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  Introduction


  The three stories in this book include Slutty Cheerleader, Not So Sweet Sixteen, and Give Me an O! Give Me an R! Give Me a G ! … 


  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.


  




  

    Slutty Cheerleader


  


  By Portia Hab


  Under the restaurant table, I slapped his hand from my bare leg for the third– or was it the fourth— time? Would this lunch never end?


  It was bad enough that I was sitting there in a blue “skater dress”– that’s what Andrea called it, anyway– and matching “ballet flats” with bows on the toes. Wearing the tiny dress with nothing but panties on beneath made me feel exposed and vulnerable. The feeling was heighted by the realization that the silky panties pressed against a flat groin, with my familiar package nowhere to be found. And even catching a glimpse of the feminine little shoes on my now feminine little feet made me cringe. But having to endure being molested by a horny teenage boy just so my wife could ensure continued funding for her research was way beyond the pale.


  I pulled the hem of the chiffon skirt as far down as I could, which wasn’t far. I crossed my leg and jiggled a flat on my toes. It was a distinctly female gesture that I had seen women do in public, and, I must admit, found it to be a bit of a turn on. Now in their shoes, I understood why they did it. They were nervous or agitated or angry. Maybe even all of those. I certainly was.


  And just bouncing my shoe wasn’t enough to relieve the tension.


  “Excuse me, please,” I said, as I got up and gave my wife a I-want-to-leave-now look. “I have to go to the bathroom.”


  Andrea smiled. “Don’t forget your purse, dear.”


  I smiled back. “Oh, thanks … Mom,” I said, nearly slipping up and calling her by her name. 


  Like I needed the purse. I didn’t really need to go to the bathroom either. I just had to get away from the 17-year-old, pimply-face kid with the grabby hands and the father who was a major funder of my wife’s research at the university.


  Of course, I almost walked into the men’s room. Veering quickly to the right, I stepped into a woman’s public restroom for the first time in my life. Seeing no urinals, I experienced a brief moment of panic, fearful that I had walked into the wrong facility. But then I remembered …  Yeah, this was the right place for me now. In this body, I didn’t need a urinal. Heck, I couldn’t even use one even if it was here. God, this was confusing!


  Well … at least this bathroom smelled better than most of the public men’s rooms I had been in.


   I put my purse on the counter between sinks. Actually, the little leather bag belonged to my stepdaughter, Jennifer, and it was empty except for some tissues and lip gloss. Jen– the real Jen– had all the important stuff that she keeps in her purse with her, 400 miles away.


  But through the miracle of science, when I leaned on the counter and stared into the mirror, I saw Jennifer, with long, curly blonde hair hanging down to her breasts on one side and down her back on the other. Her dress was sleeveless with a halter top– my wife told me that too.  She had a delicate little silver bracelet on her left wrist. Although I couldn’t see them. I knew that her ears were adorned with silver studs. I knew that because I could feel them. That’s because I was her! Or rather, an exact duplicate of her.


  I stroked my smooth face. Jen did the same. I squeezed my breasts. Jen did as well. For a brief moment I experienced arousal, a totally foreign arousal. Realizing what I had just done, I saw myself blush and jerked my hands away. Jen did the same, her expression of disgust mirroring what I felt when I realized what I was doing. Turned on by my own stepdaughter!? No, I was my own stepdaughter– or at least an identical duplicate of her.


  I took a deep breath and looked down. Hair fell in front of my blue eyes. I started to rinse my face with cold water to help regain composure. But then I realized that probably wasn’t a good idea, since Andrea had applied makeup to my face and I had no idea how to repair any mess that I might make.


  She also had picked out the clothing that I was wearing and dressed me as well, from the skin out, including a lavender strapless bra– 34B, she said– and  panties. She brushed my hair, misted me with a light, flowery perfume and once more reminded me of the names of the father and son  with whom we were having lunch. She told me again why this meeting was so important and why Jennifer had to be there, even though she was delayed by stormy weather in Chicago, where she had been visiting cousins and doing some pre-school shopping.


  “We’re probably going to get the funding,” she had said about an hour before, when she first told me about what she was proposing. “But  Mr. Beckham’s son, Carl, really likes Jennifer and she had agreed to join us for lunch before they head back to California. I told them that she would be there. That was going to be the icing on the cake to ensure it.


  “Now she’s stuck out of town. But you can take her place, and no one will know the difference.”


  While I taught history and coached football at the local high school where  16-year-old Jennifer was going to be a junior and co-captain of the cheerleader squad, Andrea and her research team at the university, which often worked with the feds, were developing an organic 3D duplicating machine. With Beckham, a technology geek, helping finance, they intended to invent a mechanism that could change the appearance of one living thing into the appearance of another. As often happens with scientists, I don’t think that they gave much consideration to the possible consequences of such a device. They just wanted to prove that they could do it.


  I now provided clear evidence that they could. I saw that in the mirror.


  After Jenny called to say that she wouldn’t be back in time for the luncheon, Andrea had smuggled the copier out of the lab. It was easy to do since it looked much like a remote control for a television.


  And since this was the last Friday before school started, I was at home when she came in and asked me to take Jenny’s place.


  “Absolutely not,” I said. “That’s crazy.”


  But Andrea had persisted and eventually wore me down, as often happens when wives want their husbands to do something.


  “It’s absolutely safe, Brad,” she said. “We’ve tested it repeatedly in the lab with animals of all kinds. You don’t have anything to worry about.”


  I ran a hand over my short brown hair and sat down on the sofa. “If it’s  so safe, why haven’t you gone public with it yet?” I asked. “Why did you sneak it out of the lab? Why do you still need more research money?”


  When she didn’t respond immediately, I knew why.


  “Hey, you haven’t tested it on people yet. Have you?”


  Andrea plopped her slender 5-8 body onto my lap and stroked my three-day beard. “No, but I assure you, it’s safe,” she said. “I’m a scientist, remember?


  “We have to cross all the t’s and dot all the i’s before we can do that. That’s why we need more money from Beckham. Pleassseeee.”


  When I finally surrendered, my blonde wife, who looked as if she might be Jennifer’s big sister instead of her 38-year-old mother, gave me a big kiss and then bounced up to get her purse from the kitchen table.               “Okay, here is what’s going to happen,” she said. “I’m going to open this little door at the front of the copier and put in a strand of Jennifer’s hair. Then I’m going to point it at you and hit the ‘duplicate’ button. You still will be in your own clothes, but your body instantly will transform into an exact copy of Jenny’s.


  “Then, 24 hours from now, I’ll use one of your hairs to turn you back into you.”


  “Twenty-four … !” I started to protest. But it was too late.


  Andrea pointed and pressed, a flash briefly blinded me and suddenly the whole world looked bigger.


  “Yes, 24 hours,” she said. “I’m sorry, Brad– I mean Jennifer,” she giggled. “But that’s the minimum. That transformation is too stressful to be repeated any sooner.”


  I stood up and my tee shirt, previously hanging just below my waist, fell to my knees. “Why didn’t you tell me that before?” I demanded in my new high, feminine voice, sounding just like the angry teen that I appeared to be.


  I pulled long hair out the back of the shirt and it fell down my shoulders. I stared at the bulges on my chest. I almost touched them and suddenly thought better of it. I held my now feminine hands out in front of me and stared in disbelief. I started to peek under my shirt and then thought better of it.


  Also, why bother? I wasn’t me, a 40-year-old male anymore. I was a teenage girl


  Andrea laughed. “That’s okay, Jennifer,” she said. “That’s your body for the time being. You can touch any part of it you want.”


  She put down the remote, stepped beside me, and put her arm around my narrow shoulders. Formerly 6 inches shorter than me, she now was at least 2 inches taller.


  “I’m sorry, Brad,” she said. “I shouldn’t tease you. You’re doing me a big favor and I really appreciate it. But you have to stay that way for 24 hours because that’s the minimum for safety. Although it doesn’t seem that way because the change is so instant, it’s a very stressful process on a living being.


  “Of course, if you prefer, we can leave you that way through the weekend or you could even show up for school Monday looking like your stepdaughter’s twin, if you’d like. I’ll bet the football team would love that.”


  Then my wife laughed again. “Oh, there I go again. I’m sorry, sweetie,” she said. “I’m having way too much fun at your expense. Come on, I’ll get you dressed and we’ll go have lunch. Just relax and think of this as a big adventure. You’re getting to see what life is like as a member of the opposite sex, and as a cute high school cheerleader, no less!”


  Big adventure is right, I thought, as I picked up my purse and headed back out of the women’s bathroom. “Andrea’s going to owe me big when this is all over,” I muttered.


  *     *     *     *     *


  To her credit, Andrea recognized that without me telling her. “I really owe you for doing this for me,” she said as she drove us home. “While you were in the bathroom, Beckham promised to send a check as soon as he gets home.”


  Then she patted me on my bare leg. “And that goodbye kiss you gave Carl was a nice touch.”


  I removed her hand, pulled sunglasses off my hair, and put them on. Then I crossed my arms and my legs and started that jiggling shoe thing again. Damn! Normally, I’d have thought that 34B breasts weren’t large. But as my arms brushed against them, they felt gigantic!


  “I didn’t kiss him,” I replied. “He kissed me. And thinking about that still makes my skin crawl. He even tried to stick his tongue in my mouth!”


  My wife nodded her head. “Point taken,” she said. “I’m sorry about that.”


  After we drove in silence for a bit, Andrea’s cell phone rang.


  “Oh, hello, Mr. Beckham,” she said. “He did? Oh, that’s nice. Jennifer enjoyed it too.”


  When she said that, I was so startled I feared my teeth would fall out. Instead, I stuck out my tongue at her– the same thing that I had seen the real Jennifer do many times when she was angry or exasperated at Andrea.


  She smiled innocently at me as she listened some more.


  Then she said, “Oh, I’m sure that she’d love to. But Jennifer is having some friends over tonight for a sleepover. Maybe another time?”


  As I listened, it was all I could do not to tear out my hair.


  Sleepover? No way! I didn’t sign up for that!


  “Thanks again for a lovely lunch,” she continued. “Jennifer and I both are looking forward to seeing you again on your next trip.”


  “I’m what? And I’m what!?!” I shrieked as she clicked off.


  Andrea laughed.


  “Oh, don’t be such a drama queen,” she said. “That lunch pretty much guaranteed more funding and I didn’t want to jeopardize that so I said what I had to. Of course, I could call Beckham back and tell him that you’d love to go on a date with Carl tonight or maybe Saturday night if that’s what you want. They’ve changed their schedule and are not flying back to California until Sunday morning.”


  “Oh, God, no!” I replied and, then, despite myself, laughed too. “Thanks, Mom,” I said.


  “Anything for my daughter,” she giggled as she patted my leg again.


  “Now all you have to do is go home and lie low until 11 a.m. tomorrow, when we can change you back and no one will be the wiser. Jennifer’s rescheduled flight should get in about 2.”             


  Of course, none of that happened, starting with when we stopped the car in the driveway. Our neighbor, the mother of one of Jennifer’s cheerleader classmates, was pruning flowers and immediately came over to greet us.


  “Oh, Jenny,” she said. “It’s good to have you back from Chicago, and you look just darling in that dress.”


  I felt my face flush. “Uh, thanks, Mrs. Meadows,” I said, trying my best to force a smile and tasting the strawberry gloss on my lips. (Jennifer’s favorite, Andrea said.)


  Totally mortified by my appearance in front of our neighbor, I endured a flood of embarrassment as it washed over me. Then I rushed in the house, feeling the hem of my short dress brush against my bare legs and hearing the distinctively feminine sound of my flats slapping against the sidewalk.


  Five minutes later, Andrea came inside. “What were you thinking?” she asked. “Running off like that looked really suspicious. I told her that you weren’t feeling well.”


  Sunglasses back on top of my head, I was sitting on the sofa, legs crossed, doing the bouncing shoe thing one more time.


  “Well, duh!” I said in a distinctively petulant voice that I’d heard often when Andrea and Jennifer quarreled. ” What do you think? I’m not exactly myself right now. And I’m not exactly feeling well, if you want to know the truth.


  “I  just want to crawl up in a fetal ball right here on this sofa and have a good cry.”


  From the look on her face, I knew that Andrea was stunned by those words. Well, Hell, so was I! Where did they come from? I was a man, a man’s man, a football coach.


  But not at the moment, it seemed. Right now, I was a duplicate of my wife’s teenage daughter. Only, more and more, it appeared that duplication was more than skin deep.


  My wife, who I had noticed was acting more and more like my mother, sat down beside me and pulled me into her breasts. That should have aroused me. Only nothing was there to get aroused. Then I did start crying. 


  “Okay, I get it. Sorry,” she said softly, as she stroked my hair. “If I had known that the change would be so stressful, I wouldn’t have asked you to do it.”


  For several long, comforting seconds we embraced, until Mom– I mean, Andrea– pulled away and handed me a tissue from a nearby box.


  “But what’s done is done, and we can’t do anything about it until tomorrow,” she said. “Why don’t you go change into something more comfortable? And I’ll get started on making your favorite dessert for dinner tonight, banana cream pie.”


  I took off the ballet flats and stood up. “You’re really trying to drive me crazy, aren’t you? That’s Jennifer’s favorite dessert. I’m your husband, remember?”


  And like an angry teen, I stormed off to change clothes.


  “Sorry again!” she called. “You’d better put on some of Jenny’s stuff, just to be safe. After all, the neighbors now think she’s back from Chicago.”


  Oh, great! A complication! I thought, stomping up the stairs, until the disturbing bouncing of my breasts prompted me to calm down a little.


  As much as I hated to admit it, she was right. If Mrs. Meadows or, God forbid, her daughter, Nicole, should stop by, seeing Jennifer wearing her father’s oversize clothes would look a little questionable.


  But standing in the middle of Jennifer’s room, I felt that I had just landed on an alien planet. I didn’t know what to do next. Finally, I decided to call my wife.


  “Can you come up here, please? I’m going to need some help.”


  To her credit, Andrea helped without teasing me once. She unzipped my dress, unsnapped my bra, and picked out clothes for me to wear, including another bra, shorts, sneakers, and a blue tank top with “NHS Cheerleader” in gold letters. She also put my hair up into a ponytail.


  Then she stood back to appraise me. “There,” she said. “That should be more comfortable for you.”


  I nodded, as I stared at Jennifer’s reflection in a mirror on the closet door. “Thanks,” I said. “Yes, more comfortable, but still extremely uncomfortable, if you know what I mean.”


  The camel toe between my legs didn’t help my disposition either.


  Suddenly, Andrea put her hand to her mouth. “Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “I just thought of something. If Nicole calls or texts Jennifer, she will find out that she’s still in Chicago. Then we’ll have to explain you. We can’t let that happen. “l’ll call Jennifer and tell her everything so she can cover for us.


  “Of course, that will mean … “


  Oh, crap!


  “I know what it means,” I said. “She will know that I pretended to be her, that I wore her clothes, and had lunch with a boy who likes her. I can’t wait for her to come home and ask me about my day.”


  I certainly wasn’t going to tell her about my first night as Jennifer, though. Nor would I tell Andrea either.


  It started when she insisted that I take a shower and sleep in Jennifer’s pajamas in Jennifer’s bed. I had wanted to sleep in the tank top and shorts on the sofa, doing little more than brushing my teeth before settling in. The less I had to deal with this body, the better. Now that Jennifer knew that her stepfather, the high school football coach, was pretending to be her, I was feeling pretty panicky about all of the implications of that.


   “I know that you don’t want to see that body naked,” she said as if she had read my mind,  as we stood in the hallway between bedrooms. 


  “But you must remember, that is not Jennifer’s body. It’s yours, transformed into a copy of hers, and it’s going to be perfectly natural for you to feel new sensations– and desires– associated with that body. You liked the banana cream pie, remember? Also, you’re not biologically related to her.”


  Thank God for that! I thought.


  “Now, go get a hot shower. It will relax you so you can get some sleep. And sweet dreams.”


  She kissed me on the forehead. Not only was Andrea treating me more and more like her daughter as time passed, but I was growing more and more accepting of the role. And, yeah, that banana cream pie tasted much better to me than it had in the past, prompting me to wonder what other of Jennifer’s “tastes” I know possessed.


  And just as disturbingly, it was all I could do to keep from gagging when I tasted the dry, red wine that she served with dinner. As Brad, I liked dry, red wine, especially the Malbec that Mom served tonight. What other of my own “tastes” did I no longer possess? Oh, yech! I didn’t even want to consider the implications of that!


  I had to remember who I really was, too. That wasn’t “Mom.” It was Andrea, not Mom. Andrea! And I was her husband, not her daughter.


  “I know you are underage now and I shouldn’t be doing this,” she said with a wink and a grin, as she poured wine for me. “So we’ll keep this our little secret.”


  “Very funny,” I replied, suddenly realizing that I was sitting at Jennifer’s usual place at the table and my place was empty. How did I get here. Did Andrea direct me? Did I do it on my own?


  And now I was in Jennifer’s bedroom, staring in the mirror at my new form. Andrea stood behind me, waiting for me to respond to her advice about taking a hot shower. 


  “Okay, I believe you. I’ll take a hot shower to relax,” I finally said, as I kissed Andrea on the cheek. “Good night.”


  As she left, I started taking off Jennifer’s clothes so that I could shower in a duplicate form of her naked teen body, and sleep in her bed. And, despite knowing logically that I shouldn’t be okay with this, I was. Huh?  


  Inside the bathroom, I let my hair down and took off the top and shorts. Then I looked in the mirror, at Jennifer’s double standing there in her bra and panties. That’s what I had to remember. I was her double. Not her. It was okay to like what I saw. Jennifer was a good-looking girl, and, at the moment, I was her.


  No, dammit! I wasn’t her! I was her twin!


  I had to keep that distinction firm in my increasingly muddled mind.


  Oh, who cares? I thought. I like what I see!


  I turned left and right, appraising my body and allowing myself to smile a little. I put my hands under my breasts, lifted them slightly, and enjoyed the sensuous feeling. Andrea’s advice had helped, I realized. Acceptance was much less stressful than resistance.


  I reached behind my back to unsnap my bra and effortlessly did so.


  Wow! How did I do that? I pondered in sudden wonder.


  I giggled at my surprise as I shrugged off the straps and the bra fell to the floor. And there they were. Naked breasts. Briefly I felt a sense of guilt, as if I were a Peeping Tom, looking at my stepdaughter through a one-way mirror.


   But no. Those were my naked breasts. 34B  breasts. Cheerleader breasts. They were nice and firm too. I cupped them in my feminine hands to gauge their weight. Not too heavy, I decided. Just right.


  My nipples stiffened and I closed my eyes in pleasure as I used my thumbs to play with them and giggled again.


  In the shower, they were just right too, as I gently scrubbed them with a soapy pouf, my eyes again closed in delight. I then ran it down my new curves and pushed it in circles on the smooth cheeks of my small, but plump bottom. Finally, I directed it into that area that should have held my manhood, but didn’t. It was flat, soft, and extremely sensitive, and, when my knees buckled briefly, I quickly realized that I didn’t dare loiter there long.


  Reluctantly, I left the shower, and my body mostly dried on its own as I struggled with my long hair. Avoiding my body with a fluffy towel was just as well, I decided, considering what had almost happened in the shower.


  Then I put on Jennifer’s pink robe, slipped my feet into her fuzzy scuffs, and padded into the bedroom. Looking around, once more I briefly felt like a voyeur. Like I didn’t belong there. As before, though, the feeling quickly passed. After all, if I didn’t belong there, then where? Certainly not in bed with Mom.


  Yewww!


  How could I think such a thing?


  But she was wrong about the shower helping me to relax. Well, not in the way that it always had before anyway. Yes, it made me feel better. But the sensuous nature of it also left me feeling …  Well, if you want to know the truth, empty, a feeling that, as a man, I was totally unfamiliar with.


   I didn’t like that. Well, to be perfectly honest, I guess that did like it. I wanted to do something about it too, but also I didn’t want to. You know what I mean? More and more, it appeared that Andrea transformed me into more than just a superficially physical duplicate of Jennifer. More and more, it appeared, that the longer that I stayed in this body, the more I became comfortable in it and, consequently, the more I became Jennifer.


  Yet the male me, the football coach me, still had a say. And I wasn’t about to give in to the needs, the demands, of that feminine cleft between the smooth, shapely legs of my new female body. No, I would find something else to do. I would …


  Have a fashion show!


  Yes, that’s what I’d do. After all, I had Jennifer’s body. So why not try on her clothes and admire myself in the mirror? I found the idea compelling, even exciting, but not in a sexual way. Trying on clothes was a favorite pastime for many girls, just like participating in sports and/or watching them on TV were for men and boys. And I was a girl.


  No, I wasn’t. Dammit!


   And the whole point of avoiding going to bed was to re-assert my weakening masculinity. I should turn on the TV in my room– Jennifer’s room– watch sports or maybe a macho action film with Arnold, Sylvester, Jason, or Dwayne.


  Ooh, Dwayne. Yeah, Dwayne’s a hunk!


  “I’ll find a Dwayne Johnson movie and watch it on TV. That’s what I’ll do,” I said to myself. And then I giggled.


  Oh, crap! There I go again, back to scratching the itch that I was trying to avoid!


  A fashion show it is, then! 


  I opened the door to the walk-in closet and stepped inside.


  OMG!


  I quickly placed one hand over my mouth to keep from squealing as I gazed at all the cute clothes!


  Jennifer’s clothes.


  No, not Jennifer’s. My clothes! For the moment, they’re mine. I thought, silently correctly myself.


  Where to start first?


  I decided to start with a two-piece, blue chambray dress. Giggling in delight, I pulled the cropped top on over my head and squeezed it over my boobs until it was in place, with its spaghetti straps and smocked-back bodice. Then I stepped into and zipped up the skater skirt.


  After hurrying back out to look in the mirror, I twisted left and right, with my hands on my hips.


  “Oh, yes,” I whispered with a smile on my face. “This is me, all right.”


  Then I stopped and put one hand on my chin. “But it needs something else.”


  As I studied my feminine image, I giggled some more when I suddenly realized what. “Accessories!” I said with delight as I headed back to the closet.


  I found a pair of black suede ankle-strap sandals and a boater hat to complete the outfit, and then, with a broad grin admired the completed look.               “Oooh! I’m so cute!” I nearly squealed, as I blew kisses at my reflection.


  “Okay, what next?”


  Next was a darling off-the-shoulder slate blue dress with an elastic neckline, short sleeves, and cute side ties, paired with strappy sandals. That was followed by another off-the-shoulder number, this one a pink mini-dress with ruffled neckline and matching sleeves, as well as a fitted waist.


  On and on, I went into the night, playing dress-up with all of my clothes, including skirts, rompers, tops, and even– giggle– lingerie. At one point, I thought I heard my bedroom door creak open. But when I looked, no one was there.


  Sometime after 2 a.m., I finally came across my absolute fav! How could I have forgotten about this? It was the Halloween costume that I wore last year!


  Both innocent and sexy, it was a flapper-girl style Minnie Mouse costume, highlighted by a  flirty thigh-length pink and white polka dot dress with a ruffled petticoat. After I eagerly zipped myself into the dress, I added black mouse ears and a pink bow. Then I sat on the edge of the bed, to pull on white knee socks, adorned with polka dot bows. Quivering with delight, I next put on shiny black heels with ankle straps.


  Standing up, I added white glovettes and then posed demurely in front of the mirror, with the heel of one foot slightly lifted and my hands crossed just below my waist.


  I grinned sweetly, as I curtsied and then used thumb and forefingers to make a heart. As I did so, I yawned. Finally I was starting to tire. Maybe now I could get some sleep.


  But I certainly wasn’t going to put on those drab brown and pink pajamas with the jersey top. I opted for a sheer pink nightie and matching panties.


  Now, that’s more like it, I thought to myself as a snuggled under the  leopard print satin sheet, finally ready to start counting sheep.


  But as I turned off the light, I realized the emptiness still was with me.              


  Dammit!


  Well, what’s a girl to do? I asked myself. A girl’s got to get some sleep.


  With one hand fondling my breasts, the other found its way between my legs.


  Ah, yes, this was what I needed, I decided. This just might fill the emptiness, at least for the time being and help me sleep. It would, I then realized, with Carl’s help. He really hadn’t been the jerk that I first thought he was, and he was kind of cute too with neatly trimmed brown hair and green eyes. The kiss wasn’t icky. It was nice, and so was the way his hand caressed my leg.   


  In fact, thinking of him just might help fill the emptiness several times, I thought, as I fantasized about him kissing me some more, nibbling on my ears, squeezing my breasts, and, most importantly …


  His sudden entrance into the women’s bathroom at the restaurant, just as I was about to pick up my purse and return to our lunch table.


  Without a word, he put his large hands on my hips and lifted me onto the counter. Then he spread my legs, stepped between them, pulled down my panties, and lifted up my short skirt.


  “Now, that’s more like it,” he said, as he knelt down and licked his lips. “Time for dessert.


  “Mmm, soft serve, my favorite,” I heard him chuckle, as I began to wiggle my plump butt in orgasmic pleasure.


  Soon I arched my back and threw back my head, as my eyes rolled back in my head. I moaned loudly as the wriggling turned to writhing.


  Carl chuckled again. “Oh, I guess you like it too,” he said.


  “Hey, I’ll bet that I have something you’ll like even better!


  As I slowly regained control, I sat back up, slump-shouldered from exquisite exertion, and my long, blonde hair fell into my eyes. Still panting, I pushed it aside just in time to see Carl pull down his jockey shorts. And he was just as big down there as his hands hinted he might be!


  Oooooh! I liked that in a boy!


  Freed from his cotton shorts, his manhood sprang toward me like a pink, veined serpent.


  I felt my eyes grow large as I licked my lips.


  “You’re right,” I huskily. “I do like that better!”


  I leaned out to kiss him, as he put his hands on my breasts and edged closer. Once he was within range, I looped my hands around his neck and pulled. I wanted him. Now!


  Sensing my eagerness, he pulled away from our kiss and smiled his crooked grin.


  “Aren’t you glad we had lunch together?” he said. “But it sure took you long enough to come in the bathroom.”


  He stood there silently then, massaging my boobs and tweaking my rigid nipples through my dress.


  “So … ” he teased. “What’s your hurry now?”


  “Someone might come in,” I gasped. “Maybe even my mother!


  “And I want you inside me. Right! Now!”


  I pulled him forward as hard as I could and he laughed as he nearly stumbled, his shaft now over the counter, just inches away from penetration.


  “Okay, okay!” he laughed, edging closer, still taunting and teasing, but now with a hungry look in his green eyes that probably matched the one in my blue.


  Sensing he finally was close enough, I suddenly lifted my long, bare legs, locked them around him, and pulled him the rest of the way. Just as I did so, he balanced himself with his left hand and deftly guided his penis into me with the other.


  Finally, we fiercely embraced, as he pumped and pumped and pumped … And I quivered and shrieked and yelled “Harder! Harder! Harder!!” … Until we slumped against one another in sweaty exhaustion.


  Eventually, I no longer felt empty and drifted off into a deep, contented sleep.


  *     *     *     *     *


  But that contentment disappeared pretty quickly after I awakened. As Andrea brushed the many tangles out of my long, wavy hair and I whined and complained with nearly every stroke, her phone rang.


  “It’s Jennifer,” she said, and left me sitting on the sofa in a yellow tank top and NHS Cheerleader practice shorts, as she walked into the kitchen for privacy.


  I stared down at long, bare legs and stretchy blue material pressed against my flat crotch. Yes, I certainly had enjoyed the shower and fashion show last night, after Andrea talked me down from the ledge, so to speak.                            Then the Brad in me had regained strength this morning, and I was more than ready to be myself again and would be able to so in just a couple of hours.


  But what did I do last night after the fashion show? I wondered. Although it all was all a blur for some reason, it also was extremely disturbing, especially since I thought I went to bed in practical PJs, but woke up in a sexy nightie with a damp crotch.


  I was trying to brush out more tangles when Andrea came back in. She did not look happy.


  “Oh, no, what now?” I asked.


  Andrea sat down beside me and took one of my hands in both of hers. It was the kind of thing a mother would do when trying to comfort a child. And it did feel comforting … But why did I need to be comforted?


  “Delayed again,” she said. “More storms moved in, more are expected, and lots of flights have been delayed or cancelled. Earliest that she can get a confirmed flight out now is midnight.


  “She could get on a stand-by list, but then she’d have to hang around the airport and I didn’t want her doing that. It’s much better if she waits at my sister’s house. At least there, she can do things with her cousins.”


  Yes, that was bad. I felt sorry for Andrea and especially Jennifer. Air travel can be so frustrating. But why did Andrea feel the need to comfort me?


  She raised my chin and looked into my questioning eyes. “You’ll have to be Jennifer a little longer, I’m afraid. We have no choice.”


  No choice! Of course we had a choice. At 11 a.m., I could safely change back to myself. Or not. And it was my choice to change back. If I remained much longer in this body, Brad would be gone and I would be Jennifer, mentally and emotionally, as well as physically.


  And why would Andrea think that Jennifer staying stuck in Chicago prevented me from becoming myself again.


  I pulled away, stood up and stomped across the living room in my bare feet. “No way!” I shouted. “I did you a favor and you promised I could change back in 24 hours. Now, you say I can’t?”


  I stopped, put both hands on my hips and I screamed, just like an angry teenage girl, “That’s not fair!”


   Andrea nodded that she understood my frustration. “Let me explain,” she said. Over leftover banana cream pie for breakfast, she did.


  I immediately should have told her about my fears. Mommy was a good listener and would understand why I had to be Brad ASAP. So why didn’t I? I guess I was just a big ol’ baby. And she was counting on me! I didn’t want to disappoint Mommy.


  Any ways … a big fund-raiser, a trivia contest, was set for the cheerleaders tonight in the high school commons area. The cheerleaders had to be there, in uniform, to assist, helping with registration, picking up answer sheets at the tables, and waitressing, which mean taking orders for drinks and snacks and delivering them to the tables.


  “If Nicole’s mother hadn’t seen us yesterday, we could just tell the sponsors that Jennifer is stuck in Chicago,” said my wife, who now seemed totally comfortable being my mother, as evidenced by the way she spoke to me, touched me, and generally treated me.


  I was okay with that, I guess. It was just natural. Ya know?


  “But she told Nicole and Nicole called Jennifer last night, just after I did. And Jennifer played along that she was home to cover for the fact that you were seen. And I’m sure that Nicole has told other girls on the squad that Jennifer is back as well.


  “We’re stuck. Well, you’re stuck, I’m sorry to say. I’m so sorry about this, Jennifer … Er, I mean, Brad.”


  And once again Mom talked me down from the ledge– although it wasn’t nearly as high as it had been at first– explaining that it really wouldn’t be so bad, since I knew the kids and the teachers and I was familiar with the building. I had to agree that what she said made sense.


  “And Jennifer promised that she never would mention what you were doing for her,” Andrea said. “She knows how embarrassing this must be for you, and so she said it would be like it never happened.


  “You just have to remember that you’re not the football coach,” she added. “And you’re not an adult and not a man. You’re a cheerleader. You’re a teenager and you’re a girl.”


   I nodded in agreement. I mean, ya know, she was right.


  “Okay, good,” Mom said, as she patted my hand. “Now Jennifer told me what uniform you need to wear and that you are supposed to ride to school with Nicole. I’ll help you get dressed late this afternoon, after you shave your legs.


  “And one more thing,” she added. “Jennifer was very emphatic about this. She said that you are supposed to be good to Bobby Alvarez.”


  “Bobby Alvarez?” I asked, the name suddenly reminding me of my life as a football coach, a life that I had to get back to despite my acceptance of temporarily being Jennifer.


   “He’s a wide receiver on the football team. Why should I be good to him. He’s not the best player and he’s kind of a wise-ass, if you want to know the truth.”


  Andrea laughed. “And he’s also the boy that Jennifer has been dating all summer,” she said. “Don’t you ever pay attention to anything besides football?”


  I laughed too. “Well, I am now, it seems.”


  Then I realized that mention of Bobby did more than remind me of my life as a football coach. It made my tummy all tingly. I tried not to, but I couldn’t stop thinking about him all morning too, and even after lunch. That’s why I decided to take an early afternoon nap, before it was time for Mommy to help me get dressed in my cheerleader uniform.


  *     *     *     *


  Nicole was a tiny redhead that I had in history class two years before. And as she drove us to the high school, I noted that we were dressed exactly alike, right down to the blue sparkly spankies under our tiny blue and gold skirts.


  “Cheerleader skirts seem to get shorter every year,” Andrea had said as she dressed me. “I’m guessing this little piece of nothing is maybe 12 inches long.”


  Our sleeveless tops– or shells– were white trimmed in gold, with “NHS” emblazoned in blue across the front, and they almost covered our midriffs. We also wore bright white sneakers with blue ankle socks and large, glittery blue and gold bows in our hair. Nicole’s hair was down, while mine was in a high pony.


  Our makeup was similar too, with bright red lipstick the eye-catcher.


  God! Did it feel weird walking into the school looking like my cheerleader stepdaughter instead of a coach and teacher. I focused on remembering to address teachers as “Mr.” and “Ms.” instead of their first names. And I tried to ignore how vulnerable and exposed I felt in my tiny uniform.  


  As the trivia teams settled in and prepared for the contest, I realized why Jennifer said that she wanted me to be good to Bobby Alvarez. He and some of the other players were there with a trivia team to support the cheerleaders.


  That was so nice of him! Like a switch had been flipped, I suddenly was back to being Jennifer again. That should have troubled me, ya know? But it didn’t. It was, like, natural.


  I made it a point to be the cheerleader waitress for his table. And not once did he seem like the wise-ass that I thought he was when I was a football coach. Instead, he was friendly and polite. And he had the nicest brown eyes and sweetest smile!


  Why hadn’t I ever noticed that when I was his coach? What a stupid question! Without warning, the Brad in me suddenly was fighting to retain some control of my thoughts and identity. But dressed the way I was, in tight, revealing clothes, and with all those cute boys at my table, especially Bobby, it was a losing battle. Brad’s rough, tough masculine demeanor didn’t have a chance. I was having too much fun being a flirt and an exhibitionist.


  I used every opportunity to brush my breasts against Bobby and even some of the other boys when I picked up empties or put down more sodas and snacks. It just felt so delicious. And it was even better when they’d look at me afterward.


  When I came out of the girls’ bathroom during intermission, Bobby was waiting. He grabbed my hand and pulled me off into a darkened corridor. A good six inches taller and more than 50 pounds heavier, he backed me into a corner and then leaned in close so I could feel his hot breath and smell the musky cologne that he was wearing.


  “You are so beautiful, Jennifer,” he whispered. “I’ve been fighting all night to keep my hands off you.”


  I giggled. “You shouldn’t have fought so hard,” I whispered. “I wouldn’t have minded.”


  Then he kissed me. And I kissed back. It was sooo much better than when Carl kissed me. I wrapped my arms around his neck and he wrapped his around my waist. I lifted one leg in the air.


  We kissed some more. He moved his hands onto my breasts and massaged them. My nipples hardened and I felt a stirring in my tummy– or maybe just below it. I also felt a stirring against my leg. I moved slightly and pressed mine against his.


  Finally, we came up for air. “We have to get back,” I whispered.


  “Okay,” he said, and nearly melted me with his smile. “We’ll finish this later. I am driving you home, right?”


  Well, that was a rather important detail that Andrea neglected to tell me. Or maybe she didn’t know. Maybe Jennifer didn’t tell her. But at this point, it didn’t matter.


  In fact, if that hadn’t been the plan, it was now. I would insist on it.


  “Yes, you are,” I said, and kissed him on the cheek.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Nicole and I and the rest of the cheerleaders stayed around after the contest ended to clean up the commons area. I told her that I was riding home with Bobby.


  She laughed and winked. “Of course, you are, Jennifer,” she said. “Who else would you go with?”


  As we started for the door, one of the cheerleader sponsors, Ms. Douglas said, “You and the other girls did a great job tonight, Jennifer. Tell Coach hello for me.”


  I grabbed my purse and waved. “Thanks, Ms. Douglas,” I said. “I’ll be sure to tell him.”


  Bobby was waiting outside and once more took my hand. He walked me to his car, but didn’t open the door. Instead he popped the trunk and pulled out a blanket.


  Then he led me toward the back of the school, where the football stadium was, where I had stalked the sidelines for a decade, leading the Screaming Eagles to many more wins than losses.


   “Where are we going, Bobby?” I asked. “I thought that you were going to drive me home and then, you know, we could … “


  He looked down at me and smiled. “This is better,” he said. “You’re a cheerleader and I’m a football player and the season is about to start. Let’s celebrate by doing it under the goal posts.”


  Of all the things that never occurred to me that I would do in my life, having sex with a horny, teenage boy on a football field in the dark had to be No. 1. But there was a kind of bizarre cosmic symmetry to all of this. I was– or, rather, had been– a football coach and Bobby was one of my players. That would be our relationship again on Monday. But for now, under the moonlight on a Saturday night in late August, I was a cheerleader and Bobby was my boyfriend. And I wouldn’t have had it any other way. I was glad that Jennifer’s flight had been delayed once again.


   Bobby spread the blanket between the goalposts. “Ready to score?” he asked, as he pulled me close and kissed me hard. Once again, I kissed back, and, this time, tongues intertwined. 


  In the midst of our passion, as my body trembled and my knees buckled, I remembered again what Jennifer had said: “Be good to Bobby Alvarez.”


    I certainly wanted to make my stepdaughter happy! Also, she promised not to say anything to me or anyone about what happened this weekend. It was going to be as if she were here and not in Chicago That made me exceptionally happy. Come Monday, when school started, it would be as if this never happened to me. Only it had.


  Now, it was time to make Bobby happy.


  I came up for air and sat down sideways on the blanket, pulling Bobby with me. We kissed some more and he pulled my hand onto his rock-hard crotch.


  “Are you trying to tell me something?” I asked, rubbing it gently.  Having been a teenage boy myself in another lifetime, I knew what he was going through. And I knew how quickly he would lose control before I came even close to being satisfied.


  “Let me help you with that,” I said. I pushed him onto his back, unzipped his jeans, and pulled them down his legs. As I lowered his jockey shorts, he moaned, and grasped my head, his fingers locking in my blonde hair.


  “Easy, easy,” I whispered. “I’ll take care of you and then you can take care of me.”


  He loosened his grip and let me take care of business.


  “Ohhh, that was great,” he said afterward, as I pulled tissues from my purse to clean off my hand and lips and Bobby’s private parts.


  “I aim to please,” I said, leaning in to kiss him.


  He chuckled. “Well, you did. Little Bobby and I thank you very much.”


  I giggled. “Little Bobby?”


  He took mock offense. “Hey, you’re the one who named it that,” he said.


  I giggled some more. “Of course, I did. And now I’m going to make Little Bobby big again. And why don’t you help me do that?”


  “You bet I will,” he said, as I continued to use one hand to gently fondle him. “It’s just that you make me so hot, so hard, so fast. I’m afraid … “


  Suddenly growing frustrated and wanting to get some action for myself, I pulled Bobby on top of me and said, “Okay, girls, that’s enough chit chat. Show me what you can do!”


  And just as suddenly, he raised up on both arms and looked at me in stunned shock. “Oh, my God, Coach says the same thing at practice,” he said.


  “And it’s not just the words. Your tone of voice is the same too!”


  I pulled him back down and put one of his hands on my breast.


  “Well, I guess that’s what happens when you’re father is a coach. You pick up stuff like that,” I said. “You don’t mind do you?”


  Instead of answering, he kissed me again and went to work on both of my breasts. My nipples suddenly seemed the size of pencil erasers and I felt dampness in my panties.


  “I take that as a negative,” I said, wiggling under his muscular body and feeling Little Bobby start to rise once more.


  “Coach says that too,” he replied.


  “But does Coach do this?” I asked as I pulled Bobby’s head down near mine and slowly rimmed his ear with my tongue.


  Now he was practically panting, and I was loving it.


  “So, do you mind if I talk like him?” I asked innocently, growing ever more eager for Little Bobby to pleasure me.


  “Hell, as long as you look like this and feel like this, you can talk like anyone you want. I’ll even call you ‘Coach’ if you want.”


  I don’t know if what Bobby said was appropriate or ironic, considering our relationship on the football field,  but the fact that only I knew the truth combined with my physical arousal made me so hot that I feared my hair and the big bow in it suddenly would burst into flames.


  I giggled. “Yes, do that,” I said, my toes practically curling with pleasure. “Call me Coach Nelson.”


  “Okay, Coach Nelson, buckle up. I’m about ready to score,” he said, as he moved a hand down my chest and snaked it under my sleeveless shell.


  “I hate sports bras!” he yelled when he couldn’t gain access to my breasts and quickly pushed his hand down to and under my tiny skirt.


  “But I love cheerleader skirts!” he exclaimed, as his hand pulled down my spanky and then my panties and removed them over my bright, white sneakers.


  “Okay, Coach Nelson,” he whispered again, his voice straining with passion as he resettled his body on top of mine. “What’s the next play?”


  I locked my long, bare legs around him, pulled a now erect Little Bobby toward the end zone, and told my favorite wide receiver the same thing that I probably would tell him at football practice Monday afternoon.


  “Go deep, Bobby! Go deep!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As Bobby drove me home, I playfully walked my fingers across his right hip, in search of Little Bobby.


  “Hey, Coach Nelson, I need a breather, okay?” he laughed. “And we don’t want to have an accident, you know.”


  I pulled my hand back and gave him my cutest pouty face. “Oh, okay,” I giggled. “But I expect you to be mean, lean, and hard by the time we get there. You’re going deep at least twice more.”


  He nodded with a wide grin and put his hand on my bare leg. “I will be ready, Coach,” he said. “Trust me.”


  Then, as we turned onto my street, he pointed. “Look, that’s your Mom’s car. Isn’t it? I wonder where she’s going at this hour. It’s after 11.”


  Of course, she was going to pick up the other Jennifer. As I gazed at the red tail lights, I suddenly remembered that I had turned off my phone at the trivia contest. Surely she had sent me a message about that.              


  She had.


   “Jennifer’s back. Going to pick her up at airport. Return about midnight. Looking forward to getting my man back.”


  Her man? What in the world did she mean by that? Then a cold chill ran down my back.


  Me! She was talking about me! I was her man, her husband, and yet here I was now, eagerly awaiting more sex with Jennifer’s boyfriend. No … my boyfriend– at least for the moment. I could think about being “her man” later.


  “Well?” Bobby said, bringing me back to the moment. “Where’s she going?”


   Before I could stop myself, I said, “The airport.”


  Oh, crap! Now he would want to know why.


  And he did.


  “Uh, she’s going to pick up my Dad,” I said hastily. “He went to St. Louis for a couple of days to visit his brother and see the Cubs and Cardinals play.”


  “Sweet,” he said. “And even sweeter, that means we can do it in the house instead of in my backseat out on the street. They won’t be back for an hour.”


  Uh, oh. That probably wasn’t such a good idea. What if they got back sooner than we thought they would? What if we fell asleep? What if he saw the other Jennifer instead of Dad?


  Oh, Hell, I didn’t care. We were going to have sex in my bed instead of on the ground. At this moment, that was all that mattered.


  Quickly Bobby parked at the curb just up from my house. Then we hurried inside, and up the stairs to my bedroom. Bobby turned on the overhead light as I closed the door.


  When I turned around, he already was dropping his jeans and underwear. His shirt followed shortly after.


  OMG, he was rock hard again! Yay!


  “I like eagerness in a boy,” I giggled, hoping that he had something else in mind besides the missionary position. Three times doing that was enough. I wanted something more, something different, something naughty.


  At the football field, we had started on a blanket, but ended up well off it. As I looked down at myself, I hoped that Mommy didn’t ask me about the grass stains on my uniform.


  “Now we can get relaxed and have a little fun. Do something besides the missionary position,” he said.


  My man was a mind reader!


   I walked over, put my arms around his neck to pull myself up, and then locked my legs around his waist.


  “I get to choose first,” I whispered in his ear.


  He turned around, plopped me on my bed, and, with a broad grin, said, “Okay by me. What do you have in mind?” 


  “I’ll show you,” I said, giggling in delightful expectation, as I lifted my smooth legs for him to once more remove my spanky and panties.


  Then I pulled him onto the bed beside me and jumped on top with my legs bent. My damp crotch pushed his penis up onto his belly and my hair fell into my face as I leaned forward and pressed down.


  “Oh, my God, I’m going to explode!” Bobby screamed. “Don’t do that!”


  “Then you better find a place to put it!” I ordered. “Oh, wait! I know just the place.”


  I raised up slightly, took his missile in my tiny left hand, and guided it into its target as I sat up straight.


  “How about that? Is that a little better?” I teased, and then slowly moved myself up and down on his pole.


  A tight, toned, and agile body was certainly good for more than being a cheerleader!


  Once more I leaned forward. This time, my filled vagina quivered with ecstasy. What I really wanted to do now was ride him until he was dry and exhausted. But instead, naughty girl that I was, I decided to tease him some more.


  “Okay, I’m done,” I said with a straight face, as I started to dismount. “Time for you to go home, Bobby.”


  Of course, he was having none of it.


  “In your dreams, bitch!” he said, as he grabbed my bare hips under my tiny skirt and pulled me back down. “Now, finished the job you started!”


  So, long, blonde hair flying around me, I did, squealing with pleasure as I pumped him to exhaustion. As I slumped in orgasmic satisfaction onto his chest, I wished that I had taken off my top so my bare breasts could press against his hard chest and so he could suck on my nipples if he had any energy left.


  We still had plenty of time. As we lay like that, I felt his manhood slowly shrink and withdraw from me. Oh, no! I forced myself to lie still, though, for awhile, giving him time to recover. I knew how it was. I’d been there myself.


  Huh? What a crazy thought! I’d wasn’t a man. I was a girl. How could I ever have been in that situation?


  I giggled at that ridiculous notion.


  I know! Sex poisoning. I had too much sex in too short a time! I giggled crazily at the notion. No girl could have too much sex! Well, this girl certainly couldn’t have too much sex.


  And right now, I wanted more. Ten or fifteen minutes was enough already! And my parents might be back in a half hour or so.


  “What’s up with you?” Bobby said. “Is there something funny that I should know about?”


  “Oh, no. I’m just happy to be here with Little Bobby– and you,” I teased as I raised up from his chest and kissed him.


  “Let’s see how you are doing,” I added, pressing my hand between our bodies and into this crotch.


  As I cupped his flaccid penis, I pouted, “Oh, Little Bobby isn’t so happy anymore. Maybe I can do something about it.”


  Slowly I slid my smooth body down his hard and hairy one, until I reached my destination. Then I gently lifted his manhood and began to caress its tip with my tongue.


  “Ooh, that’s good,” I said. “Let’s see how the rest of it tastes.”


  Mission accomplished, I loudly licked my lips, rolled off his legs, and cuddled beside him, my hand reluctant to let go.


  “If you want to see what I have in mind, you’d better take that away now,” he said, gently lifting my hand. “Otherwise, I might decorate your ceiling.”


  “Okay, when you’re ready, I’m your girl!” I said brightly and draped my arm across his chest.


  “Okay,” he said finally, pushing himself up. “My turn.”


  As he did so, I glanced across the room at our image in the full length mirror and shrieked in shock, “OMG! I look like a slut!”


  My lipstick was smeared. My hair, once in a cute high pony, was a mess. And my bow was barely hanging on to a couple of strands.


  “Just the way I like you,” he chuckled, as he turned to look at the mirror. “Now pull off your top and I’ll show you what I have in mind.”


  I did and started to follow with removal of my skirt and the bow, which somehow had managed to hang on when I pulled the stretchy sports bra over my head. But Bobby stopped me.


  “No, you need to keep that on, along with your sneaks and socks. Now you really are a slutty cheerleader, Coach Nelson,” he said, as he pulled me up and over to the mirror.


  Mouth open, I gawked at the image I presented with my messy hair, garish lipstick, and bare breasts, wearing nothing but a tiny skirt and shoes.


  Coach Nelson? It was so funny that he called me that. It reminded me again of that stupid thought about being a man, a man who wanted to assert himself and scream, “No! Enough’s enough. You’re off the team. You’re not going to …”


   But I was a girl, dammit! I was a cheerleader, not a football coach! I pushed back hard, shutting him up and giving Bobby my brightest cheerleader smile, as he stood behind me, hands on my bare shoulders and a rock-hard projectile pressing against my bottom.


  “You are soooo bad,” I said with a evil smirk, as I ground my butt into him. “Since when do you prefer slutty cheerleaders over wholesome ones?”


  He grinned, as he reached around under my arms to fondle my bare breasts. Through half-open eyes, I watched in the mirror as my knees buckled and he nuzzled my neck.


  “Since we started dating this summer and I started dreaming about exactly this,” he replied. Me and you, a slutty cheerleader, doing it in your bedroom while your parents are away.


  “But I never thought that we’d actually get the chance to do something like this. And even more than that, I never thought that you’d go along with it,” Bobby added. “Until tonight, you didn’t seem the slutty cheerleader type.


  “Until tonight, I wasn’t,” I giggled, as my taut and toned legs helped me regain my balance. “And just how are we doing it in your dream.”


  Of course, I knew what we were doing in his dream, and I hungered for it. But I wanted him to tell me. I wanted him to tell me what to do. I wanted him to talk dirty to me some more. This was so hot! First this had been Bobby’s dream for sexual pleasure. Now it would be mine!


  “I’ll show you,” he said, as he peeled the skirt up to my waist.


  One of his hands moved from a breast to my exposed vagina, and, in the mirror, I watched his middle finger enter me. Then he moved it in and out as I moaned uncontrollably and felt my eyes roll back in my head.


  “It’s a good thing no one is around to hear that,” he said. Then he added, “Now, Coach Nelson, you little whore, get down on your hands and knees.”


  *     *     *     *    *


  Coach Nelson? Coach Nelson?


  Drenched in sweat,
I woke up screaming. OMG! It had all been a dream! No, not a dream. A nightmare, starting with the ride to school with Nicole and ending with … . Oh, God, no! I couldn’t even think about it. I was in my bedroom– No, Jennifer’s bedroom!– and I was with Bobby Alvarez and we were … But somehow, I was Jennifer, and he was calling me “Coach Nelson” as he …


  As I screamed again, suddenly my wife Andrea was there to comfort me. Thank goodness.


  “Jenny. Sweetie. It’s okay. You’re okay,” she said as she stroked my hair and pulled me to her chest.


  Jennifer. She was calling me “Jennifer?”


  And then I remembered. Not just about the nightmare, but about everything! I was Jennifer, or, as Andrea had described it, an exact duplicate of her. I had filled in for her at lunch yesterday and I was going to pretend to be her again at school this evening, while she remained stuck in Chicago.


  Only more and more– and especially in that nightmare– it appeared that I actually was becoming my stepdaughter. It wasn’t just that I had her body. I also had her …  No! No! I couldn’t even think about that.


  It couldn’t be true. And in a few hours, after the trivia contest at school, I’d be my old male self again.


  Andrea brought me back to reality when I heard her say, “Oh, Brad, I’m sorry! You’re Brad, my husband, not my daughter. I know that, Sweetie, I really do. I just got caught up in the moment.”


  As I pulled away and sat up, I smiled, “No problem … Sweetie.”


  She blushed at my little verbal jab and then turned serious.


  “Okay, I think we should turn you back right now,” she said. “It’s been more than 24 hours.


  “I already was thinking about it before this. The banana cream pie thing creeped me out a little, but that was easy to explain away. You have Jennifer’s body so you have her tastes in food as well,” she added.


  “But then I looked in on you a couple of times last night while you were having your little fashion show before going to bed,” Andrea continued as she stood up.  “And if I didn’t know already, I never would have thought that you are my husband. You were every inch a girl and not just a girl on the surface either.”


  Following a long pause, she said, “By the way, you were adorable when you courtesied in the Minnie Mouse costume.


  “And then you made a heart with your hands … just like Jennifer– the real Jennifer– does.


  “And look how we’re treating each other, just like mother and daughter. With me, it’s understandable, you look just like Jennifer and I react to that. But you’re relating to me like I really am your mother.”


  Andrea was right, of course. I had noticed much of that too, especially in the aftermath of that nightmare. Only, as I thought more about it, not all of it had been a nightmare. Actually, some of it had been … well … pretty damn enjoyable, if you want to know the truth. And I could acknowledge that while knowing full well that I’m really a man.


  Or used to be and would be soon again. Or … whatever!


  What had scared the gee willikers out of me, I suddenly realized, was staring into the mirror and watching my face transform into my stepfather’s as Bobby entered me from behind.


  The rest, well, I kinda wished we had been able to finish what we started. Ya know?


  “Well?”


  Mommy’s question brought me back to reality.


  “Well, what?” I asked as I brushed stringy hair out of my eyes.


  “I think we should turn you back now,” she repeated. “Don’t you?


  “We can just tell Nicole that you suddenly came down with something and I’ll transform you into your old self again. Okay?”


  When I didn’t answer right away, Mommy got one of those concerned looks on her face and said, “Brad, what’s going on with you? I thought that you’d be excited by the idea of doing that.”


  “Well, I am– for me,” I lied. “But I hate to disappoint Jennifer or cause her any problems because she’s not there. And besides, it’s only for a little while longer.


  “I can handle this, I promise,” I smiled. “When I get home tonight, you can change me back and everything will be back to normal.


   “And after this is all over, you’ll have even more information about your transforma-thingie.”


  “My transforma-thingie?” Mommy asked with yet another concerned look on her face.”


  “Don’t worry about this, Andrea,” I beamed, as I emphasized her name, even though it seemed weird to call her that. “I got this. I promise. I want to do this for Jennifer.”


  Of course, I really wanted to do it for me, so I could “be good to Bobby Alvarez.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I guess that I thought that my dream was an accurate preview of what was going to happen because it was so lucid and vivid.


  And some of it was, like riding to school with my friend Nicole and seeing how cute and sexy we both looked in our cheerleader uniforms. And how excited I got when I saw Bobby and his friends.


  I was a great big flirt, too! I made it a point to touch Bobby, preferably with my boobies, when I was close to him. And I “accidentally” rubbed against some of the other football players too.


  Tee. Hee. It was so much fun! And I got all tingly in the tummy when I checked out of the corner of my eye and saw how they were looking at me.


  Someone else noticed too.


  “Girl, what’s up with you?” Nicole asked after the third round. “You are being so naughty tonight.”


  “Try it. You’ll like it,” I giggled in response.


  Then she giggled too.


  I couldn’t wait for intermission, when I would go to the bathroom and Bobby would meet me in the darkened hall and …


  Only that was when I discovered that real life wasn’t going to be exactly like my dream.


  After touching up my makeup and making sure that the bow in my hair was just right, I stepped out of the girls’ room, eagerly expecting Bobby to grab my hand and pull me off into the darkness. But he wasn’t there! Damn!


  What now?


  That’s when I heard the door to the boys’ room open and saw someone step out.


  Oh, it was Bobby! Yay! Come to Mama, you sweet thing!


  And he did. Only he didn’t, not in the way that I expected he would.


  Instead of pulling me down the hall for the quick make-out session that I wanted– that I needed– he simply took my hand, kissed me on the cheek, and said, “You look beautiful tonight, Jennifer.”


  Then he started leading me back to the common room. Huh?


  No way! I wasn’t flirting my butt off for a lousy kiss on the cheek. I wanted some action!


  “What’s your hurry?” I asked, as I stopped and yanked him back toward me. “Let’s have a little fun first!”


  Obedient boy that he was, Bobby allowed me to lead him back up the hall into a secluded corner. Then, although he was a good six inches taller and more than 50 pounds heavier, I backed him up against the wall. I leaned in close and pulled his head down to mine, feeling his hot breath and the musky cologne that he was wearing– just like in my dream!


  “You are such a hunk!” I whispered in his ear, before swirling my tongue around it. “I want to have your babies!


  “And I’ve been fighting all night to keep my hands off you.”


  I wanted him to say, “You shouldn’t have fought so hard.” But he didn’t.


  Still the look on his face was enough. He was getting hungry too.


  So I kissed him and he kissed back. And it was sooo much better than when Carl kissed me– just like in the dream.


  Yes! This was more like it.


   And just like in the dream, I wrapped my arms around his neck and he wrapped his around my waist. I lifted one leg in the air.


  We kissed some more. He moved his hands onto my breasts and massaged them. My nipples hardened and I felt a stirring in my tummy– or maybe just below it. I also felt a stirring against my leg. I moved slightly and pressed mine against his.


  Finally, we came up for air. “We have to get back,” he said. “And you’re about to make me come in my pants.”


  I giggled and pressed one hand against his crotch.


  “Well, I could take care of that real quick in the boys’ room,” I giggled.


  He pushed my hand away and said, “Girl, what’s with you tonight? You’re being so naughty.


  “We gotta get back.” 


  “Okay,” I said. But we’ll finish this later. You are driving me home, right?”


  “First I’ve heard about it,” he replied. “But sure.”


  As hand-in-hand, we started walking, I said, “Then we can pick up where we left off, right? I wouldn’t wanta leave you all hot and bothered. That’s not good for a boy’s health. And I really wanta be good to you tonight, Bobby.”


  Looking down at me and smiling, he gave me a sly grin and repeated, “Jennifer, you’re a bad, bad girl.”


  Well, I have to be, I thought, if I’m ever going to be good to you so you can satisfy that hungry, empty feeling inside of me!


  Based on what was playing out, I wasn’t surprised when I learned that Bobby had no intention of taking me to the football field, where he would go deep three times before we went to my house for dessert.


  But he did have a blanket in the trunk of his car that he produced when I asked.


  “What’s this for?” he said.


  “I’ll show you,” I beamed, as took his hand and led him to the field where he played football and was coached by my stepdad.


  “Ready to score for the first time this season?” I asked with a sweet grin, as I lay the blanket down in the end zone. “I’ll  cheer for you!”


  “Oh, no!” Bobby said. “You’re not talking about doing it right here!”


  “Oh, yes, I am!” I replied. “What better place? You’re a football player and I’m a cheerleader and the season is about to start. Let’s celebrate by doing it under the goal posts.”


  After that, he didn’t need much encouragement. I like that in a boy!


  We locked lips, embraced, and collapsed onto the blanket.


  Finally, I came up for air and sat down sideways on the blanket, pulling Bobby with me. We kissed some more and he pulled my hand onto his rock-hard crotch.


  Ooooh, yes!


  “Let me help you with that,” I said.


   I pushed him onto his back, unzipped his jeans, and pulled them down his legs. As I lowered his jockey shorts, he moaned, and grasped my head, his fingers locking in my blonde hair.


  “Easy, easy,” I whispered. “I’ll take care of you and then you can take care of me.”


  Yes, yes! Just like in the dream. Finally!!!!


  He loosened his grip and let me take care of business.


  “Ohhh, that was great,” he said afterward, as I pulled tissues from my purse to clean off my hand and lips and Bobby’s private parts.


  “I aim to please,” I said, leaning in to kiss him.


  He chuckled. “Well, you did. Little Bobby and I thank you very much.”


  I giggled. “Little Bobby?


  “Oh, I get it. You’re Big Bobby and your thingie is … That’s so sweet. And I just love Little Bobby!”


  “Now I’m going to make Little Bobby big again,” I said. “And why don’t you help me do that?”


  “You bet I will,” he said, as I continued to use one hand to gently fondle him. “It’s just that you make me so hot, so hard, so fast. I’m afraid … “


  Suddenly growing frustrated and wanting to get some action for myself, I pulled Bobby on top of me and said, “Okay, girls, that’s enough chit chat. Show me what you can do!”


  And just as suddenly, he raised up on both arms and looked at me in stunned shock. “Oh, my God, Coach says the same thing at practice,” he said.


  “And it’s not just the words. Your tone of voice is the same too!”


  Puzzled, I stopped.


  “OMG, you’re right! I sounded just like Daddy!” I exclaimed. “I don’t know where that came from.


  “I guess that’s what happens when you’re father is a coach, and you’re around him so much. You pick up stuff like that,” I said. “I won’t do it again. Promise.


  “I’m your sexy cheerleader, not a big, hairy football coach.”


  With that taken care of, he kissed me again and went to work on both of my breasts. My nipples suddenly seemed the size of pencil erasers and I felt dampness in my panties.


  I pulled Bobby’s head down near mine and slowly rimmed his ear with my tongue. Now he was practically panting, and I was loving it.


  “I hate sports bras!” he yelled when he couldn’t gain access to my breasts and quickly pushed his hand down to and under my tiny skirt.


  “But I love cheerleader skirts!” he exclaimed, as his hand pulled down my spanky and then my panties and removed them over my bright, white sneakers.


  “Okay, Coach Nelson,” he whispered again, his voice straining with passion as he resettled his body on top of mine. “What’s the next play?”


  His reference again to Daddy startled me. But if playing along would get me what I wanted, I’d gladly play along!


  I locked my long, bare legs around him, pulled a now erect Little Bobby toward the end zone, and told him, “Go deep, Bobby! Go deep!”


  But a bright beam of light suddenly lit up the night, a loud voice shouted “Police!” and he never got the chance.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Jillian’s mad at me. She says that I’m going to make us late for the first day at our new high school. But I want to look just perfect. First impressions are important, you know.


  And besides, Jillian is mad at me most of the time. So what else is new? She hates that we share clothes and shoes. She hates that I look just like her. And she hates that she used to be Jennifer too, but now I’m the only one.


  And she especially hates that we might be cheerleaders together, as twin sisters, at our new school.


  Then again, she didn’t want to be Jennifer anymore after that night at the football field, when Bobby and I were caught about to do the dirty deed.


  “My life is ruined!” she screamed after Mommy brought me home from the police station. “Everyone will think that was me being a slut out on the football field. I can never show my face at that school again!”


  “You told me to be good to Bobby Alvarez,” I replied. “And I was.”


  “You were being a slut,” she screamed, getting in my face. “And now everyone thinks I am one.”


  Finally, Mommy stepped between us before we had a cat fight.


  “I understand everything you’re feeling,” she said to Jillian. “I really do. But it’s not … er, her … fault.


  “I should have changed her back instead of letting her go to the trivia contest. But I didn’t. Now, what’s done is done, and we have to live with it. She an exact duplicate of you, physically, mentally, and emotionally. She is you, sweetie.”


  “Except that she’s a slut!” Jillian snapped back.


  “Well, that’s one aspect I can’t explain,” Mommy said.


  “You told me to be good to Bobby Alvarez,” I repeated. “And I was just trying to, ya know?”


  “Oh, shut up, you tramp,” Jillian said.


  With that, Mommy directed us to opposite ends of the couch and then sat down to explain what happened and lay down the law.


  “What I’ve learned from this fiasco is the organic 3D duplicating machine changes more than just the physical,” said. “That’s something that we couldn’t determine with animals.


  “But even worse than that is that I’ve learned there’s a time limit on the back end of the transformation. We had no clue about that either.


  “We knew that a transformee had to stay that way for at least 24 hours. But we had no idea that there was a time limit too for changing back.


  “In other words, we waited too long and the change became permanent.


  “What that means, girls, is that you are now twin sisters,” she continued, eyeing each of us individually. “I’m hoping that friends in the federal government, who owe me favors, can provide the paperwork to make it look as if you always have been.”


  If you wanta know the truth, I was pretty confused about all of this, but I kept my mouth shut. I mean, if I wasn’t Jennifer before, who was I? And why only now did I have a twin sister? Why not since we were born?


  And how could we both be named Jennifer?


  Yeah, that transforma-thingie that Mommy was talking about had something to do with all this. But what?


  “And what that now means, girls, is that we’re going to move, preferably to another state,” she said. “I can’t suddenly have twin daughters and no husband in this town.”


  Husband? I thought. Oh, yeah, Daddy. He’s a football coach. I wonder where he is right now.


  “Also, I wasn’t supposed to take the prototype out of the lab, and I did,” Mommy added. “It will be only a matter of time until the university finds out and I’ll be fired. So it’s best to be out of here before that happens.”


  So … we got out of there– without Daddy. When I asked Mommy what happened to him, she said, “Oh, he’s not around anymore, and it’s best we forget him.”


  And it’s really funny. It was like I already had forgotten him. I mean, I knew that he was Mommy’s second husband and coached football at the high school I used to attend. But I really don’t remember anymore than that. So, while it sounds really terrible, I don’t really miss him, you know?


  A lot of this still is confusing for me, but Mommy promised that life will “settle out” now that she has a new job in another state and Jillian and I are starting high school in our new city.


  I don’t know why she did it, but, for some reason, Mommy had named both of us “Jennifer.” She said that one of us would have to be “Jillian” from now on.


  “I will be,” my bitchy sister told her. “She can be Jennifer all by herself.”


  Mommy told me privately that Jillian will get over her anger with time. I sure hope so. I love that I have a twin sister and that we can share clothes and be cheerleaders together.


  But it’s gonna take awhile. When people ask how they can tell us apart, Jillian stills says, “She’s the slutty one.”


  And you know what? Tee. Hee. She’s right!


  #     #     #     #     #


  




  

    Not So Sweet Sixteen


  


  By Portia Hab


  Hysterical screaming awakened me from a sound sleep. Heart pounding, I jolted upright and suddenly realized something else. I wasn’t in bed with my wife, Julie. I was by myself.


  Glancing frantically around, the first thing that caught my eye was a pink and purple metal sign on the wall that read, “The Princess Sleeps Here.”


  Huh?


  But before I had time to think about where I had seen that before, the bedroom door suddenly flew open and my 17-year-old stepdaughter Stacey burst in, squealing in apparent panic.


  “Lilly, oh my God!” she shrieked. “It’s me, Julie! Something’s happened! I woke up in Stacey’s bedroom and her body!”


  Mouth hanging open, I was too stunned to respond.


  “Look at me!” she screamed, gesturing wildly. “I’m not myself anymore. I’m my own daughter!”


  Simultaneously, a reflection of her frantic behavior caught my attention in a full-length mirror on the closet door. It also revealed why she had called me Lilly, the name of my own 15-year-old daughter.


  I started screaming too.


  “I’m not Lilly! I’m Jake!” I yelled in a voice that sounded high and shrill and girly.


  We both screamed some more, and then we stopped, staring open-mouthed at one another.


  “What the Hell is going on here?” I said.


  OMFG. That voice! I sounded like, like … Minnie Mouse!


  “Oh, my God!” she wailed again. “You too? This can’t be real!”


  She grabbed me by the hand and yanked me from the bed. I felt weight bouncing on my chest. Weight!?! Hell, I had breasts! I could see them bulging against a lavender sleep shirt. Long brown hair fell into my face. And I instinctively realized that something was missing between my legs.  Feeling totally out of balance, I stumbled and nearly fell.


  But Stacey or Julie or whoever she really held  me up and forced me to run barefoot with her down the hall.


  My mind awash in panic from this nightmare, I somehow managed to understand what she had in mind. If she was in her daughter’s body and I was in my daughter’s body then …


  The bedroom was empty, but a note was taped to the doorframe. “Dear girls, your father and I wanted a little alone time so we’ve gone out for breakfast. We won’t be long. Stay out of trouble! Love, Mom.”


  Perhaps because she hadn’t experienced a change of sex, Julie– now in the form of her daughter– appeared to cope a little better than I– now in the form of my daughter.


  “Okay, maybe this is some kind of crazy, shared nightmare,” she said as she led me back to Lilly’s room. “You say that you’re Jake and I believe that I’m Julie. Maybe that’s what is going on.


  “On the other hand … “


  I stopped abruptly and looked up into her blue eyes. She was now several inches taller than me.


  “What?” I asked, and then tried to clear my throat, wincing at the voice that was now mine. “What are you suggesting?”


  Eeeee! I wanted to scream! Everything I said sounded so high-pitched, and childlike, and girly!


  My stepdaughter who  said she was my wife shook her head. “No, it’s too crazy … But maybe I am Stacey and maybe you are Lilly,” she said. “Maybe it’s as simple as that. Maybe we’re sick with fever and delusional.”


  I shook my head violently, hair whipping across my face and that damned weight bouncing on my chest.


  “I am not Lilly!” I yelled. “I am not my daughter!”


  Stacey or Julie or whoever she was suddenly looked as if she were about to cry. “I’m sorry,” she said meekly. “I’m just trying to figure out what happened.”


  Then I felt wetness in my eyes too. Oh, crap! Tears!?! Instead of taking charge, like a man should, was I going to start crying like a girl too?


  And before I knew it, we were embracing, breasts pressed against one another and I said, “I’m sorry” in my  little girl voice.


  Huh? Where did that come from? I wasn’t sorry. I was angry! I was … confused.


  I backed away and wiped my nose with the back of my hand. I put small fists on hips that now seemed disturbingly softer and wider.


  “We’re sick with fever and delusional at the same time?” I asked. “What are the odds for that?”


  I looked down at slender bare legs extending from my oversize sleep shirt. I stared at pink toenails, as alien weight shifted on my chest. I pulled long, brown hair from in front of my eyes.


  “All I know is that this is not me,” I said. “I am not Lilly. I am Jake Barnes, a 40-year-old man, not a 15-year-old girl. I don’t know … maybe the girls used magic to swap our bodies.”


  Stacey/Julie laughed. “Magic? Oh, please,” she said. “Magic isn’t real. It’s all illusion.”


  I pulled up my shirt to expose breasts and a flat crotch in panties that I could feel hugging my new private parts. I couldn’t bear to look down at my own daughter’s naked flesh, even though I was wearing it. But I knew it was there and what I was exposing for Julie, or Stacey, or whoever the Hell she was, to see. I felt cool air on my–yikes!– breasts and the nipples hardened. 


  “Well, it’s one hell of an illusion,” I said. “And, damn, this voice is annoying!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “I don’t want to wear a bra!” I whined, as Stacey/Julie pulled my shirt over my head.


  “But you’re a girl now,” she said. “You have to. You need to. Lilly’s breasts are nice and cute and perky, but you still need support.”


  I put my hands over my ears.


  “Please!” I said. “Do we have to talk about this? This is my daughter’s body, you know, and it’s … it’s … creepy!”


  In our reflection in the mirror, I saw my wife, now a double for her blonde daughter, smile as she fastened Lilly’s bra– my bra– in back.


  “What do you want to talk about?” she laughed. “Periods? Boys? Cheerleader camp? That’s coming up next month, you know.”


  She turned me around and slightly lifted my breasts to settle them properly in the cups.


  “There,” she said. “Now put on that cute yellow tank top and those denim shorts. I’ll get a band for your hair to keep it out of your eyes. Then we’ll go to my room and I’ll get dressed. Mom and Dad will be home soon.”


  I had to lie on Lilly’s bed to pull the tight shorts up over my hips.


  “Mom and Dad!?” I exclaimed as I stood up and tried in vain to pull the tank down over my exposed midriff. “What is wrong with you? You’re taking this all too calmly.


  “And I’m so angry and frightened and frustrated,” I said as I balled my fists. “I think that I’m going to … going to … “


  Then, before I realized what was happening, I started to cry.  Again! Me! A grown man crying! Then I made the mistake of looking in the mirror again. No, I wasn’t a grown man. I was a teen girl. I was my own daughter, with breasts, a flat crotch, and a girly girl voice that, as a father, I once thought cute but now, coming from my own mouth, considered an abomination. This couldn’t be real.


  Julie pulled me close and hugged me. As our breasts touched, I almost freaked out and pulled away. But then the embrace started to feel odd and comforting.


  “It’s going to be all right. I promise,” she said gently.


  “But we can’t live this way,” I sobbed. “I have a job. I can’t do it like this. I have responsibilities. That’s why I had to cancel our vacation. We have bills to pay. Whoever that is who left that note, it’s not me– or you. We are.”


  I pulled away, again wiped my nose with the back of my small hand, and turned us both back toward the mirror.


  “And yet we look like this,” I said. “We’re our own daughters, for God’s sake. Instead of man and wife, we’re sisters!”


  Julie shook her head as she placed the yellow band in my brown hair, which, thank goodness, pulled it back from my face. But the band had a bow on it. Why did it have to have a bow?!


  “Look,” she said. “Suddenly we’re in our daughters’ bodies, have no idea how it happened, and you’re worried about your job? That’s your priority?


  “You’ve been working way too hard lately, you know,” she added. “The girls really were disappointed when you cancelled our vacation to Florida. And, if you want to know the truth, so was I. Yes, your job is important, and you do a really good job at it. But if you took a week off, the work still would be there when you got back, you know.


  “Maybe this is some sort of higher power, Twilight Zone thing, forcing you to take some time off for your own good,” she said, as she took me by the hand and we headed for her– Stacey’s– room. “After all, you can’t oversee a construction crew looking like that.”


  I stopped and pulled her back.


  “But … ” I began.


  Julie put her finger to my lips. I felt it press lightly against my teeth.


  “Oh, my God, I just realized,” I moaned. “I have braces! Braces!!”


  Julie nodded her Stacey head and gave a “what are you gonna do?” gesture.


  “I know,” she said. “And they’re pink. Lilly takes pride in being a really girly girl. 


  “And I also know that we need to find out what’s going on. We need to fix this so you’re not a girly girl anymore. So you can be my big, strong husband again and do your job that you love so much. I don’t want to be my own daughter and you especially don’t want to be yours.”


  She took both my hands.


  “We have to be smart about it though,” she said. “Logic says that if we’re in their bodies, then they are in ours. And from the tone of that note, they’re going to pretend to be us, no matter what we say or do. They’re the adults now, and we’re the kids. They have the power.”


  I reluctantly nodded.


  “So, what do we do?” I asked.


  “We go along with it. We pretend to be them,” she said. “I’ll bet that they’re not expecting that. Also, we keep our eyes and ears open. We eavesdrop. We try to find out why they did this and how they did it.”


  Once more she pulled me toward Stacey’s room.


  “Obviously, this pretending to be who we’re not is going to be easier for me than you,” Julie added. “So, I’ll take the lead and keep you informed. I’ll hang around them more, especially Stacey. Meanwhile, maybe you can sneak around when you’re by yourself and look for clues.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  So we pretended to be our own daughters. Each time before I spoke, I reminded myself not to cringe when I heard my new voice. Until Julie and I figured this out, like it or not, it was mine now, along with all of the rest of being an teen girl.


  But if our “parents” weren’t expecting that, they didn’t show it. They treated us as if we really were their daughters, instead of their parents. Maybe we had underestimated them. Maybe they had expected us to do this.


   As she pretended to be me, though, I could “see” Lilly in my body, based on her speech, her gestures, and her walk, even though she tried to behave like me. It was embarrassing to see my 6-0, toned and masculine body trying and failing not to seem feminine. At the same time, it also was humorous, and Julie and I exchanged secretive, amused glances from the time to time.


  Stacey had an easier time pretending to be Julie, since they both were female, and mothers and daughters were naturally closer than fathers and daughters. Still, I could detect the 17-year-old pretending to be an adult.


  A really humiliating revelation came, however, when I realized that Lilly, Julie, and Stacey had to be watching me and giggling internally as I pretended to be my own 15-year-old daughter. In fact, I felt my face flush. I also wondered if Lilly felt embarrassed to see her body trying and failing not to seem masculine.


  “What’s wrong, sweetie?” Mom said, as we sat around the table after a late Saturday lunch. “You look awfully red in the face. Are you okay?”


  I smiled and said, “Sure, Mom. It’s nothing really.”


  Dad joined the conversation with a shocker.


  “I hope so,” he said. “Sure wouldn’t want you sick while we’re on vacation.”


  My jaw dropped.


  “What?” I said. “We’re going on vacation?”


  He smiled and said, “Yes, pumpkin. We leave tomorrow for a week. I decided not to cancel the trip to Florida after all. I know how much you girls wanted to go. You’re birthday is coming up. And I realized that I really do need a break.”


  Julie and I exchanged puzzled glances.


  “Aren’t you girls happy about it?” Mom asked.


  “Sure, we are!” Julie said brightly. “Aren’t we, Lilly?”


  I nodded my head.


  “We’ll go pack right now, if it’s okay with you, Mom,” my wife added. “Come on, sis.”


  As we walked into my– Lilly’s– bedroom, the sign that read “The Princess Sleeps Here” once again caught my eye first thing, and I cringed. Yes, she did, in a room fit for a princess, with a cushioned headboard, heart-shaped pillows, and floral lace bedding, all in pink. A nightlight in the shape of a purse sat on one of two white side tables, which matched a vanity covered with makeup, perfume, and a unicorn-shaped earring holder with “Lilly” written in elegant pink script across the base. The white closet doors were open, revealing dozens of dresses and skirts and shoes and other girly clothing.


  Much of that I would be packing for a trip to Florida– along with bikinis!– if Julie and I didn’t figure out what was going on and fix it before tomorrow.


  Hands on hips, I hissed, “Now what? We can’t go to Florida. We just can’t. Not like this!”


  Julie nodded her head in understanding.


  “I know how you feel,” she said. “Really I do. But as of right now, we really don’t have any choice, I’m afraid. They’re still the adults, and we’re still the kids.”


  “God, I can’t believe this!” I said, falling back first onto the princess bed. “Why can’t we just tell them to go without us? I can’t bear the thought of going out in public looking like this!”


  Julie said down next to me and put her hand on my bare leg.


  “You know perfectly well why,” she said. “They might look like us, and Stacey, in my body, knows how to drive and, actually, she’s pretty good at pretending to be me. But on the inside, they’re still kids. We can’t let them go to Florida on their own.”


  I sat up and looked into Julie’s blue eyes.


  “But why would they?” I asked. “What’s the point of all this?”


  She smiled and said, “It’s simple. You cancelled our vacation. They want to go to Florida. Somehow, they found a way to trade bodies with us so that they’d be the parents.”


  I shook my head. “But Lilly’s such a girly girl,” I said. “She loves wearing pretty clothes and looking feminine, and she’s probably got a dozen bikinis that she planned on wearing to the beach in Florida. And now she’s going as a 40-year-old man? That doesn’t make any sense, especially since her 16th birthday is coming.”


  “I don’t know. I can’t explain it,” Julie said as she got up and headed for the door. “Priorities, I guess. Maybe she decided that going as her own father was better than not going at all.


  “At any rate, all we can do for the moment is keep going along with this and try to figure out how they made the switch.  In fact, I’m going to go back downstairs and see what I can learn,” she added.


  “I’ll be back a little later to help you pack. I’m sure that just looking in those dresser drawers is going to be a bit of a shock for you.”


  Just out the door, Julie suddenly stopped and stepped back into the room.


  “One more thing,” she said. “From now on, I think that it would be best to pretend to be our daughters, even when it’s just the two of us together. After all, until we find out how to reverse this, we are our daughters. And doing that will help make it less stressful and more authentic when we’re around others, especially for you.”


  I looked down at my breasts, my flat crotch, and my long, bare legs. I felt  the hair on my shoulders and smelled its vanilla fragrance. As much as I wanted to fight the notion, what she said made sense. I wasn’t a 40-year-old man anymore. I was a 15-year-old girl. I was Jake Barnes’ daughter and Stacey’s stepsister. Pretending to be that 24/7 would help me walk, and talk, and act like who I appeared to be, even if I still was myself– an adult male– on the inside. It was a truly frightening concept. But it also made sense. Biology is destiny and, for now, I was biologically an adolescent female. To behave as anything else, especially in public, would be embarrassing and humiliating.


  “Okay?” Julie said.


  I nodded.


  “So I’m going to call you Lilly until we’re back to normal,” she added. “And you should call me Stacey. We’re sisters. Period. Okay, Lilly?”


  What my sister said made sense.


  “Okay, Stacey,” I said.


  After we had packed, Stacey told me that I should shower before bed so I wouldn’t have to do it in the morning, when we’d probably be in a hurry to leave for the airport.


  “Nuh, uh,” I said, shaking my head and feeling my face blush. “Seeing my little girl’s breasts from this perspective was bad enough. There’s no way I’m going to get totally naked. Not tonight. Not tomorrow morning either.”


  Stacey smiled. “Suit, yourself, sis,” she replied. “Girls get body odor just like boys do. At some point, you’re going to have to.”


  Defiant, I crossed my arms and said, “Well, for the time being I’m not going to and you can’t make me. And I’m not going to look down there when I pee either!”


  “Oh, my gosh! You sound like such a child,” she giggled. “Welcome to the wonderful world of teen adolescence.”


  Before I could reply, she gave me a finger wave as she turned and left the room, pulling the door closed behind her.


  “Oooh, I hate you!” I mumbled to the empty room. Then, fists clenched, I pounded on the heart-shaped pillows until I fell asleep crying.


  And that was about all of the sleep I got. Try as I might, I couldn’t doze off that night. My body was just too foreign, and every move reminded me of that. I always had thought that Lilly’s breasts were about average for a girl her age, or maybe even a little small. But now, on my own chest, they seemed enormous, hindering arm movement and jiggling when I turned from one side to another.


  Also, as a man, I occasionally adjusted my junk during the night. Now there was nothing there to move, even though my male brain told my female hand from time to time that there was. Nearly touching Lilly’s crotch– even though it was now mine– launched me bolt upright a couple of times, fighting back panic.


  Finally, just before dawn, I decided that I had to calm down. I had to accept this female body as mine for the time being, even though it really did belong to my daughter. I had to clean it and properly dress it, and, yes, that included showering naked. Making peace with this new reality finally helped me relax a little and possibly even nap for a bit before the alarm sounded.


  Still, I decided as I extricated myself from the floral lace bedding, a sink bath would suffice for the trip to Florida.  


  *     *     *     *     *


  So, a nice, normal-looking blended family flew to Florida together on Sunday and, as far as I could tell, no one was the wiser. Julie was as good as her word. When she came back later to help me pack, she was Stacey. And her daughter was doing an admirable job of being Julie too. If I hadn’t known the truth, I wouldn’t have known anything was amiss with those two.


  Lilly as me wasn’t quite as convincing. Of course, she wasn’t old enough to drive, so “Mom” drove us to the airport, something that I would have done had I been adult male instead of a teen girl. But as weird as it was seeing my body in the front passenger seat, it didn’t compare to sitting in the back with my “sister,” wearing a sleeveless floral sundress and wedges, with my hair in a ponytail, a purse in my lap, and smelling lightly of jasmine. Even if  the sound of my Lilly voice didn’t send shivers down my spine when I spoke, I would have kept my mouth shut. I was too mortified by my appearance to speak.


  Needless to say, my sister had helped me get dressed, closing my bra, zipping up my dress, and helping me insert little gold studs in my ears.


  “You look adorable, Lilly,” she said with a grin.


  “Yeah, thanks a bunch,” I squeaked.


  Mom checked us in as well at the airport and led the way to the waiting area. I still didn’t say much, and neither did Dad. But Stacey and Julie laughed and chatted as if everything were perfectly normal. It was bizarre, to say the least, considering that they were in each other’s bodies.


  Once, I felt uncomfortable– well, more uncomfortable than I already was– and looked across the aisle to see a teenage boy looking at me. He smiled, and I felt my face grow read.


  “Stacey, that boy is looking at me and it gives me the creeps,” I whispered, elbowing her in the side.


  “Oh, he’s cute,” she giggled. “Don’t you think?”


  Angrily, I crossed my arms and replied. “No, I do not think.”


  In Florida, Mom took care of renting a car and driving us to our condo.


  “It’s right on the beach, girls,” she said. “You’re going to love it! And Ron-Jon’s is just up the road, with tons of cute clothes.”


  Oh, joy! For me, coming to Florida had always been about going fishing and leaving the shopping to the girls. Now, unless, Stacey and I figured what had happened and how to reverse it, I was going to be trying on bikinis at Ron-Jon’s with my sister and mother, while Dad … well, I don’t know what Dad would do.


  But as the man of the family, he did have an immediate responsibility, carrying in most of the luggage. As a girl, I had brought far more clothing and other junk than I would have as a man. Stacey had insisted on it. And I actually smiled a little watching him struggle with the suitcases. Finally, something for me to enjoy. When he looked at me holding the door for him, I gave him a cute little finger wave.


  “Thanks, Daddy!” I gushed.


  “You’re welcome, pumpkin,” he huffed.


  After Mom directed Dad to put our bags in the upstairs bedrooms, she called a family meeting in the living room. I sat on the sofa next to Stacey, crossing my legs just as she had. Normally I would have sprawled, legs wide. But doing that once in the airport waiting area and exposing my pink panties to strangers all around me had convinced me not to do that again while wearing a dress.


  “What’s this about, Mom?” I asked sweetly.


  Watching Dad do all the work, I suddenly had realized that it didn’t feel so bad to be a kid again, although I certainly would have preferred to be a boy instead of a girl– especially my own daughter.


  Mom smiled back.


  “Well, Jake, it’s about the fact that I really am Julie, your wife, not Stacey. And Stacey is really Stacey. We switched back last night so I could get us all down here safe and sound.


  “And now we’re going to switch you and Lilly back to your original bodies so you can go fishing.”


  Lilly in my body nodded her head from a nearby recliner.


  “Yeah, Daddy,” she said. “You’ve been working too hard. We were worried about you. And then you cancelled our vacation and … “


  “But how did you do this?” I interrupted, incredulous at what I was hearing. “And why didn’t you just talk to me about this instead of … this,” I said as I gestured at my girly body and looked down at bare flesh, a sweetheart neckline, and a tiny gold heart hanging just above my cleavage.


  “We tried,” Julie said. “You weren’t listening.”


  But one of her colleagues at the middle school where Julie teaches was listening to her concerns and revealed that she might have a way to help. She had picked up a pair of rings at a magic shop in New Orleans a few years previously and had used them with her husband a couple of times for some kinky fun.


  “She said that a change of outlook would help you, if for no other reason than you would be a child instead of head of the household,” Julie said. “Then you’d have to do what your parents say and we could bring you to Florida, which we did.


  “The rings swap essences,” she continued. “While you were asleep, I put one of the rings on you. Then Lilly got in her bed and put on the other one, and instantly you weren’t asleep in our bed anymore. You were asleep in Lilly’s bed, and, more importantly, her body, while she was awake in your body in our bed.


  “Then Stacey and I did the same thing. Of course, the three of us planned this out together. We thought maybe you could handle this a little better if I was her for awhile and pretended to be stuck like you. And it worked.”


  I laughed, a high, girlish sound, and shook my head, my ponytail brushing against my bare shoulders.


  “I really should be mad, you know,” I said. “You tricked me and scared me and … and …  I hate this voice!”


  Then I laughed girlishly and they joined in.


  “But you were right,” I continued. “I wasn’t listening. And I did need a vacation. We all did.


  “So … “I said, getting up. “Lilly and I can change back now, right?”


  Julie nodded and said, “You sure can, sweetheart. Here’s one of the rings.”


  She handed it to me and asked the real Lilly in my body to produce the other one.


  “The switch happens in an instant,” my wife said. “No muss, no fuss.”


  Temporary Jake stood up too.


  “It’s in my suitcase– er, your suitcase, Daddy,” he said. “I’ll go get it.”


  As we waited, Julie embraced me.


  “Thanks for being such a good sport … princess,” she said with a wicked smile.


  “Yeah, Dad, thanks for understanding,” Stacey said, hugging me as well. “Mom’s got another surprise for you too. I think that you’ll like this one a lot better!”


  But we didn’t get a chance to find out. Suddenly, Lilly screamed wildly in my baritone voice and then came running down the steps.


  “The ring’s not there,” she sobbed. “I meant to put it in Dad’s toiletries bag. But I forgot. It was right there on the night stand and I just … forgot.”


  It was embarrassing to watch a grown man cry. Especially since that grown man was me.


  “Oh, no!” Julie said and hugged me– er, him. Now that was a really weird sight– a wife consoling her husband, who was really her stepdaughter.


  “Sweetheart, are you sure?”


  Lilly sniffed and nodded.


  “I’m sure,” she said. “The ring is still on the night stand.”


  I had heard enough and headed for the steps. Being my own daughter for little more than a day was one thing. Being her for a week was quite another.


  “Okay, family,” I said. “So much for the vacation. Let’s get the luggage. We’re going back home.”


  But Julie was having none of it.


  “Stop right there!” she shouted. “We are going to have a vacation. We’ve rented a car and a condo. We’re here now. And we’re going to stay here.


  “Lilly, I’m sorry sweetie,” Julie added. “And Jake, I know that you’re mortified at the thought of being in your daughter’s body for a week. But we’ll just have to make the best of it. There’s another complication and we really don’t have any choice.”


  Just then we heard a car honk outside the condo.


  “And there it is now,” she said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Our longtime friends, Eric and Linda Phillips, had moved to Tampa six years ago. He also had been my fishing buddy. And as part of my surprise, Julie revealed, she had asked him to arrange a fishing trip to Lake Okeechobee for the two of us, while Linda and their twins stayed at the condo with my family. They would stay in the downstairs bedrooms.


  “I’m sorry,” she said as she walked to the front door. “But we don’t have any other choice now. You two are just going to have to pretend to be each other for the week.”


  “But I can’t … ,” Lilly in my body said, before Julie interrupted her.


  “Yes, you can,” she said. “You know how to fish. Jake taught you. Since you forgot the ring, you’re just going to have to make the best of it and go fishing with Eric.


  “And Jake, you’re Lilly for the week. Get used to it.”


  Wow! I knew that Julie could be assertive; her job as a teacher required it. But I couldn’t ever remember seeing her so bossy during our eight years of marriage.


  As if reading my mind, when she got to the door, she turned and said, “I apologize for being so cold about this. But, look, we have to deal with reality. Jake, you’re in Lilly’s body. And Lilly, you’re in Jake’s. There’s nothing we can do about it, until we get back home, which is more than 1,000 miles away.


  “Our longtime friends are about to come through this door, expecting to have a good time with us while we’re on vacation. So, Jake, you are Lilly. Lilly, you are Jake– unless you want to tell our friends that you’re in each other’s bodies.


  I looked at Dad and he looked at me. Especially dressed the way I was, the idea of telling anyone that was far too horrifying and humiliating to even consider. We shook our heads.


  “I didn’t think so,” Julie said. “Case closed.”


  As she pulled open the door, she added, “Now, everybody, smile!”


  While Eric and I had gotten together from time to time to fish, we hadn’t seen the rest of the family since they moved. Linda hadn’t changed much. She still was a slender, dark-haired beauty.


  On the other hand, their twin sons, Derrick and Darren, had grown and changed considerably. And for the better, I might add!


  OMG! Did I just think that? I’m a man, a man who likes women. How could I possibly have a thought like that? No more of that. Not ever. Never!


  But there was no denying my body’s attraction to them– even if my brain refused to deal with it.  As I watched the two muscular young men with black hair and brown eyes, unload their car, I felt a tingling in my tummy and just below it. I felt my heart quicken. Oh, God, I was physically aroused by them.


   And the truth was that, for the next week, I wasn’t a man. I was a teenage girl, and I was feeling what a teenage girl would feel when looking at good-looking guys.


  Would the brain follow where the body led?


  No, I told myself. No, it would not!


  There was no way that I ever would actually …


  Suddenly, I felt a presence and looked over my shoulder to see Stacey standing there with a big smile on her face.


  Leaning down, she whispered in my ear, “I saw you licking your lips, Lilly,” she said. “I feel the same way. This could be a really fun week. Don’t you think? And what a great way to celebrate your sweet 16 birthday!”


  I looked up into her blue eyes, flashing with merriment. She realized my female body was attracted to the boys, while my male mind was repulsed by the idea.


  “Come on, Dad, lighten up,” she said more sympathetically. “Yeah, I was teasing you. But I also was serious. Enjoy yourself. In that body, it’s okay to like boys. Mom understands and I understand. We’ll help you get through it.”


  I do not like boys,” I said angrily, as I crossed my arms and tapped my foot. “Got it?”


  Stacey rolled her eyes and giggled. “Yeah, right,” she said. “Oh, well, that just means more for me.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  After our fathers left to go fishing, Mom and Linda decided that the six of us would go out to dinner. And, although, my male mind still was resisting, I decided that I would follow my big sister’s advice: I would try my best to enjoy myself– within reason. I mean, it was the only logical thing to do. Right? You know, the whole “when in Rome” thing?


  And the only way to do that was to allow my outer girl to reign supreme over my inner man. Jake Barnes was someone else and somewhere else, fishing with his friend. I was Lilly Barnes, staying at a beach condo with my Mom and sister and a couple of dreamy looking guys who made my heart go pitter-pat.


  “No, you’re not!” the male me protested.


  “Yes, you are!” the girl me replied.


  Fortunately, Linda interrupted before things got even more heated in my head.


  “Oh, Lilly, that’s such a pretty dress, and you’ve grown into such a beautiful young woman,” she said as we waited for the waiter to bring our orders. “And you’re going to be 16 on Tuesday!”


  I smiled and said, “Thank you Mrs. Phillips, and yes I am.”


  We were sitting at a circular table in a seafood restaurant and I was between Derrick and Darren. I still didn’t know which was which, since they were identical twins and I hadn’t seen them in six years. But it didn’t matter. They both were real hunks, and I was loving every second of being so close to them.


  “Okay,” the inner male me finally conceded inside my head. “Yes, you are. But watch your step, young lady.”


  Linda smiled and patted my hand.


   “Well, 16 is an important birthday for a girl,” she said. “And in honor of that, I would like to take you shopping at Victoria’s Secret, if that’s okay with Julie.”


  “Can we come too?” Derrick or Darren asked with a laugh.


  “Yeah, can we come too?” the other echoed.


  Linda smiled and said, “I don’t think so, boys. But don’t worry, you’ll have ample opportunity to spend time with Stacey and Lilly at the beach. Just be sure to behave yourselves.”


  Both nodded solemnly and said, “Yes, ma’am,” as I suddenly felt fingers tracing lightly along my bare leg toward the hem of my dress on my left side. Almost simultaneously, the same thing happened on my right. I jumped and spilled a little water from my glass.


  “Lilly, are you okay?” Mom asked.“You look a little flushed.”


  I nodded and smiled, at first unable to speak. Finally, I found my voice.


  “Water went down the wrong way,” I squeaked. 


  As Mom and Linda discussed which day that we would go to Victoria’s Secret, I fought off panic and slipped both hands beneath the table cloth to push away the boys’ fingers. As I did so, I noticed Stacey smiling at me knowingly. Derrick or Darren had done the same to her.


  But as an attractive 17-year-old girl, she had plenty of experience dealing with grabby boys, I’m sure. She could handle it, feeling both flattered and amused, without losing her voice or spilling her water glass.


  Lilly, the real Lilly, probably could too. But I wasn’t the real Lilly. And I had just been touched in a sexual way for the first time by a good-looking boy. No … two good-looking boys!


  Feeling an itch that I couldn’t scratch, I wiggled my butt and crossed my legs. And I realized that the dampness I felt in my pink panties wasn’t the result of spilling my water glass. Oh, this was sooo mortifying. I should be getting an erection, not wet panties!


  Oooh, nooo! Forget that! I thought, fighting back hysteria. That’s not what I meant! I’m not attracted to boys. I shouldn’t be getting an erection. But I shouldn’t be getting wet panties either. It isn’t natural. It isn’t…


  Oh, to Hell with it, I finally decided.


  I smiled back at Stacey.


  Later that night, as we lay in adjoining beds in our upstairs bedroom, Stacey said softly, “One of the boys touched your leg. Didn’t he?”


  I laughed quietly and replied, “Both of them did. And at the same time. I nearly passed out.”


  I heard her chuckle and through the near darkness saw her raise up on one elbow.


  “So you liked it?” she asked.


  “Yes and no,” I said. “Lilly liked it at the time. Bu the real me freaked out. And now that I’ve had time to think about it, I’m siding with the real me, her father and a 40-year-old man. I’m not going to be turned on by boys. Period.”


  Stacey giggled, and said, “Good luck with that.


  “Like it or not, right now the real you is Lilly. Jake is just along for the ride. Or, it would be even better if he just went into hibernation for a week.” she continued. “Don’t think about it. If a guy you think is attractive touches you, it’s perfectly natural to like it and to be turned on by it.


  “Being a girl is great. You get to wear pretty clothes. Good-looking guys flirt with you and buy you things.”


  Following a long pause, she added, “And you get to go shopping at Victoria’s Secret.”


  Oh, great, and now the visual of trying on bras with the other girls in Victoria’s Secret was a nightmare just waiting for me when I closed my eyes. But I pushed it away as I remembered something that I wanted to know.


  I raised up on an elbow and said, “Stacey, can I ask you something?”


  “Sure,” she said.


  “Is Lilly a virgin? I mean, I won’t be upset if she’s not. Well … yes, I will, I guess, since I’m her father,” I said. “But I won’t ever tell her that you told me so she won’t get mad at you.


  “I’d just like to know since, you know, I am her right now and … “


  “And we’ve got two guys in the downstairs bedroom who have the hots for us?” Stacey interjected. “Honestly, I don’t know. She’s a girly girl, and she talks about guys a lot. But I think that she is.”


  “Thanks, Stacey,” I said.


  “You’re welcome, Lilly,” she replied. “And if you decide to try a little exploring tonight, please keep the noise down. Some of us will be trying to sleep.”


  She giggled and then added, “Sweet dreams.”


  “Oohh, gross,” I protested. “I am not going to explore. I don’t care how hot I think those guys are. I mean …


  “I don’t think they’re hot so I’m not going to … Oh, I don’t know what I mean,” I said, totally frustrated.


  “Oh, to Hell with it,” I said, more to myself than to Stacey.


  “Sweet dreams to you too, sis.” I added. “Try to keep it down over there too. Okay? Some of us will be trying to sleep.”


  “I will,” she said, giggling again. “We’re gonna have so much fun this week, Lilly. You just wait and see.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “What size bra do you wear?” the woman at Victoria’s Secret asked me.


  “Uh,” I said.


  “She’s a 34AA,” Mom added hastily. “But she’s still a growing girl so you’d better measure her to be sure we get the right fit.”


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


  “Now is no time to be shy, Lilly,” she replied with a smile. “And beside, we’re all girls here.”


  After the five of us moved to a dressing room, the woman asked me to remove my cami and bra and pulled a measuring tape from her pocket.


  “Actually, you can keep your bra on if you’re shy,” she said. “But if you take it off, I can get a more accurate measurement.”


  “Oh, she’s not shy,” Stacey said, smiling knowingly at me.


  And before I could protest, she had unsnapped my white bra.


  Damn that girl!


  Just as she had suspected I would, I had become quite familiar with my breasts the night before, as well as other parts of my new anatomy. But this was going to be the first time that I had been topless with an audience.


  I stared at my reflection in the mirror, as I watched the woman wrap the tape around my torso, just under them.


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


  “Yes, she is,” Stacey and Mom said at the same time and then laughed.


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


  The tape tickled my nipples and, despite myself, I giggled and then put my hands over my breasts to stop the tingling after she removed the tape. As I did, I realized that they felt sore and maybe even a little swollen.


  But I didn’t have time to dwell on the discomfort as the woman did some quick calculating and said, “Well, it’s a good thing we measured. You’re not a 34AA anymore. You’re a 34B. Congratulations.”


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


  The boob talk seemed to awaken the Jake in me from hibernation, but he manfully maintained self-control and stayed out of the conversation. After what he experienced the night before after the lights went out, I suspected, he was resigned to just being a silent passenger as I lived life as Lilly.


  At the realization that I was thinking about myself– the real me, the male me– in third person, I nearly giggled, but managed to restrain myself.


  Yeah, Jake’s toast, I thought. For now, I’m Lilly.


  “Thank you,” I said, looking at my naked torso in the mirror and nervously running my tongue across my braces.


  It was something that I had seen the real Lilly do often, and I suddenly realized that I was doing it more and more.


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


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


  During the next 30 minutes, I discovered more about bras than I had learned in 40 years as a man. Pushup bras were especially popular with girls like me, it seemed. But I also modeled sports bras, lace halter bras, strapless bras, and bralettes. And every once in awhile, I’d feel that soreness again and fight back a wince. What was going on with my boobies? Was this normal?


  “We” finally decided on two, including a white floral “Wear Everywhere” pushup that I kept on. The others left the room, as I pulled my cami over it and looked one last time in the mirror. I shook my head in disbelief, brown hair swishing across bare shoulders. And just to assure myself that I wasn’t having a nightmare, I pulled my tongue across the pink braces one more time and squeezed my 34B boobs with my small hands. They were a handful, I thought idly, and, yes, this was real.


  I was Lilly, not Jake. I was trying on bras at Victoria’s Secret. My father, meanwhile, was fishing on Lake Okeechobee with his friend, Eric.


  But … that really wasn’t so bad. Eric’s cute twins sons were staying with us in the beach condo and …


  I smiled, gave myself a finger wave in the mirror and started to leave the dressing room. But then Julie stepped back inside.


  “You were taking so long. I got worried about you,” she said. “Is everything okay?”


  For obvious reasons, we both laughed at that.


  “You mean besides the fact that I’m your husband in the body of a 15-year-old girl, trying on bras at Victoria’s Secret?” I said, feeling a little resentment resurface for my predicament. “Yeah, everything is just super.”


  Before I could say anything more, Julie took me into her arms and hugged me tightly.


  “Oh, Jake, I’m so, so sorry about this,” she said. “You know that, right? This was never supposed to happen.”


  “Yeah, I know,” I said, strangely comforted by her embrace, as I felt myself almost melt into her arms. “It’s nobody’s fault. Well … if it’s anybody’s, it’s Lilly’s. And you all had the best of intentions. And if it’s Lilly’s fault, then I guess it’s mine because now I’m her and …”


  Suddenly, I started to sob, big, deep, cavernous sobs, and I couldn’t stop.


  “There, there sweetie, let it out,” Mommy said. “Cry as much as you need to. I’m here for you.”


  Gradually, I regained control, as she handed me a tissue to blow my nose.


  “Sorry about that,” I said. “That’s not like me to get emotional so easily.”


  Mommy grinned. “But it is,” she said. “You’re Lilly right now, and like most adolescent girls, she wears her emotions on her sleeve for everyone to see. Get used to it.”


  She handed me another tissue and I wiped my eyes.


  “So, are we good now?” she asked.


  I started to say “yes” but then I remembered something.


  “Well, there was something that I was too embarrassed to mention when that woman was measuring me and I was trying on bras,” I said.


  “Is it normal for Lilly’s breasts– my breasts– to be sore?”


  Suddenly I saw panic on the face of the woman who had been so calm and reassuring only seconds before. Then I watched her fight to regain control.


  She cleared her throat and said, “Well, Jake, honey, I’m afraid that is one of the symptoms of PMS. And that means that you’re going to have your period in a day or two.”


  My period? My period!?!


  “No way. No how!” I screamed in my Minnie Mouse voice. “I’m not going to have a period. I’m a man!


  “This can’t be happening to me! It can’t. It can’t!”


  Then I burst into tears again.


  Obviously hearing my high-pitched shrieks, Jane and Stacey quickly came in to see what was going on.


  As Mommy embraced me again, she looked toward them and said, “It’s okay, Jane. Nothing to worry about.


  “I’m afraid it’s that time of month for Lilly, and she always has pretty bad PMS for a day or two.”


  Jane patted me on the head and said, “Oh, sweetie, I’m so sorry, and just when you’re turning 16 too. But we’ve all been there. We all know what it’s like.”


  Oh, God, just when I was accepting of being a teen girl for a week, this had to happen, I thought. My life just can’t get any more humiliating.


  But I was wrong.


  “We’ll stop at a pharmacy on the way home,” Mommy said, helping me dry my eyes. “You’re going to need pads, for sure, and, if you want to wear a bikini, you’ll need Tampons too. Plus, you’ll need a heating pad for the cramps.”


  The cramps!?! Oh, Gawd!


  Stunned into a near catatonic state, I felt Stacey take me by the hand and lead me back out into the store.


  “Just to be safe, I’ll take her into the bathroom to make sure that she’s not spotting or bleeding yet,” she told Mommy and Jane.


  In the women’s room, Stacey wet a paper towel and wiped my face with it.


  “Welcome to womanhood,” she said. “I’m really sorry this is happening to you. Lilly shouldn’t be having her period for at least another week. But I guess all this trauma and stress triggered it to start earlier.


  “Now, let’s check your panties,” she said, as she helped me peel off my tiny denim shorts.


  “You look. I can’t,” I said, leaning backward on a sink.


  “I understand,” she replied, peeling down my pink cotton panties.


  After a moment, she added, “Good news. All clear. That means we have time to do more shopping.”


  “Oh, joy,” I said, watching her pull my panties back up and snug them around my hips.


  I was no longer feeling quite so stunned, but I was resigned to my fate. I was not only going to be a girl until next Sunday. I was going to be a girl experiencing her period for much of that time. I was going to be putting pads in my panties and Tampons inside of me. I was going to curl up on the sofa with a heating pad to lessen the pain of my cramps. And I probably was going to endure lots of other torturous symptoms that, as a man for 40 years, I had no clue about.


  “Okay,” Stacey said brightly as I squeezed my hips back into my shorts. “Let’s go shopping for panties!”


  As we approached Mommy and her friend, we heard Linda gush, “Oh, these are just so cute!”


  I had no clue that so many panty styles existed. But there they were, and she and Stacey seemed determined to sort through them all.  So, for about a half hour, we looked at bikinis, hipsters, cheeksters, boyshorts, and thongs in my size, which was small, according to Mommy.


  Finally, Stacey helped things along by saying that I preferred bikinis and cheeksters, but Linda also insisted on buying me a pair of  black boyshorts that said, “Hot Stuff,” and was adorned with two red peppers.


  Yeah, I thought as we headed for the checkout counter, that’s exactly how I feel right now.


  We ended the day at Ron-Jon Surf Shop. I learned that bikinis come in even more varieties than bras. I also discovered that tops and bottoms can be purchased separately. Of course, my mind was on other things, like sore breasts and what was about to happen between my legs!  And I was not about to try on a bikini.


  At least Mommy and Stacey understood. And Jane thought that she did.


  “Okay, sweetie, it’s okay,” she said. “But you’re such a girly girl that this bikini just screams ‘you’ so I’m going to buy it for you, okay?”


  Terrific.


  “My” new bikini, which I was never, ever going to wear– not in a million years! – was pink velvet with a side tie at the hip on the bottom and a front tie on the lightly padded bralette.


  God, I hated that I was learning so much about girls’ clothes.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Oh, yay!


  In case you can’t tell, that’s sarcasm.


  Mommy just stuck her head in the door and told me that we’re going to celebrate my sweet 16 birthday tonight. As I lie here with a heating pad on my tummy to combat the cramps, I can’t think of anything that I’d rather do.


  That’s sarcasm too.


  “How are you feeling?” Stacey asked from her bed across the room.


  “How do you think I’m feeling?” I snapped. “I’m a man having a period for God’s sake. How can you even ask me that question?”


  After a long silence, I looked over to see why she hadn’t responded. Her back was to me and I thought that I heard sniffling.


  “Hey, Stac, I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s not your fault that I’m stuck like this. Lilly is the one who forgot the ring. Forgive me, okay? You’ve done everything you can to help me, and I’m grateful.”


  Stacey turned toward me and smiled. “That’s okay,” she said. “Lilly– the real Lilly– is crabby too when she’s having her period.”


  I was sincere in my apology too. After I developed a headache and cramps before dinner last night, Stacey had brought me upstairs.


  “We’d better put a pad in your panties,” she said as we entered our bedroom. “I’ll show you how to do it.”


  Not surprisingly, I suppose, we found a spot of blood in my underwear. I was sure I was going to vomit, but I swallowed and fought back the bile.


  “Oh, my God, I’m dying!” I shrieked.


  Of course, I knew it wasn’t true. Periods are a fact of life for healthy teenage girls. But I wasn’t supposed to be a teenage girl. I wasn’t supposed to have periods.


  And yet I was.


  Stacey got a clean pair of panties for me, took the strips off the pad, and put it place. Then she told me that I should check it every three hours or so. She also wanted to show me what to do with a Tampon!


  “Hell, no!” I said as I pulled up the panties over my smooth legs. “This is bad enough. I’m not going to stick something like that up inside myself.”


  “Suit yourself. But if you want to wear that new bikini, you’re going to have to.”


  “I don’t want to wear any damn bikini,” I said.”That’s what girls wear. I am not a girl. And I am not going to pretend I am. This has gone far enough.”


  Despite my best efforts not to, then I started to cry. My big sister sat down beside me and put her arm around my shoulders.


  “I understand. Believe me, I do,” she said. “Everything seems so much worse when you have PMS and are starting your period. It will get better, I promise.”


  “I’m not supposed to be having a period,” I sniffled. “I was just accepting that I had to be Lilly for a week. I was going to be okay with being a girl and wearing bras and bikinis. I think that I even was going to like boys. And then this! A period!


  “I’m not supposed to have periods!” I repeated. “I can’t handle this!”


  “But you are and you can,” she replied. “Right now, you are a girl, and you are having a period. And to make matters worse, it’s your first.


  “How about some ice cream?”


  Huh? Where did that come from?


  “Ice cream?” I asked incredulously. “I’m bleeding to death and you want to know if I want ice cream?”


  But I knew why she asked. Julie had cravings for dark chocolate when she had her period. I never paid that much attention to what Lilly ate when she had her period. But now I realized it was ice cream.


  Stacey seemed to see the light bulb go off over my head and we both laughed.


  I smiled and said, “Sure, that would be great. Vanilla, please.Thanks, sis.”


  “Yeah, I already knew that,” she said with a wicked grin. “I’m your sister, remember?”


  And that was just one more thing that made my head want to explode. She wasn’t my sister. Lilly was her sister. I was Jake. I was her stepfather.


  Yeah, tell that to my sore breasts and bleeding uterus.


  Before Stacey left, she had me take a Tylenol and then lie down as she fetched the heating pad. “Put this on your tummy and try to get comfortable,” she said. “You’ll feel better eventually, I promise.”


  And I did. Weirdly, the ice cream seemed to help make me feel better too.


  But now it was morning, and the humiliating reality of my predicament overwhelmed me again, causing me to snap at Stacey and then apologize.


  “I hope Lilly falls out of the boat,” I said in my squeaky voice as I pulled myself out of bed, pushed long hair out of my eyes, and headed for the bathroom to …  well, to sit down and pee and to do what girls do every few hours when having their periods and wearing pads. I was a girl, after all. There was no denying that, even though I tried to the night before and wanted to again this morning.


  “Or drinks too much beer and has to spend the day in bed,” Stacey replied, and I turned to see her smiling broadly.


  “Or gets motion sickness in the boat and barfs all over Eric,” I grinned.


  “Or gets a fish down his pants!” Stacey countered.


  Then we both started giggling.


  *      *      *     *     *


  “Happy Birthday.”


  The sudden sound of a voice beside me made me shriek in fear, as my heart skipped a beat.


  “Oh, sorry about that. I didn’t mean to scare you,” said Darren. Or maybe it was Derrick.


  I still didn’t know which was which. And I didn’t care. Yeah, I was a girl until Sunday.  But any interest that I first thought I might have in boys was long gone. Having to endure a period and all of the pain and discomfort that comes with it had chased it right out of me.


  I just wanted to be left alone as much as possible until this nightmare was over.


  That’s what I told Mommy and Stacey and that busybody Jane. That’s why I decided to go for a walk on the beach.


  “At least wear your new bikini, sweetie,” she said.  “You’ll look really cute in it, and it will make you feel better about yourself.”


  Yeah, that’s what I wanted right now, when I felt like crap, to look cute.


  “Uh, thanks, Mrs. Phillips,” I said. “But I’m just not up to feeling cute today. You know, I’m having my period and stuff.”


  That certainly was true. But even if I had been tempted to wear nothing else but those tiny pieces of pink fabric over my boobs and bottom, there was something else: To wear “my” bikini, I’d have to put a Tampon up my you-know-where.


  “It’s really not so bad,” Stacey had told me, as I put a pad in pair of my new panties and pulled them up. “You get used to doing it, just like you do putting a pad in your panties. It just becomes normal.”


  I shook my head violently. “Nuh, uh,” I said. “Not interested. I do not want it to become normal. I’m only going to be a girl for the week, and then I’ll be a man again. I do not want that image burned into my brain for the rest of my life.”


  Stacey shrugged her shoulders. “Suit, yourself,” she said. “But you’re missing out on one of the really fun things about being a cute girl.”


  I raised an eyebrow as I wiggled into some distressed denim shorts and replied, “And that is?”


  My stepsister shook her blonde head in mock exasperation. “Wearing a bikini and watching guys drool over your hot bod, you big silly,” she. “Here I am, trying my best to help you have a fun time as Lilly and you insist on being a big baby.”


  I yanked off my sleepshirt and picked up a new bra that closed in front. I pulled it over my boobies— ouch! – and snapped it closed. Then I added a yellow tank top.


  “Please, Stacey, cut me some slack,” I said as I pulled my hair out of the top. “I’m having a period. Guys are not supposed to have periods!”


  “Oh, boo, hoo,” she replied. “Mom and I have them every month and we don’t whine about them. But do what you want, Lilly.”


  Then, without missing a beat, she added, “Here, let me put your hair up for you.”


  So, there I was, my hair up in a high pony, walking barefoot along the water’s edge, when Derrick– or Darren– nearly made me pee my panties.


  “I’m Derrick,” he said, as if reading my mind, as he regained his breath. He obviously had run to catch up with me.


  “And, again, I’m sorry that I scared you.”


  “That’s okay,” I replied, not looking at him, as I kicked wet sand with my foot and watched water run over my pink toenails. “I’m used to it. It’s just one bad thing after another this week.”


  “Oh,” the abrupt tone of his voice made me stop and look up at him– right into his big brown eyes. “I just wanted to wish you happy birthday,” he said. “I’ll leave you alone now.”


  That’s when I noticed he was bare-chested and, based on his chiseled abs and the muscular legs below his swim trunks, I guessed he played sports, probably football. He as way taller than me too, and a real hunk.


  Huh? I did not think that. I did not wish I was wearing my new bikini!


  “Oh, no,” I said quickly and grabbed his arm. “That’s not what I meant. It was very nice of you to wish me happy birthday. It’s just that I’m not myself these days and a couple of bad things have happened to me recently and … Well, I’m the one who’s sorry now, okay?”


  “Okay,” he replied with a smile, which nearly made my knees buckle. “I heard you weren’t feeling well. I understand.”


  Still, I couldn’t allow this. I couldn’t be attracted to this guy. I had to regain control.


  “But it wasn’t very nice of you to put your hand on my bare leg the other night at the restaurant,” I said, crossing my arms and trying my best to look stern. “What was that all about?”


  Derrick countered with another smile and once more my resistance waned.


  “That was about you being the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen and I couldn’t help myself,” he said. “But it was wrong and I know it. That’s another reason I wanted to talk to you, to apologize.”


  I shook my head and tapped my foot. “Yeah, right,” I smirked. “I know how it is for guys. Sometimes, you just can’t control yourself. You think you’re going to explode. And some of you will say anything to get what you want, which is to get in a girls’ pants.”


  Derrick looked at me with a puzzled expression. “How can you know what it’s like for guys?” he scoffed.


  Oops!


  “Uh, I hear things,” I shot back. “And my father has warned me about guys like you!”


  Once more he shined that big smile at me. It was my Kryptonite.  I was trying to be stern with this guy, to even have an argument with him– without being too mean– and make him go away. But it was turning into  … eeeew  …  a flirtation. How in the Hell did that happen?


  Oh, well, I thought as we walked hand-in-hand along the beach and made small talk, what could it hurt?


  *     *     *     *     *


  After I returned from my walk with Derrick and stepped into my bedroom, I thought I was going to pee my panties again!


  “OMG, Stacey!” I screamed in my Minnie Mouse voice. “What is going on here?”


  My big sister giggled and said, “Well, your instant BFF and mine, Mrs. Phillips, thought that this would be the perfect way to celebrate your sweet 16 birthday and make you feel better, you know, because of your period and all.


  “And you haven’t seen anything yet,” she continued, as she lay on her bed, amused, and watched me stare open-mouthed at the décor. “Wait until you see what it looks like in the dining room tonight. And, even better, wait until you see your dress!


  “My dress!?!” I exclaimed.


  “She and Mom went to pick it up. They should be back anytime now.”


  “And Mom’s okay with this?” I asked. “She knows I’m really not Lilly. She knows how I’m struggling with this, especially, since, you know …”


  Stacey giggled. “You mean since you started your period? And that is your period. You have a pad in your panties to prove it.


  “Only girls have periods,” she continued. “You’re having one. You’re a girl. Case closed. Deal with it. Have fun. You’re only 16 once.”


  Suddenly, she realized what she had said and chuckled. “Well, in your case, I guess you’re 16 twice,” explained. “But this one will be a lot more fun, believe me.


  “Come on, girl. Live a little.”


  Then she paused, as if considering what she wanted to say and how to say it. For God’s sake, she’d already said enough. I couldn’t take any more!


  Overwhelmed, I felt tears welling up. OMG, I was having a meltdown. Shopping for bras and panties, sore boobs, horrible cramps and bleeding, having a good time on the beach with a boy, and now this! The room was a riot of pink, fuchsia, lavender and white. Balloons dotted the ceiling. A banner proclaiming “Happy Birthday” hung on one wall, pom pons dotted the others, and a garland of hearts draped along the headboard of my bed.


  I threw myself on my tummy onto my bed and started bawling.


  “Oh, Lilly, I’m sorry,” Stacey said as she rushed to my side, popped the tie out of my hair, and began stroking it down my back. “I was just having fun with all this craziness from Mrs. Phillips and hoping the outrageousness of it would make you laugh and feel better.”


  As slowly my sobs subsided, she added, “And the real Lilly really would love all of this, you know. Plus … “


  When she stopped, I rose up, turned my tear-stained face and asked, “Plus what?”


  Stacey smiled. “Plus, I saw you and Derrick walking on the beach holding hands,” she said. “That made me think you were going to be okay with being a girl for the rest of the week and maybe you’d actually enjoy your sweet 16 party and that pink dress that Mrs. Phillips is buying for you.”


  “Pink?” I moaned. “Oh, Gawd!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Not just pink. Hot pink! It was a silky, one-shoulder little number, with a flared skirt that ended mid-thigh. And thoughtful person that she was, Mrs. Phillips bought some silver, ankle-strap sandal heels for me to wear with it.


  “Oh, Lilly, you look just adorable,” she said as she painted my lips pink and Mommy finished brushing out my hair. I also wore silver, dangly earrings.


  At this point, I was just going with the flow– no pun intended. Actually, the flow into the pad in my panties had subsided a bit during the day and the cramps had lessened. But Stacey had warned me that bleeding and symptoms likely would continue for most of the week.


  The flow that was Jane Phillips, meanwhile, was more like an unstoppable force and I was just along for the ride. Stacey had helped convince me that was the best course of action and that, if I just accepted being Lilly, it would be a lot more fun. I didn’t tell her my attraction to Derrick helped convince me too, although I suspected she thought that already.


  So … I would go with it, I decided, and that acceptance instantly lifted my spirits. I smiled at my image in the mirror, which I had to admit was “adorable.” Maybe it was just a temporary high from the emotional roller coaster that I was on because of my period.


  Whatever it was, I felt better than I had in more than a day until … I nearly fell and broke my neck as I walked in my new heels down the stairs. Fortunately, Mommy was there to steady me.


  “I haven’t forgotten how difficult this is for you,” she whispered in my ear, with her arm through mine as we walked down the hall. “And I’m so sorry this happened. I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”


  Huh. Well, that was disturbing. I knew that she said that to make me feel better. She was my Mommy after all. But I was feeling good right now, and there was something about it that made me confused and a little uneasy. I didn’t have time to think any more about it, though. My birthday party awaited.


  As we entered the dining room, I saw giant, helium-filled, rose gold foil letters and numbers that proclaimed “Sweet 16” and a cake topper in rose gold glitter that said the same. I saw more hearts, pom pons, and balloons too, probably more than I’d ever seen in my life.


  “Isn’t it just too much?” Mrs. Phillips gushed. “Don’t you just love it?”


  Before I could answer, someone dropped over me a white sash that said– what else– “Sweet 16.”


  When I turned to see who it was, he kissed me squarely on the lips, and then said, “Happy Birthday, Lilly.”


  Derrick and Darren might have been twins and I might not have been able to tell them apart at first. But after that walk on the beach, I knew, and his lips on mine sent a little jolt of electricity from my nipples down to my tummy and– period be damned– I loved it.


  “Thank you,” I said, and felt myself blushing.”


  Before Derrick could say anything more, Darren stepped in and gave me a kiss too. I liked that too. What girl wouldn’t? They were twins and they were good-looking guys.


  But it wasn’t the same. I wanted Derrick to kiss me again. And again. And again.


  Instead, we had dinner. Then I blew out the candles on my cake, wishing for something that would have repulsed me just 24 hours before. And, as we ate the coconut cake with pink icing, I opened presents. All of them, of course, gifts of feminine finery fit for a princess on her sweet 16 birthday. 


  *     *     *     *     *


  A little boy that I once taught to use a fishing rod – in another lifetime when I was another person– was now a horny teenager who insisted on showing me his mastery with another kind of rod.


  “I’m not that kind of girl!” I protested, as I pushed Derrick away. 


  I wore jeans and a tee shirt when I taught the boys to fish years before. Now, with my long hair pinned up and silver hoops dangling from my ears, I was wearing my pink velvet bikini from Ron-Jon. And, yes, I admit it, I inserted a Tampon into my lady garden so I could wear it. A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do.


  As we wrestled playfully, Derrick had succeeded in untying the bow on my bralette. His next objective was the side tie on my bottom.


  “Darren, stop it,” I said. “I told you I’m not that kind of girl.”


  “It’s Derrick,” he replied and smiled broadly. “And you know it. And, yes, you are that kind of girl. I’ll show you.”


  Screaming in mock fear, I jumped up and ran from behind the sand dune, my hands waving in the air, my boobs bouncing wildly in the loosened bikini top. Derrick caught me just before I reached the surf, scooped me up in his arms, and headed back toward seclusion behind the dune, as I pretend-pounded on his chest in protest.


  On Tuesday, he had been a gentleman, just as Darren had been with my sister, she later told me. Then things had heated up, after that first kiss at my birthday party. Each night, Stacey and I had compared notes and laughed about how identical they were, not only in their looks but in their behavior.


  With each couple holding hands, we walked along the beach and talked on Wednesday. Then Derrick curled my toes when he kissed me good night. In bed later, it made me like, you know, want to pleasure myself down there where I was having my yucky visitor. But I was a good girl. I just played with my boobies and traced a finger round and round on my tummy. Still, that was enough to make me afraid my little mews of pleasure would wake up my big sister.


  If they did, she didn’t say anything to me. But she did have a funny smile on her face the next morning.


  “What?” I asked, as I stood in front of the mirror and snapped one of my Victoria’s Secret bras in the back.


  “Oh, nothing,” she giggled as she sat on her bed and watched. “I was just thinking you really seem to like being a girl now.”


   “Yeah, I guess I do,” I said, as I put on a cami top and tie-dyed shorts and then turned slowly in front of the mirror.


  “You think Derrick will like this?” I asked.


  “I think he would like anything you wore, including a football uniform,” she said. “But, yes, he will like that.”


  “Thanks!” I squeaked, as I put gold studs in my ears and slipped into flip flops.


  On Thursday, we started kissing at the beach, and, as couples, sought more privacy. Then, as the week progressed, came fun stuff behind the sand dunes. Derrick’s  hands were more than large enough for my 34B breasts too. My eyes rolled up in my head and I moaned in ecstasy each time he massaged them and sucked on my rigid nipples.


  With my tiny hands I pulled down his trunks and returned the favor on the rod that he carried there. I gotta admit that seeing one from this viewpoint the first time was kinda disturbing, you know? I guess that was because the old me had one of those! Ewwwww!


  Now, though, I liked seeing it much better on boys, especially Derrick! And running my hands up and down it until he erupted liked a volcano made me really hot!


  For two days, when we weren’t sunning, swimming, or playing volleyball, we were behind the dunes pleasuring one another.  But despite my desire and Derrick working magic with his hands and his mouth, I remained a “good girl.” I mean, with a Tampon in my muffin, I really didn’t have much choice, you know?


  ‘Course I probably wouldn’t have done the dirty even if I was “open for business.” Tee. Hee. ‘Cuz I really am a good girl. I mean, I’m only just 16, you know? And I think he’s like 18 or something. Plus, we live like a gazillion miles from each other.


  But I told Derrick it was ‘cuz of my visitor.


  Now, we were enjoying our last time on the beach. Our fathers would be back later in the day, and Derrick and his family would drive back to Tampa during the evening. Before he left, I knew, he wanted very much to make me a bad girl. I had made the mistake of telling him that my period was almost over, and, when he asked if I was using a Tampon, I had told him no.


  I was just as determined that he wouldn’t. ‘Cuz, like I said, I was a good girl.


  But I loved his scent, his embrace, his warm breath on my neck, and, most of all, his rugged hands on my breasts. When weren’t at the beach, I dressed for him in short dresses and low-cut blouses and loved it when he complimented me. I especially liked it when he started calling me “Princess.”


  And as a princess, I wasn’t going to sully my royal reputation, even though I wanted very much to please Derrick.


  As we neared our place behind the dune, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately.


  “We have to get back soon,” I said. “You’re leaving in a couple of hours.”


  “I don’t want to go,” he said, as he lay me gently in the sand.


  “And I don’t want you to go,” I replied, pulling him on top of me. “But I’m still not going to be a bad girl. I’m just barely 16, you know.”


  He raised up on an elbow.


  “Are you sure you don’t want to?” he asked. “I mean, I know that you’re a good girl and all. And I respect that. And you’re my Princess. But …


  Then I followed his eyes down to his crotch, where it looked like his penis was about to burst out of his trunks and, I had to admit– good girl or not– I really, really wanted to put it where I’d been inserting Tampons for the past three days. I ached to see what it would feel like inside me, pumping and pumping and pumping …


  But no. No! I was going to stay a good girl! Using all the strength in my thin arms, I pushed him onto his back.


  “Well, there are other ways,” I said, raising an eyebrow, as I pulled down his trunks, and kissed the tip of his rigid manhood. Then, like the Princess that I was, I performed royally.


  *     *     *     *     *  


  So a nice, normal-looking blended family flew back home from a vacation in Florida and, as far as I could tell, no one was the wiser. Nor should they have been.  For me, the best part was that my period finally was over and I no longer had to have a pad in my panties or a tampon in my … well, you know.


  Following a week of being Lilly, I was Lilly, you know? After awhile, it kinda just happened. I hated my period at first, but now I’m wondering if maybe it didn’t help seal the deal. I mean what’s more girly that having ovaries, a uterus, and stuff– and a boyfriend. Tee. Hee.


  And following a week of being Jake, as strange as it seems, Lilly was Jake– er me, the old me that is.  Don’t ask me how that happened ‘cuz I don’t know.


  Daddy hugged Julie and kissed her on the cheek when they returned. Then he picked me up, kissed me on the forehead and said, “And how’s my Princess?” as he swung me around in a circle.


  “I’m great, Daddy!” I squealed, as my skirt swirled around my bare legs. “And you should see all the pretty clothes I got for my 16th birthday!”


  “And you should see the photos of all the bass we caught,” he beamed.


  Taking his huge hand in my tiny ones, I added, “Uh, Daddy, you didn’t fall in the lake or get a fish down your pants or anything like that. Did you?”


  “Of course not, pumpkin,” he replied, as he grabbed his luggage and headed into the condo. “Why would you ask something like that?”


  “Oh, nothing, Daddy,” I said, and Stacey and I giggled.


  Derrick and Darren and their parents left for Tampa right after they got back, which made both Stacey and me really, really sad. And not just ‘cuz we like, really liked them, you know? With nothing else to do, we got stuck with Mommy looking at Daddy’s photos of the fish that he caught. Oh, yuck. It was sooo boring.


  Of course, he also insisted on driving us to the airport the next morning.


  “But you don’t know how to drive,” Julie said as we loaded the car.


  “I do now,” he said. “It just came to me. I like fishing too. And beer. It’s really weird. I know that I used to be a girl through and through. But now that I’ve been Jake for a week, I’m totally comfortable with that.”


  “But you do want to be Lilly again,” Julie said. “Don’t you?”


  Dad smiled.


  “Of course, I do,” he said. “That’s who I really am deep inside.”


  Mom might have believed him. I don’t think Stacey did ‘cuz she knew me too well. We’d had a bumpy ride there for awhile, but now she thought of me as Lilly, just like I did, and we were sisters through and through. 


  And I know that I didn’t believe Daddy. I knew because of how I felt.


  Mommy and Daddy didn’t talk much during the flight. Troubled by their silence, Stacey and I didn’t either, as we watched them.


  “What’s gonna happen when we get home?” she whispered


  “I don’t know, but I have a suspicion,” I said.


  “Me too,” she replied. “And is that what you want?”


  Instead of answering, I just hugged her and then put my head on her shoulder.


  After we pulled into the driveway at home, Dad quickly hopped out of the car and ran for the door before we girls had even unlocked our seatbelts.


  “I’ll go get the ring so we can change back right away,” he said, as he disappeared in the front door.


  Mom looked back at me and I saw sadness in her eyes. I felt sad too, but for her, not me. I liked being Lilly. And Dad liked being Dad. But she had no way of understanding how much. I hoped that she would make peace with it in time and love him the way she had that other Jake.


  Just as I did, she knew that Dad would not find the ring, that he would say that it was “lost.” Yes, he probably accidentally left it on the night stand a week ago. But much had changed for both Daddy and me since then.


   Mommy and I both realized that we could tear the house apart and never find it.


  She had seen me painting my toenails and applying makeup. She had seen my flirty behavior around Derrick. And just after the boys and their parents left, she had walked into our bedroom just as I was taking selfies, wearing only my Victoria’s Secret pushup bra and “Hot Stuff’ boyshorts.


  Still, I think that she was in denial until now, as we walked slowly toward the front door. There was no more delaying the reality that I was Lilly, her stepdaughter, and he was Jake, her husband.


  That was Daddy’s decision. Not mine. I mean, I was just a girl and didn’t get to make those kinds of decisions for adults. But I was okay with it.


  Okay? I was more than okay. It was the bestest thing I could have hoped for, you know? And I didn’t even mind my Minnie Mouse voice anymore after Derrick told me that he liked it.


  I loved my new undies from Victoria’s Secret and my pink velvet bikini from Ron-Jon’s. I was going to wear it to the pool and watch the boys drool.


  Before school started, I’d get my driver’s license and Stacey and I would go shopping for all kinds of cute back-to-school clothes. Derrick and I were going to stay in touch.


  And I really was looking forward to going to cheerleader camp with my sister next month. It was scheduled for about the same time that I should be getting the “girl flu” again. But no prob! This time, I would be totes ready! 


                         #    #    #    #


  



  



  



  



  



  



  



  



  



  





  Give Me an O! Give Me an R! Give Me a G ! … 


  By Portia Hab


  

    My wife, Emily,  was  a cheerleader sponsor at Worthington High School, where she taught English and I taught history. And it was no coincidence that Mandy, was a cheerleader. Our master manipulator daughter, a junior there, was the one who convinced Emily to take the position when it opened up. Actually, it was an easy sell, since my still sexy blonde mate had been a cheerleader in high school as well.


  


  

    “Well, okay,” Emily had said to Mandy. “But I’m doing this only for you.”


  


  

    “Yeah, right,” I had laughed, just before she poked me in the ribs.


  


  

    But, there was collateral damage. By that, I mean that I often got roped into helping out at events, especially fund-raisers, such as bake sales, trivia contests, and walk-a-thons. Mostly, I just lifted and carried heavy stuff. It was an easy gig, and I didn’t mind.


  


  

    “Please, Daddy, please,” usually was all it took to make me cave.


  


  

    One such activity was the annual back-to-school bikini car wash, which now was occurring all around me on this warm, bright day in late August. Some of the parents had suggested that the bikini-wearing girls just draw in customers by waving signs out in front of the gas station, and then the old folks would wash the cars. 


  


  

    Mandy and her friends were having none of it. Hair in high ponytails, dressed in their favorite beach attire, and still glowing from summer tans, they wanted to wash the cars. Actually, I think that they wanted to throw soapy sponges at each other, squirt each other with water,  and show off their bodies to drooling teenage boys behind the windshields. Or maybe I just remember that from a soft porn video that I saw in the college dorm years ago. 


  


  

    But the girls really did want to wash the cars, and it certainly was more visually pleasing to watch them than it would have been middle-aged men and women.  Both Emily and I seemed to keep in much better physical shape than most of the parents. Standing a statuesque 5-8, she was nearly 40, but looked at least five years younger, with green eyes and long shapely legs that I wouldn’t have minded seeing stick out of a bikini bottom, had she been wearing one. I was 6-2 and just over 40, with brown hair and green eyes, and Mandy had told me more than once that some of the girls had crushes on me. Mandy looked more like her Mom than me, thank goodness.


  


  

    And allowing the girls to do the work and have the fun really was a better business strategy. In performing the labor, they earned the money. Also, men and boys were more likely to bring their cars in for a wash if they knew that teen girls in bikini tops would be leading over their hoods, scrubbing windshields, water glistening on their bare skin and flowing down their cleavage. 


  


  

    Suddenly, there was another poke in my ribs.


  


  

    “You’re a dirty old man,” said Emily, pretending indignation, as we stood in a shady area, overseeing the car wash. She was an amazing woman. Did that include mind-reading too?


  


  

    “You know it!” I laughed.


  


  

    “Just don’t get any ideas,” she replied. “Or you will go to jail. Then, later, you’ll have to deal with me.”


  


  

    I kissed her. “No worries,” I said. “Facing your wrath would be far worse than going to jail. Beside, you’re the only woman for me, now and forever.”


  


  

    “You silver-tongued devil,” she said and put her arm around my waist.


  


  

    “But I wouldn’t have minded seeing you in a bikini, too,” I said. “Certainly can’t say the same about most of the other mothers.”


  


  

    “You are a disgusting, reprehensible sexist,” she replied.


  


  

    “Yeah, I am that too,” I smiled.


  


  

    Just then Zoey came running up to us. “Ms Phillips, Ms Phillips, I found this,” she said, the delicious bouncing of her breasts continuing for a  second or two after she stopped in front of us. Yes, I really was disgusting. reprehensible, and a dirty, old man.


  


  

    Zoey wore a teal and white polka dot bikini that revealed far more than it covered on her petite, but buxom body. Her long, brunette hair was tied up in the back in a white ribbon and she had big oval sunglasses over her blue eyes. A senior, she was one of the girls that Mandy thought had a crush on me.  I was flattered. And, if I were 20 years younger, unmarried and …


  


  

    “Here,” she said, placing a small object in my wife’s hand. “I found this ring over near where you parked your car. Did you lose it?”


  


  

    “No, I didn’t,” Emily said. I’ve never seen it before.”


  


  

    Zoey looked at me and smiled, but still she was talking to Emily. “Oh, okay,” she replied. “But maybe you should hang onto it anyway. If no one claims it, you can keep it.”


  


  

    “But you found it,” my wife countered.


  


  

    “No, that’s okay,” Zoey said and turned to leave. Then she stopped and looked back at me. “Oh, goodbye Mr. Phillips. I’m really glad that you’re helping out with our car wash. See you later!”


  


  

    Emily poked me in the arm with her empty hand. “You old heartbreaker, you. She really has it bad.”


  


  

    I raised my hands in a what-are-you-going-to-do? gesture. “Hey, what can I say? It’s this animal magnetism.”


  


  

    Emily dropped the ring and it started to roll away. I picked it up and examined it.  It was a cheap looking gold band.


  


  

    “I don’t think it’s worth anything, but someone might coming looking for it,” I said and offered it to my wife.


  


  

    “No, you hang onto it,” she said. “You’ve got plenty of places to store it in those disgusting cargo shorts that you still insist on wearing.”


  


  

    Just then, Mandy called for her mother to come and make change for a customer.


  


  

    As I watched the transaction, I idly slipped the ring on my little finger– and suddenly the world went black.


  


  

    When the light returned, I felt change before I noted it visually. Water  ran down my chest and  legs. Wet pavement pressed against my bare feet. The sun was warm on my shoulders. Then I noted that I was holding a hose in one hand and a soapy sponge in the other.


  


  

    But this couldn’t be! I was standing up in the shade with my wife, fully clothed and dry!


  


  

    Only I wasn’t. Stunned speechless, I looked down at smooth, bare legs that stretched up to my– teal and white polka dot bottom?!? My arms were bare too. And the hands holding the hose and sponge weren’t mine. They were much too tiny.


  


  

    And then came the sight that almost made me pass out. As I looked down, I  also saw breasts bulging out of a teal and white polka dot bikini top.


  


  

    “Zoey! Earth to Zoey!” someone close by yelled. “Hey, girl, wake up! Spray your side.”


  


  

    I looked up to see Mandy on the other side of a car and she was looking at me. She couldn’t be talking to me. I wasn’t Zoey. I was Darren Phillips, her father.


  


  

    Panicked,  I looked up toward the shady side of the gas station. That’s where I was supposed to be, overseeing everything with my wife.


  


  

    And that’s where I was with my wife! Darren– me!– was still there! Only I wasn’t. I was standing on the other side of a car from my daughter and she was calling me “Zoey” and yelling at me to wash my side.


  


  

    *     *     *     *     *


  


  

    Okay, I told myself, don’t panic. You’re a military veteran. You saw action in Iraq. The important thing is to keep calm and scope out the situation before acting. This can’t be happening. You can’t be in a bikini, washing a car with your daughter and also standing with your wife, watching yourself.


  


  

    I  knew that my inner being, whatever it was that made me who I was, was right here in the body of this busty cheerleader, with soapy water draining down her cleavage, tickling across her bare belly, and soaking into the soft, snug material that stretched across her crotch.


  


  

    And I recognized that the contradiction of man’s mind in an attractive girl’s body was prompting what I could only describe as a phantom erection in that flat groin.


  


  

    If I could feel it there, I suddenly realized, then that groin was mine! And so were the bare belly, the bountiful breasts with what I once considered spectacular cleavage, and the plump cheeks that I could  feel squeezing out of my bikini bottom. I was Zoey.


  


  

    Catching my reflection in the window of the car that I was supposed to be washing, I confirmed that. OMG! Stunned, I felt my mouth drop open and heard a girlish gasp.


  


  

    So who was that standing with my wife? And where was the real Zoey, whatever it was that made her who she was inside?  If I was in her body, then didn’t it make sense that she was in mine?


  


  

    Were the same sort of panicky thoughts running through her mind, as she assessed being in a new male body? Was she being turned on at the idea of having a penis? Ewww gross!


  


  

    Did she know how this switch happened? I had to find out.


  


  

    Suddenly, a blast of water hit my face. “Zoey, hurry up over there,” said the girl formerly my daughter but who now appeared to be my classmate and fellow cheerleader.


  


  

    Forgetting my predicament for an instant and acting totally on instinct, I squirted her back. “Hey,” I shouted. “Cut that out.”


  


  

    Which, of course, prompted her to spray me some more. As the car pulled away, we blasted each other with full power. In seconds, we both were laughing and giggling and in tandem we turned our hoses on the other cheerleaders. Other cheerleaders? For this moment, at least,  I guess so. Instead of a male teacher and coach, I was a female cheerleader.


  


  

    Of course, they shot back. They threw sponges. We threw sponges. A dozen bikini-clad bodies– including mine– glistened in the sunlight.


  


  

    Hell’s bells! Now I was a buxom, bikini-clad participant in something right out of a soft porn video.


  


  

    “Okay, girls. Show’s over. You’ve got customers waiting.”


  


  

    The voice sounded familiar, as it should have, since it once belonged to me. It was Mr. Phillips.


  


  

    And he was acting just like nothing had happened! Of course, so was I, so maybe he was just keeping up appearances as well, until he could figure out what happened.


  


  

    Then again, maybe he really was Mr. Phillips and maybe I was really Zoey, and maybe I had been suffering some sort of temporary mental breakdown when I thought that I was him.


  


  

    No! I was him, dammit! I was Darren Phillips, husband to Emily and father of Mandy, and some way, somehow, I had been evicted from my real body. I had to find out what was going on.


  


  

    I put down the hose and sponge and walked up toward the shady area. As I moved, everything seemed foreign and awkward. My boobs bounced, my bottom wiggled, and my arms didn’t want to get near my sides. With limp hands bent at the wrists, I walked just like my daughter and her friends, I realized. 


  


  

    Water ran off my long hair and down my bare back. I felt naked, and exposed, and incredibly self-conscious about my appearance. And it didn’t help that a slight, cool breeze prompted my nipples to harden and press against the wet fabric of my bikini top. I fought the urge to cover them with my hands.


  


  

    “Uh, Mr. Phillips, could I speak to you for a moment?” I asked, as I pushed my sunglasses up on my head.


  


  

    Ewww! I couldn’t believe that high-pitched and girly voice was mine.


  


  

    “Sure,” he said. “What’s up?”


  


  

    Despite myself, I blushed. I couldn’t help it. It was just so embarrassing to stand there in this curvy, female body in front of my wife. She was the one who was supposed to look great in a bikini. Not me.


  


  

    “Er, in private, if you don’t mind,” I said.


  


  

    He looked at Ms Phillips. I mean, Emily, my wife, or the woman who used to be my wife.


  


  

    She smiled. “Sure you can, Zoey,” she said and walked down into the parking lot.


  


  

    “What can I do for you, Zoey?” he asked.


  


  

    “Mr. Phillips, are you okay? Is there anything wrong?” I asked. “Do you feel like yourself?”


  


  

    He laughed. “Of course, I do,” he said. “Why would you ask such questions.”


  


  

    Even though I now was in the body of a 17- or 18-year-old girl who had yet to spend much time in the outside world, I had 40 years of life experience and reading people. Being a teacher especially had been beneficial for learning that skill.


  


  

    He looked away when he answered my questions. He was blushing slightly, not something that I would do in that body. And his posture was, well, embarrassing! He was trying to hide the junk between his legs by squeezing them together.


  


  

    I resisted the urge to warn him that he was going to hurt himself if he wasn’t careful.  Instead, I waited to see what would happen. And he responded just as I thought he would. He refused to look me in the eyes.


  


  

    “Mr. Phillips, you’re not telling me the truth,” I said finally. “And I think that’s because you’re not really Mr. Phillips. Are you?”


  


  

    That cracked the dam and a confession quickly followed.


  


  

    “Now, I’m not,” he said softly, as he fought back tears. OMG, now he was sobbing crocodile tears. What a girl!


  


  

    “You know who I really am and I know who you really are,” I said.


  


  

    “I’m so sorry, Mr. Phillips,” he sobbed. “I didn’t mean for this to happen.”


  


  

    As he spoke, I Iooked down toward Emily to make sure she wasn’t heading back toward us. Fortunately, she now was occupied talking to another parent.


  


  

    “What happened exactly?” I asked, looking up at my former body, which was a good 10 inches taller than the new me. “What did you mean to happen?”


  


  

    *     *     *     *     *


  


  

    As it turned out, Zoey hadn’t found the ring in the parking lot. She had bought it as part of a set from a black magic website online. They were advertised as body swap rings.


  


  

    Mr. Phillips’ face turned bright red now. “I really like you,” he said. “Ms Phillips was supposed to put on the ring, not you, while I had on the other one. That was supposed to cause the swap.


  


  

    “I just wanted to see what it was like to be your wife for a little while, to kiss you. You know, stuff that that. I’m so sorry this happened.


  


  

    “And, to tell you the truth, I really didn’t think that they would work. It was just like a fantasy, you know?”


  


  

    Shivering now a bit in the shade, I felt my nipples stiffen even more and looked down at them.


  


  

    “These things have a mind of their own,” I said.


  


  

    Wiping his nose with the back of his hand, he chuckled. “Tell me about it,” he replied. “So does this thing between my legs. As I stood up here and watched you and the other girls, it got really hard. You know? And I was afraid it was going to explode.


  


  

    “And when I watched you walking up this way, it got even worse, even though I was afraid and knew why you were coming.”


  


  

    I put my hands on prominent hips.


  


  

    “You know, I could kick you there and that would solve the problem,” I said. “But it wouldn’t fix the bigger issue. And, besides, I’m a nice girl. I wouldn’t do that anyway.”


  


  

    We both laughed at my attempt to lighten the mood.


  


  

    I looked down at my small hand. “I’ve still got one of the rings on my finger. And you still have the other on yours. What do we need to do to switch back?”


  


  

    Mr. Phillips shook his head. “There’s nothing we can do,” he said. “According to the directions, they only work once.”


  


  

    “Once!” I yelled in my Zoey voice and we both looked frantically toward the car wash, afraid that I had attracted attention. Fortunately, no one was running this way or even looking toward us. The sounds of cars moving in and out, running water, and passing traffic had helped mute my girlish squeal.


  


  

    “Yeah, once,” he said. “But that’s okay. The rings cast a spell that lasts only 24 hours and then we’ll be ourselves again. We just have to pretend to be each other until about noon tomorrow.”


  


  

    “Or we can tell my wife and daughter and your parents what you’ve done,” I said.


  


  

    Suddenly a voice I knew only too well spoke from behind us, “That’s probably not a good idea,” Emily said. “It’s probably best if we just keep this among the three of us.”


  


  

    Then she burst out laughing. “Oh, this is just too precious!” she exclaimed. “My big, strong, masculine husband is now stuck in the body of teenage girl in a bikini.”


  


  

    “I’m so sorry, Ms Phillips,” my body said. “This was a stupid thing to do. I never thought magic was real. It was just that I thought the rings would help me pretend to be you, to be Mr. Phillips’ wife.”


  


  

    “Instead, you’re Ms Phillips’ husband,” I said. “And I’m stuck like this.”


  


  

    I looked up at my wife. “Okay, Emily, what would you suggest that we do for the next 24 hours?” I asked.


  


  

    “First, you should call me Ms Phillips, young lady,” she said, and then laughed some more.


  


  

    ” Will you stop that, please? This is so not funny!” I said, stamping my foot.


  


  

    “Okay, okay, I understand, and I apologize. I realize that this is really awkward and embarrassing for both of you,” she said and paused. “But it is a little bit funny, especially the thought of my husband in a bikini and really rocking it.”


  


  

    Even Zoey in my body laughed at that. “Thanks, Ms Phillips,” he replied.


  


  

    “Oh, this is too much,” I said, putting my tiny hands over my ears and squeezing my eyes closed. “I think that my head is going to explode.”


  


  

    It didn’t take much for Emily and Mr. Phillips to convince me that the best course was to keep the switch a secret. After all, what was the alternative, except extreme humiliation?


  


  

    “And the first step is that you must act as you appear to be. Darren you now are Zoey. And Zoey, you now are Darren to me and Mr. Phillips to the students. No exceptions.


  


  

    “Zoey,” she said, looking at me, “you must call me Ms Phillips.”


  


  

    “Yes, Msss Phillips,” I said sarcastically.


  


  

    “And another thing, Zoey,” she added. “Why don’t you come back to our house after we have lunch? You and Mandy can get ready for your dates together. Then you can spend the night with us. I’m sure that your parents wouldn’t mind. And tell Mandy that I just invited you.”


  


  

    “Dates!?!” I screamed.


  


  

    “It could be worse, Mr. Phillips,” Zoey said with a grin. “I could have gotten the 48-hour rings and then you’d have to go to school as me on Monday. And ‘cuz it’s School Spirit Day, you’d have to wear my cheerleader uniform!”


  


  

    *     *     *     *     *


  


  

    Before running off to join the other girls for the ride to the restaurant, I asked Ms Phillips if maybe we should tell Mandy about what happened


  


  

    “Absolutely, not. And that’s to the benefit of both you and her,” she said, as I grabbed a tee shirt from my bag, pulled it on, and then tried in vain to tug some cutoff jeans up my bare legs and over my hips.


  


  

    “Think about it,” she continued, as, frustrated, I blew hair out of my eyes and then pulled some more.


  


  

    “As her father, wouldn’t that be embarrassing for you to stand there in front of her in that body?” Ms Phillips said. “And what do you think would be her reaction if she knew that she was going on a double date with her father as the other girl?


  


  

    “Oh, no, Zoey. She wouldn’t be happy about that,” she said emphasizing the name and patting my shoulder. “You just run along now and play the part until tomorrow. And don’t forget to stop at your house later to pick up a nice dress to wear on your date tonight. I’m afraid that you’re a little big up top to borrow any of Mandy’s things.”


  


  

    Then she giggled. Damn, that woman was infuriating!


  


  

    “You need to wiggle those hips as you pull, sweetie,” she said.


  


  

    I gave her the evil eye, but did as she suggested. It worked! I looked down to see distressed denim pressed firmly against my now flat crotch.


  


  

    But how the Hell would I ever get them off? No time to worry about that now. As I slipped into my sandals and put the bag on my shoulder, she giggled.


  


  

    “Sorry … Again,” she said. “It’s just that looking how adorable you are on the outside and knowing who you are on the inside … “


  


  

    “I know, I know,” I said. “You don’t have to remind me. Every time I move,  or talk, or look down at myself, I know.”


  


  

    The embarrassment kept coming too. Mandy and I were going out to dinner and a movie with two of the players from my baseball team! John Roberts, the first baseman, was Mandy’s date. And Mike Phelps, a pitcher, was mine. When I was still Darren, I had seen them at the car wash too, sidling up to the girls, whispering in their ears, and touching them on their arms. Phelps had kissed Zoey too! OMG, no way would I let that happen tonight.


  


  

    Then, again, if I had to pretend to be Zoey and well …  there were uglier guys on the team, I guess. And recalling that image of the two of them together made me feel …


  


  

    Oh, no, what was I thinking?


  


  

    Before the date though, we had to drive to “my” house in “my” car– a pink Mazda Miata convertible. 


  


  

    Or my Lord, could this girl be any more girly?


  


  

    While putting on my seatbelt, I forgot about my new anatomy, and then, feeling unexpected discomfort, looked down to see the shoulder strap pressing one of my substantial boobs. As I adjusted it, I heard Mandy giggling.


  


  

    “Girl, how could you forget you’re toting those boy magnets?” she said as she buckled in.


  


  

    Then I made the mistake of looking in the rearview mirror, seeing “my” new face for the first time, with its full lips, plucked eyebrows, pixie nose and  large, blue eyes.


  


  

    Oh, God, that couldn’t be me!


  


  

    Quickly I pulled the ultra-feminine oval sunglasses out of my hair and put them on in a vain attempt to shield my eyes from this new reality.


  


  Feeling nearly overwhelmed, I managed to fight back panic by concentrating on remembering where Zoey lived and how to get there. Thank goodness I had dropped off Mandy there a few times in the past.  


  By the time we arrived, I had regained enough self-control for a my heart to slow and my shaky hands to grow steady again.


  OMG, I realized. I already was a basket case and the 24 hours had just begun.


  Up in “my” bedroom I held back just enough for Mandy to take us to “my” bedroom. As with the car, it screamed “estrogen overload, with boy-band posters, cheerleader trophies, and a lavender-themed bed awash in stuffed animals. I tried to solicit Mandy’s help in choosing a dress without being too obvious about it. Same for the shoes and accessories.


  

    Perhaps I didn’t do a very good job, but no way could I sort through all those dresses, bras, panties, and shoes with no guidance! Just stepping into that feminine closet full of frills and ruffles and lace nearly caused a panic attack.


  


  

    “You don’t seem quite yourself, Zoey,” she said. “Are you okay?


  


  

    “Maybe a little too much sun?” I said, sitting on the canopy bed,  and trying to avoid staring at the disturbing and distracting image of the new me in the mirror. I also fought to deny the feeling of  heavy, bouncing boobs on my chest and  emptiness between my plump thighs as they pressed against each other.


  


  

    “I’m feeling a little light-headed and having trouble concentrating.”


  


  

    Yeah … if that only was the real problem.


  


  

    Back at our house, wow, was it weird pretending that I didn’t live there.


  


  

    “Hi, girls,” Emily said. “Zoey, I’m so happy that you’re staying with Mandy tonight.”


  


  

    “Hi, Ms Phillips,” I replied, and rolled my blue eyes at her. When Mandy wasn’t looking, she quickly stuck out her tongue at me and then went into the kitchen.


  


  

    “If you girls need any help getting dressed, just let me know,” she called from the kitchen.”


  


  

     Help? I didn’t even know the front from the back of the dress that we had picked out for me to wear. And how in the hell was I supposed to wear a bra that didn’t have any straps?


  


  

    But upstairs in Mandy’s room, I discovered that I could. First, though, I had to undergo the humiliation of undressing in front of my daughter and the embarrassment of watching her do the same in front of me. Also, I had to shower. For a brief moment, I feared that Mandy would suggest that we do that together. But then I realized that was I just indulging in a male fantasy and that was not something that girls did together, except maybe in a locker room.


  


  

    Looking at myself naked in the bathroom mirror was bad enough, believe me. OMG! Look at those big blue eyes. And those full lips! Hell, forget the face. Look at those big, bouncy boobs and those nipples … They had to be the size of pencil erasers!


  


  

    Nipples are erogenous zones, I remembered from high school sex education class. And, I suspected,  Zoey’s– mine for the moment– certainly would not be an exception to the rule.


  


  Chewing on my lower lip, I watched myself gently massage those breasts and squeeze the nipples. That triggered twin electrical currents of pleasure down to my flat tummy. My knees buckled and I just managed to stifle a moan. Erogenous zones? You betcha!


  

    Showering  was the stuff of male fantasy, too, only magnified a hundredfold. With a man’s mind, I was the voyeur, the peeping tom, salivating as I watched Zoey soaping up and rinsing off.


  


  

    But I also was Zoey, nearly swooning over the luxurious sensuality of rubbing a loofah on my soft, sensitive flesh, across my breasts, down my belly, over my smooth legs and into …


  


  

    “Zoey, you okay in there?”


  


  

    Mandy’s voice suddenly brought me from back from a place that I had no business going, self pleasure. And I realized in horror, I had been urged on by that mental image of Mike kissing me … I mean Zoey in the parking lot.


  


  

    “Uh, yes,” I cried. “Be right out.” 


  


  

    I nearly wrapped a towel around my waist and walked out into the bedroom. But then remembered who I was and adjusted it accordingly, securing it above my substantial bosom.


  


  

    Mandy already was dressed in a blue floral sundress with narrow shoulder straps. With her hair down on her shoulders, she looked sweet, and innocent, and just a little sexy.


  


  

    “Oh, Mandy, you look great!” I said. And I meant that sincerely, both as her father and her girlfriend. In fact, as the latter, I might have felt a little envious.


  


  

    “Now, let’s get you dressed,” my daughter said.


  


  

    After I stepped into white panties, I had a near panic attack


  


  

    How in the Hell do I put on a bra?


  


  

    Of course, in a soft porn video, one girl sensuously would help another, probably even approaching her from the front instead of the back, as their perky breasts nearly– but not quite– touched.  But this wasn’t a soft porn video! This was real life! I was a father pretending to be a topless teen in my own daughter’s bedroom!


  


  

    And to keep up the masquerade, I had to put on my own bra. I mean that’s what girls do, right? At least that’s what I thought they did.


  


  

    Fortunately, I suddenly remembered how my wife did it. She put it around her waist backward, snapped it closed, and then moved it around, before putting her boobs in the cups and the straps over her shoulders.


  


  

    So that’s what I did, minus the straps, of course, since “my” bra was strapless. I resisted the urge to squirm and squeal as I squeezed the girls into the cups with my tiny hand. OMG! Was getting this dressed always such a turn-on for girls!?!


  


  And, by golly, the bra did separate and lift. Not that I really needed any help in that department. As I admired my profile in the mirror, I remembered that earlier I had noted that my breast size was 34C.


  

    In hindsight, I should have chosen a dress with straps or a sleeveless top, one that would allow me to wear a bra with straps. But it was too late for that now, and my girls were going to be on full display tonight. That wasn’t a totally unpleasant thought, especially since Mike would be one of those who would be looking at them. As the day passed, I realized, I was becoming more and more comfortable with my teen girl body and even proud of it. Of course, it was not if I had much choice. It was adapt and accept or be totally miserable for another 18 hours or so.


  


  

    It looked as if I had chosen to accept. Inside my head, I was still a father, husband, and coach, but, more and more, I was willing to just go with the flow in this body that I now inhabited.


  


  

    With my hair still drying, Mandy zipped me up into a light orange dress with sweetheart neckline, tight bodice, and flared skirt that didn’t quite make it to mid thigh. The bra cups of the dress had points on the tips, as if my breasts needed more attention. My shoes were black ballet flats with little bows on the toes. And when I looked at myself in the mirror, I wasn’t envious of Mandy anymore.


  


  

    Suddenly I realized that I wasn’t wearing makeup and I feared Mandy would ask me why. What would I say if she did? “Uh, I’m a man trapped in a girl’s body and I don’t know how to use makeup.” Or maybe “Makeup? I don’t need no stinkin’ makeup!”


  


  

    I involuntarily giggled at the thought of the second one. But the truth was, I didn’t need makeup. With rosy cheeks and a smooth complexion, I was a natural beauty.


  


  

    “What’s funny?” my bestie asked.


  


  

    “Oh, nothing,” I smiled. “I was just thinking about what a good time we’re going to have tonight!”


  


  

    “Yes, we are!” Mandy said enthusiastically as she handed me a bottle of perfume.


  


  

    Uh, oh. What was I supposed to do with that? Well, I knew what I was supposed to do with it. I was supposed to put it on. But how? Fortunately, I again remembered watching Emily– Ms Phillips– do it. I sprayed a little into the air and then walked into the light mist, which made me smell like gardenias.


  


  

    “All set?” she asked as she took back the bottle and set it on her dresser. “The boys will be here soon.”


  


  

    Too soon! Although I had started to enjoy the mental image of Mike and Zoey being together,  the reality that I was Zoey and soon would be on a date with him sent a cold chill down my bare back. How was I going to get through this night?


  


  

    “Sure!” I said brightly, as we headed for the door.


  


  

    “Don’t forget your purse,” Mandy said, pointing at a little leather bag on her bed, a bed that she and I would be sharing that night.  No way was I even going to think about that right now. What was coming up next was frightening enough.


  


  

    And I was going out to confront it wearing a strapless bra, size 34C, and carrying a purse.


  


  

    *     *     *     *     *


  


  

    Mandy sat in front of the dark gray Camaro with John, and I sat in back with Mike. He cleaned up nicely, I thought. His black hair was neatly combed, and he had recently shaved. He took my hand and I didn’t resist. Above all, I told myself, I had to remember that Mandy didn’t know who I really was, nor did anyone else besides my wife and the real Zoey. I didn’t want to embarrass my daughter by freaking out while on a double date with her.


  


  

    Besides, the hand-holding wasn’t really so bad. I didn’t even mind either when his leg slid over a bit to rest against mine.


  


  

    At dinner, Mike actually put his hand on my bare leg under the table cloth. Okay, I could handle that too. In fact, it even felt nice. In response, I put my hand on top of his. Maybe I did it out of affection. Or maybe I did it to keep his hand from going any farther. Most likely, I realized, I did it for both reasons.


  


  

    Near the end of dinner, we girls went to the powder room. I watched what Mandy did and tried my best to mimic it. When in Rome  after all.


  


  

    “What movie are we doing to see?” I asked as I touched up my lips with the gloss that I found in my purse.


  


  

    “Whatever is on at the drive-in,” my daughter said. “Does it matter?”


  


  

    And then she gave me a sly, conspiratorial look.


  


  

    The drive-in!


  


  

    We lived in one of the few places in the country that still had a drive-in theater. And, evidently, horny teenage couples still went there for the same reason that their ancestors did– to make out.


  


  

    I laughed. “Oh, no,” I said. “It doesn’t matter at all. I was just curious.”


  


  

    I gave the conspiratorial look right back to her. Inside, though, I was freaking out.


  


  

    On the drive, the boys talked about baseball, and, without thinking, I started to join in.


  


  

    “Wow, Zoey, where did you learn so much?” Mike asked as he put his arm over my bare shoulder, in a move that I had employed many times when I was his age and sex.


  


  

    “Oh, I don’t know,” I said, slightly embarrassed that I had forgotten my role for a moment. “I just pick things up. Maybe from Mandy’s Dad.”


  


  

    Mike’s arm stayed around my shoulder as we entered the drive-in and parked. I figured it was there for the duration. Oh, well, it didn’t feel so bad. In fact, it made me feel warm, and not in a summer day kind of way. It was more in a secure and comforting kind of way. If that was all he was going to do while we watched the movie, I could handle that, no problem.


  


  

    Of course, that wasn’t all he was going to do. I was just denying the inevitable. And the inevitable quickly arrived during the preview of upcoming movies. He nuzzled my neck and nibbled on my ear.


  


  

    “That’s an awesome dress and you look terrific in it,” he whispered.


  


  

    “I wore it just for you,” I whispered back.


  


  

    Ewwww! Did I just say that? I thought. Where did that come from?


  


  

    I didn’t pick it for him. I hadn’t known which dress to pick and, with Mandy’s help, I somehow had chosen this one. I could have just as easily chosen an ankle-length granny dress. And now I wished that I had.


  


  No, that was a lie. I liked how I looked and, even more, I liked that Mike complimented me because of it.


  

    Hmmm. Maybe I really had chosen it with Mike in mind. After all, my Darren brain was still the captain, but, more and more, my Zoey body was charting the course as the navigator of this ultra-feminine vessel.


  


  

    I glanced into the front seat to see John’s head close to Mandy’s as well. No doubt the same courtship was occurring up there. It was a ritual that I became intimately acquainted with decades ago as a teenage boy. Now, incredibly, I was experiencing it from other side.


  


  

      Based on my guy credentials, which had been temporarily suspended, I knew what was coming next.  Mike didn’t disappoint either. He leaned over and kissed me. It was a sweet kiss, a polite kiss, and, from his posture, I could tell that it was not one that he expected me to return.


  


  

    So I didn’t. Instead, I reached up and stroked his cheek. “That was nice,” I said, as again I remembered Mike and me in the parking lot, when I was in a polka dot bikini and washing cars and he stopped by to say hello.


  


  

    I must admit, though, that his next move did take me by surprise. I was expecting another kiss, a little more passionate this time.


  


  

    Instead, his left hand pressed firmly around my right breast. Well, as much around it as he could manage. Especially in this strapless, pushup bra, each of my boobs was more than a handful.


  


  

    Still, it was enough contact to ignite an spark that flared in my boobs, flamed down my chest, and exploded just above my crotch. If I had been standing, I might have collapsed. Yes, I had plenty of guy experience making out at drive-ins. But I had never, ever felt anything like that.


  


  

    Well … this certainly was worth looking into a little more, I decided.


  


  

    But with one of Mike’s arms over my shoulders and the other in front, I didn’t have a lot of room to maneuver. I pulled his face down closer and gave him my first ever kiss as a girl.              


  


  

    I think that he liked it. And, for awhile, we mostly just kissed and he fondled my breasts. Tongues joined in. It was nice. And I still hadn’t noticed what movie was playing.


  


  

    Eventually, though, I sensed a dampness in my panties, as Mike obviously was pressing the right buttons.


  


  

    Well, that was new– and weird. The wetness itself wasn’t new. Guys experience that also.  But with it came a feeling of emptiness and desire, a need to, well, you know .  . . fill ‘er up!


  


  

    Yikes! How could I think such a thing! I’d been a girl less than 12 hours and already I was acting– or at least, thinking– like a slut. That was what was weird.


  


  

    Or maybe not. Maybe that was normal  for teen girls. But that would include my sweet, innocent Mandy.


  


  

    No, it couldn’t be, I thought.


  


  

    As I visualized what John and Mandy were doing in the front seat, my thoughts suddenly were interrupted by what Mike was doing in the back– to me! Pressed against me, I “felt” what guys experience during sustained make-out sessions. I knew Mike soon would intensify the seduction in response to the rock-hard rod that was pressed against me, as it caused him both pain and pleasure.


  


  

     He did, too, sliding his left hand up my leg and under my dress. The bodice was so tight that it couldn’t go far, so then his hand detoured toward my belly. He lightly traced a circle around my belly button, and once more the sweet spot just below my tummy ignited. This time, I wiggled my bottom. I couldn’t help myself.


  


  

    I’m not sure, but I think that I moaned too. My eyes had been closed most of the time, but I opened them just long enough to see Mandy glancing back. Despite myself, I giggled. If she only knew who I really was …


  


  

    “Hey, girl,” I said to her. “Everything okay up there?”


  


  

    “Sure is,” she laughed. “And I can see it’s okay back there too. Just be a little quieter, okay? We’re trying to watch the movie.”


  


  

    Then she returned to doing the same thing with John that I was doing with Mike.


  


  

    My eyes closed again and I let Zoey navigate where my sexual arousal would go next. More and more, this body wanted to move, to press against Mike’s. At the same time, my right hand found its way across my lap and into my boyfriend’s crotch.


  


  

    Now, it was his turn to moan. And from what women had done to me in the past,  I knew just what to do to him. “Do you like that?” I whispered.


  


  

    “Want me to stop?” I asked teasingly and lifted my hand up.


  


  

    Mike nodded his head violently.


  


  

    “It would be better if you unzipped your pants,” I whispered.


  


  

    He quickly did so before his hand went back under my dress and this time found its way into my panties and between my legs.


  


  

    Mike didn’t have much staying power. From my own experience at that age, I knew that he wouldn’t.


  


  

    But long after I felt him soften and heard him moan, I continued to wiggle in ecstasy and see fireworks exploding on my closed eyelids, as he massaged my sweet spot. Yes, I knew what it was like for a guy, intense and localized pleasure and then release. This, though, was fulfillment on a scale that I never could have imagined.


  


  

    In the midst of my third or fourth orgasm in rapid succession, I smiled and thought that this kind of sustained sexual pleasure would be worth surrendering my man card and turning in my  polo shirts and cargo shorts for dresses and bikinis. All this and I wouldn’t have to pay for dinner anymore either.


  


  

    Hmmm. Buying a couple of those rings with 48-hours settings might be a great investment for Emily and me when I was a man again, I thought. I might have to get the name of that website from Mr. Phillips.


  


  

    But, hey, 24 hours still had allowed for plenty of enjoyment for this girl and a night that she’d never forget with her boyfriend. And if only Mandy and I were sleeping in separate beds, I could continue the pleasure. Rats!


  


  

    *     *     *     *     *


  


  

    The boys dropped us off about 11 at Mandy’s house. Well, actually, they parked in front and we kissed and groped each other for awhile longer. But not quite long enough! What’s the point of a girl getting wet panties if it’s going to stop there? Oh, well … 


  


  

    Then they walked us to the door, we kissed some more before saying good night.              


  


  

    “I had a good time, Mike,” I said.


  


  

    “Me too, Zoey,” he replied, as he gave one of my breasts a squeeze. Then he smiled and headed off down the sidewalk.


  


  

    “See you tomorrow,” he said over his shoulder. “And make sure you don’t forget your purse.”


  


  

    As they drove away, Mandy asked, “What was that purse thing all about?”


  


  

    I shrugged my bare shoulders, and said, “Who knows.”


  


  

    As she unlocked the door, she added, “Girl, you were such a slut tonight. But then you’re always a slut.”


  


  

    “Thanks,” I said, as I playfully repositioned the girls in my strapless dress. “You weren’t so bad yourself.”


  


  

    We laughed and stepped inside.


  


  

    The house was mostly dark. “Mom, Dad,” we’re home,” Mandy yelled. “Where are you?”


  


  

    A light came on in the hall, and Ms Phillips looked down at us from the top of the stairs. She was wearing a cheerleaders sponsor tee shirt and panties.


  


  

    Suddenly, my Darren brain snapped to attention for the first time in hours and told Zoey to back off. “Oh, crap!” it said inside my head. “Don’t tell me that Emily has been doing the same thing with Zoey in my body that I was doing with Mike in Zoey’s!”


  


  

    And standing there with my big boobs in a strapless bra and my feet in ballet flats, I realized the total absurdity of this situation. I was jealous of myself. Only … it wasn’t really myself. It was just my body, inhabited by a teenage girl.


  


  

    Could that be adultery? Is your wife unfaithful if she has sex with your body while it’s inhabited by someone else?


  


  

    “Hi, girls,” Ms Phillips said. “I hope you had a good time.”


  


  

    She looked at me and, even from a distance, I could swear that I saw a twinkle in her eye. She knew what I feared had been happening here and she knew what I had been doing with Zoey’s boyfriend at the drive-in. That the woman was a savant when it came to reading people by their facial expressions and body language.


  


  

    “I’ve just been up here reading,” she added. “Your father fell asleep in the living room waiting for you and I didn’t want to wake him up.”


  


  

    As Mandy started up the steps, I made a quick detour to the right, and, sure enough, there was Mr. Phillips asleep in his recliner. A half bottle of Scotch sat on the table next to his chair. And his pants were unzipped, with his hand down his jockey shorts.


  


  

    I smirked. Well, what do you know? Zoey in my body had been doing at home what I had been doing in her body with Mike at the drive-in. Only she had been doing it by herself.


  


  

    Mandy already was in her room as I hurried up the stairs. Ms Phillips stood at the top waiting. “You really didn’t think that I would … ” she whispered, as her voice trailed off.


  


  

    “For a second there, I’m afraid I did,” I said. “I’m sorry.”


  


  

    She laughed softly. “Hey, I had enough difficulty training that body of yours the first time. I wasn’t about to start again with a beginner driver.”


  


  

    She kissed me on the forehead. “Good night, Zoey,” she said.


  


  

    “Good night, Ms Phillips,” I said.


  


  

    Later, as we lay back to back in bed, Mandy said, “Zoey, are you asleep?”


  


  

    Oh, crap, this can’t be good, I thought. The last thing I need is girl talk with my daughter.


  


  

    “Uh, uh,” I replied. “What’s up?”


  


  

    “I know a see-cret,” she said in a sing-song voice.


  


  

    OMG, no! Emily told Mandy! She wouldn’t! She couldn’t!


  


  

    “Oh, yeah? What’s that?” I replied, as I  feared my heart would pound out of my chest.


  


  

    What the Hell! If the answer was what I suspected it would be, why in the world would I want to know? But what choice did I have?


  


  

    I heard Mandy move and felt the bed’s vibration as she turned to face me.


  


  

    “It’s about you,” she giggled.


  


  

    Of course it was! I was lying there in bed with my daughter, pretending to be her best friend. How could it not be about me? Only one person  could have told her too. Zoey in my body hadn’t been alone with Mandy. Why would my own wife subject me to this humiliation? Why would she tell Mandy about the body swap?


  


  

     And why would Mandy tease me like this? She wasn’t a cruel person. In fact, she was just the opposite. This just didn’t make sense.


  


  

    Oh, Hell, let’s just get this over with, I thought, as I turned to look my daughter in the eyes.


  


  

    “Before we left tonight, I heard Mom tell Dad that she was going to announce you as cheerleader captain for this school year on Monday,” she whispered conspiratorially.


  


  

    Evidently not hearing me gasp in relief, she added, “Why she would tell him that I have no idea. It was like she thought it would cheer him up or something. But that’s what she said. You can’t tell her that I told you, though.


  


  

    “You have to act surprised on Monday, okay?”


  


  

    “Okay,” I squeaked. I then forced myself to smile as I added, “Oh, thanks for telling me Mandy. That just makes me sooo happy.”


  


  

    Yeah, like ecstatic. Fortunately, I wouldn’t be Zoey on Monday. I’d be Darren Phillips, teacher and coach. All of this would just seem like a nightmare or maybe a wet dream or … oh, crap, I didn’t know what it would seem like. But I was eager to find out.


  


  

    “’Night, Mandy,” I said as I turned away from her, my heart rate slowed, and I breathed a long, deep sigh of relief.


  


  

    “’Night, Zoey,” she replied.


  


  *     *     *     *     *


  I didn’t know what time it was, and I couldn’t see a clock. In fact, from my position, I couldn’t see much of anything except the ceiling in Mike’s bedroom. But now I knew why he had reminded me about the purse. We had a deal. He bought condoms, and I carried them in my purse.


  So now, as he lay atop me, he was leaning on one elbow, sorting through it. Meanwhile, his rigid penis seemed to have a mind of its own and was determined to start without him. And I was sorely tempted to help by guiding it into me.


  I mean I was only going to be Zoey for a few more moments. It had been about 11:30 when I arrived at his home, after I received his text alerting me that his parents had left for the day and so it was time for our “date” at his house. And I really, really wanted that orgasm. No, more than that, I needed it, after I found myself so turned on during breakfast at Mandy’s house.


  But, it wouldn’t be fair to the real Zoey. Unless Mike wore a condom, I– er, she– could get pregnant.


  God, it was tough, though, as I waited both for Mike to put on protection and for the body swap with Zoey that would make me Mr. Phillips again. And, damn! It probably was going to happen just as Mr. Phillips– Darren– plunged into me …


  Oops! That was my fantasy intruding on reality. You see, that’s who I reeelly, reeeeelly want to have sex with. Yeah, I know he’s old, like 40, but he’s sooo good looking. And this morning at breakfast, he had that masculine, beard stubble thing going, as he sat there in his tee shirt and shorts, drinking his coffee. It made me wet just looking at him.


  And those green eyes! When our glances met, I thought I would melt.


  I mean I can see why I– er, that other Zoey– wanted to swap bodies with Ms Phillips. It was just bad luck– for her, anyway– that I put on the ring instead. Believe me, if I found a way to swap bodies with Ms Phillips so I could go to bed with him as his wife, I’d do it!


  Now, though, it looked like I had to settle for sex with Mike– if the boy ever got his act together! And then I’d probably miss out on the best part because the 24 hours was up and, instead of fantasizing about having sex with Mr. Phillips, I’d actually be Mr. Phillips.


  Yeah, I know, that’s messed up, right? I mean I want to have sex with … me? Well, the old me anyway, before I became Zoey, and the me that I’ll be again any time now.


  Only … it didn’t happen. The body swap, I mean, not the sex. I must have been confused about what time I got to Mike’s house.


  Oh, yes, Mikey and I did the dirty deed. Of course, I had to find the condom and roll it on his pole for us to do it. The boy was all thumbs, too flustered and too turned on to think straight.  And I was, like, way too hot to worry about why I was still Zoey. I’d think about that later. I wanted to get this done. And the best part was that I could pretend that was Mr. Phillips who was making my eyes roll back in my head and my toes curl as he pumped into me.


  Not long after, as we lay in bed,  Darren– er, Mike–  slowly regained his breath and I played with his limp manhood.


  “So …” I teased, “are you about ready to go again?”


  At that moment, I was happy that my lover was a teen instead of an adult. He’d be hard again much sooner than a 40-year-old man.


  Mike laughed and said, “I will be as soon as you help me,” as he ran his fingers through my long hair and gently guided my head between his legs.


  “Well, I don’t know. I just had a big breakfast,” I giggled. “But I do love sausage. Maybe one more would be good.”


  The boy was as good as his word too. With the help of my tongue and lips, he soon was rock hard again.


  “Okay, babe, you know how I like it,” he said, as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. “Assume the position.”


  Having been a man in another life, I instinctively knew what he meant. Lots of them, including Mr. Phillips, like to do it doggy style.


  For a second, I wondered again why I was still Zoey, but then the vision of Mr. Phillips taking me from behind blinded me to any concern. Yeah, I know, it would be Mike, not Mr. Phillips– Darren– doing me. But the doggy position would  make it much easier for me to enjoy that fantasy because I couldn’t see his face.


  Boobs swinging, I crawled to the middle of the bed and lifted my plump butt in the air. Hair falling in my face, I wiggled it enticingly.


  “Like what you … Uh!”


  Before I could finish the question, I got my answer, as Mike grabbed my bottom and rammed hard into my girly parts.


  “Oh, God, yes, Darren!” I screamed


  Mike stopped abruptly, his cock still deep inside me.


  “Huh? What did you say?” he asked.


  Frantic, I grasped at the first thing I could think of. “I said ‘do me,’” I lied. “I want you to do me, Mike! Do me!”


  I pushed back hard against his crotch and again yelled, “Do me!”


  The boy might be a stud in bed, but he wasn’t exactly Einstein– or maybe he was just too aroused to really care what I said. At any rate, he went back to drilling and I went back to fantasizing.


  Not long after, he was asleep, so I put on my bra, panties, tank top, and shorts, and made a quick exit. Intercourse and fantasy finally had sexually satisfied me and once again I wondered why Mr. Phillips and I hadn’t returned to our own bodies.


  Surely, it had to almost be time by now, I mused as I tiptoed down the steps.


  Then I saw the time on a clock in the kitchen. Two o’clock! Oh crap!


  Hair flying and boobs bouncing, I ran to my little pink car, jumped inside, and checked for calls or texts.


  One from Mr. Phillips said, “Sorry. I bought the wrong rings. They’re for 48 hours.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I sat on the toilet with bare knees spread and panties and skirt around my ankles. I held “it” in one hand, as directed, and pressed it toward the folds of my vagina.


  My vagina! OMG, this couldn’t be happening to me.


  Role-playing sex and fantasy, with the realization that I was going to soon swap back to my own body was one thing. But this! This!!!


  “You okay in there, sweetie?” my wife said from the other side of the stall door in the girls’ bathroom.


  “Yeah, Dad, you okay? Remember to leave the string hanging out. And don’t pull on it,” my daughter Mandy added.


  “You need some help?”


  “No, what I need is a baseball bat to the side of my head to put me out of my misery!” I squeaked in my Zoey voice. “I can do this, okay?”


  Unfazed by my anger, Mandy continued. “Oh, Daddy, don’t be such a drama queen. If you’re a cheerleader, and especially if you’re in your uniform, you have to wear a Tampon. And that’s you now, you know?


  “And if you think it might not be high enough inside you, then you’ll have to come out here, wash your hands real good, and  use your finger to push it up farther until you can’t feel it. Okay?”


  “Okay! Okay!” I yelled. “For the love of God, please, will you two give me some peace here? I can handle this. Okay?”


  Oh, second thought, a pistol might be a better option than a baseball bat, I thought. Quicker and less messy.


  I could see the headline now: “Cheerleader on Period Blows Brains Out in Bathroom.”


  I closed my eyes, gritted my teeth, and  used the applicator to push the Tampon into my girl parts. Refusing to see what the applicator looked like when I pulled it out, I blindly grabbed some toilet paper and wrapped it inside.


  “Oh, and don’t flush the applicator, sweetie,” Ms Phillips– Emily!– said, as if reading my mind. “You’ll need to throw it in the trash.”


  “Thanks for all your help!” I screamed sarcastically.


  “I think she needs another Midol,” I heard Mandy say to her mother, and they both giggled.


  As I started to pull up my panties, my wife added, “Can you see the cord?”


  “Yes, I can see the damn cord!” I said in a softer tone, finally surrendering to their absolutely maddening and relentlessly cheerful demeanor regarding my predicament.


  And they had been that way since I drove back to the Phillips house yesterday afternoon to find out just what the Hell was going on and why the real Zoey and I hadn’t swapped back to our original bodies.


  As I stood there with small hands on my hips and demanded an explanation in my high-pitched Zoey voice, they relaxed on the couch. They weren’t just bizarrely cheerful at my expense either. They were insistent that I was going to do things their way. What happened to being the kind and loving family that we always had been? And why did I agree to go along with the madness? Why didn’t I have the balls to …


  Oh, yeah, about that …


  The first big blockbuster that sent me reeling was discovery that Emily had told Mandy what was going on– that I was her father in Zoey’s body and she was in mine because of some magic rings.


  “Why in the world would you do that?” I asked, as I blew a strand of long hair out of my face.


  Instead of answering, Ms Phillips said, “Why Zoey, dear, you have that certain glow about you, a glow that we girls know means that you’ve been …”


  “I’m flushed because I’m angry!” I screamed. “Zoey and I should have switched back by now and we haven’t. And worst of all, you told Mandy! This is so humiliating and embarrassing!”


  With a smile, Ms Phillips shook her head in a “I don’t think so”  kind of way. “That’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “You’re 18. You can have all the sex you want. Just don’t get pregnant. That wouldn’t do for the captain of this year’s cheerleader squad. You must set a good example for the other girls.


  “In answer to your question, I thought it best to tell Mandy since you’re going to be Zoey for awhile longer,” my former wife added. “She can help you with how to walk and talk and dress and act like Zoey.”


  The she paused and smiled. “You already seem to have mastered the slutty girlfriend part.”


  “And I’ll help you be a cheerleader!” my former daughter, now my bestie, chimed in with girlish glee. “Oh, don’t be embarrassed, Daddy. Showing you how to be a girl will be sooo much fun!


  “But if it’s going to be for only 48 hours, I don’t have to learn how to be a girl,” I replied. “We’ll swap back by mid-day tomorrow. I’ll just stay home sick and Zoey in my body can do the same.”


  As I spoke, I looked around and noticed for the first time that Zoey in my body wasn’t there.


  “Where is she anyway?” I asked.


  “Well, she’s not taking the news well,” Ms. Phillips said. “She’s up in our bedroom, crying into a pillow.”


  “Yeah, I can understand that,” I said. “And I’m not happy about this either. But, hey, we both can hide out for another 24 hours and then this will be over. I don’t need to do any of this pretending to be her stuff. It’s ridiculous!”


  Both my  wife and my  daughter shook their heads. “I’m afraid not, Daddy,” Mandy said.


  “The rings weren’t for 48 hours. They were for 48 days.”


  I felt my jaw hit the floor and I tried to say something but couldn’t. Inside, though, I was screaming in rage. Tears of both grief and anger welled up in my eyes and I had to sit down on the couch.


  “But … But …” I finally sputtered. “No, it can’t be 48 days. I don’t want to wear bras and dresses and panties. I don’t want to be a girl. I want to be a man again. I want muscles on my chest, not boobs. I want a cock between my legs. I want … 


  “So … ,” Ms Phillips brusquely interrupted, offering no sympathy for my despair and crossing her arms in a take-charge pose. “Until that time is up, Zoey is my husband in all meanings of the word. I’ll help her pretend to be you at school, and you and Mandy will as well. In addition, I will teach her how to be a husband at home and especially in …”


  “What!?! No!” I squealed in feminine protest. “You can’t do that! I’m your husband!”


  “No, you’re not,  Zoey,” she snapped, emphasizing what was going to be my name for the next 47 days. “You’re a teenage girl who just had sex with her boyfriend and now is telling me, an adult, what I can and can’t do. That won’t fly here, young lady.


  “Zoey is just as unhappy about this as you are, and she needs some comforting. And you know as well as I do what can make a man feel good and forget his troubles. You remember being a man, don’t you, Zoey?” Ms Phillips smirked. “Before you became the little sexpot you are now, with those big boobs and those child-bearing hips?”


  “As his wife, I’m going to do that for him. And, while I’m doing that, I’m going to show him what I like. There’s no reason why I shouldn’t get some pleasure out of this too. Forty-seven more days is a long time, you know.”


  Then the older, taller woman who used to be my wife stood, looked down at me, and smiled. She took my arm and forcefully guided me toward the front door. I wanted to resist. She was kicking me out of my own house. But I was afraid!


  “Now, you are going home. You are going to acquaint yourself as much as you can with Zoey’s life, friends, and family. Mandy will be over later to help you and show you the cheerleader uniform that you will need to wear tomorrow for the first day of school, which is always Spirit Day.


  “From now on and until you swap back, you are Zoey. Got it? Have all the sex with your boyfriend that you want. I’m certainly  going to do the same with my husband.


  “I know that you saw him asleep with his pants open last night, and I did too. I’m certain that he will welcome having a partner to help him with those painful hard-ons.”


  “But this can’t be. It can’t be!”I sobbed. “I don’t want to be a girl for 47 more days! One day I could do because I knew it would be over soon. But not 47 days!!!”


  “There’s nothing we can do about it, Zoey, except go with the flow,” my former wife said sternly, as she opened the door and slapped me on the bottom. “So stop being such a whiny, little sissy. Go home and start practicing doing your hair and makeup or having a little fun with a vibrator. You probably won’t enjoy it as much as you liked Mike’s penis plunging into you a little while ago. But, hey, it still will feel good. Right, Mandy?”


  “You, bet, Mommy!” she said with a grin. “I love using mine, when John’s not around!”


  What!?! I thought, as my mind panicked.  This couldn’t be happening. Emily, my wife, wasn’t this way. Mandy wasn’t this way.


  But they were, evidently.


  They  stopped by my house the next morning to “give me a ride,” but really to make sure I was dressed properly in spankies, a sports bra, a blue and gold shell, and a matching short, short skirt, along with sneaks and white socks. Ms Phillips put a big, sparkly gold bow my hair, while Mandy did my makeup.


  “Not too much, sweetie,” my wife giggled. “We don’t want Daddy looking like a slut.”


  “Don’t forget your purse, Daddy,” Mandy added, as we started out the door. “You never know when you’ll need those condoms.”


  As it turned out, though, I needed one of the Tampons that they’d put in there, before I needed a condom. And I’d need them at least once more before I was Mr. Phillips again. Oh, Gawd!


  Exiting the stall, I breathed a sigh of relief as I saw that my helpful and loving antagonizers finally were gone. Boy, did I need some alone time, if only for a minute to get my breath and process all this craziness.


  But that wasn’t going to happen. As I checked my appearance in the mirror, the door to the girls room opened and Mike came in.


  “Mike!” I gasped. “You can’t be in here.”


  “Sure, I can,” he grinned. “I saw Ms Phillips and Mandy leave and the halls are empty. No one will know.”
“No one will know what?” I asked, feeling my heart race.


  He showed his teeth in a wicked grin and replied, “No one will know what we’re going to do in here.”


  Then he backed me up against a sink and began massaging my breasts, as he pressed his lips against mine.


  Pushing against his much larger body with all my might, I managed to back him away enough so I could hiss, “But I can’t. I’m having my period. And … And … we’re at school! What if someone sees us?”


  Not that I wanted to, either. With menstrual cramps and a Tampon stuffed up my vagina, the last thing I wanted right now was to have sex or even a hot make-out session with a boy– or even Mr. Phillips for that matter, no matter how big a crush I had on him.


  But Mike would not be denied. As he pushed up against me again and I felt his rigid rod pressing into my groin, his eyes looked crazed and his voice sounded absolutely evil.


  OMG, he was scaring me to death!


  “No, worries, babe,” he said. “There are other ways to have sex. Other holes for me stick my dick into.”


  Then he forced me to turn around, making me watch in the mirror, as he pulled down my panties, took hold of his penis with one hand, and guided it toward my “other hole,” the one that didn’t have a Tampon string hanging out of it.


  Unable to break away, I gripped the sink with both of my small hands and watched in the mirror as my face contorted in anticipated pain.


  Just then, the door opened again and I managed to turn my head far enough to see that it was Mandy and Ms. Phillips.


  Oh, thank God! I was saved.


  “Good, you haven’t left yet,” Ms Phillips said. “Hello, Mike.


  “We forgot to tell you where to go for cheerleader practice this afternoon,” she added, our eyes meeting in the mirror.


   “Hi, Mike!” Mandy said and then giggled.. “Oh, Zoey, we’re gonna have so much fun being cheerleaders together.


  “But it looks like you’re having plenty already! And even while you’re having your period too!”


  “Hi, Mandy, Ms. Phillips,” Mike said pleasantly, his hand still holding his rigid rod in place, just inches from entering me. “I don’t mean to be discourteous, but I need to get this done right now or I’ll be late for my next class.


  “So … if you’ll excuse me …”


  The bell sounded, signaling five minutes until the next class.


  “Oh, you two go right ahead,” Ms Phillips said. “We’ll just wait until you’re finished and then talk to Zoey.”


  With his first pump, I screamed and the bathroom door opened again. This time, girls flooded in, chatting and laughing, several of them in cheerleader uniforms. Quickly they gathered around to watch.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Oh, my God!” I yelled. “No! No! Stop! Stop!”


  Once more a door swung open, just as I opened my eyes in a mindless panic.


  “Zoey! Zoey! Are you okay?” asked a woman I’ve never seen before, a 40ish brunette.


  “Huh? What?” I said, pushing myself up, feeling hair fall into my face and a shirt wet with sweat stick to the heavy weight sagging on my chest. I looked down to see … breasts? Breasts!


  I pushed the hair out of my face and looked around to see a bedroom obviously decorated by and for a teenage girl.


  What the Hell was going? Where was I? More importantly, who was I? Why would this strange woman call me “Zoey”?


  Then it was obvious why. In a mirror I saw “my” reflection. Only it wasn’t me. It was Zoey, my daughter’s friend.


  It all came flooding back to me … Well, enough of it for me to reign in hysteria and pretend that I knew what the Hell was going on.


  “Oh, sorry, Mom,” I said. “I was just having a bad dream. I’m okay … Really.”


  “Being sick probably has something to do with it,” the woman said, as she walked to the bed and felt my forehead.


  “No fever, but you’re drenched in sweat,” she added. “I know that you hate to do it because it’s the first day of school and Spirit Day, but you’re definitely doing the right thing in staying home today.”


  Then she kissed me on the cheek and said, “Remember, don’t hesitate to call me or your father at work if you need anything. Okay?”


  “Okay. I will. I promise,” I said and smiled as she left the room and closed the door behind her.


  I plopped back down and wiped my head.


  “Oh, crap!” I hissed through nearly sealed lips. “What is going on? I’m not Zoey. I’m not a cheerleader. I’m not my daughter’s friend. I’m a married man and father …


  “Aren’t I?”


  Nuh, uh, I realized. Not at the moment. Right now, and until about noon today, I was Zoey.


  The real Zoey had bought magic rings to swap bodies with Ms Phillips– my wife– so she could … well, have sex with me, I guess. Only, I had put one of the rings on my finger and Zoey and I had switched. And … and the swap was supposed to be for 24 hours, but she bought the wrong rings and it turned out to be 48.


  I mean … I mean …


  It was for 48 hours, right? Not 48 days?


  Nearly freaking out, I rammed my hand into my panties, frantically searching for a string hanging out of my girly parts.


  Whew! OMG, what a relief! I’m not having “my” period. Mike didn’t screw me in the butt in the girls bathroom at school. Ms Phillips, Mandy, and the other cheerleaders didn’t watch. It was all a nightmare. Yes, it was for 48 hours. And that meant …


  I looked over to a nightstand to check the time on a digital clock.


  “Only five hours to go,” I said to myself.


  When Ms Phillips– no, not Ms Phillips. She’s my wife, Emily– learned that Zoey and I were stuck for another 24 hours as each other, she had texted me and we arranged to meet in a park Sunday afternoon to plan what to do.


  “Don’t come back here to the house,” she said. “Mandy might suspect something is going on. And we don’t want that.”


  No kidding, I thought.


  As we sat side by side on the bench, she said, “The real Zoey is not taking this so well. She feels guilty about what she’s done and she’s depressed that she’s going to miss Spirit Day.”


  “Oh, boo, hoo,” I replied, as I sat there in a bra, panties, tank top, and too tight shorts and my hair in a messy pony. “Look at me.”


  Emily laughed. “You’re adorable. But I understand,” she said. “You don’t want to be adorable.”


  Then she took my hand and added, “And you don’t want people to see you like that. So, I’ll tell you what … You just lie low at Zoey’s house until you two swap back and she will do the same at our house. Okay?”


  “Okay,” I said, forcing a smile.


  Then that nightmare came along Sunday night, possibly prompted by my sexcapade with my boyfriend, Mike– er, Zoey’s boyfriend.


  Not my boyfriend. No, not mine! Hers! And why did I do that? Why!?!


  But, hey, I thought as I lay in bed, the sex really wasn’t so bad. In fact, I kinda enjoyed being on the receiving end, especially when I pretended … 


  As I relaxed, I realized something else. For another few hours, I was Zoey, I was a cheerleader. Heck, I wasn’t just a cheerleader, I was cheerleader captain! Shouldn’t I at least put on my uniform to see what it looks like and feels like? I mean, it couldn’t hurt and no one would ever find out. And, if I did say so myself, I had the body to really rock it!


  Yes, I was Zoey. And I wasn’t just a girl either. I was a  sexually active woman with needs! Just yesterday, I made love to one of my teach … er, my boyfriend. For five more hours, I was a girl through and through. So …


  Why not? 


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Ooooo, yes! I like this better,” I said as I turned and admired myself in my bedroom mirror.


  I had put on our regular cheerleader uniform first, the one that I would have worn to school, with its shell that reaches all the way to the top of the skirt and reveals only a little skin when I jump. It’s okay, I guess. Cute.


  But the one I had on now was more naughty. Tee. Hee. We wore it for competitions. And as I twirled, I noted that it showed plenty of skin, from the bottom of my glittery blue and gold sports bra to the top of my matching, hip-hugger skirt that barely covered my … well, you know …  Tee. Hee.


  Let’s just say that it’s not made for sitting!


  Then again, why not? The blue and white polka dot spankies that I wore underneath covered up the important stuff. And they matched the huge bow that was attached to my high pony hairpiece.


  Dramatic eye makeup completed the look. I had to work on that for awhile, using photos in my room as a guide. But it was worth it!


  I raised one shoulder and stuck out my butt. I winked and smiled. I slowly licked my full, bright red, luscious lips. I was adorable!


  And I had to show somebody. I just had to! I wanted– I needed– someone else to see and admire me.


  Mike would like me like this. So would his friends. Heck, so would anyone with a man thingy between his legs! Hee. Hee.


  But I couldn’t go to school in this outfit. Mean ol’ Mrs. Johnson would say that it’s too “provocative” or some other big word like that. Translation: She’s jealous!


  I could take selfies, I guess, and post them on Instagram and Snapchat, and Mike and his buddies could see them and drool all over themselves. But I am supposed to be “sick” so that’s probably not a good idea.


  Hmmm. Hand to my chin, I struck a thoughtful pose.


  Oh, I just love the way I look in the mirror. I have to show someone. I just have to!


  Oooo, I know. Mr. Phillips! He’s home “sick” too for the next four hours or so. And he’s the one responsible for us switching bodies with those magic rings. Hey, I’ll bet he’d love to see how beautiful I am.


  Fifteen minutes later, my little pink car in the Phillips’ driveway, I was knocking on the door. When Mr. Phillips– Darren– opened it, he was wearing green athletic shorts and a white tee shirt that did nothing to hide his hard, athletic chest and his flat stomach. Oh … my.


  “Zoey, what are you doing here?” he asked.


  But I was too, er, distracted to respond right away. Purse on my shoulder, I just stood there and admired the view. His short, brown hair was so cute and tossled. Five o’clock shadow on his firm jaw made me want to stroke it and feel the bristles. 


  “Zoey, I said what are you doing here,” he repeated.


   “Uh, hi, Mr. Phillips,” I said. “I just thought that, well, since I was home and you were home and I didn’t have anything else to do and we were going to swap back …”


  On and on I rattled, my brain totally derailed by how turned on I was being near this man, forgetting that the reason that I had come was to show off my body to him.


  “Well, we can’t stand out here. People will see us and that wouldn’t look good,” he said as he took my arm and led me inside.


  His hot touch sent a pleasure bolt through my shoulder and into my boobies, nearly making my knees buckle.


  “Oh, watch yourself there. Wouldn’t want you to fall and hurt yourself,” Mr. Phillips said, as he closed the door behind us.


  “Now, what’s this all about? You should be at home until we swap back in …”


  He looked at his watch. “Three and a half hours.”


  Slowly regaining my senses, I smiled. He knew what it was about. Or at least that rock-hard piece of manmeat between his legs knew. It was nearly bursting out of his shorts.


  “Uh, I think you know,” I said, my eyes on the prize and his registering where I was looking.


  “Oh, Zoey, no, we can’t do that. It wouldn’t be right,” he said, quickly backing away and falling into his recliner.


  I followed him and smiled sadly, my tiny hands in front of my even tinier skirt.


  “Oh, you don’t like me. You don’t think I’m pretty enough,” I teased.


  “Oh, no, it’s not that,” he quickly responded. “You’re …


  “I’m what?” I interrupted. “What am I, Mr. Phillips … Darren?”


  He blushed as he answered. And he was sooo cute.


  “You’re gorgeous,” he said. “Really you are.”


  “And don’t you want to find out what it’s like to do it as a guy with a girl before we switch back?” I asked. “When Mandy and I came in Saturday night, I could tell what you had been doing by yourself.”


  His face grew even redder.


  “Of course, I’d like to find out,” he replied. “But this … this would be wrong.”


  Hand on my hip, I wiggled a finger at him and said, “Nuh, uh. It’s not wrong. It’s perfect.”


  “But I’m married,” he protested, looking away from me, as he adjusted the painfully rigid projectile in his shorts.


  “No you’re not,” I shot back. “I’m not married. You’re not married. No one is married right now.”


  What the heck did that even mean? I didn’t care. I just hoped it sounded convincing. I badly wanted him inside me and I’d say or do just about anything to make that happen. 


  “And this happened to us at the car wash because you wanted to have sex with me.” I pressed, as I moved closer. “Isn’t that right?”


  “Uh, yeah, I guess so,” he said, as he looked up at my bare belly for a moment, before his eyes fixed on my bulging breasts, encased in blue and gold. “But this wasn’t what was supposed to happen.”


  I lifted my hands in a “what-are-you-going-to-do?” gesture.


  “I know it wasn’t,” I said. “But it did. So here we are.


  “Wouldn’t you like to squeeze these?” I asked, as I pushed up my girls with my hands. “Wouldn’t you like to put that thing between your legs between mine?”


  As I turned to wiggle my butt in his face, he suddenly grabbed me around my bare waist and pulled me onto his lap.


  “Okay, you win,” he said, as I put my arms around his neck and kissed him.


  Finally! Finally, I was fulfilling my long-desired fantasy to make love to my teacher, Mr. Darren Phillips. It wasn’t the way he had planned it when we switched bodies two days ago. But, hey, you make the best of the hand you’re dealt. Right?


  “I win? We both win!” I giggled, as I came up for air and then began to peel my spankies down my long, bare legs.


  “Yes, he said, as he reached behind me and, with no fumbling at all, removed my top. “We do.”


  Hey, I thought, it’s like he’s done that before. Then I realized … Of course he has. Only …


  The absurdity of that, of who we had been before the body swap, who we were now, and who we would be again soon, sent me into a fit of giggling hysteria.


  “Huh, what’s so funny,” he asked, as I helped him remove his shorts and briefs.


  “Oh, nothing,” I said, pushing him back into the chair.


  Naked now except for my skirt, shoes, and socks, I stepped away, grabbed my purse, and pulled out a condom.


  “Okay, close your eyes, think about baseball, and don’t you dare cum before I put this on you,” I said.


  And he didn’t, thank goodness! Maybe if he had been 18 instead of 40 …


  Heart racing at what was coming next, I sat on his thighs and placed my legs on his shoulders.


  “Isn’t it great that I’m so flexible? Isn’t it great that I’m a cheerleader?” I said. “And not just a cheerleader. But the best cheerleader. The cheerleader captain.”


  “Oh, yes,” he moaned and his eyes rolled up in his head, as I took his rod and guided it inside my already slippery vagina. “Oh, yes, yes!”


  “All right then, let’s hear it now,” I chanted, as I began to form letters with my hands, “Give me an O … Give me an R … Give me a G  …”
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