

  

    
      
    

  




  

     Scary Little Girl Trilogy 


     Older to Younger, Magical Sex Change 


       


     By Portia Hab 


       


       


       


     1. I Wish …  


       


       


     Just a few months ago, I had a great life. I was a single guy and a freelance journalist, often sent to exotic places to write travel articles about my adventures there. I had an apartment in the city and a terrific girlfriend, Kristine, in the suburbs. She had a 13-year-old daughter, Kelly, whom I adored and often spent time with. Actually, as Kelly constantly reminded me, she was “almost 14.” 


     She is 14 now. Her birthday was just a few days ago, on Halloween. I know for a fact that she looked forward to it and enjoyed the party that we had after I took her and her friends trick-or-treating. Nothing earth-shattering occurred for her, related to either the holiday or her birthday. It was just a nice day.  For me, however, October 31 was life-changing. 


     “Life-changing” is an overused term, I think. The truth is that some experiences are and some aren’t. I assure you that I am not exaggerating when I use it for what happened to me. 


     But I’m getting ahead of myself. You should know the backstory first. 


     I met Kristine through an online dating service. At 35, she was five years younger than I. An outreach education coordinator for a local university, she was a slender 5-6 brunette with brown eyes. We hit it off right away and, by our third date, we were sleeping together. 


     The sex was great, especially for a 40-year-old guy who had been divorced for 10 years and had no serious relationships since. 


     Kris travelled too as part of her job, usually gone for two or three days at a time once or twice a month. I don’t know who kept an eye on Kelly before we started dating. All I know is that, one night, as we lay naked and happy in each other’s arms, she said, “I have to go out of town Thursday and back on Saturday. Would you mind staying at the house and keeping an eye on Kelly?” 


     I pulled her close, pressing her bare breasts against my chest and squeezing her plump bottom with both hands. “Maybe … ,“I said playfully. “What’s the job pay?” 


     She pushed her hand between our bodies, between my legs,  and returned the favor. “Whatever you want,” she said. 


     “I’ll take it,” I said with a smile, as I released my grip and rolled onto my back. Kris did likewise. 


     “Thanks,” she said. “It was Kelly’s idea, and she said you would. She likes you a lot, you know. She said that you two are a lot alike and have a lot in common.” 


     I propped up on one elbow. “Really?” I said. “Well, we do like a lot of the same movies and foods, even some of the same music. We even seem to be thinking the same thing sometimes, which is kind of disturbing, if you want to know the truth.” 


     Kris laughed. “Yes, she’s one of a kind,” she said.  


     “What do I have to do?” I asked. 


     “Mostly just be sure that she doesn’t overdose on junk food and be her chauffer,” she said. “Now that school’s out, she’ll probably want to go to the pool every day to be with her friends. Just drop her off and pick her up.” 


     At “almost 14,” Kelly didn’t look much her mother. She was maybe 5-4, with blonde hair and green eyes, and I was shocked to see how well she filled out the pink floral bikini that she put on to wear to the pool that first day. 


     As I pulled up by the entrance and stopped, Kelly looked over at me and said, “I wish that you would come to the pool with me.” 


     I smiled. “That’s a very kind and generous offer. You’re a thoughtful girl. But you should be with friends your own age. Besides, I’m a 40-year-old man– not your father– and you’re a 13-year-old girl … “ 


     “Almost 14,” she interrupted. 


     “Almost 14,” I agreed. “But that wouldn’t be appropriate. You do understand that don’t you?” 


     She didn’t. “But if you came, I wouldn’t ignore you. You’re my friend too. I’d spend all the time with you,” she said. “And now you’re going to be all by yourself.” 


     I touched her arm. “That’s okay. Really,” I said. “I’m used to being alone. I can always find stuff to do. Don’t worry about me. You just go have fun with your friends.” 


     Kelly looked at me with a sad expression. “Well … okay,” she said. “But even though you didn’t bring a bathing suit, you could still come. I have an extra one in my bag.” 


     Wow … that was weird. I didn’t say that of course. She was just a 13-year-old girl and she didn’t want me to be lonely. 


     “Have fun,” I said. “Call me when you’re ready for me to pick you up.” 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     Later on in the summer, I took Kelly shopping at an upscale second-hand clothing store for teen girls and young women. I had been shopping with Kelly and her mother before, so I knew the general routine. 


     First we walked up and down the aisles, looking at clothes. Sometimes, Kelly pulled a dress off the rack, looked at it, and then put it back. Other times, she’d comment on its size, color, or style, as she weighed whether to put it back or keep to try on.  She asked my opinion as well, often without telling me what she thought first. That seemed a strange thing to do. I was a guy and I was old, at least compared to her. Why would she care what I thought about her clothes? 


     “Well that cut-out in front could make you look kind of slutty,” I said about one dress. I said that because, well, that’s what I thought. But I don’t know where that opinion came from. I’d never given fashion much thought, especially teen girl fashion. But as I spent more and more time with Kelly, I guess that now I was.   


     “That’s exactly what I was thinking,” she said, as she put it back.  


     She locked arms with me as we walked to the dressing room area. “We have so much common, you and me,” she said. “I just love it that you’re willing to do things with me.” 


     I smiled. “I love it that you want me to,” I said.  


     I said that sincerely too. Divorced with no children, I never had been around teenagers much, especially girls. And during the past decade, I had been mostly on my own, traveling much of the time.  This was a whole new world, and I was enjoying the exploration, just as I did in exotic places around the world. But, yeah, it was a bit weird and, at times, unsettling, like that day in front of the pool. Did all 13-year-old girls engage in such bizarre conversations? 


     And it happened again, when Kelly came out of the dressing room in a cute little sun dress and twirled. “Well, what do you think?” she asked. 


     “I think that looks great on you,” I said. 


     “Thanks!” she replied. “I thought so too. 


     “This is so much fun having you with me,” she added. “I just wish that I could help you pick out clothes too.” 


     I laughed. “Well, you can,” I said. “We’ll stop at Target later. I need jockey shorts and crew socks.” 


     Kelly slapped me on the arm. “No, silly,” she said. “I mean pick out clothes here.” 


     I put my arm around her and pulled her close. “Kelly, sweetheart, this is a teen girls’ clothing store. You know that, right? And I’m a man. Not that I ever would, but what do you think would happen if I ever started trying on clothes in here?” 


     But as with the swimsuit, she wouldn’t be swayed. “Well, I think it would be just fine,” she said. “I’m trying on clothes in here and you should too. I could help you pick out stuff, just like you’re helping me.” 


      Not knowing what else to say or do, I looked at my watch. “Wow, look at the time. Want some lunch? I’m getting hungry.” 


     More such strange conversations followed over the rest of the summer and into the fall, but they became so commonplace that I no longer gave them much thought, as we seemed to share a bond that I couldn’t deny. I had read that teenagers aren’t rational human beings, guided far more by emotion than intellect, and Kelly seemed to be a prime example of that. Yes, I was her friend and we shared much in common. But I was not her peer and I was a male, not a female. Facts that she seemed oblivious to when we were together.  


     She proved that again on Halloween, her 14th birthday. While Kristine stayed home to hand out candy, I was going to take Kelly and her friends trick-or-treating. Kris thought that this might be their final year for such exploits, soon deciding that they were too old to do such kids’ stuff.  


     In keeping with her image as a girly girl, Kelly was dressed as a Barbie princess, while her friends, Beth and Judy, were costumed as Wonder Woman and a wizard from the Harry Potter movies. 


     As I tied a bow in back of her pink dress, Kelly said, “You’re going to get candy too, aren’t you, Kevin? You should, you know. You shouldn’t just be walking around with us. That’s no fun.” 


     I kissed the blonde curls on the back of her head. “No problem, kiddo,” I said. “I’ll let you do all of the work and just steal some of yours later, after you’ve pigged out and fallen asleep.” 


     Kelly turned around and pushed at me. “Don’t be silly,” she said. “If you’re going trick-or-treating, then you’re going trick-or-treating. You should get your own candy. And if you’re going to do that, you should wear a costume too. I wish you would.  


     “I have a really cute Minnie Mouse costume from last year that would fit you perfectly. It’s got a cute black and white polka dot dress and a big red bow to put in your hair. You’d look adorable.”  


     Now, I was 6-0 and weighed 175 pounds. Kelly was 5-4 and weighed maybe 100 pounds. Even her friends looked shocked when she said that. That’s when I had the startling revelation that Kelly really was living in an alternate reality. It wasn’t just that I was an adult man with no experience around young girls and didn’t understand them. 


     Only by then, it was too late to do anything about it. 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


     After trick-or-treating, we came back to the house for birthday cake and ice cream. 


     “No longer ‘almost 14,’” Kris said as Kelly blew out the candles. 


     I hugged my Barbie princess. “That’s right, sweetie,” I said. “Now, you’re a mature 14. Congratulations.” 


     Kelly opened presents and thanked each of us with a kiss on the cheek. But she singled out my gift for special attention. “Oh, Kevin, the boots are perfect. You know me so well. It’s like we’re …” 


     Instantly, I knew the word she was about to say. It starts with an “s.” Man! That was just too freaky. I didn’t let her finish. 


     “Okay, Kris, let’s cut the cake,” I said, finally acknowledging to myself that Kelly had an psychological disorder of some kind that needed to be addressed. I would talk to Kris about it later tonight or tomorrow. Had she never heard Kelly say things that disturbed her? If so, why hadn’t she mentioned them to me? 


     As it turned out, though, I never got the chance. Since I’d known her, Kris always had a healthy sexual appetite. But on Halloween night, it was even more so. She practically tore off my clothes. Then she pushed me onto the bed and pleasured me orally.  


     “I hoped you didn’t mind that I helped myself,” she smiled afterward, as she rested her head on my shoulder and ran her hand over my chest. “It was like I couldn’t help myself.”  


     “Not at all,” I sighed. “But now I’m gonna need some recovery time. I’m not a young guy anymore.” 


     Later, we made love three different ways, including doggy style. The marathon complete, I quickly fell asleep and didn’t wake up until the following morning. 


     When I woke up, Kris was gone. No, actually, I was gone, since I wasn’t in her bed anymore. Moving my hands to both sides, I could tell that I was alone– and in a narrower bed. Also, the early morning light was different.  


     Holy crap! Where was I? 


     As I lay on my back and looked cautiously side to side,  early sun sneaking through closed blinds revealed pink walls with unicorns and rainbows, a heart-shaped mirror, and … another bed, with Kelly up on one elbow watching me. 


     “Good morning, Kaitlin!” she said brightly. “Aren’t you glad it’s Saturday so we don’t have to go to school today?” 


     “What!” I screamed as I sat up. “What’s going on? Why am I in your bedroom?”  


     Blonde hair fell across my face. As I brushed it back, I felt weigh shift on my chest. Looking down, I saw that I was wearing a lavender top with glittery silver letters. Even though they were upside down, I could tell that they said, “Girl Power!” 


     “Kelly!” I said. “What’s going on? Why am I in your bedroom? Where’s Kris?” 


     Suddenly realizing that my voice was high-pitched and shrill– just like that of a teen girl– I put my hand to my mouth. That’s when I felt something on my teeth.  


     Braces? I had braces!?! 


     Wearing a shirt similar to mine, only in peach, and tiny shorts, Kelly came over to my bed and sat next to me.  


     “Oh, you big silly,” she said as she pulled my hand away from my mouth and patted it. “You must have had a nightmare or something.” 


     Just then, Kris opened the door and looked in the room. “Kelly, Kaitlyn, why are your girls making so much noise?” she asked. “Is everything okay?” 


     Kris’ failure to react to this new dynamic left me completely speechless. I stared at her, mouth open. 


     “We’re okay, Mommy,” Kelly said. “Kaitlyn just had a bad dream. Everything’s okay now. We’ll get dressed now.” 


     After Kris closed the door, Kelly pulled me from the bed. I was too stunned by this overwhelming new reality to resist.  


     “Come on, sis,” she said. “You’re so out of it that you probably are going to need some help getting dressed.” 


      I didn’t resist. Based on my voice, breasts, shirt, and long hair, I knew that I wasn’t a man anymore. And both Kris and Kelly had called me “Kaitlyn.” I meekly followed her lead. 


     “Take off your shirt, Kaitlyn,” she said, as I watched her rummage through the drawer of a dresser. As I complied, she pulled out a white bra and panties.  


     “Now turn around.”  


     She  put my arms through straps and fastened the bra in back. Then she reached around and handed me the panties. They had a little red bow in front. They stretched tight across my new, flat groin. 


     “And put these on.” 


     Next came a pink tank top and denim shorts that were much too small. “Just lie down on your back and pull them on,” Kelly said. 


     Finally, she placed me in front of a full-length mirror to put rhinestone studs in my ears and fix my hair. She tied it  at bottom and side and a big blob of blonde curls peaked out from behind my right ear. 


     Standing behind me, Kelly placed her hands on my narrow shoulders and appraised her work. “There,” she said with satisfaction. “Aren’t you adorable?” 


       And I was. That’s because I looked almost exactly like Kelly.  The major differences– and they weren’t much– is that she was bit taller and looked a bit older. 


     As if reading my mind, she said, “You’re my favorite little sister! And we’re not only sisters, we’re besties. I just love that we can share clothes and go shopping together.” 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     Kelly led me out into the kitchen and said, “Mommy, I’m going out to play on the trampoline.” 


     She pulled out a chair and settled me into it before leaving. As I put my arms on the table, I felt the bra straps pull across my shoulders and my thighs press together without anything in between them for the first time in my life.  


     So distracted by the strangeness of it all and not even considering that I had an audience, I ran my hands over my breasts, down my sides, and onto my smooth, hairless legs.  


     Kris giggled. “You’ll get used to them,” she said. “I did.” 


     Then the woman who had performed oral sex on me just a few hours ago, sat down across from me.  


     “I’m your mother now,” she said. “I’m so sorry about this, Kevin.” 


     My blue eyes grew large. “Wait! You mean that you do know that I’m not this Kaitlyn girl? That I’m really Kevin?” 


     She nodded. “I do. But I don’t know how or why I know,” she said. “Sadly, there’s nothing I can do about it either. Kelly seems to have wanted a younger sister, and now you’re it. 


     “Just like she seems to have wanted a mother on her 13th birthday, and now I’m it. When I was teacher, she never said anything about her family. Now, in this reality, I’m her mother and always have been. 


     “You’re the first person that I’ve been able to tell about this,” Kris continued. “I have no idea about why we can do that either. I’m guessing that’s because the same thing has happened to both of us. Inside, we know that we’re not who we appear to be. Outside, we’re Kelly’s mother and sister.” 


     My heart raced. “You know who I am. Or was,” I said. “Who are you? On the inside, I mean.” 


     Kris looked down in embarrassment and twisted one hand with another. And after she told me who she had been, I could understand why. The attractive 35-year-old single mother who had performed oral sex on me the night before had been Christopher, a single male, 50-year-old middle school English teacher with a receding hairline and a beer belly. He too been divorced for years, with no children, no companion in  his life. 


     “When she came into my class in the fall, Kelly stood our right away,” she recalled. “She was a good student, friendly and polite. Sometimes she seemed wise beyond her years. And other times she’d say some really bizarre stuff.” 


     I nodded my head knowingly. “Same thing happened with me,” I said. “In fact, some of the stuff that she said to me was so weird that I had decided that I was going to ask you about her. I was going to ask if she had a psychological condition or something and see if you thought we should get some help for her. 


     “Of course, that was last night, when I was a man and your lover. Now I’m a girl and your daughter. If I were to try to tell anyone what happened now, I’d look like the one with a psychological condition.” 


     “Same thing happened with me,” Kris said. “When I finally decided that I should see about getting some help for  her, it was too late. 


     “Then, when I woke up in a strange house, as Kelly’s mother, I was certain that I was the crazy one.”  


     I asked Kris to give me an example of something bizarre Kelly said to her. 


     “Well, I was in my room grading papers,” she began. “Keep in mind that I was a middle-aged guy with almost no hair on his head. Kelly came in and asked if I’d like to get a mother-daughter makeover with her. Leading up to Halloween, she made several references like that. And it wasn’t that she wanted me to be her mother. It was like she already was regarding me as her mother.” 


     I told her that she did the same with me, only as her sister, wanting me to put on one of her bikinis and her Minnie Mouse costume and insisting that I try on girl clothes in the second-hand store. 


     “It was like she was preparing us for what was going to happen on Halloween, when I became her mother and you became her younger sister,” Kris said. “Or maybe she  viewed us that way from the beginning and was just treating us as she saw us in her reality– and now ours as well.” 


     “How do you know that I’m her younger sister?” I asked. 


     She shook her head. “I don’t know how I know,” she said. “That’s just the new reality. I’m a single mother with two teenage daughters. You’re a 13-year-old girl with a single mother and a 14-year-old sister. That’s just the way it is. 


     “You’ll stay who you were on the inside,” she added. “But you won’t be able to tell anyone who you were, just like I couldn’t until this morning when suddenly I had a second daughter. Evidently, you and I can talk about who we used to be to each other and I’m guessing that was allowed to help you understand what happened. Don’t ask me why. And I don’t know if we will continue to be able to do that. 


     “But to the outside world, you’re Kaitlyn now. You won’t panic or anything. At least I didn’t. You’ll just accept it and move on with your new life.” 


     I shook my head in disbelief. “But that’s just crazy,” I said in my new girl voice. “What about my old life? What about yours? When people suddenly disappear, people ask questions.”  


     In a tight tank and shorts, Kris came around the table and leaned her chin on my head. Just a few hours before, I realized, that would have caused a stirring between my legs. I would have turned and we would have kissed. She was a sexy woman. 


     Only now, not to me. There was no stirring, no erotic arousal. Just … comfort? 


     Then she wrapped her arms around me in what could only be described as a motherly embrace. Her breasts pressed against my bare shoulders. 


     “I’m so sorry, sweetie,” she said. “As far as I could tell, it was just like reality instantly shifted and Christopher never existed. I have to believe that it will be the same for you. 


     “I have no idea who is responsible for this or why this happened to us,” she continued. “I don’t know if Kelly did this intentionally to us or if she was just an instrument for carrying it out. We’ll never know. But this is who we are now. This is our world.” 


     I put my fist up against my mouth and, despite my best efforts not to, started to sob. 


     Kris gently pulled me to my feet. “There, there,” she said. “It will be okay. I promise. I love  my daughters very much and Kelly loves us. As bizarre as it seemed at the time, she showed her love for us from the first time she me us. Don’t you see? We just didn’t know it. 


     ” Now, give me a hug. That will help you feel better.” 


     I wrapped my thin arms around her and squeezed. She squeezed back. And it did make me feel better. It made me feel safe too. 


     I gained control of the tears, but now my nose was running. 


     She pulled a tissue from her pocket and handed it to me. “There you go,” she said. “Blow your nose. That will help too.” 


     “Thanks, Mommy,” I sniffed. 


     “Well, are you hungry?” she asked. “I can make your favorite, if you want. Pancakes with chocolate chip smiley faces?” 


     “Oh, yes, please” I said happily. 


     As  Mommy whipped the batter for the pancakes, I went to the pantry and got the chocolate chips from where I knew we kept them. I set the table and poured big glasses of milk for myself and my sister, Kelly, who was out playing on the trampoline.  


     “Oh, there’s one more thing,” Mommy said. “I just found out yesterday. You and Kelly are going to have a baby brother or sister in a little less than eight months. Isn’t that wonderful?” 


     Yes, I was Kaitlyn now, and, after my talk with Mommy, I was eagerly awaiting my favorite breakfast and then a day of hanging out with my older sister, who was also my bestie. 


     But I also remembered who I had been and that news gave me pause. I think that it would give pause to any 13-year-old girl who just found out that she was going to be a father. Don’t you? 


       


       


      


       


     2.  Happy Halloween, Mommy 


     When will be the big moment this year? I wondered as I drove to my girlfriend’s house. Will Emma try to pull a Halloween prank while I’m taking her and her friends trick-or-treating? Or will she wait until we are back at the house, and her mother and I are snuggling on the sofa, watching a “Walking Dead” marathon and drinking wine? 


     While Susan stayed home and handed out candy, I had been taking Emma trick-or-treating in their near-city neighborhood for three years. In other words, for as long as her mother and I had been a couple. Sadly, this would probably be the last year. Next year, she would be 14 and probably think herself too old to be escorted by an adult or maybe not even interested in going anymore. 


     I know. You’re wondering why Susan and I had been content to date for three years, instead of getting married. For one thing, we were both divorced, in our mid 30s, and neither of us in a hurry to try marriage again. For another, I was a country boy and she was a city girl, and a weekend relationship seemed to fit us perfectly. I’d drive up to spend one weekend with them, and we’d do city stuff, like shopping or going to the zoo, the museum, and baseball games. Then they’d drive down to my lake house and we do country stuff, like hiking, fishing, and flea markets. 


     Somewhere along the way, as Susan and I became lovers, Emma and I started playing pranks on one another, with a special emphasis on Halloween. I always kept it simple because she was a child. And she did too because, well, she was a child. Mostly we surprised and/or frightened one another with fake vomit or dog poop, or maybe a whoopee cushion. The previous year, Emma had hidden a little device under the lid of the toilet that released a horrendous scream when I lifted the lid. She won that round. And in hindsight, I should have noticed that she was getting more and more serious yearly in our competition. Now it’s too late. 


     But I’m getting ahead of my story. 


     When I arrived at their house, it was a little after dark and Emma and her friends, Tyler and Paige, seem unusually eager to go trick-ortreating. 


     “Come on, Scott, let’s go before all the candy’s gone,” said Emma, as she took me by the hand and started pulling me toward the door that I’d just come in. 


     It was almost as if she were 10 years old again. I should have wondered about that. But I didn’t. 


     “Just a minute,” I said laughing. “Let me say hello to your mother.” 


     Susan was cleaning up in the kitchen after making dinner for the three teens. “Hi,” I said, putting my arms around her from behind and kissing her neck. With my hands out of sight of the girls, I gave her breasts a quick squeeze. She moaned softly and pressed back against me. 


     “Looks like I’m not staying long,” I added, as Emma pulled on me again. 


     “No worries,” said Susan, a 5-6 brunette with shoulder-length hair and brown eyes. “But you’re mine later.” 


     She almost made my mouth water with desire as she stood there in gray charcoal leggings, a white tunic top that hugged her curves, and an oversize purple flannel shirt rolled up at the sleeves. The shirt hung open. I already had determined that she wasn’t wearing a bra. 


     I could make no such determination for the girls, who certainly didn’t look 10 years old, contrary to how they were acting. All three wore flirty little skirts with their verging-on-sexy costumes, along with tights or over-the-knee socks. Tyler, a tall, thin, blond, was Alice in Wonderland in gingham blue. Paige, a slightly chubby girl with black hair, was Little Miss Muffett, in yellow. And Emma, sweet little Emma, was Minnie Mouse in a black and white polka dot, sleeveless sun dress, a red sash with a big red bow around her waist, and another behind her big, black mouse ears. She had a small black smudge on her nose to make it appear more mouselike. She wore black tights and high heels. And she was adorable. She also was, by far, the most developed of the three, and it certainly showed in that dress. 


     But emotionally, and probably psychologically, Emma was still very much a child. Thunder frightened her. When just the three of us were together, she whispered secrets to Susan. And she still called her mother “Mommy.” 


     “Okay, okay,” I said. “Let’s go. 


       


     *     *     *     * 


     Weaving our way through ghosts and goblins and other adult chaperones, we were about halfway through our candy-gathering adventure, when Emma called out to me. “Scott, come here. You have to see this,” she said. 


     Up ahead of me, the three had stopped under a large tree, with enough leaves remaining to block the streetlights. I hurried to catch up. 


     “What is it?” I said, as Emma pulled something from the plastic pumpkin she used to stow her candy. She held it low enough that I had to look down over her shoulder to see what it was. The dim light was just enough for me to see our dual reflections in an old-fashioned long-handle mirror. 


     Suddenly, the world went black, far blacker than the pleasant fall night under the oak tree. Just as suddenly, I could see again, and once more I was looking at our reflections. 


     Then I felt something taken from my hand and I heard my voice say, “Okay, let’s get going, girls. There’s lots more candy waiting and I want to get back to spend some time with Susan.” 


     Only I hadn’t said it. Someone much taller than I and standing just behind me had. Almost falling down as I did so, I turned quickly to see— — me!?! 


     Looking down I saw the black sleeveless dress with white polka dots and the red sash. I felt something brushing my bare shoulders. And I realized that I had almost tripped because I was wearing– high heels! 


     I looked up again into my own green eyes and smiling face. “What’s going on?” I said, my heart pounding. “Who are you?” 


     “Oh, Emma,” the person in my body said. “Is this your Halloween prank? Pretending to suddenly have amnesia?” 


     Once more I looked down at myself in disbelief. Long, brown hair swept in front of my eyes and I had to push it back. As I did so, my arm rubbed a breast. For a second, I thought I would pass out. 


     “I’m not Emma!” I screamed. “I’m not Emma!” 


     “Emma, Emma!” my body said, putting his hands on my shoulders. “That’s enough. This prank of yours is not funny. You’re scaring people.” 


     I looked up to see that, indeed, a half dozen people were staring at us in horror.” 


     “It’s okay. It’s okay!” my body said loudly. “She’s just playing a joke.” 


     “I’m not Emma,” I sobbed, dropping the plastic pumpkin. “I’m not Emma. I’m Scott.” 


     Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw that Paige and Tyler were beside me now with worried looks on their faces. Even though I was in heels, Tyler was taller. 


     “Emma,” the man who looked like me said quietly, but sternly. “This has gone far enough. He bent down, picked up the pumpkin and handed it to Tyler. 


     “I’m not Emma,” I cried once more, feeling the tears roll down my cheeks and onto my bare chest. “I’m not Emma.” 


     The fake Scott took my hand in his much larger one. “Okay, if you’re going to keep up with this, we’re going home. You’re embarrassing all of us.” 


     I stumbled several times in the heels as he led me down the sidewalks and across the streets. He stopped twice so I could put them back on after they slipped off my feet. As I adjusted to walking in the shoes, I sensed my breasts bouncing and the hem of the sun dress brushing my legs just above my knees. I felt the gold studs in my ears. And I stared dully at the pink polish on my fingernails. 


     As I was pulled along, my mind struggled to find a logical reason for what was going on. I thought that I was Scott. But was I? Maybe I was Emma. Maybe I had fainted, fallen, and hit my head while wearing these stupid high heels. Why had I wore them to go trick-or-treating? That was a dumb thing to do. Maybe I had amnesia. Maybe I was crazy. Maybe Scott taking me home now was the best thing. Maybe I would go to sleep, wake up, and I would be normal 13-year-old Emma again. Maybe. 


     #     #     #     #     # 


     Back at my house, Mommy was sitting in the living room watching TV when we came in. “Emma wanted to come home early,” Scott said. “She said that she’s feeling tired.” 


     “Is she all right?” I heard Mommy say and then she was in the bedroom with us. She sat down next to me on the bed. “Emma, Sweetie, are you okay?” she asked, putting her arm around my bare shoulders. 


     “I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t know anything. I just want to go to sleep. Can I?” 


     “Sure, you can, Pumpkin,” she said, as she pulled off my shoes and gently lifted my legs onto the bed. She smoothed down my dress and kissed me on the cheek. “You just rest now. And if you’re not feeling better in a little while, we’ll see about getting you to the doctor.” 


     Through half-closed eyes, I saw Mommy turn to Paige and Tyler, who were standing quietly by the bed. “Will you two girls keep an eye on her for awhile? If anything happens, you come and get me right away.” 


     They nodded. 


     After Mommy left and closed my bedroom door, I lay there with my eyes closed and gradually willed my heartbeat back to normal. Tyler and Paige must have thought that I was sleep. 


     “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea,” Tyler said. 


     “I know,” Paige replied. “I think that Emma got a little carried away with this Halloween prank stuff. And she told us that once she made the switch and scared Scott, that she’d put them right back in their own bodies. But she didn’t.” 


     Not only was I not asleep. Now I realized that I wasn’t crazy! But I kept my eyes closed and willed my body– make that Emma’s body– to remain still. It was hard too. More than ever now I was consumed by foreign feeling of this female form and the clothes that it was in, the tights on my legs, the strapless bra around my chest, the dress that hugged my waist. Even the braces on my teeth. It was crazy but I felt that if I could take off the clothes, I could take off the body too and be myself again. 


     But I couldn’t. I had to find out how Emma had done this and reverse it. How could she have, though? Body swapping happened only in books and movies. Magic wasn’t real. And science wasn’t even close to figuring out how to do it. 


     “What should we do?” Tyler asked. “The mirror is right there in Emma’s pumpkin.” 


     “But we’d have to get them together again for it to work,” Paige said. 


     And suddenly I knew! Magic was real! It was impossible. But it was real. And the body swap had happened when Emma had me look in that mirror with her. 


     I was still in the body of a 13-year-old girl, but now I began to feel like a man again. I felt my strength returning, along with my sanity. Slowly I opened my eyes, and, as I did so, I saw twin expressions of horror. 


     “You heard us!” Paige said. 


     I sat up and brushed back my hair, Emma’s hair. “You’re damn straight,” I said. The words sounded comical in my squeaky Emma voice. I lifted her slender legs off the bed and put her tiny feet on the floor. “Now, you’re going to tell me everything. And if you help me turn this prank around on Emma, I’ll give you each $100. But first, get me out of this Minnie Mouse getup.” 


     The girls grinned broadly. “Sure!” Tyler said happily. 


     #      #     #     #     # 


     Emma and her friends had found the mirror in a box of items set out on the sidewalk in front of an old two-story house as they walked home from middle school. It was nestled among candles, incense, and what appeared to be a crystal ball. When Emma and Paige accidentally looked into the mirror at the same time, they switched bodies. 


     Of course, they panicked at first, just as I had. But then they discovered that they could switch back just as easily. In my bedroom– Emma’s bedroom– they had experimented some more. 


     “I’m going to use this to pull the best Halloween prank ever on Scott,” Emma told her friends. 


     Tyler and Paige weren’t so certain that was a good idea. “Remember               how scared you were when it first happened to you and Paige,” Tyler said. 


     “But that’s what makes it such a good Halloween prank,” Emma said. “Halloween pranks are supposed to be about scaring someone.” 


     So she told them what she was going to do, and then, as I escorted them to trick-or-treat, she had done it. 


     “What I don’t understand is why she didn’t turn you back right away, after she scared you,” Tyler said. “She said that she would.” 


     I stood up and started for the door. “She didn’t turn us back because she’s still enjoying the prank,” I said. “And in a few minutes, so will I. Emma hasn’t considered what it means to be a man alone with his girlfriend. And it’s only a matter of time until she finds out. 


     “Remember to do what I told you,” I said, as I put my hand on the door knob and started to turn it. Just before I did so, though, I stared into the full-size mirror on the back of the door. It was the first time that I had seen “me” since the body swap. Once more I felt light-headed. 


     And what 30-something man wouldn’t? Our reflection showed three terminally cute teens in oversized sleep shirts, with me slightly in front. My wavy brown hair was in a high ponytail, courtesy of Tyler and Paige. My teeth were wired with teal-colored braces. My breasts pushed prominently against SpongeBob SquarePants on the front of my faded pink shirt and I felt the soft fabric brushing against my nipples, which seemed far too large and far too sensitive for a 13-year-old girl. Under the shirt, I knew, white panties with hearts and a red bow pressed against my flat crotch. 


     But this time, I recovered quickly. I was on a mission. “Okay, quiet now,” I said as I opened the door and we tiptoed down the hall. 


     At the entrance to the living room, we peeked in, one head above another along the door frame. Just as we did so, we saw Scott spring up from the sofa as if he had been launched from a cannon. What really had happened, I suspected, was that Susan had tried to hold his hand, or, even better, kiss him. 


     “I’ll be right back!” he told Susan. “I have to go to the bathroom.” 


     “Perfect timing,” I said. 


     Scott was so panicked that he didn’t even notice us in the darkened hall, or, if he did, he didn’t acknowledge us. He raced into the bathroom and we heard the lock click on the door. 


     “Okay, come on,” I said, as I led my besties into the living room. 


     “Hi, Mommy!” I said cheerily, as I plopped onto her lap and hugged her around the neck, just as I had seen the real Emma do. Feeling my breasts press against hers was beyond weird. Both a turn on and a turn off. But I kept my focus. 


     “I’m feeling much better. Can we watch ‘The Walking Dead’ with you?” 


     “Sure you can, Pumpkin,” she said. “And I’m so glad that you’re feeling better.” 


     “Thanks, Mommy!” I said and pressed against her again, deciding that it was more turn on. It wasn’t sexual, though. It was sensual and intimate in a way that I had never experienced. I gave her a big kiss on the cheek, just as Emma would do. 


     I nodded slightly and the girls took their assigned seats, Tyler in the recliner and Paige at the other end of the sofa. I decided that I would stay on Susan’s lap and enjoy mother-daughter intimacy until Scott came back. 


     It didn’t take long, and I suspect it was because he heard our voices in the living room. And just as I thought he would do, he grinned when he saw me sitting on Susan’s lap. He believed that he wouldn’t have to worry about holding hands, kissing, and hugging her with us in the living room with them. 


     He was wrong. I bounced off Mommy’s lap and moved next to Paige. As I tucked my bare legs under my perky bottom, I made eye contact with Scott and smirked just a little. 


     Despite efforts not to show it, his smile fell like an anvil off a skyscraper as he realized where he had to sit– next to Susan. And as he did so, Susan took his hand. I loved it! 


     In an instant, I snuggled up against him on the other side. I put my slender arms around his waist and hugged him tightly. “Oh, Scott, if I get scared will you hold my hand?” I asked, batting my big, brown eyes and flashing my braces in the sweetest smile. 


     “Of course he will, my little drama queen,” Mommy said. “Won’t you, Scott?” 


     Looking at Susan, he grinned and nodded. “Of course, I will,” he said. 


     Then he turned to me, and, a cold chill ran down my spine as I looked into his– my– green eyes. “Of course, I will, Sweetie,” he said. “Don’t you worry about a thing.” 


     #     #     #     #     # 


     I’m not sure what time I awoke. It was dark outside. Everyone else in the living room was still asleep. And, just as I had hoped, Mommy’s head was leaning on Scott’s shoulder, so that their faces were close together. 


     I had been confident that Scott would refuse to go to bed, after he realized that Mommy wanted to do with him what many loving couples do behind closed doors in the bedroom. And I had told Tyler and Paige that we were staying in the living room until we all fell asleep. I had hidden the mirror so that he couldn’t switch us back while I slept. This was my prank now. 


     I quietly slipped off the sofa, crept back to my bedroom, grabbed the mirror from its hiding place behind the dresser, and returned. I didn’t know if the transformation would work if they weren’t looking into the mirror, but I hoped it would. Why would magic care if eyes were open or closed? 


     I held the mirror in front of them. Nothing happened, at least nothing that I could see. But I remember how quickly and subtly it had happened with Emma and me. 


     Then I curled up on the sofa, pulled my nightshirt down over my panties and tried to go back to sleep. Whether I did, I don’t know. But suddenly I heard my old voice– Scott’s voice– screaming. 


     Not screaming words. Just screaming. 


     It had worked! Susan was in my Scott body and Emma was in hers! 


     Emma in Susan’s body looked about wildly and in confusion. 


     “What’s… ?” she began, but then didn’t finish. Emma was in that body and she knew what the mirror could do. She knew what was going on. 


     But she had to pretend she didn’t. She had to pretend that she was Scott now in Susan’s body. She screamed too, as they stared at one another and ran their hands down their alien bodies. 


     Finally, I grabbed both of Mommy’s now manly arms. “It’s okay. It’s okay,” I said. “You’re not going crazy. You’re not having a nightmare. Calm down now, and I’ll explain.” 


     Speaking as if I were the real Emma, I explained to Mommy in her boyfriend’s body about how my friends and I had found the mirror and discovered its power. The real Emma pretended as if she were hearing the story for the first time. I had to hand it to the girl. She knew how to stay in character. 


     “But why did you do this to us?” Mommy in Scott’s body asked. “Why didn’t you just tell us about the mirror?” 


     “I thought that this was the absolute bestest Halloween prank I could ever play on Scott,” I said, opening my doe eyes as wide as they would go and smiling as innocently as I could. 


     “And I thought that you would like to see what it’s like to be a member of the opposite sex for a little awhile. You’re always telling me that we should try new things. I know that I really would like to see what it’s like to be a boy, although they can be icky sometimes.” 


     I put my tiny hand around one of her biceps and squeezed. “But they’re really strong,” I said. “Some of them are cute too, especially in tight jeans.” 


     There was an awkward silence. Perhaps I had overdone it a bit there, but it seemed the natural thing to say. Tyler and Paige were blushing. Mommy in her male body laughed. “Okay, young lady, that’s enough. You’ll embarrass the real Scott.” 


     I realized that I was rattling on, just like a 13-year-old, boy-crazy girl. I forced my internal Scott to override my hormonal Emma, which gradually had been gaining control of whoever-the-hell I was. 


     “Sorry, Mommy,” I said. 


     “But don’t forget this is Halloween weekend,” I added. “What better time to be someone else?” 


     Mommy in Scott’s body looked over at her old body, down at her new one and smiled. “You know, you’re right. I would like to see what’s it’s like– if Scott is okay with it.” 


     We all looked at Emma, pretending to be Scott in Mommy’s body. “Sure, why not?” she said. “It’s Halloween.” 


     She then smiled and stood up. “So, Scott,” she said, putting heightened emphasis on the name. “Why don’t you go get a quick shower while we girls get ready and then you can take us all out to breakfast?” 


     “That’s a great idea,” said Mommy in her new body. “I’ll see you in 15.” 


     Almost out of the living room she stopped. “Of course, now that I’m a man, I’ll have to shave before we go out,” she said. “Better make that 20 minutes.” 


     Emma and I stood there staring at one another until we heard the shower running. “Okay,” she said. “That was so not funny. Now, where’s the mirror so I can get back in my own body?” 


     I pulled the mirror from under the sofa and backed away. “What’s your hurry?” I asked. “Now suddenly you don’t like being someone else?” 


     She stepped toward me. We were both about the same height now, and Emma didn’t seem nearly so intimidating as she had when she was in my much taller body. But she did scare me a little. Maybe it was the mother/daughter dynamic that our bodies intuitively recognized. 


     “I was just pulling a Halloween prank on you,” she said. “Just like we always do.” 


     I nodded. “And I pulled one on you right back,” I said. “And mine was better, right?” 


     Unexpectedly, she laughed. “But those high heels really made you miserable and distracted you from thinking too much about what had happened. That was fun,” she said. “You’re right, though. Your Halloween prank was better. Now can I have my body back?” 


     I felt a great relief. We were okay. I would be Susan for awhile and then we would be ourselves again. I stepped next to her, and held up the mirror. “Sure,” I said. 


     This time, I saw Susan and Emma in the mirror before abrupt blackness. Then it was light again and I saw the faces, and this time I was Susan. 


     Before I realized what had happened, Emma, back in her own body, took the mirror from my hand, stepped away, and held it out at arm’s length. In that instant I knew what she was going to do, and I was powerless to stop it. She had pushed me too far, and now I had done the same to her. 


     For a 13-year-old girl, what she was about to do was logical, with great short-term satisfaction but no regard for long-term consequences. If I had been her, I would have done the same thing. I can say that with certainty because I had been her only a few seconds before. 


     In fact, I still felt like her, only now in leggings and a tight tunic top and even larger breasts, breasts that I once had loved to squeeze when they were on someone else. Now they would be mine. And Emma would be my daughter. 


     As I watched her holding the mirror shoulder high, I noted that time had slowed down, just as it does in the moments before an auto accident. Maybe it just seemed that way because my mind was in overdrive as it considered the imminent implications. I would be the squeezee. I wouldn’t like shaving my legs. I would like multiple orgasms. For obvious reasons, Scott and I would get married. I wanted a baby, preferably a girl, who would call me… 


     “Yours was the best prank. Now mine is,” Emma said, as she dropped the mirror and I saw it shatter on the floor, sending shards scattering across the hardwood. 


     As I looked down at my new reflection in one of the larger pieces, I heard her add, “Happy Halloween, Mommy.” 


       


       


       


       


       


     Clothes Make the Girl 


       


       


      


     I was relaxed in my recliner, awaiting the start of Saturday afternoon baseball on the MLB channel. My wife, Rachel, and daughter, Wendy, were on their way out the door to do some clothes shopping at the mall.  The girl was only 4 years old, but already she was a clothes horse. This time she was wearing a dark pink dress, designed in layers with a white ribbon around the waist. 


     “Daddy, why don’t you ever go clothes shopping with us?” my dark-haired moppet asked. 


     I put down my beer and smiled. “Because, sweetie, boys clothes are boring. It’s more fun to me for me to watch baseball games.” 


     Rachel cocked an eyebrow and gave me an amused expression. Then she took our daughter’s hand and headed toward the door. 


      “That’s right, Wendy. But girls clothes are pretty and fun. Right?” she said. 


      “We’ll be back by 5,” she added, looking back at me. “Don’t exhaust yourself watching that game.” 


     Wendy stopped and looked up at my wife of 10 years. “But that’s not fair to boys,” she said. “Why can’t they wear clothes that are fun too? Why can’t Daddy come with us and buy girls clothes too?” 


     I chuckled. “You want to field that one, Rach?” I said.  


     “Well, sweetie, boys and girls are different,” she said. “And so their clothes are different too. Don’t you think that Daddy would look silly in girls clothes?” 


     Wendy thought about that. “Well … maybe. But it’s still not fair. I wish Daddy could wear girls clothes so that he could go to the mall and have fun clothes shopping with us.” 


     And, just like that, I could. More than could, I actually was wearing girls clothes! Rachel screamed. I screamed. Wendy shrieked and clapped her hands joyfully. 


     Not only was I wearing girls clothes– some kind of white and turquoise dress with a ruffled skirt– but I appeared to be girl size as well. With tiny bare arms and legs, I couldn’t straightened the recliner to get out of it.  


     “Oh, my God!” Rachel said as she walked over and lifted me out of the chair. “What just happened?” 


     “Don’t ask me!” I said in a high, squeaky voice, staring in disbelief as I ran my fingers through long, blonde curls on either side of my head. 


     “I made a wish and it came true,” Wendy said as she joined us. “I can do magic.” 


     Now my 4-year-old daughter and I were the same height. She took my hand.  


     “Now you can wear girls clothes and go shopping with us,” she gushed. “Now you don’t have to stay home and be bored.” 


     I looked up at my brunette wife, who towered over me. 


      “But Wachel … “ 


     Quickly I put my hand to my mouth, stunned by what had just come out of it.                


     “Wachel?” I tried again.  


     Despite the seriousness of the situation–- at least to me– Rachel laughed. 


     “Oh, that is so darling,” she said. “You can’t say my name.” 


     “Not funny, Wachel,” I said. 


     I crossed my arms and stamped my foot. As I did, I noted in horror that I was wearing Mary Jane shoes in the same shade of teal as my dress. And they had  big bows on the toes!  


      “Wendy, sweetie, magic isn’t real,” Rachel said. “I have no idea how this happened. But you didn’t do it.” 


     Wendy took my wife’s hand in one of hers and mine in the other. 


     “Yes, I did, Mommy and Daddy,” she said. “Come on, I’ll show you.” 


     In the kitchen, she opened the back door and said, “See?” 


     “Howy cwap!” I exclaimed. “That’s a unicorn!” 


     And it was. We had a unicorn in our backyard. 


     Rachel put her hand over her mouth. 


     “Oh, this is just too much!” she said. 


     “You think so, Wach?” I replied, staring daggers up at her. 


     One again, she laughed.  


     “Oh, you are just too precious when you’re mad!” she said. 


     “Dammit!” I screamed. “This is serious!” 


     Wendy gasped. 


     “Mommy! Daddy said a bad word!” she said. Then, pointing a finger at me, she added, “Young lady, watch your mouth!” 


     Rachel stifled a giggle. 


     “Okay, I’ll believe that you can do magic, Wendy,” she said calmly. “So now let’s make Daddy big again. Okay? He doesn’t like being a little girl.” 


     Wendy smiled and said, “Okay, Mommy! I wish Daddy was bigger!” 


     And just like that, I wasn’t little anymore. Well, not as little anyway. But I was still a girl! 


     I have to admit that I married a woman who saw humor in just about anything, especially if it involved embarrassing me. Once again, she was giggling.  


     “Whoops!” she said. “I guess that I should have chosen my words a little more carefully. Looks like you’re about 10 years old. But at least you probably can pronounce my name correctly now. 


     “Want to try?” 


     “No, I don’t,” I said.  


     Rachel smiled. “Want to call me Mommy instead?” 


     “Just wait … ” I said, with my hands on my hips. 


     She patted my head.  


     “There, there,” she said with a maddening twinkle in her green eyes. “Don’t be such a petulant little girl, Jack. We’ll get this fixed.” 


     Then she looked at Wendy. 


     “That wasn’t what I meant, sweetheart,” she said. “I wanted you to make Daddy himself again.” 


     “But I don’t wanna,” she said. “I want him to go shopping with us. He never gets to go. And now that I have magic, he can!” 


     “Please, princess,” I said. “I want to be your Daddy again.” 


     “Okay, Daddy,” she said brightly. “As soon as we get back. Okay?” 


     Before I could reply, Rachel held up her hand. 


     “Wendy, why don’t you go to the bathroom one more time before we leave, just to make sure,” she said.  


     “Okay, Mommy,” our daughter replied, and left the living room. 


     “Listen,” she whispered to me. “At this point, it’s pretty clear that, somehow, Wendy is doing magic. And it’s also pretty clear that she wants you to go with us, and she’s doing everything she can to make that happen. If we fight her on this, until we figure out how she’s doing it, who knows what might happen? You might wind up as one of the Disney princesses. 


     “Why don’t we just go along with it? Okay?” 


     “And by ‘we,’ you mean ‘me,’” I replied. 


     Rachel nodded.  


     “Okay, yes, I mean you,” she said. “Do this for her, and just think of it as a big adventure. How many 35-year-old men  get to go clothes shopping with their wives and daughters as girls themselves and try on all kinds of pretty clothes?” 


     “Just what I’ve always wanted,” I replied, hanging my head. 


     She pulled up my chin and smiled. 


     “I know,” she said.  “When you’re my husband again, I’ll make it up to you. I promise.”  


        


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     And speaking of Disney princesses, Rachel explained to Wendy that I would be her 10-year-old sister for the shopping trip. 


     “What should we call your big sister?” she asked. 


     “Ariel!” she replied instantly. 


     And, yes, as Rachel stood me in front of a mirror at home, it appeared that I did have the body of a girl about 10, with long blonde hair and blue eyes. At least no boobs! That was a big plus.  


     As we  pulled into the mall parking lot, Rachel asked, “Where should we start?” 


     “Justice!” Wendy shrieked from her booster seat in back.  


     “What the Hell is Justice?” I asked, still amazed by how tiny and lost I felt in our car.  


     “It’s a store for mostly tween girls,” Rachel explained. “But fashionista that your daughter is, she’s already familiar with it. Don’t ask me how or why. I’m guessing that she wants to go there to buy clothes for you.” 


     “Oh, joy,” I said, as Rachel pulled the keys from the ignition and I unbuckled my seat belt.” 


     “Wait a second, Ariel,” she said, just as I reached for the door. 


     I cringed at the sound of my new name, and paused. 


     “Probably would be better if you called me ‘Mommy’ while we’re shopping. Don’t you think?” 


     I rolled my eyes. “Sure, thing Mommy,” I said.   


     She giggled. “And don’t forget to go to the little girls room if you have to potty, not the boys,” she said. 


     Inside the Justice store, it was just as Rachel had predicted. Wendy wanted to shop for clothes for me. Acting old beyond her years in this retail setting, she helped pick out skirts, tops, sleepwear and even undies for her new big sister. She wanted me to try on ruffle tiered skirts, cheetah tutu skirts, and acid-wash denim skirts. She selected graphic tees, fluted hem v-neck tees, and slash tees, including one with a unicorn! 


     She chose pajama sets with sayings like “morning hair don’t care” and “fabulous and fierce” on them, as well as pink panties with a rainbow band and some kind of underwear called a “shortie,” adorned with cute little animals. 


     And every time I stepped out of the dressing room, she applauded wildly. “Oh, Ariel, you look so pretty in that!” she’d say. Or, “Oh, Ariel, don’t you just love it?” 


     I never had felt so embarrassed in my life. And, by my facial expressions and body language, Rachel picked up on that and continually offered encouragement for me to hang in there. 


     “And Wendy’s right,” she smirked once. “That lace tiered skirt with the slash tee is so you. But I’m thinking that a girl your age might need a bralette under the shirt.” 


     Eventually, the torture session ended, as Wendy mercifully grew tired of dressing me and wanted to find new clothes for herself. She didn’t even notice that Rachel bought only a couple of items for Ariel, just to keep up appearances, before we left the store. 


     Three hours later, following an early dinner at Chuck E. Cheese, we drove home. 


     And just as we entered the house, Rachel’s cell phone rang.  


     “Really? That’s not good,” she said after listening for a moment. “I’ll be right there.” 


     Rachel was the manager of a fast-food restaurant and subject to being called in at any hour the business was open, including late-night and weekends. 


     “Oh, no,” she said, after she hung up. “You girls are too young to leave by yourselves. You’re going to need a babysitter.” 


     I plopped down on the sofa in the cheetah tutu skirt and fluted hem v-neck that Wendy insisted I wear home.  


     “Very funny,” I said, as I crossed my bare legs and blew a strand of blonde hair out of my face.” 


     Rachel laughed. “Yeah, I know. Sorry about that. But I do have to go right now. Wendy, you mind Ariel– er, I mean your father. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” 


     With my wife gone, I called Wendy over to me.  


     “Okay, sweetheart, I went shopping with you and we tried on all those cute clothes and it was really fun,” I said. “Now I need to be your Daddy again. Okay?” 


     Wendy shook her head. “No, Ariel,” she said. “I think that you should be my babysitter until Mommy gets back. Then I’ll do it. Promise!” 


     I pulled her to me and looked into her green eyes. “But Ariel is too young to be your babysitter,” I said. “I need to be your Daddy now.” 


     Wendy shook her head. No question, she was her mother’s daughter and just as headstrong, even at 4 years old. 


     “I wish that you were old enough to be the babysitter,” she said. 


     Oh, crap! 


     Suddenly, once again, I was bigger. I could tell that by the long, shapely legs that extended from the hem of a blue and white print skirt that reached to about the middle of my thighs. 


     “There!” Wendy exclaimed. “You can babysit until Mommy gets back. And then you can be Daddy again. We can have a tea party!” 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     As Wendy prepared for the tea party, I went into the bathroom to find out what I looked like this time. 


     Oh, my God! I was most any teenage boy’s wet dream. Having been one in a previous life, I could attest to that. 


     I still had the blonde hair and blue eyes. But now I also had breasts and curves and … braces?! Oh, nooo. Why did Wendy have to go and do that?               


     They were pink too. Well, of course they were. At age 4, my daughter was the ultimate girly girl already. And with the magical power that she had somehow acquired, she was bestowing her love of all things feminine on me. 


     I was wearing an off-the-shoulder dress that prominently displayed my new breasts and hugged my new curves. My legs were bare and shiny smooth. And my small feet were in some kind of flat shoes– again with bows at the toes. My ears were adorned with sparkly Mickey Mouse stud earrings. And I had a bracelet around my left ankle. 


     I stared, stunned and open-mouthed, at the totality of it all.  Just a few hours ago, I had been a married man with a daughter, a man who kept in shape and still played sports, a man who liked to drink beer and watch baseball games, while his wife and daughter went clothes shopping on Saturday afternoons. 


     And now I was … the “babysitter” from some soft core porno movie.  


     “Ariel! The tea party’s ready!,” Wendy called from her bedroom. 


     As we sat at the little table and drank pretend tea with our pinkies extended, my daughter said, “Oh, Ariel, you are so pretty. Do you have a boy friend?” 


     Uh, oh, I knew I was on treacherous ground here. If I said “no,” she could magically create one for me. And if I said “yes,” she could … well, basically do the same thing, since I really didn’t have one.   


     “Why, yes, I do, Wendy,” I said. “But he has to work tonight, just like your Mommy.” 


     “Oh, that’s too bad,” she said and then was on to other things, complimenting me on my dress and shoes and telling me about her pet unicorn in the backyard. 


     Yikes! I had forgotten about that. I hoped that neighbors hadn’t peeked over the fence and noticed.  


     Finally, about 8  p.m., the tea party over, Wendy yawned and her eyes started drooping. 


     “Time for bed, sweetheart,” I said. “I’ll wake you up when Mommy gets home so you can make me Daddy again.” 


     “Okay, Ariel,” she said. “I love you.” 


     Downstairs, I turned on the TV, trying to find a night game, but more importantly get my mind off this totally alien body that I now inhabited. Evidently, I was wearing a strapless bra, since I could feel something constricting my torso and my breasts didn’t bounce around as much as their size suggested they would if they were unencumbered. I wondered if the soft and silky panties pressed against my disturbingly flat groin matched the bra. But no way, no how, was I going to look. The hem of my dress tickled my legs every time I moved, and my hair did the same thing to my shoulders. 


     Totally alien, yes, but as I sat there and pretended to watch a baseball game, I slowly came to appreciate the total package and just how sensuous I felt in this body and in these clothes. I squeezed my breasts. I stroked my legs. I rubbed my crotch. And I discovered that my bra and panties were both a light shade of lavender. 


     Then the doorbell rang. Oh, no! Both the lights and the TV were on. I couldn’t pretend that no one was home. I really would have to be the babysitter. 


     Reluctantly, I approached the locked door. “Who is it?” I asked in my teen girl voice.” 


     “It’s Tom,” a young male voice said.  


     As if I was supposed to know who Tom is. 


     Suddenly I did know. Despite my calculated answer to Wendy to avoid her creating a boyfriend for me, she had done so anyway. Oh, crap! 


     I had no choice but to open the door. 


     When I did, what I saw made my heart flutter and my knees weaken. Oh, my God, he was gorgeous, tall and muscular, with black hair and brown eyes. Obviously, Wendy’s doing. 


     He stepped into the house. “Hi, babe,” he said.  


     Then he closed the door behind him. And before I even had time to consider what his next move might be, Tom kissed me.  


     And before I even had time to tell my lips, “Oh, no, you don’t!” I kissed him back, as I leaned up with one foot in the air and wrapped my arms around his neck. 


     When we both finally needed to breathe again, the shock of what I had just done nearly made me pass out. On the other hand, maybe it was the intensity of the kiss. Maybe I liked it. 


     Oh, no! That couldn’t be. I was a man, a husband, a father. 


     Only now I wasn’t. Only now I was a teenage babysitter with a hunk for a boyfriend. No longer certain of my self-control, I prayed that Rachel would return soon. This guy was making me all tingly inside and my panties wet. 


     As I prayed, Tom put his warm arm around my bare shoulder and walked me to the sofa. “Is Wendy asleep?” he asked. 


     I nodded. 


     “Good,” he said, as we sat down nearly joined at the hip. 


     He grabbed the remote, changed the channel to some old movie and put the audio on mute. Then he reached over behind my shoulder and turned off the lamp. 


     My attraction to him was just too much to resist and as his hands worked their magic on my soft, sensitive body, I impulsively responded in kind with my hands to his hard, muscular frame, especially in the place that I knew turned on men, and especially teen boys, the most. 


     He helped me gain access by unzipping his jeans and then he did the same to the back of my dress … 


     Suddenly the door swung open and someone turned on the overhead light. 


     “Hey, I’m home,” Rachel said, before realizing what was going on in front of her. 


     Quickly I pulled my hand back and wiped it on my dress. Just as hastily, Tom removed his from my panties and zipped his jeans. 


     “Oh, hi, Mrs. Mitchell,” I said too cheerily. “Wendy’s sound asleep and Tom stopped by to watch TV with me. I hope that’s okay.” 


     She smiled, but I couldn’t tell if it was a sincere smile or a “that’s a crock” smile. 


     “Sure, no problem, Ariel,” she said. “But it’s late. So Tom should be on his way.” 


     Following a quick peck on my cheek, Tom made a hasty departure and Rachel closed the door. 


     “Oh, I don’t believe this,” she said with a broad grin. 


     “What?” I asked, feigning innocence. “Wendy did all of this with her magic. I had no choice.” 


     Rachel walked over and picked up my bra from the sofa arm.  


     “Oh, Wendy used magic to take this off of you?” she asked, holding it up for examination. 


     “Oh, 36C. That’s impressive, Ariel,” she added. “You’ve grown up a lot since I left a few hours ago.” 


     Rachel helped me put the bra back on and zipped me back into the dress. Then we sat down and I explained what had happened. 


     “I believe you, of course,” she said. “And I don’t blame you for what I walked in on. But it was a shock to the system.” 


     I smiled. “You’re telling me,” I said.  


     She pulled me to my feet.  


     “Okay, Ariel,” she said. “We’ve had enough of this. Let’s go wake Wendy and make you my husband again.” 


     The rainbow nightlight  revealed Wendy sleeping soundly on her back. And its light reflected off something in her hand. 


     Wendy plucked it gently away and held it closer to the light. 


     “Well, I wouldn’t believe it if I hadn’t seen the magic with my own eyes, but this looks like the answer to the mystery,” she said softly. 


     “What is it?” I whispered, moving closer. 


     “It’s a magic coin,” she replied. 


     “How do you know it’s magic?” I asked.” 


     She grinned. “It says ‘magic coin.’” 


     Rachel turned it over.  


     “And on this side, it says ‘Good for five wishes.’” 


      “Oh, my God,” I gasped. “How many has she made? 


     Quickly we counted. She had changed me three times and created a boyfriend for me. 


     “Whew,” Wendy said. “Four times. We still have one left.” 


     Then I remembered and collapsed on the floor, knowing that I never again would be a man, a husband, and father. From now on, I was a blonde teenage babysitter for Wendy with a hunky boyfriend. 


     “The unicorn,” I said. “We’ve got a unicorn in our backyard. That’s five.” 
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