your arms through the straps. Easy Peasy.”


  I followed her directions.


  “Okay, now, make sure the straps are tight enough, but not too tight,” she said. “And make sure your breasts are settled properly in the cups.”


  Oh, God, I thought as I did so, I’m playing with my own daughter’s breasts.


  Once more seeming to read my mind, Ems said, “Come on, Mr. V. You’re Kaylee now. Those are your breasts, not hers.”


  Then she smiled wickedly. “And that penis that you miss between your legs? That’s hers.”


  Again we simultaneously burst out laughing. 


  After we finished dressing, Ems stood behind me and brushed my hair, and I realized that I had a whole new respect for Kaylee’s judgment in choosing friends.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Okay, sleepyhead, time to wake up!” Ems said brightly as she bounced back into the bedroom at her house.


  “Oh, please, not so loud!” I moaned as I raised up on one elbow, and pushed hair out of my eyes. Long hair and bouncing boobs starkly reminded me of who I was and a stabbing pain between my eyes reminded of what I had done the night before.


  “Serves you right, girl,” Kaylee’s best friend laughed. “But how about showering together afterward? That was kinda fun wasn’t it?


  I blushed a bright crimson.


  “Not so much,” I said, as I slowly slid my bare legs off the bed. It was high enough that my feet didn’t reach the floor. I wasn’t just a girl; I was a short girl. For the first time, I noticed that I had pink toenails. Oh, gawd!


   “But I owe you big time for helping me,” I continued.  “You’re a good friend, and I’m not just talking about for the real Kaylee. I’m talking about for me too.”


  Ems sat down beside me and began, “I’m so glad you said that.”


  Just then a sexy female voice said, “Hey, sweetie, you have a mail message.”


  Ems reached over the nightstand, grabbed Kaylee’s pink phone, and handed it to me. With a broad grin on her face and an emphatic emphasis on the last word, she said, “It’s for you, sweetie!”


  “Very funny,” I said.


  I opened up the text, and read aloud, “Don’t worry, pumpkin. You’ll be your old self by tomorrow night. Rachel and I are having a great time. Hope you are too with Ems. And don’t do anything that I wouldn’t do!”


  Ems put her arm around my shoulder. “Well, there you have it,” she said. “Kaylee did do something to switch your bodies. And she’s going to put things back to normal tomorrow night.”


  I nodded. “Yeah, that’s a relief at least. But, boy, is that girl going to be in trouble when I’m her father again.”


  Ems laughed. “Can’t say that I blame you, bestie,” she said. “But that’s not gonna happen until tomorrow, right?”


  Suddenly I felt a little adrenaline jolt, and not the good kind.


  “What are you talking about?”


  Ems squeezed my cheeks and kissed me on the nose.


  “What I’m talking about is this,” she said. “You just said that you owe me big time, right?”


  Reluctantly I nodded.


  “Okay, for today, I want to you to promise to do everything I want you to do. I want to be the boss. And, don’t worry, it won’t be bad. This is not one of those S/M things or whatever they call it.”


  “Well, then, what is … ” I started, and then it hit me. Oh, no! Was Kaylee’s best friend gay? And now that she had a man in girl’s body was she hoping for …


  Ems saw the frightened look on my face and laughed. “Oh, my gosh, no!” she said. “Girl, are you crazy?”


  Quickly she leaned over and kissed me on the lips. My eyes popped wide in shock and alarm. I pushed away from her.


  “Emma!” I shouted. “Cut that out!.”


  She giggled. “Do anything for you?” she asked. And when I shook my head violently from side to side, she added. “Didn’t do anything for me either. You like boys … well, Kaylee likes boys and, from the looks of things last night, you in Kaylee’s body like boys too.


  “And I like boys. Relax. I’m not looking for any girl-on-girl action, you little perv.”


  I smiled. “Okay, I believe you,” I said.


  “Sorry about that. You  know, I hate to admit it, but I think that I was attracted to Kyle last night,” I added.


  “Girl, you were attracted to him,” Ems interrupted. “Maybe the alcohol had something to do with it. Maybe it loosened you up just enough that Kaylee’s girly hormones took over. But you were all over the boy.”


  I lay back on the bed and looked up at the ceiling, the jiggling weight on my chest distracting me, but not quite as much as it had just a few moments before. Maybe I was getting use to having breasts? I hoped not.


  Cupping them in my hands, I said, “Just what size are these anyway?”


  Ems laughed. “Oh, get over yourself already. Girls have boobs. It’s a natural thing. Get over it.”


  I sat back up. “Yeah, but guys don’t, and I’m a guy. And we love that girls have them. But now I have them and, oh, it’s all so confusing. So, humor me, okay?


  She nodded and said, “I see your point. They’re 34Cs, which is pretty impressive. In other words, you’re a petite girl with a big chest. Does that help?”


  I hefted them once more. “Honestly, no,” I said. “But I did ask. What size are yours?”


  Ems suddenly grabbed a pillow and bopped me with it. “You little brat!” she yelled. And bopped me again.


  As I endured her barrage, I managed to find another pillow and struck back. Soon we both were on our knees, laughing and giggling and pounding each other. That’s right, two girls in crop tops and panties having a pillow fight. It was right out of every teen boy’s wet dream.


  Finally out of breath, we collapsed side-by-side on the bed.


  “Did you ever have a pillow fight with the real Kaylee?” I asked.


  Ems shook her head. “I’m beginning to think that you’re more fun that the real Kaylee,” she said. “You wouldn’t want to consider a permanent trade, would you?”


  I reached for a pillow and said, “You wouldn’t want another pounding, would you?”


  Without warning, Ems suddenly rolled over on top of me and raised up on her arms. “I’m really a lesbian,” She said. “And I want you for my lover!”


  Then she started tickling me in the ribs, and I giggled uncontrollably. In mock protest, I kicked and wiggled and screamed “Stop it!” But I really didn’t mind it so much.


  Just then, Ashley, Ems’ older sister, opened the door and looked inside.


  “Okay, you two, if you want a ride to the mall, you’d better get with it,” she said. “We leave in an hour.”


  Ems raised up off the bed. “Oh, wow, we’d better get going.  Time to get dressed.”


  “What’s this about the mall?” I asked as I continued to lie on the bed, still enjoying the pleasurable feeling from the fun we had.


  “It’s part of what I came to talk to you about in the first place,” Ems said as she sorted through her dresser drawers. “Then you were a brat and distracted me.


  “I’m asking if you will let me be in charge of what we do today. Okay?” she continued. “I helped you out last night and now I’d like this favor in return.”


  “Sure,” I said, sitting up. “As I said, I owe you, and also I trust you. But I don’t understand this ‘being in charge’ thing. Why can’t we just be two friends hanging out?”


  Ems turned around with a yellow bra and panties in her hands. “Oh, we will be,” she said.


  Then she paused and I could clearly see her blushing through her pale complexion.


  “But there’s a little more to it,” she said. “This is kind of embarrassing.             


  “If I’m in charge, you see, it’s kind of a turn on for me. You’re a big, strong guy and one of the best-looking teachers at the school and … “


  I jumped off the bed. “Wait a minute,” I interrupted. “You think that I’m good looking?”


  She nodded. “Lots of the girls do. You’re the football coach too. You’re–- what do old people call it? Oh, yeah, you’re a real macho man.


  “But suddenly you aren’t you anymore,” she said. “You’re in my best friend’s body and a real girly girl. You’re 5-3 and I’m 5-9. You’re the shortest cheerleader on the squad and I’m the tallest.


  “And, well, the idea of a big, strong guy who’s usually an authority figure being stuck in a little girl’s body. And the idea that you’ll do whatever I want you to do … Well, as I said, it’s a turn on.”


  Ems paused to give me time to speak, but I didn’t know what to say.


  “It’s not about humiliation or embarrassment or anything like that,” she continued. “And I will never tell anyone about what happened this weekend– not that anyone would believe me anyway.


  “It’s just that I want to be in charge, you know? It’s kinda like I want you to be my life-size, dress-up doll, all the time knowing who you really are, but keeping that a secret just between the two of us.


  “Will you do it?”


  I rubbed my girly smooth chin and pretended to think about it.


  “So …,” I began. “No handcuffs, whips, or black leather bustiers?”


  Ems laughed. “I don’t even know what a bustier is,” she said. “I just want to dress you up pretty, take you to the mall to try on clothes, and then take you to a Halloween party tonight, wearing one of the sexiest costumes you’ve ever seen.”


  I threw my arms out to the sides– as my breasts bounced again– and said, “Oh, Hell, why not? I don’t have anything better to do today. Why not spend it with my bestie doing whatever she wants us to do?”


  Ems wrapped her arms around me and squeezed tightly. “Oh, thank you, Kaylee. We’re going to have so much fun I promise.


  “Now let’s find you a really cute dress to wear!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we walked into the mall entrance, I asked Ems, “What do you call these shoes again?”


  “They’re wedges,” she replied. “They give you more height, which a petite girl like you wants, but they’re easier to walk in than heels. Don’t you think?”


  I laughed. “Really? You think that I’ve worn high heels before?”


  Ems giggled. “Oh! I guess not. Well, I hope not anyway!


  “Also, take smaller steps, don’t swing your arms so much, and don’t carry your purse in your hand. Put the strap between your boobs and across your body, so it hangs at your side.”


  I stopped, adjusted Kaylee’s brown leather purse accordingly and then saluted. “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  “That’s a good girl,” she replied. “And you look adorable, by the way.”


  As I looked at our reflection in the glass of the mall’s front doors, I couldn’t disagree.


  Ems had dressed me in what she called a halter-style, floral mini dress. White with tiny flowers, it had narrow straps, a low back, and plenty of side exposure for my 34Cs, which nestled in silky, built-in cups.


  “You won’t have as much support as if you were wearing a bra,” she said as I eyed my profile in her bedroom mirror. “But it will make it easier for what you’ll be doing at the mall.”


  “You mean trying on clothes?” I asked.


  Ems nodded and said, “Exactly.”


  She then had put on an emerald green sundress with sleeves and a V neck, which complemented her red hair, but wasn’t quite so revealing.


  “Why aren’t you showing more boob, like me?” I had asked as she stepped into it and pulled it over her shoulders.


  “Because today is all about you being my little dress-up doll. Remember?” she said.


  Inside the mall, she said, “Okay, Kaylee. You’re in a for a real treat, girl friend. I’m taking you to Victoria’s Secret to get your first really sexy lingerie!”


  “But Kaylee’s not … I’m not …,” I started to protest.


  “VS has a special line for teens,” Ems said. “And the real Kaylee never wanted to go with me. Like I told you before, she’s a good girl and pretty modest too, although this magic thing does have me wondering about her.


  “So, anyway, you and I will go instead,” she added, as she locked arms with me and we headed for VS.


  Ems’ advice, guidance, and, yes, even dominance, had made me surprisingly comfortable in this girly body that I had been trapped in for less than a day. But when we walked arm-in-arm into the store, I feared that I might faint.  Of course I had been in VS stores before, most recently with Rachel.


  But I had been a man then, ostensibly going along to offer advice on what looked good, but really just there to ogle the underwear and the sexy women who were sorting through it and occasionally offering an untended peek as they tried it on.


  Now I would be a sexy woman sorting through it and possibly offering unintended peeks to other men who were just there to ogle.


  Ooh! Well, that was disturbing. Thinking about strange men admiring me in sexy lingerie suddenly had sent a little chill up my spine.  And despite my best effort to avoid just thoughts, I suddenly envisioned Kyle there with me, offering his opinions as I modeled for him.  As I did so, I felt the return of the itch between my legs that almost led me to do, well, something that might have taken care of the itch but made me regret it for the rest of my life.


  “Earth to Kaylee. Earth to Kaylee! Are you in there, girl?” Ems said as she gently shook my arm.


  “Oh, yeah, sorry,” I said. “I was just thinking about how different it is to come into this store as a girl than as … well, you know.”


  My bestie’s blue eyes twinkled. “Yes, I do know,” she said. “That’s what makes this so much fun!


  “Come on.”


  Taking me by the hand, Ems led me to the “Pink” section, which carried a line of bras, panties, and other items for young women and teen girls.


  “See why I didn’t have you wear a bra?” she asked.


  “Really?” I asked. “How difficult would it be for me to have taken off my own bra to try on others?”


  Ems gave me an intentionally evil smile. “You got me,” she said. “That’s such a feminine, sexy dress, and I wanted to see you in it. I was with Kaylee when she bought it months ago, and the girl never wore it.


  “Seeing you in it, though, is a lot hotter,” she added.


  “Come on, let’s find a  dressing room.”


  I was a bit surprised by that. I thought that we’d choose a few bras first. But who was I to question?


  Ems then sent me into the dressing room alone and said that she would join me shortly. She also suggested that I take off my dress to make the ‘fitting’ easier.”


  So I was standing there topless, wearing only lavender bikini panties and wedges, trying to avoid looking at myself in the full-length mirror– and failing– when Ems came back, bringing a VS employee with her.


  “Kaylee, this is Candice,” she said. “I told her that this is your first time here and that you want to make sure that your first Victoria’s Secret bras fit properly.”


  What the Hell did that mean?


  I soon found out. As I watched, mortified, in the mirror. A dark-haired woman who looked to be in her 20s used a tape to measure me just under my bare boobs and then across them. I was so glad my nipples behaved themselves.


  “Okay, sweetie,” she said. “I’ll be right back with some bras in your size that I think you might like. And your friend tells me that you love lace. Is that right?”


  Ems looked at me and smiled.


  “Oh, yes, I do,” I said.


  “Having fun?” I asked Ems when we were alone.


  “Oh, yes,” she smiled. “Girl, this is so hot! I mean, just calling you ‘girl,’ and knowing who you really are is hot. But this … this is sooo hot.


  “Thank you so much for being such a good sport about this.”


  I nodded my head. “Yeah, well, I owe you,” I said, looking away.


  She gently took my chin and turned my face up and toward her. “Oh, come on,” she said. “Surely you’re enjoying this just a little bit?”


  Despite myself, I smiled. “Well, yeah, there have been a couple of times when …,” I said.


  But I stopped short of telling her details, such as my thoughts about Kyle and the return of the itch.


  “When what?” she asked.


  “Just when,” I said.


   Candice soon returned with– no surprise– a black lace push-up, among others.


  “Here you go, sweetie, slip your arms in there, and I’ll close it in the back,” she said.


  She adjusted the straps. Then she turned me around and placed her hands under my breasts to make certain that they were nestled properly in the cups. Finally, she turned me back toward the mirror.


  “Oh, you look so good in that,” she said, her hands on my arms as she looked over my shoulder at our reflection in the mirror. “And isn’t it comfy? Don’t you like the way it lifts and separates?”


  Oh, yes, I just loved it, I thought sarcastically. But I just said, “Oh, yes, ma’am. It’s really comfy.”


  Next came a “pink thrill” push-up, followed by a “neon candy super” push-up, and a “tropical punch date” push-up. That’s right; all of them were push-up. Just what a busty girl like me needs.


  With Ems’ “help,” I chose the neon candy super push-up and “cotton cheekster” panties in the same color. She also decided that I needed some sleepwear, which turned out to be rainbow tie dye leggings and a tee, with “I dream of puppies” emblazoned across the front.


  Planning in advance, she had brought some of her babysitting money with her and paid for the purchases with that. “This is so worth it … ” she started.


  “Yeah, I know,” I said. “Because it’s so hot. Where to next, bestie?”


  Now I carried a Victoria’s Secret shopping bag in hot pink with white polka dots, as well as my purse, as we stepped back into the mall.


  “Aeropostale,” Ems said. “They’re got some really cute clothes and they’re not very expensive.”


  “We don’t have to do this, you know– spend your money, I mean,” I said. “We can just window shop.”


  Ems looked down at me and smiled, “Oh, I know,” she replied. “But this is just so …”


  I put my small hand on her forearm to stop her. “I know. This is just sooo hot!”


  And we both giggled.


  Just about that time, two teenage boys passed us and, as they did so, both turned their heads and looked our way. One of them smiled slightly and mouthed, “Hi.”


  “Did you see that?” I exclaimed. “Those guys. They …”


  “Yeah, they were checking us out,” Ems said. “That’s what is supposed to happen to good-looking girls like us in shopping malls. They’ve been doing it ever since we came in. Didn’t you notice?”


  Actually, I hadn’t. Entering the mall, I had felt so naked, exposed, and vulnerable in my tiny sundress that I had concentrated mostly on trying– and failing– to make myself invisible.


  Now, though, I did notice. It was nearly constant too. At first, I felt a little embarrassed. Then it started to make me feel a little warm and tingly inside. Eventually, I started smiling back at the guys who I thought were good looking.


  “Good looking” guys? Where did that thought come from? Never in my life had I thought of guys as good looking. Yet suddenly I was.


  As one particularly attractive guy passed, nodded, and smiled, I suddenly grasped Ems’ arm and exclaimed, “OMG, Ems. Did you see him? He was sooo cute. And he smiled at me.”


  My bestie stopped, put her arm around my waist, kissed me on the cheek, and said, “Oh, Mr. V, that’s the best yet. This is just sooooo hot!


  “I can’t wait for tonight.”


  But she wouldn’t tell me what she meant by that. All I knew is that we were going to a Halloween party.


  As we walked some more and I started to make eye contact and smile at “cute” guys, little chills, tingles, and flutters eventually awakened the itch. Now why did that have to happen? But it did.


  Just have to avoid the alcohol and I’m good to go, I told myself. I can live with the itch. I can handle it. After all, it’s not that’s unpleasant. It’s just that it’s … What? Demanding? Yes, that is what it was. Well, too bad.


  My bestie used her babysitting money to buy me a “Seriously Soft” scoop-neck, mini dress with an adorable flare skirt for just $10 at Aeropostale.  And I picked it out!


  “For a football coach, you have good taste in dresses,” Ems told me as we left the store.


  I giggled and said, “And I know. Don’t tell me. That’s so … “


  “Hot!” we said together and burst into laughter.


  As we walked on, I noticed a closed store on the right. The lights were out and all of the inventory seemed gone. But a remaining sign said, “Magic Crystals For All Your Magic Needs.”


  And I remembered the crystal that I found in my suitcase. Bingo! That explains the body-swap mystery. Kaylee’s going to be so sorry she did this. She’s going to be grounded until she starts drawing Social Security!


  Last stop was Starbucks. I had enough money in my Kaylee purse to buy lattes for both of us.


  “Cross your legs, Kaylee, or keep them together,” Ems said as we sat down. “You’re already showing enough skin as it is. We’ve left drooling guys behind  us all over this mall.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said primly.


  Suddenly we weren’t alone anymore. The guy that I thought was sooo cute stood by our table, along with a friend. “You mind if we join you?”


  Ems looked at me and said, “What do you think, Kaylee? Do these guys measure up?”


  Shyly I looked up and thought I would melt into my seat when I looked into those blue eyes. Instead I smiled, and managed to say. “Sure.”


  He had short blond hair and a little stubble on his chin. OMG. He must be a college guy. And from the looks of his physique, he probably played football.


  “I’m Aaron,” he said, and offered his hand to me. It was at least three times the size of mine. The shake was firm, but gentle. I liked that!


  And his touch sent a lightning bolt of pleasure streaking from boobs to just below my belly button.


  “I’m Kaylee,” I said softly “But, oh, you know that. Ems already told you. Actually, her name is Emma. But I call her Ems. We’re besties. We live just down the street from each other. We’re cheerleaders too.”


  Aaron smiled, and I feared that I would pee my panties.


  Stop babbling, Kaylee, I told myself.


  I giggled. And squeezed my legs tighter together in a vain attempt to stop the itch. My lips suddenly felt dry and I licked them.


  His friend’s name was Nathan. And they were college students, as a matter of fact. They attended the same small university as Ashley. Aaron even knew her.


  “She’s been to some of our fraternity parties,” he said.


  “We haven’t seen you around there,” Nathan asked. “Are you girls still in high school?”


  “Yes,” Ems said quickly. “But we’re seniors, and we’re both 18.”


  “Excellent!” Aaron said happily. “You should have Ashley bring you with her the next time she stops by one of our parties.”


  “Oh, we will!” she replied. “Won’t we, Kaylee?”


  I nodded. “We’d love to,” I said.


  The boys stood up. “Well, we’ll see you around, I hope,” Aaron said.


  “Count on it,” Ems said as they walked away.


  Before I could ask her what she meant by that, she added, “Oh, this is just soooo damn hot!”


  “But we’re not 18,” I protested. “We only 15, and those are college boys.”


  Ems didn’t seem to hear me.


  “Come on, Kaylee,” she said. “Ashley’s gonna pick us up in about 10 minutes outside.”


  “But … But …” I stuttered.


  “But what, sweetie?” she asked. “Are you going to tell me that Aaron didn’t turn you on? I could see it. He could see it. You were blushing and flirting, and carrying on just like the school girl you appear to be. When you licked your lips, it was so cute!”


  Yeah, I’m sure it was, I thought. But now that itch had started again, and I wasn’t even drinking!  For the first time since becoming Kaylee, the thought of masturbation entered my mind. Guys did it all the time. Why not girls? Maybe I could get some free time by myself this afternoon.


  But in my own daughter’s body? No way, no how!


  “Hey, Kaylee,” Ems said as she pulled me by the arm. “There you go, zoning out again. Come on, girl, we have to go. And don’t forget  the bags with your dress and undies. That new push-up bra should go just fine with the costume I have for you to wear tonight.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Holy crap! We were going to a Halloween party at Aaron and Nathan’s fraternity house!


  “I don’t know how, but you set up that meeting in the mall today. Didn’t you?” I accused Ems.


  She laughed. “I wish. But, no, I didn’t. It was just too perfect, though, wasn’t it? Only this time, your costume will be a lot sexier than that dress you were wearing. And Aaron really is going to like that.”


  “How can anything be sexier than that dress showing side boobage?” I asked.


  “Just wait,” Ems grinned.


  “But we’re not 18. We’re 15,” I protested. “We’re underage. We’re illegal, for Christ’s sake.”


  “It’s Halloween. We’ll be in costumes. And with makeup, we can look older,” she said.


  “Look, you’re not planning on getting drunk and having sex with Aaron the way that you almost did with Kyle last night, are you?” Ems asked.


  “Of course, not,” I replied. “But still … “


  “But still …” my bestie teased. “You only live once. In your wildest dreams did you ever imagine that you’d one day get the chance to go to a college frat party as a sexy teenage girl?”


  I shook my head and said, “Of course not. And I don’t want to either.”


  “But you’ll never get a chance like this again,” Ems argued. “And remember, you promised me because I helped you and because  … “


  “This is soooo hot!” we screamed in unison and started laughing so hard that we had to grab each other to keep from falling down. Ems really was my bestie, and I just couldn’t say no.


  So the three of us arrived at the frat house as a devilish angel in red, a sultry cat in black and, nearly every frat boy’s wet dream, a sexy French maid.


  Guess who was the French maid.


  “But this costume was made for someone with your figure,” Ems insisted she laid it out on the bed for me.


  “You mean someone with my boobs,” I replied.


  She laughed. “Okay,” she said. “When you’re right, you’re right. Those frat boys will come in their pants when they see you.”


  “Oh, what father-stuck-in-his-daughter’s-body doesn’t want to hear that,” I countered.


  “Look, forget about that,” Ems said. “Tonight you’re Kaylee. You’re a girl. You’re beautiful and sexy. Have fun. No one’s going to make you do anything that you don’t want to do. And Ashley and I will be right there at the party with you.


  “Come on, bestie, Pleeeese!”


  Of course, she won, and when the three of us entered the frat house, all heads turned and silence descended. “Oh, my Lord, goddesses have descended from Heaven,” I heard one male voice say.


  “And I’m definitely in love!” said another.


  “Hold my beer!” added a third.


  “If you make it hard for me, I’ll hold it against you,” a fourth said.


  Oh, terrific!


  But then a savior stepped out of the crude crowd, dressed as a cowboy.


  “Hi, girls,” Aaron said. “What a pleasant surprise to see you here. Can I get you girls some punch?”


  I glanced at Ems in her feline finery. Punch at a frat party would be far more than just punch.


  “Sure, that would be nice,” she said. And as he left, she whispered to me, “You don’t have to drink it. Just take tiny sips. You’ll be okay, I promise. Girl, this is sooo hot!”


  By the time Aaron came back, Nathan had joined us. Ashley took her punch and decided to mingle.  Nathan took Ems’ arm and led her away, leaving just the French maid and the cowboy.


  “That’s quite a costume,” Aaron said as he sipped his punch.


  I blushed. “You’re telling me,” I said. “Ems picked it out for me. I thought it was too much, but she convinced me to wear it.”


  “Do you always do what she wants you to do?” he asked.


  “Oh, no, it’s not like that,” I said. “It’s just that, uh, she had done me a big favor and asked me to wear this costume and come to your party in return. You know. Friends do things for friends.”


  Aaron nodded. The poor guy. He kept trying to look me in the eyes. But they kept slipping away to stare at my boobs. I couldn’t blame him either.


  After Ems had dressed me and I looked in the mirror, my eyes popped too. My 34Cs looked even bigger in the costume that featured a lace-up bodice with a sweetheart neckline and thin, silk shoulder straps. The tiny black skirt included an attached white apron and, underneath, a black lace petticoat with white polka dots. My legs were encased in sheer black pantyhose, with 4-inch black pumps on my feet.


  It was a good thing that I’d had practiced walking in wedges earlier that day. As it was, I still had to move carefully to keep my balance.


  My sex-for-sale costume was accented with lace wrist bracelets, a black choker and a lace headband in my long, brown hair. I also carried a tiny duster, with pink feathers at the end.


  Aaron realized that I had seen him staring at my ample boobage, and blushed. He was so cute in his hat, vest, jeans, and boots– and no shirt!


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said.


  “That’s okay,” I replied. “I’m used to it.”


  I really wasn’t, of course. Those were my daughter’s breasts that he was drooling over. But he was sooo cute. And, for the moment, at least, those breasts belonged to me. Also, I had agreed to put them on display like this, even though this costume was Ems’ idea.


  And when I saw him looking at them, I felt what seemed like a thousand butterflies take flight in my tummy. So the truth was that I actually was okay with him looking at them. In fact, I really wanted him to touch them.


  Oh, my God, where did that come from? Of course, it came from when I was on the sofa with Kyle. But alcohol was to blame for that. Wasn’t it?


  Not entirely, I realized. Raging female hormones played a part as well. And dressed as I was in front of a really cute guy who seemed to like me, those ‘mones seemed to be revving up big time.


  “So do you play football?” I asked.


  Aaron beamed at the question. “Why yes, yes I do,” he said. “How did you know?”


  “Oh, just a hunch,” I said demurely. “What position?”


  “I’m an end,” he said.


  “Defensive or offensive?” I asked. “You’re built like a receiver.”


  His jaw dropped nearly to the floor. “A girl like you knows football?” he exclaimed.


  “What do you mean a girl like me?” I replied, pretending offense.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean it to offend you. It’s just that, you know, you’re so feminine and beautiful. It’s really unusual to meet someone like that who knows football.”


  “I know other sports too,” I said and smiled as I brushed his nose with my feather duster.


  “Would you like to go somewhere and talk?” he asked, taking me by the hand.


  “I thought you’d never ask,” I said.


  Holy crap! What had I just done?  Had I just given Aaron an invitation to have his way with me?  Of course not! We’d talk sports. He was an athlete and impressed with my knowledge. He liked me for my mind.


  Yeah, right! You don’t like him for his mind either, girl, I told myself. You already were fantasizing about him putting his big, strong hands on your breasts and … doing other things.


  Aaron led me upstairs and into a bedroom. “Up here is the only quiet place around here,” he said. “If you’re uncomfortable being here alone with me, we can go back down.”


  I smiled, leaned up, and brushed his nose again with the feather duster. “No, that’s okay,” I said. “I trust you.”


  Looking around,  I added,  “But I don’t see a place for us to sit together, except the bed.”


  He smiled sadly. “I know,” he replied. “If you want to go back downstairs.”


  “No, I don’t!” I said emphatically and pulled him onto the bed. “Let’s talk right here!”


  What the Hell? Yeah, Aaron was a nice kid. But he also was a frat boy, with raging male hormones and he had just brought me up to his bedroom. It was like my female body controlled my male mind, instead of the other way around. Every nerve ending was tingling and there was that damn itch again, demanding to be scratched and filled at the same time.


  But as long as I avoided the alcohol, maybe I could maintain control. It was torture in a way, but it was a pleasant torture, totally unlike anything I’d ever experienced as a man.


   I took a small sip of punch before I set it down on a nearby table! OMG! That wasn’t punch. It was liquor with fruit flavoring. Definitely no more for me.


  It would be interesting, though, to see if Aaron tried to get me drunk.


  Before I knew it was coming, Aaron leaned down and kissed me. It was a sweet kiss, not like the tongue wrestling with Kyle the night before.


  Even so, if I hadn’t had on pumps, it would have curled my toes.


  “I hope that was okay,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to do that since I saw you in the mall.”


  “Ditto,” I smiled and kissed him back, putting my hand on his leg.


  Suddenly, he was on his feet.  “Er, please excuse me. I have to go to the bathroom,” he said.


  “Hurry back,” I replied as I gave him a finger wave.


  Wow! I had made him nervous and probably his penis had been in an awkward position when I brought it to attention by touching his thigh. Been there, done that. Or rather, been there and had that done to me.


  I giggled at the memory and at the fact that I still could see a bulge in his jeans when he came out of the bathroom. He might have rearranged it, but it had not gone away.


  “What’s funny?” Aaron asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” I said. “I’m just having a good time with you.”


  “Really?” he asked.


  “Really,” I said and pulled him back down.


  “Maybe we should talk some more about sports,” he said. “Who’s your favorite football team?”


  Raising his arm over my shoulder and leaning in against his hard chest, I said, “Well, I don’t like pro football much. I’m more of a college fan.”


  “SEC?” he asked, as he finally allowed his hand to touch my bare arm and pull me in a little closer to him.


  “No, Big 10,” I replied. “Ohio State. I … I mean my father played football there.”


  Aaron was genuinely excited at the news. “No kidding! What was his name? Maybe I’ve heard of him!”


  “Kevin Vincent, defensive back,” I said. “They called him Mad Dog.”


  “Oh, my gosh, yes!” he exclaimed. “He was before my time. But I’ve seen videos of some bowl games that he played in. He was something else!”


  “Thank you,” I said. And after an awkward pause added, “I’ll tell him that you said that.”


  “You think I could meet him sometime?” he asked eagerly.


  I reached up and kissed him again.


  “That’s very sweet,” I said. “Maybe you can. He’s the coach at Central High School.”


  Slowly, Aaron started moving his free hand toward my breasts, where my nipples felt like they were as hard as his penis. Yes! Yes! Touch them, please!


  Suddenly he stopped. Oh, crap!


  “No kidding!” he said. “I’ve been to some Central games.”


  Then he looked at me with a startled expression on his face.


  “And I’ve seen you there too!” he said. “You’re a cheerleader. You’re the flyer, the one who’s always at the top of the pyramids.”


  I didn’t even know that “flyer” was what it was called. But that was Kaylee all right.


  I smiled and gently pushed his hand closer to my breasts. “Yes, that’s me,” I said. “I’m the flyer!”


  Aaron took his hand away. Oh, no, not again. I wanted him to touch them, to squeeze them, to roll them around with his athletic hands. Maybe I’m gonna have to get this guy drunk before he will take advantage of me, I thought.


  “But you’re not a senior are you?” he said. “And you’re not 18.”


  My face blushed bright red and all the tingling vanished, along with the itch.


  I put my small hands in my lap.


  “No, I’m not,” I said. “Ems is the one who told you that and I didn’t want to embarrass her. She’s my best friend.”


  “How old are you?” he asked.


  “Fifteen,” I mumbled.  Then I quickly added, “I’m so sorry, Aaron. I really like you. And deceiving you is the last thing I wanted to do, but I didn’t know how to get out of it.”


  He smiled sadly and I started to cry.


  He pulled me to his chest and whispered, “That’s okay, really. I understand,” he said. “I like you too, and we can still talk some more if you like. But that’s all we can do. Okay?”


  Sniffling, I looked up at him and said,  “Okay.”


  Two hours later, someone banged on the door and a voice that I recognized as Emma’s started yelling. “Kaylee, are you in there? Kaylee?”


  Aaron stepped to the door and opened it.


  “Yes, she is,” he said. “We were just talking about football.”


  Ems looked at me with a frightened expression. Maybe she had been afraid that I’d be naked or at least have my big boobs hanging out.


  “That’s right,” I said. “We were just talking about football. Are you ready to go home?”


  Ems nodded, looking visibly relieved. “Yes, Ashley has some other stops to make and she wants to drop us off first,” she said.


  “Okay,” I said and smiled.


  Wobbling a bit on my pumps, I walked over to Aaron, wrapped my arms around his waist, and leaned up for him to kiss me.


  When he obliged, I squeezed him as hard as I could.


  “Thanks so much for a lovely evening,” I said. “Maybe my Dad and I can come and watch you play football. And if you stop by one of our games at Central, I’ll be sure to introduce you.”


  He smiled and said, “That would be great, Kaylee. Happy Halloween.”


  “Happy Halloween,” I said, lightly touching his hand as I stepped out of his bedroom and carefully maneuvered down the steps, holding onto Ems’ arm for support.


  “You’re kidding me, right?” she whispered. “You didn’t really just talk about football did you? That’s not hot. That’s boring!”


  “Maybe for you it would be boring,” I said. “But for me it was hot.”


  Finally, she smiled. “Well, if it was hot for you, that’s good enough for me,” she said. “After all, we’re besties. And I definitely didn’t want a repeat performance of  last night.”


  After we reached the bottom of the steps, I leaned up and kissed her on the cheek. “Thanks, bestie,” I said.


  “It helped that I avoided the punch. Otherwise we might be taking a shower together again tonight.”


  A boy standing near the stairs, turned and stared at us with bulging eyes and open mouth.


  “That’s right, big boy,” Ems said. “We get naked together in the shower. We wash each other’s backs. And we do … other things.”


  We laughed so hard that we stumbled out the front door, down the sidewalk and into Ashley’s car.


  After we had showered– separately– I put on new VS jammies with the “I dream about puppies” across the front.


  “You look so darling in those,” Ems said.


  “You mean that me wearing Victoria’s Secret sleepwear is not hot?” I laughed.


  “Oh, that too,” she smiled.


  Impulsively, I pulled her to me and gave her a fierce hug.


   “This could have been one Hell of a bad weekend for me, and it sure started out that way. But you didn’t just make it better for me, you made it fun.


  “You’re not just the real Kaylee’s bestie,” I said. “You’re mine too.”


  She giggled. “Oh, that’s just the warm and fuzzy little girl in you talking,” she said. “Once you’re that big, hunk of a football coach that all the girls talk about, you won’t even give me a second thought.”


  I backed away and looked solemnly up at this sweet, funny girl who was wise beyond her years.


  “Nu, huh,” I said. “I don’t know what’s going to happen after Kaylee and Rachel get home. But I promise you that I won’t ever forget what a good friend you were to me. And  . . “


  “And, what?” Ems asked.


  “Oh, I don’t know,” I said. “Let  me think about it.”


  Later, as we lay side by side in bed, I whispered, “Ems? I want you to help me with something tomorrow.”


  “You got it, bestie,” she said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Wearing the red dress that Ems had picked out for me,  I ran, leaped, and put my arms around Kaylee’s neck as she opened the front door Sunday afternoon. Then I swung my legs up so that, as expected, she instinctively caught them with her left arm and cradled my plump bottom with her right.


  With her holding me against her chest, I planted a big kiss on her bristly cheek.


  “Oh, Daddy, I missed you!” I gushed. “I’m so glad you’re back. And, you, too, Rachel.”


  As I said the latter, I looked at her and winked. I still didn’t know what role she had played– if any– in this body-swapping adventure. Hell, I didn’t even know if she understood that I wasn’t really Kaylee and the man with whom she had spent the weekend wasn’t really me. But I was hoping that she did and that the wink was a signal for her to “just play along.”


  When she smiled slightly and nodded, I had my confirmation.


  Jumping down, I hugged her too. Oopsies! That was really weird, my girly body pressed against my girlfriend’s body.


  “Did you and Daddy have a good time?” I asked, looking up at her, as he brought in their luggage.


  Rachel pulled away, took both my hands, and appraised my appearance. “And my, don’t you look nice, Kaylee! What’s the occasion?”


  “Just you coming home!” I said. “I especially wanted to look pretty for Daddy. I am a big Daddy’s girl, you know.”


  Then I lifted my body up on one toe in my ballet flats and twirled, with arms in the air, skirt flying out all around me.


  “Ta, da!”


  Ems also had helped me perfect that little performance. “That, along with the makeup and bow in your hair, could make Kaylee’s head explode,” she had laughed.


  And as I looked at Kaylee and saw her mouth hanging open, I thought it might.


  “Did you bring me something?” I asked eagerly. “Maybe a pretty top from the Paris Casino with lots of  sparkly glitter on it?


  My appearance, performance, and over the-top-welcome had caught Kaylee in my body totally off-guard. But with the suitcases inside and the door closed, she slowly was regaining her senses and probably starting to realize what was going on.


  But before she could speak, I grabbed  her hand and Rachel’s and pulled them toward the living room. “Let’s go sit down and you can tell me about the trip,” I said. “And I can tell you about all the fun that I had with Ems.”


  “Ems?” Kaylee said.


  “Oh, Daddy, she’s my bestie,” I said. “You know that. We had all kinds of fun together this past weekend.”


  When Kaylee started to sit on the sofa, I let go of Rachel’s hand, and dragged her toward the recliner. “This is your chair, silly,” I said.


  I then sat down on the sofa, next to Rachel, and crossed my legs primly and properly, the way a young lady should. I pulled long, brown hair out of my eyes and put my hands in my lap.


  “So … ” I said with a broad grin. “How are things?”


  And just as I expected they would, tears started to flow, as Kaylee sobbed. It was even more unsettling to see than I thought it would be. I hated to see my child in pain. But, still, it was what I wanted because it was what she needed.


  What Kaylee had done was childish and petulant and possibly even dangerous, and, as her father, I had decided that this was the best way to punish her for that behavior. And I wasn’t finished yet.


  “Oh, Daddy, I’m so, so sorry,” Kaylee in my body blubbered. “I shouldn’t have done it. It was a mean, childish thing to do, and I won’t ever do anything like that again. I promise!”


  I handed her a box of tissues that was on the end table. She took several and blew her nose.


  “And … and … and I really didn’t think magic was real,” she stuttered between sobs. “And then it was and I was in Vegas in your body and you were here in mine … And, oh, Daddy, I’m sorry!”


  “I see,” I said, maintaining a straight face. Then I looked over at my girlfriend.


  “Rachel, I’m worried about Daddy. He seems to think that he’s me because of some kind of magic thingie. You think that we should get him some mental help?”
And, finally, that did it.


  Kaylee stood up and yelled, “All right, cut it out! Please! I feel bad enough, okay? Can we please swap back now?


  “I want to be me again,” she added in a softer voice. “And I want you to be my Daddy. Please.”


  “I see,” I said. “But what if I don’t want to go back to my own body? What if I’ve decided that I like being a teenage girl. Ems and I had a really good time together.”


  “Oh, Daddy, no! You wouldn’t!” Kaylee screamed in my baritone voice.


  “No, I wouldn’t,” I said as I walked over and sat on the arm of the recliner,  just as the real Kaylee had done so many times before.


  “But there are some conditions.”


  Kaylee nodded. “Anything,” she said. “I’ll agree to anything.”


  “No. 1 is that you remember that Ems really is your best friend. And if you’re ever questioning whether you should do something or not, listen to what she has to say. She’s a smart girl. And a good girl.”


  She nodded. “Sure,” she said.


  “No. 2 is that if Kyle asks you about Friday night and how you are feeling, you tell him that you are better and that you are sorry for your behavior. It won’t happen again,” I detailed. “Are we clear on that?”


  “But, Daddy, I didn’t. Oh, no! You didn’t … ” Kaylee exclaimed.


  “No, I didn’t,” I giggled. “But that’s all you need to know. No more questions.


  “No. 3 is that if a boy named Aaron from the university starts talking to you as if he knows you, pretend that he does,” I said.  “And just go along with whatever he says about what happened. He’s a good kid too.”


  Kaylee said, “I promise.”


  “No. 4 is that you give me the crystal and we’ll talk about it later in private. And then I’ll put it in a safe place,” I said. “And by the way, the place in mall where you bought it is closed.”


  After a pause, I added, “How does it work anyway?”


  Kaylee quickly explained that, after she bought the crystal for $19.95 at the magic shop, it was activated by her touching it.. That meant that the next person who came in contact with it would swap bodies with her, no matter how far away they were from each other.


  I nodded and said, “So, if someone were to touch the crystal right now, then that person would swap with my body since I was the last one to touch it.”


  “Yes,” Kaylee said. “So for us to switch back, you need to touch it. Okay?”


  Her explanation of how the crystal worked was pretty much what I had suspected, and that meant I could do exactly what I had hoped.


  She pulled a small, white bag from her pocket and handed it to me. “Here it is,” she said. “To prevent accidental swaps, it needs to be kept in the bag.”


  I smiled and said, “Okay, sweetie, as long as you agree to all of that, with one more minor condition, I’ll put you back in your body.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Several hours later, as we lay naked side by the side in the dark, Rachel lightly traced her fingers along my bare thigh. A little chill thrill ran up my spine.


  “Oooh, that feels soooo good,” I moaned, as I took her hand and gently moved it between my legs.


  “Which one did you like best?” she asked, as she nibbled  playfully on my ear.


  “Well,” I gasped, finding it difficult to form words as her fingers explored my crotch. “They were all pretty great.


  “But I’d say… Oh, that’s nice! … But I’d say,” I began again.  “I’d say that cowgirl was a close second, but doggy style was the best.”


  “Oooh! I was hoping that you’d say that,” she replied. “How long before we can go again?”


  I grabbed her shoulder and pulled her toward me. “I’ve still got this really bad itch that needs scratched,” I said. “Come over here and help me with it, and I’ll have you up and ready to go in no time.


  “I promise.”


  Rachel moved on top of me and raised up on her arms. “I’ll be only too happy to oblige, as long as you’re promising to make it hard for me afterward,” she said, as she grinned down at me.


  I giggled and wriggled underneath her as she sucked on one of my engorged nipples. “Oh, I promise!” I whispered in a breathy voice, as I felt my toes curl.


  Rachel then plunged three fingers deep inside me, and I screamed, “Oh, my God, that feels so good!”


  “Good thing Kaylee is staying another night over at Emma’s,” Rachel laughed. “I’m not sure about how she’d feel hearing her father scream like a girl.”


  I wrapped my arms around her back and squeezed as hard as I could.


  “Ouch!” she yelped. “Those fingernails are sharp.”


  I laughed, as I moved my hands lower and grabbed her hairy, bare butt.


  “Tell me about it,” I said. “You’ve done that to me plenty of times too. Turnabout is fair play. Don’t you think?”


  “I’m thinking that you might not need to help me get it up,” she said. “Just doing this to you is making Mr. Happy happy again.


  “But what about you?” she asked me. “Is this helping with the itch?”


  “Oh, shut up!” I gasped, putting my smaller hand over hers. “Harder, faster, please! Now!”


  She obliged


  “Oh, yes, yes!” I screamed, even louder this time.


  As I moved quickly toward a fifth or maybe sixth orgasm, she suddenly stopped and pulled her hand back. Stunned, I opened my eyes and looked up into her face– my face actually, since she was in my body and I was in hers.


  Hours before, I had told my daughter that she would get her body back, but first Rachel had to touch it and jump into my body, as Kaylee’s spirit moved into hers. Then I would touch it and Kaylee would be herself again, while I would be Rachel.


  Both Rachel and Kaylee were startled by that request. But I said that it was nonnegotiable and then I told my daughter that she was spending the night at Emma’s.


  Yeah, the multi-swap was a minor complication for us to return to our original bodies. But that way, I finally could scratch the awful itch I had felt too often since Friday night, when I had fallen asleep, drunk and stupid on Kyle’s lap. I had experienced what it felt like to be a hot, horny female, and I desperately wanted to experience what it felt like to have a woman’s sexual needs fulfilled.


  “What’s wrong?” I panicked. “Why did you stop? I was so close!”


  “I just realized that Kaylee in your body was doing this exact thing to me about 24 hours ago in Vegas,” she said. “I needed to tell you that.”


  Still breathing heavily, I raised up on my elbows, feeling my heavy breasts shift. Blonde hair fell across my eyes and I swept it back. I was still so turned on that it was difficult to think straight. But the shock of that revelation quickly was bringing me back to Earth. There would be no fifth or sixth orgasm.


  “Right away, Kaylee explained about the switch and why she had done it,” she continued. “She said that she wouldn’t have done it if I hadn’t told her that stupid lie about me not doing anything with you that I wouldn’t do with her on a weekend in Las Vegas.


  “She said that if I had sex with her in your body, then I wouldn’t be lying anymore and we would be good. I felt so bad that I agreed. It was a stupid, childish thing for her to do, but she’s a kid , and I provoked her. I wanted to make it all better for us. Unfortunately, you were collateral damage.”


  I nodded my head. “And that was why you had that session Saturday night, like the one we’re having now– or were having,” I said.


  Rachel nodded my head. “Yes” she replied. “And Kaylee was a lot better the second time.”


  Despite my desire to feel anger, I laughed. “Practice makes perfect, I guess,” I said. “And since she had sex in my body, it’s not like she lost her virginity.


  “How was she the rest of the time?” I asked. “Did she make a good me?”


  Rachel laughed with my voice. “Actually she did. She was a little awkward at first and she made your body look a little … “


  “Gay?” I offered.


  She snickered. “Yes, that’s the word. But we had fun with it and she’s been around you all her life. She got your gestures and mannerisms and speech patterns down pretty quickly.”


  We lay in silence for a moment.


  “Well, what do we do now?” Rachel finally asked as she raised up on her knees between my legs.


  I wrinkled my brow as if considering how to respond. But I had already decided. That’s because I remembered something  Rachel said just a few moments ago.


  I giggled and put my hand between her legs, gently grasping  her recovering manhood.


  “Well, you were in Vegas,” I said. “And I’ve always heard that what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. I’m okay with that if you are.”


  She grinned and knelt down to kiss me passionately on the lips. “Oh, baby, am I!” she explained.


  Releasing her penis, I pushed her gently toward the side. “Okay, then, on your back, buddy,” I said, feeling my nipples harden in anticipation of what I was about to do.


  Blonde mane falling into my face, I slipped in between his spread legs. I lowered my head toward his crotch and my breasts swung freely beneath me.  Pushing back my hair once again I said, “Give me a minute here with Mr. Happy, and he will be ready for doggy style again.


  “My itch still needs scratching really badly and you’re just the man to do it!”


  As she ran her hands through my hair, Rachel moaned and said, “You think maybe we can do this again some time?”


  Raising up, I smiled and said, “Only if we get all dressed up and you take me out to dinner first.”


  At some point, I thought as I worked magic with my lips and tongue, maybe I’d tell Rachel something else. Maybe I would tell her I’d be using the crystal once a month or so on Saturdays to switch bodies with Kaylee so that I could spend time with my new bestie, Ems. Then again, maybe I wouldn’t have to since Kaylee seemed to have mastered being me, especially in the bedroom.
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