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  By Portia Hab


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  And 30 minutes later, they weren’t themselves anymore. She was Josh, and he was Caitlin. With no other choice, he then had put on the top and a pair of Sophie’s sweat pants and she now was wearing his clothes.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “It’s Promageddon. That’s what it is,” said Josh-as-Caitlin, as he hefted his braless breasts with both hands. Then he giggled.


  “Cut that out!” Sophie-as-Josh snapped. “You’re my boyfriend and those belong to Caitlin.”


  He laughed. “Yeah, well, about that. Right now, it looks like I’m your best friend and these babies are mine for the next 12 hours. And if I’m going to be hiding out in your bedroom … “


  “Oh, you’re disgusting,” she replied.


  Once more Josh-as-Caitlin giggled. “And you’re not?” he said, and then pulled the pink top up over his new breasts to expose them. “Have you noticed what’s going on between your legs?”


  Sophie-as-Josh blushed a bright red. “Yes, I noticed,” she said. “But I’m trying to be an adult about it, unlike some people.”


  She then turned back to me and begged. “Please, please, please, Craig,” she said.


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


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


  Sophie-as-Josh wasn’t listening.


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


  “Please, please, please!”


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


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


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


  “Please, please, please!”


  *             *        *           *             *


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


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


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


  For me, though, the look screamed, “Jailbait!” I was right in my original assessment. This was beyond creepy. And Josh was right. Perverted, but right. This was Promageddon. With me pretending to be a teenage girl, I feared a catastrophe of Biblical proportions was about to transpire at the Rolling Meadows Country Club.


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


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


  Yes, this was beyond creepy.


  Fortunately, I had refused to hold the medallion and Sophie’s panties for more than a few seconds when Josh handed them to me. He had encouraged me to, saying that the longer that I held them, the more that I would be like the real Sophie. Looking like her on the outside was enough for me, thank you. I wanted to remain me on the inside as much as possible. And besides, I had the real Sophie, who was now Josh, to help me get through the night. Or, so I thought that the time.


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


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


  *           *           *            *             *


  Of course, we got there early for the pictures.  I insisted. There was no way that I wanted to be at Michelle’s house when she arrived home from the real estate office. The thought that she would see me looking like this made me nauseous. And the realization that she would insist on taking her own photos of the adorable couple sent a chill of fear down my mostly bare back. 


  As we stood in the foyer of the country club awaiting our turn with the photographer, my panicky condition didn’t improve. I looked down at the smooth, soft swell of breasts and the cleavage and feared that I was having cardiac arrest. The silver high heels didn’t help either. Fortunately, Josh held me steady.


  Regaining my senses, I wondered why I wasn’t turned on by those breasts, as Josh-as-Caitlin seemed to have been. Immediately after, I told myself that I was a dirty old man for even considering such thoughts about a 16-year-old girl. No, I argued with myself, this wasn’t a 16-year-old girl. This was me. But if it was me… then I was a 16-year-old girl.


  This can’t be happening, I silently protested. It can’t be. But it was.


  I could see the reality all around me as teen-age couples mingled, talked, and laughed. I could hear it in the pre-prom music coming from the ballroom.


  And, most frightening of all, I could feel it in this short, curvy body wearing high heels and a form-fitting dress that clung to those curves, while leaving so much of my body – my body – exposed. This was real.


  Long hair tickled my back. Earrings dangled from my ears. Silk panties pressed against my smooth crotch. The hem of a dress tickled my nylon-clad thighs. I was attending a high school prom – and I was the girl. My head was going to explode if I didn’t distract myself.


  Fortunately, we were next in line for photos.


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


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


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


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


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


  As it turned out, I was wrong about that.


  *           *               *          *                *   


  “Have a sip,” Josh said, placing a glass of punch on the table that we shared with the real Caitlin and her date, Darrin or Devon, or something like that.


  Her dress was similar to mine, only in peach. As I looked about, I realized that lots of others were as well, with short hems and lots of cleavage and flesh exposed. Why didn’t girls wear dresses like this when I was in high school?


  As Caitlin prattled on and I pretended to listen, I actually was constantly reminding myself to keep my legs together. Also, I  massaged one of my feet. The silver heels were in the floor beside me. If not for them, I’d have been in pleasure sensory overload because of the soft, silky feel of the lining of my dress against my smooth skin and the caress of the tulle skirt against my smooth legs.


  “How do you wear these things?” I whispered into Josh’s ear, holding up one of the shoes as I took a sip of punch.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  After a trip to the girls’ bathroom with Caitlin– there are no words– and a little dancing, Josh came back with our second or maybe third glasses. He made a point of covering my small hand in his larger one as he sat down. “Are you getting relaxed?” he asked.


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


  He leaned in close, nibbled my ear, and put his hand on my leg. “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “Neither Josh nor I drink much, but this is a special occasion. Don’t you think?”


  I nearly jumped out of my chair. A sudden adrenaline rush of panic surged through my body as I realized what was going on and the alcohol haze vanished – at least for the moment. Josh was “feeling his oats,” as the booze lessened his inhibitions and he started to listen to his little head more than his big one.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Are you okay?”


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


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


  “Well, considering the package that I’m in…” I began.


  Josh chuckled.


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


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


  “What?” I demanded.


  “Oh, nothing,” he snickered. “Maybe the booze helped us both become a little more comfortable in our roles. Want to go to a motel?”


  “Are you nuts?” I shrieked in my Sophie voice. “No, I don’t want to go to a motel. I want to go home.


  “It’s after midnight,” I added as I looked at the clock in the dashboard. “With any luck, Michelle will be asleep already, and you, me, and the real Josh can hide out in your room until we can change back and I can get the Hell out of here in my own body.”


  Josh laughed. “He might not like us interrupting. You saw how he was acting in Caitlin’s body right there in front of us. And right now, he’s got my bedroom to himself.”


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


  Noticing the bulge in Josh’s pants seemed to be just as prominent now as it had been on the dance floor, I almost added, “It will be safer there.” But thought better of it.


  *            *               *                 *              


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


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


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


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


  That’s when he kissed me.


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


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


  He smiled and shook his head. “Not right now, we’re not,” he said.  “I’m a boy and you’re my girlfriend.”


  Then he let go of one of my arms and gently ran his fingers across the top of my breasts as he kissed me again.


  I wanted to be angry. I wanted to be outraged. Instead, I moaned and leaned into him, aroused by his tongue in my mouth and his hands as they squeezed my breasts through the dress and bra. I felt my nipples harden


  and an electric charge race from them down to just below my belly button. Needing no encouragement, Josh dropped both hands to my thighs and began to push up my skirt.


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


  I almost gave in to him too. I so wanted to as his penis throbbed against my pantyhose. I felt wetness in my silk panties and knew that, in another 10 seconds, he would be inside me.


  I wanted it. I really did. And It would be okay. Josh was right. He was my boyfriend and I was his girlfriend– at least for a few more hours. And almost certainly these bodies we now inhabited had been intimate with one another before tonight. 


  But I couldn’t let it happen. I wasn’t Sophie and she wasn’t Josh, no matter how we looked or felt at this explosive moment. What he wanted to do just wasn’t right.


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


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


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


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


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


  pants.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *            *              *              *                 *


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


  Incredibly, I had fallen asleep in Sophie’s bedroom when I had gone in there to change clothes. Alcohol, extreme stress, and fatigue will do that to you, I guess, especially when they are joined by panic. That’s what I felt when I turned on the bedroom light and saw that Josh-as- Caitlin wasn’t there.  I don’t remember anything after that until I woke up in the pile of panties, bras, and other clothes that cluttered Sophie’s bed.


  I must have been awake long enough, though, to put on the shorts and tank top that I now wore. Unfortunately, I hadn’t remembered to take off the bra. It still emphasized the “girls” through the soft cotton of the top.


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


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


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


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


  “Don’t worry,” she said. “I know everything. I knew it when you came in early this morning.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “That’s right,” she replied. “Josh told me before he left, just before you two got home. I didn’t believe him at first. Fortunately, he told me before he changed back and then I watched him transform from Caitlin back to himself. He said that if he remained a girl one second longer that he would die of exhaustion, whatever that meant. Then he gave me the medallion and he went home.


  “I expected you two to tell me the truth when you came in. You didn’t,” she added. “But it was late, and I figured that we’d have plenty of time to talk about what happened this morning. What Josh told me, though, was pretty freaking weird, I have to tell you.”  


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


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


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


  “I had the medallion and one of your dresses in my hands, and I was about to touch your boyfriend,” she continued, playfully emphasizing the last word.


  



  “Suddenly, he jumped like I was about to set him on fire.”


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


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


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


  “I have to admit that made me feel a little better,” she giggled. “I just couldn’t imagine that Craig would do such a stupid thing as to turn himself into a teen-age girl.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  I stopped and punched him as hard as I could in the chest with my fists.


  



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


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


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


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


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


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


  “But getting to have sex as a man wasn’t why I did it.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Now, go take a shower like a good girl. And remember to take your time. I want to enjoy some more of that icing.”


  He started to walk away and then stopped.


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


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


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


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


  *        *            *          *          


  I sat cross-legged on the bed and looked at the girl staring back at me. With big, brown eyes and full lips, she was cute, no doubt about it.


  Her shoulder-length brown hair was mussed, and she was wearing a pink tank top with lace back and little white shorts with “Aero” written on them in a variety of colors. I have no idea what “Aero” means, and normally it wouldn’t even occur to me to wonder about something like that.


  Sophie– that’s her name– is from the world of teen-agers. By contrast, I’m a 40-year-old man from the world of adults and absolutely no interest in under-age girls.


  Or I was a 40-year-old man. And as long as I stay motionless, I can pretend that I still am. But when I move in even the slightest way, the girl staring back at me matches my movements exactly. As she does so, panic-driven adrenaline surges through me and I am reminded by my mirror image that the world of teen-agers is my world because now I am 16-year-old Sophie.


  I’m not sure how long I have been sitting here in a position that I never could have managed as a large man. But now I’m 5-4, 100 pounds and as flexible as… well as flexible as the teen-age girl that I now appear to be.  My finger and toe nails are painted pink, and I still have the diamond studs in my ears that I wore last night to prom. I also wore silver hoops, silver high heels, a silver bow in my hair, and a thigh-length, strapless dress with a turquoise, sequined bodice and tulle skirt.


  My date for that prom was the real Sophie, wearing the body of her boyfriend, Josh. And she did her best to get me out of that dress right after prom.


  After I fought him off, I went into Sophie’s room to change clothes and fell asleep. When I awoke, I discovered that “Promageddon” was an understatement. Sophie in Josh’s body had lied to her mother about what happened. As a result, she was now me.


  And – this is beyond disgusting – Sophie-as-Craig had seduced Michelle while I was still asleep. The two of them then went out for a late breakfast – after making love for a second time while I was in the shower. Even with the water roaring, I could hear them.


  Ewwww!


  My former girlfriend, now my mother, was having sex with her daughter, now wearing the body of her boyfriend. Even the disturbingly sensuous feeling of the white scrubby thing on my curvy body could not distract me. Nor could looking down to see two soapy and decidedly perky breasts on my chest.


  But then, oooh, ahhhh, yessss! Washing my boobies with that scrubby thing felt sooooo good.


  Ewwww! Was I thinking and talking like a teen-age girl already? If I was, it didn’t matter, at least at that moment.


  I leaned back against the corner of the shower and bit my lip to keep my pleasure to myself. Drying my sleek body was a treat as well, especially rubbing it down my sides, into the indentation of my waist, and over my full hips. Then I just had to apply lotion, lots of lotion to my oh, so smooth legs. It smelled like vanilla.


  But as I put on clean panties, shorts, and a halter top, reality returned.


  I didn’t go to breakfast with them, even though they wanted me to.


  In fact, I’ve spent most of the past day or so in this room. I went out a couple of times to scavenge in the kitchen, and realized that Sophie was right in one of her many complaints about her mother – there’s not enough food in the house. Then again, I didn’t have much of an appetite. A Pop Tart and some Doritos were plenty.


  But I had to stay busy in my self-imposed isolation and I couldn’t take showers 24 hours a day, no matter how good they made me feel. Unfortunately, the real Sophie had taken her phone with her, so I couldn’t entertain myself with the hundreds of texts that she received daily from friends. Of course, I wouldn’t have dared answer any of them, but at least reading them would have given me some insight into the life that she had locked me into.


  So I decided that if this room were going to be mine for a week, I wasn’t going to live in the total chaos that Sophie seemed to prefer. I picked up bras, panties, and socks and put them in the drawers of the white chest. I hung up dresses. I put shoes in the closet. I smoothed the wrinkles out of the hot pink sheets and straightened the zebra-print comforter. I hung up her book bag and stacked magazines and books on one side of her dressing table. I put cosmetics and perfume on the other.


  And I sampled the perfume. Yes, I’m embarrassed to admit, I did. And it gets worse… My favorite was Victoria Secret’s Sexy Little Things.


  Ewwww!


  Was I losing my male identity in this teen-age-girl prison that Sophie’s trickery had sentenced me to?


  So that’s what I worried about as I sat on the bed, smelling like gardenias, staring at a girl, and fearful to move because I knew that her movements would mirror mine. At some point, I knew, I would have to go out into the world as that 16-year-old girl.


  And, as it turned out, that happened a whole lot sooner than I wanted it to.


  *         *         *         *


  A knock on the closed door of my bedroom sent my heart racing.


  “Go away!” I said, the high, feminine voice igniting as much panic to my insides as the movements of the girl in the mirror.


  The door opened, and Michelle walked in.


  “What’s wrong, honey?” she asked. “Are you not feeling well?”


  I lay face down on the bed and turned my head toward the wall. I fought the arousal as I felt the mattress pressing against my breasts and my nipples growing hard. Did this happen with real girls? Did they get so easily turned on? I doubted it. But a male mind in a female body is a totally different– and unnatural – animal.


  “I’m fine,” I said. “I just want to be by myself. Okay?”


  Michelle didn’t answer right away. I could hear her moving around in the room.


  “My goodness,” she said, “you’ve really done some cleaning up in here. That’s not at all like the Sophie I know.”


  She stopped and I felt her eyes on me now instead of the room. “And your socks match,” she said. “That’s not at all like Sophie either. She never wears matching socks. It’s her trademark.”


  Once more she paused and I felt a fearful chill run up my back. When Sophie-as-Craig and I had been alone the day before, I had threatened to tell Michelle what was really going on– to tell her that her daughter had lied to her and then, wearing my body, had sex with her.


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


  His bluff had worked. Michelle and Sophie argued constantly, I knew. They threw things and slammed doors.  And so I quickly assessed that my best course of action was to endure a week as Sophie, while she enjoyed a vacation away from her mother.


  I lay as still as a corpse and hoped that Michelle would leave. She didn’t.


  “I know that you’re really Craig,” she said. “I know what Sophie did.”


  I turned to face her, fighting back tears. “You do?” I said meekly. “Really?”


  Then she laughed. “No, not really. Oh, Craig, you are too much. I’m not Michelle. I’m Sophie!”


  I thought that my head would explode. I was stuck in the teen-age body of my girlfriend’s daughter. And now my girlfriend was telling me that she was really her own daughter. If that was true, then that meant …


  It was as if Sophie-as-Michelle was a mind-reader. “That’s right,” she said. “Mom is in your body, and I am in hers. How about that?”


  I sat up. “But why?” I asked. “You said that you were taking my body for a week to get a vacation from your mother. And now you are her? I don’t get it.”


  The new Michelle shook her head. “Oh, sweet, innocent little girl. That really is the right body for you. Do you think that I want to be away from Josh and my friends during that week?”


  After they had made love for a second – or maybe a third time – Saturday night, Sophie-as-Josh had offered Michelle the chance to have a vacation away from her daughter for a week by changing bodies.


  “So, now she’s down at your house in your body and I’m up here in hers,” said Sophie-as-Michelle. “She thinks that you’re in her body and pretending to be my mother. But I’m now your Mommy, Sophie! How about that?”


  But I knew there had to be more. If Sophie wanted to be with Josh and her friends while her mother was away, she certainly didn’t want to do it in her mother’s body.


  “You’re right, sweetie,” she said. “But I can’t change back to me until after noon today. Remember what I showed you on the internet? Once you are in a new body, you can’t change again for 12 hours.”


  I remembered. “So…” I said slowly. “Where does that leave me? If you are going to be yourself again and Michelle is me … “


  She finished for me. “Then you are going to be my mother.


  “Well, maybe,” she said and grinned. Seeing my concern, she added, “Oh, don’t worry. I’m just teasing.


  “But you becoming Mommy makes the most sense. Doesn’t it? Then, you can go back home, you two can switch back to your own bodies whenever you want, and she will never know that her boyfriend also was her daughter for awhile or that she made love to her own daughter in her boyfriend’s body.”


  Despite her attempt to calm me, I felt panic. During the past couple of days, it had become a common emotion for me. She really was not the person that I had believed her to be during the months that I had known her and her mother.


  Or maybe it was just that having possession of that damned medallion made her drunk with power, as she played with the lives of people as if they were her own personal Barbie dolls.


  “But for the rest of the day at least, you are going to be Sophie,” she continued.


  “And guess what, Sophie? You and I – your mother– are having a poolside brunch with Josh and his parents at their house. They invited us last week because they wanted to meet the mother of their son’s girlfriend. But, of course, you wouldn’t have any way of knowing that. Surprise!”


  Sophie-as-Michelle picked out a sun dress and sandals for me to wear.


  



  “I’ll let you choose which bikini you want to take,” she added. “After we eat, some of your and Josh’s friends are coming for a pool party.


  “If you need help with your hair or makeup, let me know. We’re leaving in 30 minutes.”


  With that, my new mother stepped to the door and then stopped. “By the way, that perfume is nice, isn’t it? And the name– Sexy Little Things— - is perfect for you.


  “Hurry now, Sophie. We don’t want to be late.”


  *                *             *               *


  Josh sat next to me at the table, while my mother sat across and his parents at either end. Had I been a real girl, I could understand an attraction to him, with his blond hair, blue eyes, and athletic build. But I was not a real girl. So why was I feeling so turned on by him, especially when our shoulders or arms touched? I even felt my panties growing damp, just as they had when I sat on the fake Josh’s lap that night after prom.


  “And what are you going to do this summer, Sophie?” Josh’s mother asked.


  I cleared my throat. “Er, I’m not sure yet, Mrs….”


  Michelle intervened. “I know that she plans to spend plenty of time in a bikini. Don’t you, Sophie?” she said with a blinding smile. “But that’s okay. If I were 16 again, that’s what I’d want to do too.


  “We’ve talked about her getting a part-time job, maybe as a hostess at a restaurant or even a life guard at the pool. We’ve actually had some interest in her modeling clothes too, even though she’s shorter than most


  of those girls.”


  Mother glanced at Josh. “What do you think? Would she make a good model?”


  Josh looked at me and grinned. “I’d love to see her as a model, especially for Victoria’s Secret.”


  I wanted to crawl under the table, but I forced myself to smile as I looked down. “Oh, Josh, you’re terrible,” I said.


  Then, as the adults started talking about a movie that had just opened, Josh made his move. Under the table, his left hand moved along my right thigh, pushing aside my dress as it crept upward. Its roughness and


  warmth sent an electric charge straight up to my nipples and then down to my belly button.


  I gasped and the three adults looked at me.


  “Excuse me,” I said as I jumped up from the table and ran toward the house.


  Michelle quickly got up as well. “You’ll have to excuse her. She hasn’t been feeling well. That time of the month, you know.”


  Hearing what she said as I ran inside started a flood of tears that poured down my cheeks and fell onto the bare skin above the bosom of my dress.


  How could this be happening to me? How!?! I was a 40-year-old man who did a favor for his girlfriend’s daughter and now I was that daughter? I had just been groped by her boyfriend and then my “mother” told everyone that I was on the rag!?! I wanted to die.


  Instead, I ran into the bathroom and locked the door.


  This time, Mother couldn’t walk in without my permission. “Let me in, Sophie,” she said.


  “Go away,” I sobbed. “I want to die.”


  “No you don’t, sweetie,” she said. “You’re just having a particularly rough time right now. You know how it is for us girls.”


  I clenched my fists as I stared at my tear-stained face in the mirror. “No, I do not know how it is,” I shouted. “And I want to go home, right now!”


  Michelle jiggled the door handle. “That would be rude, dear,” she said.


  Then, in a much lower voice, she added, “Come on, loosen up a little bit, Craig. This is the chance of a lifetime for you to see how the other half lives. I’m doing it. My mother’s doing it. It’s fun!”


  I grabbed tissues and wiped my eyes and nose. “You both made the decision to try it,” I said. “I wasn’t given an option. All I agreed to was to do you a favor for one night.”


  After a brief pause, Mother replied, “You’re right, and I’m sorry about that. You know, I learned in psychology that teen-agers think the world revolves around them. And I guess that’s what happened here, especially when I felt that erection when we were dancing together at prom.


  “You know, I never had felt anything so intense in my life and I made up my mind right then that I was going make the most of that chance to see what it’s like for boys.”


  I opened the door, and we looked at each other. Mother brushed my hair behind my ear and then hugged me. We were the same height and our breasts pressed together, once again reminding me of my feminine prison.


  “I’m really sorry that I put you in this situation,” she said. “It was selfish of me. But, hey, I’m a kid, right? Kids are selfish, especially girls who get to feel what it’s like to be a horny teen-age boy.”


  Despite myself, I smiled. “Yeah, they are,” I said. “But right now, you’re not a kid, you’re my mother. So act like it.”


  She took my hands in hers. “Deal,” she said. “As long as you act like my daughter. It will be fun if you only will give it a chance. Okay?”


  I nodded my head. “Okay,” I said, and, as I said the word, I felt myself falling down the rabbit hole. I didn’t want to fall, but it was too late to stop.


  So maybe I should just relax and enjoy the ride.


  Still I wasn’t going to have sex with a boy. No way, no how. Yeah, it kinda made sense that Sophie would feel the way that she did when she experienced an erect penis for the first time– and that she would want to feel the intensely pleasurable release that sex provides.. But for me, a man trapped in a girl’s body, to feel a penis pressed against me, that was just gross!


  Yeah, I’ll admit it, kissing and being caressed felt really good in this body. But I still couldn’t reconcile what that led to. I didn’t want Josh’s penis, my penis, or any penis penetrating me.


  Mother took me by the hand and led me toward a guest bedroom.


  “So, we’re okay now?” she asked.


  I nodded.


  “Okay,” she said. “Why don’t you go rest a little bit, while we clean up the table. I’ll tell Josh’s parents that you have a headache and need to lie down for awhile.


  “Then, when you’re feeling stronger, put on your bikini and come on out to the pool. Your friends will be here in about an hour.”


  *              *                *                 *


  Posing in front of the mirror in the guest bedroom, I looked at myself wearing the hot pink halter top, with little white polka dots. I had pulled up my hair with a bunchie, or a crunchie, or whatever the hell you call it.


  A heart-shaped piece of silver metal connected the two triangles covering my breasts. The look was terminally cute. The bikini bottom was black, with ties at the sides. When did girls stop wearing tops and bottom that matched, I wondered?


  As I stepped into my flip flops, I thought to myself, How can I pretend to be a teen-age girl in front of all those other girls? They’ll know. They’ll see that I’m not really one of them. They won’t know who or what I am. But they’ll know I’m not Sophie.


  “How can I do this?” I said softly “How can I pretend to be something that I’m not?”


  Looking in the mirror once again, with my hands on my hips, I answered, “Because you don’t have any choice. For right now, you are that girl in the mirror. You are Josh’s girlfriend and Michelle’s daughter, for today, at least. Act like it.”


  Remembering, then, that I had forgotten the sun block in the car, I headed toward the front of the house instead of the back. As I walked down the hallway, I heard sounds– sounds that suggested something that I really didn’t want to think about while I was in this body. Someone was having sex.


  The door was ajar, but barely. Should I look inside? Despite myself, I was feeling slightly turned on, especially by the woman’s moaning. I also was feeling totally disgusted that I was turned on.


  I stopped outside the door. Probably some of Sophie and Josh’s friends, I thought with a smirk. Horny teen-agers who just can’t keep their pants on, even at a pool party. On the night of prom, I wondered how many other couples had actually done what fake Josh and I almost did in the front seat of his SUV.


  I started on down the hall and then stopped. What would it hurt just to peek? I certainly wasn’t ever going to have sex while in Sophie’s body, but why not take advantage of the situation for a little voyeurism? Couldn’t hurt. Could it?


  I walked back to the door and listened. Suddenly, I noticed that I my hand was creeping into my bikini bottom as I stood there. I yanked it out, totally disgusted with myself.


  But I had to look. I had to. Quietly, I pushed the door just far enough to look inside.


  Oh… my… God! Josh was screwing Michelle– my mother! – doggie style. She was leaning down, with her elbows on the bed and her butt in the air. He held onto her bottom with both hands, as he pumped and rode her as if she were a rodeo bronco.


  I wanted to look away. I had to look away. But I couldn’t.


  Finally, they finished and Mother collapsed onto the bed. Josh fell down next to her. Both were gasping for breath. “Sorry that had to be so quick,” she said. “We can’t stay away long or we’ll be missed.”


  Josh swallowed and raised up on one elbow. “No problem,” he grinned. “I always wanted to do that, and now I finally have, thanks to you, Sophie.”


  Sophie? Josh knew that my mother was really Sophie? Just as I had started to come to terms with being a teen-age girl, just as I had accepted going to pool parties in a bikini, I was slapped upside the head with this? Insecurity washed over me again in a tidal wave.


  What was going on here?


  “My pleasure, believe me,” Sophie-as-Michelle said. “Now, you will do what I want you to do for me. Right?”


  Josh nodded. “Right. And I have to say, no matter what you have planned to do with that medallion, it was worth it. Your mother is one fine lay.”


  He leaned over her and kissed her. As he reached for his trunks, I quickly backed away and ran for the front door.


  What the Hell was going on here? If Josh knew that the real Sophie was in Michelle’s body, did he know that I was still in Sophie’s? And what did she really intend to do with the medallion– and me?  What could I do? Where could I go? I stepped out the door and leaned against it. I looked down at my breasts heaving up and down.


  What could I do? Sophie-as-Michelle held all of the cards as long as she had the medallion. There was nothing that I could do but pretend to be her daughter.


  Pretend to be Sophie, that is, until Sophie wanted to be Sophie again, which she said is what she was planning. While her mother was away, she wanted to be herself again so that she could enjoy the time with Josh and her friends.


  But what did she have planned for Josh and me? Until a few minutes ago, I had thought that I probably would be Michelle by tomorrow. I’d pretend to be her and then her mother and I would switch back to our original bodies and that would be the end of it.


  Now, though, I was certain that this diabolic teen-age girl had something else in mind. But what?


  Certainly it involved Josh. She had bribed him by offering sex in her mother’s body.


  She obviously was planning on using the medallion to change him into someone. Who was it? Was she going to change him into Michelle? Why would she do that? And if she did that, who would she change me into? Sophie would be Sophie, Josh would be Michelle, Michelle would be me, and I would be …


  I swallowed, willed my hands to stop shaking, and slowly walked toward the car, my flip flops clapping on the sidewalk. My reflection in the car window frightened me. I looked like the lone survivor of a slasher movie.


  



  I opened the door, grabbed the sun block, and then willed myself to show a happy face as I headed back to the house.


  I had to pretend that I didn’t see my mother and Josh screwing doggiestyle in the bedroom. I had to smile and be a good little daughter for this pool party, letting my boyfriend grope and fondle me underwater as we splashed in the pool.


  I had to do these things because I knew something that they didn’t realize I knew. It wasn’t much of an advantage. Hell, it wasn’t an advantage at all, unless I calmed down and pretended to be a good little girl.


  So, that’s what I was going to do. Sophie might have the medallion, but she was still a kid. I had 40 years of life experience packed in this 16- year-old body wearing a hot pink and black bikini. I might look like eye candy, but looks were deceiving, especially when the Medallion of Zulo was involved.


  *             *            *            *


  Was that really me? Oh… my… God!


  Or, to be consistent with what I was looking at in the mirror, I guess that I should be thinking OMG!!! Or OMFG!!!!


  Could I really walk out of this room looking like that? Even though I appeared to be a 16-year-old girl, I was still a 40-year-old man on the inside, and the outfit that I wore screamed “Jailbait! Jailbait! Jailbait!”


  But to keep up appearances, to keep my small advantage in this bizarro sex-capade that the real Sophie had trapped me in, I needed to do just that. Maybe, just maybe, if she continued to think that I had accept being a girl, she would let her guard down and I could find


  the medallion of Zulo that she had used to create such chaos.


  This girlie-girl outfit could leave no doubt that I had embraced my temporary femininity. The blue, pleated skirt with wide belt loops (but no belt) wasn’t just short. It was beyond short.  As I stood on tiptoes and looked over my shoulder at my reflection, I easily could see white cotton panties with red hearts peaking out on my perky little bottom.


  My white lace cami stopped a few miles north of my belly button. It was rimmed in some kind of glittery stuff, and its straps were slightly wider than the ones on my padded bra. Like I needed a padded bra. This tight, little 5-4 body already had a 34B bust, but I figured a little enhancement could only help sell the idea that I was okay with being a girl.


  I wore my shoulder-length brown hair loose, adorned my ears with gold hoops and put a gold bracelet on my left wrist. I smelled of Sexy Little Things perfume, which had become my favorite among Sophie’s fragrances. Although I was intimidated just by looking at them, I chose a pair of high-heel sandals from the closet.


  I was going all girlie-girl because I needed to give a false impression to Sophie, who, as best as I could determine, was now her mother, Michelle. Meanwhile, Michelle was now me, Craig, and having a grand ol’ time at my house 60 miles away.


  Sophie and Michelle fight all the time And it actually makes sense that each would want to get away from the other for awhile. But that was the only thing that made sense right now.


  For example, yesterday was a nightmare. That’s when Mother and I went to brunch and a pool party at Josh’s house, and I was under the mistaken impression that I would be Sophie for only a few more hours.


  By ourselves for a moment, we actually had a nice little heart-to-heart conversation, in which she apologized and I agreed to try loosening up a little bit and having fun as a 16-year-old girl.


  Only problem was that I later spied on her having sex doggie style with Josh, who clearly knew that he was screwing Sophie in Michelle’s body. Their conversation in the afterglow of sex left no doubt that they were partners in crime for whatever Sophie was planning to do next.


  I was devastated, but quickly decided that I still should pretend to enjoy myself as Sophie. To do otherwise would alert the real Sophie, masquerading as her mother, that I was aware of her scheming. It wasn’t much of an advantage for me, but it was something.


  Wearing my hot pink and black bikini, I joined the other “kids” at the pool. One of the first things that I noticed was how much more buoyant my girl body was than my adult male body. The second thing was how prominent my boobs were as I floated on my back. Yep, those were nipples pressing against the wet fabric of my bikini top.


  As I closed my eyes to try and forget that disturbing sight, I heard Josh say, “Well, hello there, sexy.”


  Then he splashed me. And pulled me under. And squeezed my breasts.


  Angry– Josh knew that I wasn’t the real Sophie– and aroused at the same time, I wrestled with him, and, believe it or not, it was fun for a moment. Then I realized how much stronger he was than I, and I panicked. I screamed. Of course, everyone else thought that it was just the scream of a girl having fun with her boy friend. Perhaps that’s what it was after all because I didn’t try too hard to get away.


  Instead, I splashed him and we wrestled some more. I screamed again. And when he squeezed my breasts a second time, I grabbed his trunks and pulled him to me. We kissed. And kissed some more. I felt his erection


  pressing against me, and, lost in the moment, ground my pelvis against his. It felt wonderful, especially as I watched his eyes roll up in his head.


  Then I really did panic as I realized who I was and what I was doing. To pretend acceptance is one thing, but to pretend my way into underwater intercourse as a teen-age girl with a teen-age boy was quite another. I pushed him away and swam toward the other girls in the shallow end.


  



  Standing up and pulling my long, wet hair behind my back, I watched him climb out at the other end and go inside. My male mind sympathized with how frustrated he must feel, while my female body ached for fulfillment. I was lost in a crossfire of male-female emotions.


  “You okay, Sophie?” one of the girls asked. And when I didn’t respond, she asked again. “Sophie. Hey, Sophie! Are you okay? Did that asshole Josh do something stupid?”


  Finally, my mind rejoined my body in the pool. Through the tight Spandex of my bikini bottom, I felt cool water on my flat crotch. I felt it running off my hair and down my back. I felt my nipples go rigid again. And I realized that someone was talking to Sophie– to me. “Uh, yeah,” Isaid. “I’m fine.”


  I knew why Josh was going inside, and decided that, once I got back in the cozy confines of Sophie’s bed, with its hot pink sheets and zebra print comforter, maybe I too should consider a little self-gratification.


  *            *            *             *


  As it turned out, I didn’t pleasure myself, as I’m certain Josh did. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. It was–- wrong. I’m not saying that masturbation in your own body is wrong. But for a 40-year-old man in the body of a 16-year-old girl, well, it is wrong. And the mental image of me doing that… Ewwww! If this were 1984, I’d say “Gag me with a spoon!”


  So, instead, I spent much of the night rummaging through my Sophie wardrobe, trying on this and that, until I came up with the Lolita look that I now sported, as I admired – or maybe lusted after – myself in the mirror. I put oversize sunglasses on my head, grabbed my heels and a black purse, and stepped out of my bedroom, ready to confront whatever Sophie-as-Michelle had waiting for me.


  But Mother wasn’t there. Instead, Josh sat silently in the living room, head in his hands. Wearing baggy shorts, a tee shirt, and flip flops, he looked up and smiled when I came in. Despite myself, I felt a flutter in my stomach as I smiled back.  His might have been a sad smile but I was


  so distracted by my body’s attraction to his that I didn’t pay full attention. With blond hair, wide shoulders, and six-pack abs, he definitely was a good-looking guy. I’d do him …


  Ewwww!


  Did I just think that? Maybe I was too good at pretending.


  Regaining my male senses, I immediately went on alert. However things seemed on the surface, I knew, were not how they really were. This blond boy might really be Josh or he might be Sophie. And no matter which of the two it was, they both knew that I was not the real Sophie. And even knowing that, they both still had forced themselves on me, real Josh in the pool and Sophie-as-Josh in the SUV after prom.


  “Where’s my Mom?” I asked.


  “You look really nice,” he said.


  Hearing the compliment, I felt a little tingle, but fought to ignore it. “Thanks,” I said. “Where’s my Mom?”


  Josh stood up. At 5-ll, he was seven inches taller than me in Sophie’s body. As a man, I was 6-2. Looking up so often these past few days still gave me a vertigo.


  “She said that she was going shopping with friends and that she’d probably be gone all day,” he said. “She told me that you’d sleep late and that I should wait for you.”


  I smiled. “Well, aren’t you nice?” I said trying not to reveal the simmering anger that I felt. Whoever this was, he knew that I wasn’t really Sophie.


  “So,” I said, my brown eyes meeting his blue ones, “what’s up?”


  Josh looked down at his feet. “Well, I just thought that maybe we could hang out today, just you and me. Want to?”


  He – or she, if this was Sophie in Josh’s body – was hiding something, no doubt about it. Also, if this was the real Josh, maybe he was embarrassed by what he had tried at the pool, knowing that I was not the real Sophie.


  Whatever was happening, I would continue with my charade of accepting life as a girl until I could figure out what was going on and maybe get my hands on that medallion.


  “Sure,” I said. “Whatcha got in mind to celebrate our first day of summer vacation, boyfriend?”


  This time, his smile was a genuinely happy one. I was sure of it.


  “Well, I thought that we could go to the zoo, have lunch, and maybe see a movie. How does that sound?”


  I slung my purse on my shoulder and dropped my shoes to step into them. “Count me in,” I said.


  When I looked up, teetering a bit on my heels, I saw Josh shaking his head. “What?” I said, holding out my hands in a look-at-me gesture.


  “You don’t like?” I said with a pout.


  Josh swallowed hard. “Oh, I do like,” he said. “Really I do. But so will every other guy when you bend over even the slightest bit and show the world your panties with the little hearts on them.


  “Why don’t you go put on some shorts and maybe a top that covers up a little more? It could get cold in the theater.”


  Wow! This was strange. Whoever this person was, he was concerned about me. That was difficult to process. Why would Josh, a horn-dog, teen-age boy, want me to cover up? Why would Sophie-as-Josh? She had shown herself to be even more of a horn dog than he was when she got the chance. She had really, really wanted to plunge her first erection into me, right there in the front seat of the SUV.


  *        *         *        *         *


  Mostly the zoo was fun, and I am sooo glad that I changed clothes. That made it easier to relax. Yeah, I still had plenty of guys staring at me. Hey, they had good taste! What can I say? But they couldn’t see my panties or my belly button.


  I put on a longer cami and denim shorts, which weren’t any longer than the skirt, but prevented prying eyes from going where they shouldn’t. I also ditched the heels – hurray! – for Topsiders and Sophie’s trademark mismatched socks. I thought of replacing the padded bra with a regular one but decided against it. Hey, the girls liked that added boost from Victoria’s Secret.  And I figured that Josh did too. Tee hee.


  After we had been at the zoo awhile, we heard the tigers screaming from way far away.


  “Ooooh, someone’s hurting one of the kitties!” I cried, not knowing whether I really was that girly or was just playing a part. By this time, it was all blending together. But it was spring, the sun was shining and I was young and in …


  No, I wasn’t that. Forget that. No using the “L” word for this girl. It was a simple matter of biology. My female body was attracted to a muscular male body. That’s all. And I didn’t know who was in that male body, so none of this was real. We both were just pretending.


  Josh chuckled and grabbed my hand. “Come on,” he said. “Let’s see who’s hurting the kitty.”


  Running in a girl’s body felt all wrong and too much of it bounced. But I tried not to think about it. Watching Josh’s tight ass helped.


  No one was hurting a kitty, of course. The tigers were just doing what tigers – and many other animals – do in spring. Only they were more vocal about it than most.


  I blushed at the sight of one big cat atop another. Josh laughed.


  “Hey, it’s spring. The birds and bees and all that stuff,” he said.


  “Yeah,” I said, “all that stuff.”


  I remembered how vocal Sophie-as-Michelle had been when she was screwing Josh the day before. That’s why I found out about them in the first place. That memory was a bucket of cold reality tossed on this pleasant spring fantasy. I would not lose myself in this “date” with Josh, no matter how badly Sophie’s body wanted me to.


  “Let’s go have lunch,” I said.


  It was weird. Josh had been a gentleman all morning, opening doors for me and stuff, and he continued to be at the restaurant. Instead of sitting next to me, so our bodies could touch and he maybe could cop a feel, he sat across from me. He looked me in the eye, instead of at my boobs, and we talked. It was nice.


  But, of course, our conversation wasn’t authentic– at least for me. This was not my life. I was not a girl. I was a man, although you certainly couldn’t tell it right now.


  Mostly, we talked about music and movies, leading in to what movie we would go see. We decided on one with Liam Neeson as a guy out to save his daughter for the third or fourth time.


  But before we went, I decided to try something. As Josh started to stand up, I put my hand on his. “Wait a minute,” I said softly. “I want to tell you something.”


  Sometime during the day I finally had realized that I could bring this up without revealing what I knew about Josh and Sophie-as-Michelle screwing at Josh’s house. If this were the real Josh, maybe I could shock him enough that he would reveal something more to help me understand what was going on. And if it were Sophie, it wouldn’t matter.


  “Josh, you know that the medallion of Zulo is real,” I said, looking him in the eyes. “You’re the one who found it, and you’re the first one who was changed by it.”


  He looked away and, it seemed, he wanted to run away. Finally, he looked back. “Yeah,” he said. “So?”


  I put my hands on my breasts and lifted them up. “So,” I said. “These aren’t really mine. I’m not Sophie. I’m Craig, her mother’s boyfriend.”


  Josh seemed genuinely amused. He grabbed my hand, stood up, and pulled me with him. “Oh, Sophie, you’re too much,” he said. “And I’m really your mother.  Ha. Ha. Why would you say such a thing? We got all that straightened out right after prom.


  “Cut out the kidding, and let’s go see the movie.”


  Had I been 6-2 instead of 5-4, I would have pulled back, made him sit down, and we would have talked some more. But his strength and assertiveness somehow intimidated me and I went with him without continuing the conversation.


  What did I learn? Not enough to be certain, but his reaction led me to believe that he might be Josh. Bringing up the medallion so suddenly, I suspected, probably would have surprised Sophie into giving herself away, by facial gesture if not words.


  Or maybe it was my feminine intuition. Could I have that now? I certainly had the body for it. Whoever this was, however, was lying. What I had seen and heard in the bedroom at Josh’s house proved that, as did my own predicament. Things did not get straightened out right after prom. They got worse.


  Seeming to forget what I had said as quickly as I had said it, Josh continued to be a gentleman at the movie. The closest he came to intimacy was putting two straws in the soda. Our arms and legs touched occasionally, and that was pleasant. But he didn’t initiate any contact.


  I did, though. I put my arm underneath his and leaned against his shoulder. It happened so quickly and so naturally that I was warming nicely from the closeness before I realized what I had done. I then nearly pulled away, but gained control and forced myself to stay in the affectionate girlfriend position for awhile longer. Had to keep playing the part, after all.


  Before I knew it, I was feeling all comfy again and the movie seemed too short.


  *           *       *        *         *             


  I opened the door into a dark, empty house. “Mom!” I yelled. “I’m home!”


  Josh followed me inside as I turned on the light. “Mom!” I called once more. “Are you here?”


  Josh closed the door and I heard him clear his voice. Finally, I thought, I going to find out what’s going on. I turned and looked up into his face. He tried to smile, but I could tell that it was an effort.


  “We need to talk,” he said, as he guided me to the sofa.


  He sat down next to me and we each stared at our own knees.


  “So… what’s up?” I asked. “Are you finally willing to agree that I’m not the real Sophie?”


  He sighed. “You’re not the real Sophie,” he said. “And I’m not the real Josh. I’m the real Sophie.”


  Suddenly, a tidal wave of emotion broke over me and I started bawling. As much fun as I might have had on our “date,” none of it had been real. My life had been stolen from me and the person who did it was sitting next to me. I turned and pounded my fists into his arms.


  “You bastard!” I screamed. “For three days I’ve been stuck in your body. Why have you done this to me? Why? Why? Why?”


  He let me pound until I couldn’t hit him anymore. Then he held me in his arms.


  “Sophie – I mean Craig –- I am so, so, sorry for doing this to you. You were kind enough to do me a favor and go with me to prom, and I did this awful thing to you.


  “I didn’t intend to,” he said. “But feeling the strength of a male body for the first time and feeling – I won’t lie – the erection that a boy gets when he’s turned on, I wanted to keep feeling it for at least a little while longer. And with the medallion, I had control. If you wouldn’t have sex with me, I realized I could use the medallion to get your body and have sex with my mother as her boyfriend.”


  I pulled away. “But why didn’t it stop there?” I asked. “Why did you give your mother my body and take hers? Why did you not care what happened to me?”


  Josh shook his head. “No excuses,” he said. “It was wrong. It really is true that was a way to get my mother out of town for awhile. But then it got complicated.”


  He paused and look away.


  “Josh – Sophie – look at me,” I said. “How did it get complicated?”


  He shook his head and I barely could hear his voice. “After we switched bodies, after I became my mother and she became you, we had sex,” he said. “And she liked it, too, just as much as I did when I was you.”


  I threw my hands in the air and fell back against the sofa. “My, God!” I screamed. “This is insane! You used my body to have sex! Your mother used my body to have sex!”


  That got a rise out of the apologetic Josh, and not the sexual kind. “Hey, if you’d been a little more cooperative on prom night, maybe none of this would have happened!” he snapped.


  “Yeah, blame me for being a good girl!” I screamed right back.


  With that, bizarre statement, we both suddenly realized the absurdity of our situation, and both of us smiled. His was sweet.


  “You’re right. You were. And I was a bad boy,” he said as he took my hand.


  I nodded. “Okay, we’ve got that settled. Now, I want my body, Sophie. Right now. Where’s the medallion?”


  Now he started to cry. To say that he cried like a little girl would not be an exaggeration because, inside that buff male body, that is what he was.


  “I can’t give it to you,” she said through tears. “I don’t have it. Josh took it with him.”


  That’s when Sophie-as-Josh explained to me the rest of what happened. She really had felt bad about what she had done to me and so she was going to put me in her mother’s body. Then she was going to give me the medallion.


  “You and Mom could have done whatever you wanted with it,” she said. “I guess I was thinking that you and she could have all kinds of fun with it.”


  But she also wanted to experience more sex as a male. That’s why she enlisted Josh. They would trade bodies before she gave the medallion to me. She knew that he considered her mother a MILF, and so she used that to get him to agree. In her mother’s body, she had sex with him during the pool party.


  Then Josh came to the house last night, after I was in my bedroom. Using the medallion, Sophie-as-Michelle had turned herself into Josh. But then Josh had balked at turning himself into Sophie, which is what she wanted him to do.


  “I want to try sex as your mother,” he told her. “She’s so hot. Then in 12 hours, I’ll turn myself into you.”


  Against her better judgment, Sophie-as-Josh agreed, knowing that would mean that I’d have to stay as Sophie for awhile longer. Then, they made love, with Sophie as Josh and Josh as Michelle. Perversely, they were in exactly the opposite roles as they had been when they had sex the day before. Maybe they’d done a repeat performance of doggie style too. I didn’t ask.


  As men usually do, Sophie-as-Josh fell asleep right afterward.


  “I had no idea that could happen,” Sophie-as-Josh said to me with red eyes. “Suddenly I was out.”


  And when he awoke, Josh-as-Michelle was gone with the medallion.


  “He left a note saying that he was going down to your house,” Sophie-as-Josh said. “He said that he was going to pretend to be you and wanted to see if he could get Michelle to trade bodies with him so he could have sex with her again.”


  He looked down as his hands as he clenched them in aggravation. “Josh got drawn in by the power of the medallion the same way that I did.


  “Craig,” the girl in a boy’s body said. “I am so, so sorry about this.”


  For the first time in three days, I saw light at the end of the tunnel. Finally I knew who was who, where the medallion was, and that there was no conspiracy intended to stick me forever in a body not my own.


  I reached my small arm around his broad shoulders and pulled him close.


  “You smell really nice,” he said, sniffing deeply of my hair.


  “Now cut that out!” I said. “You’re finally getting back on my good side here. Don’t screw it up.”


  He nodded.


  “Okay, here’s what we’re going to do,” I said. “We’ll just drive down to my house and get the medallion first thing in the morning. Hell, we’ll do it tonight and we can be ourselves in a couple of hours.”


  Sophie-as-Josh started bawling again. “I haven’t told you the worst part yet,” he said.


  I felt my heart fall all the way to the bottom of my stomach. I backed away and stared daggers at him. “Tell me,” I said.


  He swallowed hard. “Oh, Craig, I’m so, so sorry,” he began again.


  “You already said that!” I interrupted. “What’s the worst part? You wanted to be a man. Act like one!”


  Wrong tactic. Now this little girl in the body of a football player threw herself face down on the sofa. “Mmh hmmph mmnph hnmmm,” he sobbed into the cushion.


  “I can’t understand you with your mouth against the sofa!” I yelled in exasperation. “What happened?”


  He rolled over and looked up at me, his blue eyes filled with pain.


  “When you were in the little girls’ room at lunch, Josh texted me. He said that he and my mother were going to Las Vegas with the medallion to have some kinky fun. ‘Kinky,’ that’s the word he used.


  “He said that they’d come back at the end of the week. We’re stuck like this until then. Or maybe even longer, I’m afraid. Things like that happen with the medallion of Zulo.


  “You’re Sophie and I’m Josh, and there’s nothing that I can do about it. Oh, Craig, I am so, so sorry.”


  More tears poured out of his big, blue eyes, and I felt my brown ones growing wet in sympathetic response.


  What was going on here?  I wasn’t just mad at Josh. I was infuriated! I was stuck as a 16-year-old girl for at least a week or – who knows– maybe forever, for God’s sake!


  And yet … I wanted to touch him, to comfort him. I started to reach out, to take one of his large hands in my smaller ones. But, somehow, some way, I resisted.


  No, dammit! I was a man not a girl and Josh was not my boyfriend. He was the daughter of my girlfriend. And yet, he had been so nice to me today and he was feeling so sad now – and apologetic – and I knew that he really meant it and well … I definitely could see how the real Sophie would be attracted to the real Josh. He was cute and athletic and kind and sweet . .  .


  But I was not the real Sophie and he was not the real Josh!


  A long, awkward moment passed and he staggered to his feet, looking more morose than ever.


  “Please, don’t say anything. Believe me, I couldn’t feel any worse than I do already,” he said. “That’s why I wanted you to have as nice a day as possible. I wanted you to enjoy yourself before I told you the bad news.


  “And, you know what, I had a really nice day too, Sophie,” he said. “I realized being a boy and spending time with a girl is more than just getting a boner and having sex.


  “I probably should have told you sooner, I guess. But I didn’t want to spoil it.”


  He opened the front door. Then he turned around and kissed me lightly on the lips. Butterflies took flight in my tummy and my knees grew weak. I wanted to lean into the kiss, to wrap my arms around his neck, and to


  pull us into the embrace that my Sophie body was screaming for.


  But, one more time, I resisted. I was a man, dammit!


  I put my head down and said nothing.


  “Good night, Sophie,” he said, before he stepped outside and closed the door.


  I was alone in a house not my own and no one to turn to. And Josh was alone, going home to a house that wasn’t his own either.


  And he had been so cute and so sweet and so apologetic …


  I stared at the door. I just couldn’t resist anymore. I didn’t want to resist anymore.


  I took a deep breath and opened it.


  “Wait, Josh,” I said. “Don’t go.”


  #     #     #     #
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